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A few years ago my wife and I were celebrating our wedding anniversary with my best friend Adrian. We had consumed a couple of glasses of wine each and were just starting to loosen up. Adrian is a handsome, charismatic guy who has kept himself in good shape since retiring as a former NFL conditioning coach. He is 6 feet 2 inches tall and a very dark-skinned black man. My wife, Sara, has also kept herself in great shape, through a combination of Pilates, yoga, and running. She is a beautiful blue-eyed blonde, 15 years younger than me.
We have an open marriage but neither of us abuse it. My wife has been offered many indecent proposals over the years and rarely accepts them. However, because she has a far higher libido than me, she is free to enjoy herself outside of the confines of our marriage. I made out with a woman several years ago at a bar, but have never gone Qbeyond that in terms of infidelity.
Adrian is a very dominant guy, particularly in his relationships with women. He had shared a few tales of his conquests with me over the years and I know he was into some kinky stuff. The three of us were having a blast and had shed most of our inhibitions. We were playing truth or dare but all three of us had decided just to answer any questions truthfully. After a lot of questions about the general state of our marriage, the conversation inevitably turned to sex. Adrian was asking us about the frequency of our intimacy, and whether or not we were allowed to see other people. My wife responded that we enjoy an open marriage. I felt it necessary to add that neither of us abuse it, as an uncharacteristic pang of jealousy kicked in. Adrian laughed and told me that Sara seemed much more comfortable with the open marriage than I did. This seemed to embolden my wife and she started to grill Adrian about his love life.
Sara was asking him all kinds of personal questions and he shared openly, at ease with the sexually charged conversation. He told my wife that it really turned him on to fuck a woman in the ass, particularly if it was her first time. He viewed this as a deep act of submission on their part. He also loved getting a rimjob and got his asshole waxed regularly in case the opportunity arose. He shared that he especially loved to dominate and humiliate white women.
Sara was getting flushed which to me was a clear sign that she was aroused. She continued to press him about his fantasies and he ended up confessing to urinating on a few women in the shower. I wasn't sure if my wife would be repulsed by that. To my surprise, she agreed that the shower would be the most sanitary place for such an act of submission by a woman. Then she asked Adrian if any of the women were white!
We had another glass of wine each and you could feel the sexual tension in the air. The subject of threesomes came up and my buddy told us he had been involved in several such scenarios. He told us he loved being rimmed and sucked off at the same time. He asked us if we had ever been involved in a threesome. Sara blurted out that we talked about it regularly when we made love. However, we had never gone through with it ‪until tonight‬. After she said that, it was obvious that the three of us were going to end up having sex.
It was a relief when Adrian announced he was going to take a shower and let my wife and I talk. As soon as he left the room Sara kissed me passionately and put my hand between her legs. I noticed she was soaking wet and I told her that it seemed like she wanted to do this. I got a very enthusiastic "yes" as a response and I told her I was comfortable too. When we talked about threesomes in the past, my wife always mentioned Adrian as her favorite candidate. We agreed it would be an exciting way to celebrate our anniversary.
Adrian returned from the shower wearing just a towel and carrying a small black bag which I assumed was his shaving kit. I did notice he was wearing his Apple Watch. This was a departure from his beloved Rolex that he normally displayed proudly on his wrist. His chest and stomach were clean-shaven and his lean muscularity was on display. I told him that we were down to have some fun tonight. Sara blurted out that we had actually fantasized about having a threesome with him. I glared at her, knowing full well that he would use this knowledge against us. He confidently assumed the lead and it felt right for two reasons. Firstly, he was naturally dominant and secondly he had the most experience with threesomes.
Adrian said it was important for us to outline our individual expectations, so that we all got something out of the experience. My wife told him that she just wanted to try and experience an orgasm. She told Adrian that achieving release had always been extremely difficult for her. He asked her some very specific questions about our sex life. I shuffled uneasily in my chair as she inadvertently outlined my sexual shortcomings to him. He listened intently to her and I could feel my face getting red as she opened up to him.
When it was finally my turn, I shared that I was submissive by nature and just wanted to be directed. I would be happy coming two or three times. Adrian was much more vocal and specific about his expectations, which should have been a red flag to us. He told us that he had already been very honest about what sexual activities he enjoys. The rest of the evening would be up to us. Then he said, "be obedient and I will make you two my bitches tonight." He was smiling when he said it and the three of us burst into laughter.
Adrian beamed a huge smile and went over to Sara and gave her a big hug. He whispered something in her ear and she looked extremely embarrassed. However, she managed a wry smile and nodded her head submissively. He patted her gently on the ass and said "good girl Sara, go and take a shower and prepare yourself." She left the room silently with her head down avoiding eye contact with me.
Adrian and I chatted while Sara showered. I noticed she was gone a long time and wondered if she was shaving her pussy in the shower. When she finally returned to the room she was wearing a pink, silk babydoll with matching panties and pink heels. She had a pink ribbon in her long blonde hair and had applied some makeup. She had also glossed her lips in a beautiful shade of pink and had done her nails in a matching color. Adrian complimented her telling her that she looked breathtaking. Sara got flushed again and I knew he was getting under her skin.
Adrian beckoned my wife over to him, simply by uttering the one-word command "come". She tentatively moved towards him and he asked her to twirl for him. She seductively turned around for him and he lewdly ogled her. He continued to compliment her although now his comments were more specific and more sexual. He told her she had a great ass and that her legs looked very toned in her fuck-me pumps. He ran his hand over her ass and gave it a playful slap.
Sara was loving the attention and was signaling her availability to him by openly flirting with him. At one point Adrian gently caressed the side of her face and told her she looked beautiful. His hand was cradling the side of her head and he moved his thumb over to her pink glossed lips. He was testing her boundaries. Sara responded by parting her lips and taking his thumb inside her mouth. She sucked on his thumb as he admired her and continued to flatter her. I could feel a mixture of jealousy and arousal as my buddy showered attention on my wife, so I excused myself to take a shower.
When I got into the shower room, the first thing I noticed was an empty enema box in the trash. Well, that answered my question of why it had taken my wife so long to get ready! I wondered briefly why she had given herself a thorough anal cleanse. Had Adrian told my wife to prepare for anal sex when he had whispered into her ear? Whatever he had said to her had obviously embarrassed her.
After I showered, I noticed Adrian's clothes in a neat pile on the bathroom counter. Following his lead, I got naked and returned to the living room. They had already got started, moving the action to my home office, for reasons unknown to me at that time. Adrian had made himself comfortable sitting in my large office chair behind my desk. He was talking on his cell phone to a client. This wasn't unusual. Adrian managed a few NFL players and was always on call. He had also helped himself to my laptop and was using it to access something related to his phone call. His black leather shaving bag was the only other thing on my desk. Although I couldn't see Sara, I could hear lewd slurping sounds, the unmistakable noises of somebody sucking a cock.
I moved slowly around the huge oak desk and saw the top of Sara's head. She was kneeling under my desk giving him an enthusiastic blowjob. Her pink panties were already removed, casually discarded by the leather chair Adrian was relaxing in. His towel was tossed on the ground by the entrance to the office. He had sauntered in there butt naked except for his watch. I watched my wife lovingly suck my best friend's cock and I quickly became erect.
Sara and I watch a lot of interracial porn together, so seeing her worshipping his black cock excited me immensely. She blew him for several minutes. She was getting very aroused and was moaning as she sucked his cock. She had given me oral a few times before, normally on special occasions like my birthday or Christmas. However, she was never enthusiastic and it was always an act of foreplay. She had never sucked me to completion. She would finish me with her hands and I could only come on her breasts or stomach, never near her face or hair.
For his part, Adrian was sat impassively still engrossed in his phone call. He was tapping away on the keyboard to my laptop. He was enjoying this devoted blowjob my wife was giving him, but it seemed like whatever business he was conducting could not wait. Several minutes later he hung up the phone, shut my laptop, and apologized for the distraction. He focused his attention to appreciate my wife's ministrations and gently patted the top of her head. She moaned with pleasure while sucking my buddy's cock for several more minutes. Finally, he arose slowly from the chair and stood next to the desk.
He slid the office chair back a few inches and then put one foot up on the chair exposing his nether regions. I noticed that he was completely hairless on his nuts and asshole and thought that it looked extremely clean to be groomed that way. The way he positioned himself allowed my wife and I to gauge the size of his cock. She gave me a sideways glance and it was clear we agreed it was a very impressive specimen.
His heavy black balls hung between his open legs as if to invite her to give them a nibble. As he stood there expectantly with his foot on the chair, Sara was processing what he was asking of her. She was quite naive when it came to sex and had never eaten a guy's ass before. When it dawned on her what he wanted, she looked shocked and embarrassed. Breaking the ice, Adrian smiled at her and told her gently to just give his balls a quick suck. She appeared to be comfortable with this request and scooted towards him still on her knees.
I noticed she was extremely flushed and in a high state of arousal. She had goosebumps all over her ass and thighs and was still moaning occasionally. She tentatively extended her tongue and licked his swollen nuts with the very tip of it. Her little pink tongue grazing his black, shaved balls looked so erotic. He let out a heavy sigh of satisfaction and this emboldened her. She began to suck and nibble his balls and before long was licking his taint as she seemed intent on pleasuring this man. They were completely ignoring me at this point, fully engrossed in each other. I was rock-hard from watching my wife service my black friend, so I began to touch myself.
The lewd sight of Sara licking my buddy's nuts and taint had got me incredibly excited. Pre-cum leaked from my cock as I watched the show. I heard her moan again and shudder as if she was approaching orgasm. Adrian heard her sounds of pleasure too, and he immediately took advantage of her wanton lust. He told her she was beautiful and gently placed his hand behind her head. This was just what she needed to overcome her inhibitions, a firm guiding hand. She wasn't enough of a slut to move her lips to his shaved asshole. However, she allowed him to slowly push her head under his nuts until her tongue grazed his rosebud. He clenched his teeth and stiffened up with pleasure. He slowly removed his hand from the back of his head and muttered "right there Sara, good girl."
Sara did not attempt to move away and began to rim him voluntarily. A little tentatively at first, but emboldened by his moans of pleasure, she positioned herself in such a way that her face was buried between his ass cheeks. Her head was tilted back so that she could get her tongue inside his asshole. Her long blonde hair spilled down her back reaching almost to the top of her tight little ass. The pink ribbon in her hair accentuated her femininity, and made her appear younger. Her beautifully manicured pink fingernails raked across his muscular ass, as she tried to maximize his pleasure. She rimmed him submissively for several minutes, and I could see her tongue buried in his asshole.
At one point he grabbed a fist full of her hair forcing her deeper into his nether regions. She was moaning again, on the verge of an orgasm at the excitement of her debasement. He was leaking copious amounts of pre-cum and it was dripping onto the leather seat of my office chair. He finally released his vice grip on Sara's hair and wiped the cum from his leaking cock head onto the palm of his hand. Then, taking another liberty with my wife, he rewrapped his cum stained hand into her long hair and forced her deeper into his ass crack.
Sara was very close to orgasm now, evidenced by the tightening of her stomach muscles. I couldn't understand why she was so aroused that she was about to come. My buddy had a keen awareness of what was about to transpire. He turned to me dismissively and said "your wife is going to get off on eating my ass." The words rang in my ears, but it was his condescending tone that hurt me the most. As soon as Sara heard this she stiffened up and said "I am close."
My buddy released his grip on her hair and she withdrew her tongue from his asshole. She looked up at him with adoration. Then she put her hand between her legs masturbating furiously. When she was close he whispered "come for me, slut". This verbal abuse pushed her over the edge, and seconds later she groaned as she came kneeling before him. She had an earth shattering orgasm the likes of which I had never witnessed before. I was transfixed at the scene unraveling before me.
My wife is rarely able to orgasm. I never blamed myself as I was able to get a lot of my previous girlfriends off. With Sara, whether we tried my cock, fingers, tongue, or her vibrator the results were the same. She would build slowly and steadily, but would hardly ever orgasm. Today she had got tantalizingly close to orgasm just by giving my buddy an extended, loving rim job. She had only needed a few seconds of mechanical stimulation to get over the edge. Amazing!
After she came her breathing was ragged, and she seemed completely out of it. Her eyes were glazed over with pleasure. Her nipples were the most erect I had ever seen them. She had a sheen of perspiration across her forehead. She was visibly wet across her inner thighs. The scent of her sex was heavy in the air. Adrian noticed my reaction to her wanton lust and said "Your wife is like a bitch in heat."
Adrian snapped Sara back into the moment by moving towards her and resting the tip of his leaking cock on her forehead. She understood that it was his turn to come and she began to lick the shaft of his cock which was resting on her nose. She lovingly licked his shaft and nuts before he told her to open her mouth. Her pink, glossed lips parted and he entered her warm, moist mouth with a sigh of pleasure.
Sara worshipped his cock as he stood above her. She kept eye contact with him as she worked to get him off. He was thrusting gently into her mouth now, his muscular ass cheeks flexing as he moved steadily towards his own orgasm. He was stroking the top of her head and calling her a cocksucker. She was breathing hard again and seemed like she was struggling to focus. A few seconds later, to my astonishment, she withdrew her lips from Adrian's cock, put one hand between her legs, and came again. This time she was quivering with pleasure and she was even more vocal.
Adrian gave her a few seconds to compose herself and then resumed fucking her face. As he approached his cumshot, he pulled his huge cock out of her mouth. She started to slowly jerk him off, simultaneously sucking his nuts with her pretty pink lips. Her perfectly manicured nails slowly stroked him. She placed her other hand under his ass and tickled his rosebud. I saw his abs tighten, he let out a loud sigh of pleasure and told my wife he was getting close. She looked up at him adoringly from under his balls and asked him to please come on her face! This was a total kick in the nuts as she had never allowed me this sexual privilege.
My buddy and I locked eyes for a split second. He smirked at me, before releasing a massive load all over my wife's pretty face. He spurted several thick ropes of cum on her, trying to paint her whole face with his jizz. A fair amount of his semen landed in her hair. This was something, she had told me previously, that she hated with a passion. However, today she seemed completely unfazed.
Sara waited until he was finished erupting, before taking his softening cock back into her willing mouth. She licked his cock and balls perfectly clean, and then he pulled his cock from her warm lips. She still had lots of his semen on her face. He began to scoop it up with his thumb and gently feed it to her. She lapped it up enthusiastically, as if she was enjoying submitting to this man. Sara had never allowed me to debase her like that. Jealousy was overpowering my feelings of lust. Adrian had apparently sensed my change in mood. I think he feared that this evening might come to an abrupt end, because he immediately changed the vibe.
Using a combination of flattery and his charisma, he slowed the proceedings down. He thanked me profusely for allowing him to experience my beautiful wife. He told me how much he valued our friendship, and how much he respected me. Then, while he poured himself and me a drink, Sara excused herself to clean his ejaculate from her face and hair. As she turned to leave, Adrian noticed that she had some semen on her hair ribbon and informed her with a chuckle. Everything was very light-hearted again and Adrian and I chatted amiably and waited expectantly for my wife to return.
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A few minutes later Sara entered our home office. She had reapplied her makeup and lip gloss. She had removed the cum soaked, pink ribbon from her long blonde hair. Her hair was now in pigtails, tied with two shorter pink, silk ribbons. She looked so feminine standing before us, and her new hair style made her look much younger. I was very aroused and looking forward to my turn to come. Adrian realized he had the situation back under control, and rose to greet my wife. He gave her a kiss on the cheek and whispered something in her ear. She looked up at him and submissively said "whatever you want Adrian."
I felt my cock stiffen as I realized he was totally in charge tonight. When Sara told me that Adrian wanted us to get into the 69 position, I was very excited. We got on the floor in the office, and as soon as my wife's pussy was above my face, I began to lick her clitoris. Sara loves receiving oral sex, even though she can't orgasm this way. Over the years she has taught me exactly what turns her on.
As I licked and nibbled her clitoris, she gave me a half-hearted hand job. However, she did not put her mouth on me. She was responding favorably to my efforts to pleasure her orally. I could hear her breathing getting ragged and when I brushed my hand across her stomach I felt it tighten. A few moments later she came on my face twice in quick succession. This was unusual to say the least, and made me feel good about myself.
Adrian told Sara that he wanted to watch her suck my cock. He sat down in one of the recliners with his cocktail, and asked us to put on a show for him. I felt her soft lips on my cock but couldn't see anything because we were still in the 69 position. She continued to suck my cock for Adrian's visual enjoyment. She hardly ever gave me a blowjob, so we both knew I was going to come quickly. I could feel my balls starting to churn and told her I was approaching orgasm. I felt one of her hands gently squeezing my nuts. I knew from prior experience that this was not to increase my pleasure. Rather, it was a way for her to gauge how close I was, so I wouldn't unload in her mouth.
Sara judged it perfectly, because seconds before I erupted, she removed her lips from my cock. She pointed my cock away from her and jerked me off until I blew my load all over my inner thighs. It felt amazing to finally ejaculate after having watched Adrian enjoy my wife's attention. There was a tinge of resentment at the way she had allowed him to come all over her, but had denied me the pleasure. Sara slowed her touch and continued to expertly jerk me until I was completely spent.
I could feel my jizz running across my nuts down into my ass crack and it was evident that I had blown a huge load. My wife seemed happy with herself and gyrated her pussy on my face. I took it as a sign that she wanted to come again and resumed licking her clitoris. I had grossly misinterpreted her intentions. She was actually shaking her ass seductively, inviting Adrian to mount her. I continued to lick her and she began to moan softly.
Only a few minutes after he had painted my wife's face with his jizz, Adrian was evidently hard again and he mounted my wife from behind. She was soaking wet and he slid his massive cock inside her very easily. Once he was balls deep he adjusted his position to get comfortable. Then he started to fuck her in a slow but steady rhythm. His knees were uncomfortably close to the side of my head, but there was no way for me to move. His huge black nuts grazed my forehead and the tip of my nose as he plunged in and out of her wet pussy.
Adrian told me to keep licking her clit and she continued to breathe heavily and to occasionally come on my face. It occurred to me that Sara had come multiple times already. I assumed it was the thrill of a new lover that made her cum so easily. Occasionally my outstretched tongue would accidentally graze the shaft of Adrian's cock and he would groan in appreciation. They fucked like that for several minutes. Finally, after several orgasms, my wife told me she was completely satisfied.
Adrian announced that it was his turn to come again. He resumed fucking my wife doggy-style, noticeably increasing his pace. He gruffly ordered me to nibble his nuts to help get him off. I wasn't sure how to react to his latest demand. However, Sara gave my balls a very firm and quite painful squeeze, so I complied. I heard him take a deep breath when I started to gently nibble and suck his nuts. Hearing his sighs of pleasure removed any homophobic thoughts from my head. Quite surprisingly, it turned me on to think I could give him so much pleasure.
He picked up the pace again and was pounding into her pussy. I licked and nibbled his scrotum and occasionally extended my tongue out to graze his taint. He liked that! I felt his nuts constrict and knew he was close to coming again. He shifted his knees slightly wider apart and moved deeper into her wet pussy. As he moved forward, his balls now rested on my chin and he told me to lick his ass. The thought didn't gross me out because I knew he was clean shaven and had recently showered. However, I hesitated for a moment.
Adrian grunted that he was close and it was Sara who spoke up next. "Come on Chris" she asserted, "your turn to lick his ass. He just told us how much he loves rimjobs!" I already knew that Adrian loved getting rim jobs. I mean, even though I have never experienced one, I assume every man would enjoy it. I just never expected it would be my wife and I eating his black muscular ass.
As I debated whether or not to submit to his latest demand, Sara encouraged me by firmly squeezing my nuts again. I let out a cry of pain, stuck my tongue out and tentatively started to lick his ass. Adrian moaned with pleasure and Sara released her vice grip on my balls. I was pleasantly surprised how clean he was back there. My tongue swirled around the entrance to his asshole, gently licking it like a cat would lap up milk.
He continued to fuck Sara from behind and as I saw his nuts tighten, I stuck the tip of my tongue deep into his butthole. This act of submission on my part pushed him over the edge, and he grunted as he unloaded inside my wife's tight wet pussy. He thrust deep inside of her four or five times, moaning with pleasure as my wife and I emptied his swollen nuts.
After he had finished coming inside her, he gathered his breath. I was trying to figure out what would provide him the maximum pleasure, so I continued to nibble and lick his ass, taint and balls. He remained deep inside Sara enjoying the attention I was lavishing on him. He let out a moan of pleasure once I had my tongue back even deeper in his asshole. I felt his butthole constrict and my wife said she could feel him getting hard again.
After several minutes of my lavishing attention to his asshole, he very slowly pulled his semi-erect cock from my wife's pussy. I laid my head back on the floor and he scooted backwards on his knees. As he did so, his cock was dragged across my chin, lips, nose and forehead leaving a trail of his semen across my face. He gave his cock a quick squeeze, and a glob of come fell onto my forehead, where it pooled in my hairline.
He rose unsteadily to his feet, announced that he was going to take another shower and started to leave the room. When he got to the doorway he glanced back at us still in the 69 position. He smiled and issued a one-word command "stay" as if we were his pet dogs. I was too shocked to argue and Sara and I remained obediently in that position.
After a short period of time Adrian's and my wife's combined juices began to leak from her pussy directly on to my face. While Adrian enjoyed a long hot shower, my wife and I remained passively in the 69 position and she emptied his huge load onto my face drop by drop. I could feel it run down the side of my face and go into my hair. He had deposited quite a load inside her and she was still leaking when at last he emerged from his shower.
When he finally sauntered back into the room wearing just a towel he had a contented smile on his face and he was rock hard again. "Take a quick shower Chris. Get your naked ass back here quickly" he said to me as I slid out from underneath my wife. I couldn't look at him in the eye as I was totally humiliated. It was emasculating to have his jizz drying on my face, so I scurried out of the room to shower.
It felt good to wash his ejaculate from my face and hair and I hoped that he had got his jollies for the evening. A couple of minutes later he entered the bathroom and I could hear him going through my medicine cabinet. I asked him if everything was ok and he told me he was just grabbing my ky lube. Also, he told me Sara was changing into something more appropriate for her wedding anniversary. My heart sank as I tried to think of all the reasons why he would need lube at this point and could come up with only one. He was going to fuck my wife in the ass.
Truth be told, I had never experienced this most special gift a woman can give a man. Then again, I had also never come on her face, or had her give me a rim job. It appeared that this was going to be a night of firsts. For him! Well, in all honesty, it was a night of firsts for my wife too. She had never even kissed a black man before tonight. Now, it appeared, she was about to lose her anal "cherry" to one.
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I entered the office naked after my shower, following Adrian's directive. He was also naked, leaning against my big leather desk. Sara was kneeling demurely at his feet looking up at him as he was outlining his expectations for the rest of the evening. She was wearing the white lingerie she wore on our wedding night and looked beautiful and virginal at the same time. She had reapplied her makeup and her lips were now frosted white.
Her outfit consisted of a white corset with garter belt and stockings. I think she had probably entered the room wearing her wedding night panties. However, these had been already been removed and were laying on top of the desk. She had white fuck-me pumps and a white leather collar. The collar had a chrome eyelet attached to it and Adrian had clipped a short white leash to it. The leash was firmly wrapped around his clenched fist and she knelt obediently at his feet.
The collar had the word "SLUT" embroidered on it in large black letters, which definitely was not part of her wedding night outfit. I was stunned that she had allowed him to leash her like a dog. Even more so that she willingly wore his slut collar. I couldn't even imagine how Adrian had talked her into that act of submission. Sara also wore her wedding veil, and her long blonde hair was tied back with a white silk ribbon. I smiled as I remembered the tender lovemaking session that we enjoyed all those years ago on our wedding night. I hadn't lasted long but I think she had still enjoyed that night.
Adrian snapped me back into reality when he stood slowly and tugged on the leash. My wife fell forward on to her hands and knees. He shortened the leash, issued the command "heel" and began to walk very slowly away from the desk. He was fully erect again, his blood engorged cock throbbing with desire as he showcased his latest pet.
My wife crawled obediently behind him as he slowly walked towards the office door. As they passed me I recoiled in shock as I saw she was wearing a butt plug that had a doggy tail attached to it. The tail wagged from side to side as she crawled submissively towards the door following his every step. They turned down the hallway once they left the office and disappeared from my view.
A couple of minutes later I could hear them coming back down the hallway, Adrian firmly issuing the "heel" command. They re-entered the office and he led her back to the large leather desk that dominates my office space. Once he reached the desk he stopped and she remained by his feet on all fours looking up at him through her wedding veil.
He told her to stand and she arose shakily from her hands and knees. He directed her to bend over my desk and she complied. Once she was laying over the desk, he slowly removed her butt plug "doggy tail". Her ass was ready for penetration as the butt plug had opened her up nicely for his enjoyment. I completely understood the reason for the butt plug. However, the doggy tail seemed like unnecessary humiliation and I resented him for pushing her down that path.
As she lay over the desk it was obvious that her asshole was already extremely well lubricated. I could see that she had KY lubricant all over her ass cheeks, butt hole and inner thighs. The butt plug had worked its magic and opened her up for anal penetration. Adrian stepped between her legs kicking them wider apart as he prepared to fuck her ass. I noticed the KY lube and my wife's wedding day panties were on top of my desk. Adrian reached for the panties, wadded them up into a little ball and forced them into my wife's mouth as a gag. She recoiled at the shock of this latest indignity but nonetheless submitted to his demand.
After he had gagged her, he picked up the lube. She was already well lubricated so he applied a liberal amount of KY to his erect cock. Once he was sufficiently lubricated he placed the tip of his cock against my wife's asshole. I watched as her back tensed and she looked over her shoulder seemingly dreading her upcoming invasion. Adrian grabbed the leash and pulled her head back sharply so she could only look straight ahead. Then he very slowly entered her anal passage until he was balls deep inside her.
He began to fuck her ass in a slow rhythmic motion as her moans were silenced by the panties in her mouth. He kept a firm grip on her leash and started to verbally abuse her again. He told her that she was his slut and that he was going to shoot his load in her ass. The dirty talk seemed to turn her on and I heard her moan with pleasure. One of his hands was holding the leash but his other hand pawed at her butt cheeks and lewdly groped her tits through her bridal corset. He would periodically slap her ass really hard and the sound would reverberate around the office.
Adrian told me to take a seat in my office chair to get a different view. I walked around to the chair and hesitated when I saw a pool of his pre-cum on the seat. As he continued to defile my wife, he told me to sit and I obeyed him. I sat naked in the chair right on top of the large pool of his semen. Adrian yanked Sara's head back with the leash and told me to look my wife in the eyes as he fucked her asshole. I tried to make eye contact with her but she averted her gaze as she was too humiliated.
Her bridal veil looked completely out of place next to her "SLUT" collar and that demeaning dog leash. She still had her panties in her mouth and her grunts of lust were muffled. From my vantage point I had a great view of her recently enhanced breasts although I couldn't avert my gaze from her "SLUT" collar. It was just so shocking to me that he had forced her to wear such a humiliating piece.
Adrian ended up fucking my bride in the ass for nearly 30 minutes before coming deep inside her anal passage. The contrast between the tender intimacy of our loving wedding night sexual encounter and his debasement of her was not lost on me. However, truth be known, it excited me immensely to see him defile her.
I was rock-hard watching Adrian fuck my wife's ass. As he came down from his post coital high he told me it was my turn to come. He slowly withdrew his cock from her well used asshole and then unleashed her. He removed the white panties from her mouth and casually tossed them on to the desk.
He told her to get on all fours in front of the desk and she willing complied. Once she was in position he motioned for me to fuck my wife's mouth. I got up from the cum stained chair and was aware that Adrian's semen was drying on my ass cheeks. As I walked towards my wife, Adrian removed her wedding veil as if to deny me the bridal fantasy he had clearly enjoyed. She understood exactly what he was doing and, in an act of solidarity with him, removed her wedding ring. I guess the anniversary treat was to be exclusively his tonight.
I stood in front of Sara and admired her for a few seconds as she waited on all fours. She looked up at me as if to signal her availability. Adrian's collar was still fastened tightly around her neck, the word "SLUT" clearly visible and disturbingly shocking to me. I patted her gently on the head then knelt in front of her and slid my cock between her white glossed lips.
Once I was balls deep in her mouth, I began to fuck it as if it were a pussy. I was excited and knew I wouldn't last very long. I thrusted deep into her, enjoying the sensation of her warm mouth. When I got close I gave her a signal as I knew that I would never be permitted to come between her lips. Apparently, that pleasure was reserved for Adrian tonight. She acknowledged my consideration with an appreciative smile. Then she maintained eye contact with me so she could gauge when I was going to ejaculate.
When she could tell I was close she got up on her knees and took my shaft in her hand. She slowly jerked me off with her lips still on the tip of my cock. I wanted to come but was distracted by the "SLUT" collar and the fact the she had removed her wedding ring. I think this might have been the first time she had ever taken it off since our wedding ceremony.
As she was now on her knees she was able to put one hand under my balls and tell exactly when I was going to come. Right as I was about to ejaculate she pulled my cock out from between her moist lips and pointed it down at her tits. I was very excited by Adrian's debasement of her and felt my balls churning with desire. I shut my eyes visualizing Adrian taking my wife's anal cherry over my desk. As this image burned into my memory, I shot a massive load of jizz all over my wife's tits. It felt fantastic to come although I resented the fact that she would not let me come in her mouth. My wife continued to jerk me off until I was completely spent.
Adrian walked over to where we were kneeling and patted her on the top of her head. "Good girl Sara" he said and then he told her to lie on her back. She obeyed him without hesitation and he ordered me to lick my mess up. The whole scene was so surreal that I simply followed his direction and leaned over my wife's cum covered chest.
As he watched in amusement, I lapped up my ejaculate from Sara's breasts and neck. I had made quite a mess of her bridal corset but I managed to lick most of the cum from it. She watched me intently, smiling and encouraging me to clean up the mess I had made. There was even some remnants of jizz on her "SLUT" collar which I dutifully licked off. Adrian watched us the whole time and kept me on clean up duty for much longer than necessary. Finally, when he had seen enough he moved next to me and told me to go and fetch him a pillow and some wet wipes.
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I scurried off to retrieve these items and once again I couldn't look Adrian in the eye. I was self-conscious of being completely naked as I did his bidding. I think I only continued with his little charade because I wanted to cum again. At least that is what I told myself as I hurried back into the room.
Sara was on her knees and Adrian was standing behind her. He was removing the white ribbon from her hair. As he untied the ribbon, her long blonde hair spilled freely down her back. He had already removed her corset and it was lying on the floor by the desk. I handed him the pillow and he placed it on the floor behind my wife's head. He took the wet wipes from me and tossed a few to Sara, with instructions to clean herself thoroughly.
Adrian had made me lick most of my semen from my wife's tits, but she dutifully cleaned herself anyway. Once she felt squeaky clean, she discarded the used wipes on the floor next to her. Adrian announced that he wanted my wife exactly the way she was on our wedding night. Sara removed the "SLUT" collar as this was definitely not part of her bridal ensemble. She asked me to fetch her white lipgloss, her bridal veil, her bright blue eye contacts and her wedding ring. I retrieved the items and watched intently as she took time to apply a coat of the frosty white lip gloss.
With an underlying sadness, I watched Sara put in the contact lenses that magically turned her eyes into a piercing shade of blue. I loved those blue eye contacts. She had purchased them for our wedding night, knowing my penchant for blue-eyed blondes. Since that day she had only worn them maybe half a dozen times for me. Always in the bedroom and only on very special occasions. Sara shared this information with Adrian and he knew this was killing me. Laughing, he said that he thought this qualified as a very special occasion.
After she slipped her wedding ring back on, Sara put the bridal veil on, and adjusted it so it looked perfect. She carefully placed her head on the pillow, so as not to disturb the lay of the veil. She arranged her long blonde hair so that it spilled over the pillow. She looked beautiful in her white garter belt and stockings, like she was ready for some boudoir photography.
While my wife was arranging herself for Adrian's visual stimulation, he was sat on the desk, enjoying the control he had exerted over us. After I handed my wife her things, he called me over to him. He stood up slowly, handed me the wet wipes and told me to clean his cock. I was shocked and hesitated slightly. Sara interjected and told me to wipe him down. Being a bit of a clean freak, I was actually glad that he planned on cleaning up before he used my wife again. Bearing in mind that his cock had recently emerged from her anal passage. I was just not expecting that I would be the one wiping it clean.
He stood several inches taller than me. I couldn't really find a comfortable position bending over as I was. Adrian informed me that he also expected his "undercarriage" to get cleaned. Then he placed his huge hand on my shoulder and pushed down. I understood his message immediately and I knelt before him.
I gingerly cleaned his cock with the wet wipes for a few minutes, until he signaled to me that he was happy. He uttered the word "balls" and I gently held his cockhead between my thumb and forefinger. I then raised it up to access and clean his balls. I cupped his balls in the wet wipe and cleaned beneath them before moving back to his taint. He let me kneel in front of him for way longer than necessary. Finally, he said the word "ass" as he slowly turned around.
I glanced at my wife in horror. She had a huge smile on her face as she was loving his domination of me. He was facing my desk now. He bent slightly forward, spreading his legs wide to facility my access. I wiped his muscular ass cheeks clean first. Then grabbing one buttock, I spread his cheeks apart so that I could get in there and clean him up. After three or four passes with a fresh wipe, he grunted his assent that he was clean. Then, in a move that both shocked and aroused me, he reached behind his back, grabbed the back of my head and slowly eased my face into his ass.
I could easily have said no to this latest demand. It was not like he was my boss or even someone I owed money to. He was my best friend, invited to my house to celebrate my anniversary with a few drinks. I was under no threat of physical violence. He was just continuing to push my boundaries and I meekly allowed him to use me for his sexual pleasure. I allowed him to slowly push my face between his ass cheeks.
Once my nose touched his asshole, he released his grip on the back of my head. He leaned slightly forward over the desk, put both hands behind his back and pulled his buttocks apart. I understood what he wanted from me and started to give him another rimjob. Earlier on, when he was fucking my wife doggy style, I had licked his nuts to help him come. As he approached orgasm he made me give him a rimjob. I had also continued to pleasure his asshole after he came.
However, this latest sexual act seemed even more submissive. At least when he was fucking my wife, I rimmed him to make him come more quickly. Now, I was on my knees behind him, licking his ass purely for his sexual enjoyment. This was really just foreplay. I worked my magic on him as he leaned over the desk. I licked, kissed, nibbled and sucked every inch of his muscular black ass, taint and the back of his nutsack. Judging by his groans of pleasure, he was loving every moment of it. I pleasured him for at least 10 minutes. He constantly shifted his position, depending on where he wanted me.
Finally, he turned sideways. He was no longer bent over the table, but adjacent to it. He never told me to stop so I continued pleasuring him. Adrian has always been very flexible. This was one of his coaching specialties in the NFL. At some point, he put one foot up on my desk. This opened up his legs completely, giving me much better access to his nuts. It also enabled me to see my wife through his legs. She was enthralled with the loving attention I was giving Adrian's ass. She had propped herself up on her elbows, and was watching with a fascination.
Adrian noticed her interest and beckoned her over. He told her he could use some help here. Sara rose eagerly from the floor and submissively knelt before him. I couldn't really see what she was doing. However, from the lewd sounds, it appeared as if she was sucking his cock. I imagined how cute she looked on her knees in her bridal veil, with his black cock in her mouth. I wished I could take a quick peek. However, as Adrian continued to moan with pleasure, I realized he had us right where he wanted us.
Occasionally my wife's hand came behind his ass to rake her perfectly manicured nails across it, and I could see her wedding ring. This was a real kick in the nuts for me. It suddenly occurred to me why he had moved the action to my home office. He was familiar with my home and knew I had a high quality security system. He had helped me set it up, as he was very technologically savvy. This system included 4K security cameras in my office, and at both the front and rear entrance doors to the house. I was unwittingly filming his debasement of us!
I was aware of the lewd sounds my wife was making, as she gave Adrian an enthusiastic and sloppy blowjob. I was also making slurping sounds as I probed his ass with my tongue, and Adrian was moaning and groaning in ecstasy. I wondered if the security cameras would pick up all our collective sounds. My wife and I serviced him for several minutes, working in tandem to maximize his enjoyment.
At one point, Sara stopped sucking Adrian's cock. She asked him to turn around so that she could eat his asshole. He grabbed my hair roughly and pulled my head from between his butt cheeks. Then he turned around so that he faced me. My wife squealed excitedly and said "Adrian, make Chris suck your cock. Please. I want to see you force him to blow you." I was shocked that my wife would treat me this way, but Adrian laughed and look at me dismissively.
He told me to worship his nuts first. My wife's tongue and my tongue were almost touching, as she pleasured his asshole, and I licked and sucked his nuts. I heard Sara tell Adrian that we had talked about giving him a couple's blowjob in our fantasy. While this was not a lie, I wish she hadn't told him, because I knew he would use it against me. Sure enough, his condescending response was "tonight is your lucky night."
I pleasured his nuts for several minutes, as Sara ate his ass. I was trying to prolong the inevitable. However, Adrian was done toying with me, and grabbed my ear to put me where he wanted me. I couldn't look him in the eye as I began to lick the shaft of his huge cock.
I tried to treat him the way I enjoyed to be treated, on the rare occasion that I got a blowjob. Very soft and gentle licking, kissing, nibbling and sucking like you see on edging porno videos. He was enjoying my tender touch for sure. He was moaning as I worshipped his cock, and my wife probed his butthole with her tongue. I teased him with my tongue for several minutes, and he was leaking a copious amount of pre-cum. I licked the tip of his cock clean several times, without actually taking him into my mouth. Finally he had endured enough teasing, and he forcefully entered my mouth.
He fucked my face quite aggressively for a few minutes. He appeared to get very close to ejaculating down my throat. Finally, he told us to stop because he was about to come. He told us to kneel before him. He sat on the edge of the desk looking down at us. After he had regained his composure, he told us he wanted to experience our couple's blowjob. The one that we had fantasized about, he mocked.
We scooted forward, and working in tandem, started to replicate a two-girl blowjob we had watched recently on pornhub. We were really trying to give him a loving, sensual, non-rushed experience, and our eager lips were all over his cock, nuts and taint. He was groaning and squirming with delight, but possessed incredible stamina. He was looking down at us in appreciation, and at one point he called us "great cocksuckers." Then he laughed as he said "I told you I would make you my bitches."
Finally, as he started to shudder with pleasure, he told us to stop. We withdrew our eager lips from his cock, and knelt before him awaiting his next command. He regained his composure having been brought to the brink of orgasm. He told Sara to lay back down on the pillow. He wanted her to watch me continue to suck him off.
It felt more humiliating to be on my knees alone sucking his cock. More submissive and definitely more gay than when it was my wife and I, as a team effort. I resigned myself to the fact that I was going to suck him to completion. I assumed he would ejaculate in my mouth, or pull out and come all over my face. Emasculate me, and make me his bitch, either way. He was standing tall now, his 6 foot 2 inch muscular frame towering over me, as I knelt before him.
As he approached his orgasm, I put one hand under his nut sack, and gently caressed his balls. I was looking up at him and smiling, as if to give him consent to ejaculate wherever he wanted. He let me take him right to the edge. I felt his swollen nuts constrict and braced for his cum-shot. However, he had other plans, and he withdrew his throbbing cock from my mouth.
He walked slowly towards Sara as I remained on my knees next to the desk. I assumed he was going to fuck her now, as she was laying in her bridal ensemble with her legs spread wide for him. She was visibly wet, apparently aroused by my submission to Adrian. She noticed that I was sporting an erection and told Adrian, "look baby, Chris got hard from being forced to suck your cock."
Adrian sniggered and turned his attention back to me. He told me to pick up the wipes I had used to clean his cock and ass. Then he told me to remove my wife's soiled wet wipes, from "his" play area. As I knelt down to pick them up, he let out a chuckle. Then, looking directly at Sara, he told me to get rid of her "SLUT" collar. Unless I wanted to wear it later. She smiled at this suggestion, and let out a little giggle.
I hurried out of the room with their used clean up cloths and the "SLUT" collar, that I had zero intention of ever wearing. I washed my hands and face thoroughly, and brushed my teeth. I returned a few minutes later, and stood awkwardly awaiting his instructions.
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As I stood there awaiting Adrian's direction, I admired my wife. She was laying on her back looking exactly the same as she did on our wedding night. She was still extremely aroused. She was crossing her legs and squirming, as if she was on the road to another orgasm. I just assumed she was responding favorably to his debasement of her. Adrian walked towards her with a massive erection. Pre-cum was pooling around the tip of his cock, and I wondered how many times he was going to cum tonight.
Adrian stood over her and then lowered himself to his knees, so that his cock was right in front of her face. Sara remained passively on the pillow. He inched forwards, and lifted the veil slightly to allow his cock to pass between her lips. There was a stark contrast between his ebony cockhead, still slick with my saliva, and her frosted white glossed lips.
He started to slowly make love to her mouth, and I watched as his muscular ass flexed. Sara looked so beautiful in her bridal ensemble. I hoped that I would get a chance to fuck her while she was dressed this way. Adrian snapped me out of my trance by asking me to pass him the lube. I retrieved the KY lube from my desk and meekly handed it to him.
He leaned back slightly, and his cock exited my wife's mouth with a pop. He poured a liberal amount all over it and started to lube himself up. Once he was sufficiently lubricated, he poured even more of the KY lube between my wife's tits. Sara had breast enhancement surgery about six months prior, and Adrian announced that he had been looking forward to "fucking these puppies." Once her tits were greased up, he handed me the bottle and wiped the excess lube on my ass cheeks. Sara giggled again at his contempt for me. He smiled at her and shrugged his shoulders.
He then moved backwards a few inches and started to fuck her recently acquired bolt-ons. Her head was propped up on the pillow. Because his cock was extremely long, it kept hitting her chin as he thrusted into her tits. He adjusted his position slightly, so that his cock was brushing against her white glossed lips. Sara quickly got the message and she parted them, so that she could suck the tip of his cock while he fucked her tits.
She was writhing and moaning with pleasure now, responding to his dominant touch. He continued to fuck her breasts and she softly suckled the tip of his cock. Adrian told me to lay on the floor between my wife's legs, and eat her pussy. Sara was extremely aroused, and it didn't take long before she came hard on my face.
He had already come three times tonight, so it took a fair amount of thrusting before he finally got close to his own orgasm. When it appeared he was ready, he lifted himself up from her tits, to focus on fucking her face. Sara told me to stop eating her out. Then she said "lick his ass Chris, while he comes in my mouth". Adrian obviously appreciated this idea, as he spread his legs apart to facilitate my entry. I knew what he liked by now, so I directed my attention to his asshole and taint, as he fucked my wife's face.
Adrian was moaning again now with pleasure, enjoying the overwhelming stimulation of being sucked and rimmed simultaneously. I heard him tell my wife that I was doing a great job rimming him. She came again when he told her I was his bitch, and I felt my own cock stiffen at his derisive insult. He leaned forward on all fours over her face, so I could lick his ass while she blew him. When he was close to orgasm he told me to stop licking his ass, because he wanted me to witness his next orgasm.
I scooted round beside him and knelt next to him. He maintained eye contact with my lovely bride, and told me to play with his ass until he came. I moved one hand behind his back, and gently tickled his asshole. He tensed up and I knew he was enjoying my stimulation. After a couple of minutes, I remembered he had wiped the excess KY on my ass. I took my finger from his asshole and wiped it across my very wet ass to lubricate it. Then, placing it back behind him, I inserted just the very tip into his asshole. He grunted "fuck yeah" and I felt his rosebud constrict around my finger.
My wife could see he was approaching orgasm. To increase Adrian's visual stimulation, Sara moved her veil further up her face, exposing her piercingly blue eyes. She looked divine as she stared into Adrian's eyes. I kept wondering why on earth she told him about the blue contacts. That was our little wedding secret, reserved for the most special of occasions.
That combination of a pretty blonde with piercing blue eyes always rocked my world, and now it was Adrian's turn. I started to gently tickle his stomach just above his pubic area, to try and increase his pleasure. I was still tickling his asshole with my other hand, and I felt it pucker around my index finger, just before he ejaculated. He came with a loud groan, and she parted her lips wide, so that he could see his load spurting into her mouth. I watched transfixed as he shot the first thick rope of cum into her willing mouth. Then he pulled his cock from between her white glossed lips. Jerking it furiously, he blew the next shot of his load all over her wedding veil!
Sara recoiled in shock, but Adrian continued to jack himself off. He pointed his cock to the side of her face, and shot his remaining ejaculate into her silky blonde hair, that was spilling over the pillow. She hated the thought of cum in her hair. When we watched porn together, she would tell me to skip scenes that depicted this vile act. However, she had granted Adrian his every desire tonight. So, she just smiled as he leaned forward, and started to rub his cock into her hair. He was squeezing every last drop of his load into it. I could feel his muscular abs flex as I continued to caress his stomach, until he finished his prolonged orgasm.
Once Adrian had finished ejaculating all over her hair, Sara finally broke eye contact with him, and looked over at me. I was kneeling slightly behind Adrian, and I still had the tip of my finger in his asshole. She gave me a innocent smile. Then she opened her mouth, so that I could watch her swallow his load. Her piercing blue eyes mocked me as she licked her lips hungrily, searching for any more remnants of his ejaculate.
She looked like such a wanton slut with his jizz all over her lace bridal veil. However, even as his ejaculate pooled in her long blonde hair, she appeared so beautiful to me. I was lost in those deep blue eyes. She averted her gaze from me, and asked Adrian if he had enjoyed his bridal experience. He grunted his affirmation and slowly settled back on his haunches to catch his breath. I quickly removed my finger from his ass and stopped stroking his stomach muscles. Sara lifted her head from the pillow to start her clean-up duty. Adrian and I both watched admiringly, as she licked the remnants of his jizz from his softening cock. He allowed her to lick him clean him for several minutes, before slowly arising and flopping down in my office chair.
Being used this way had aroused my wife, and she said she wanted to come again. She called me over to her and I followed her directive. I was erect again, and ready to fuck. I wanted to look into her piercing blue eyes and fuck her in the missionary position. I laid gently on top of her and she started to French kiss me. I could taste Adrian's semen in her mouth and on her lips, but she didn't seem to care. We made out for a few minutes, and I removed the jizz soaked veil from her forehead, because it was making me jealous.
After we made out for a little more I was ready to fuck, and started trying to enter her. However, she had other ideas and pushed my head down, until my face was between her legs. She was soaking wet and I ate her to two stupendous orgasms, before she finally pulled my hair and cried out enough. She sank her head back into the pillow and closed her eyes. I looked over at Adrian and he was relaxing, with a satisfied look on his face. He was drinking a beer and I noticed two empty beer cans on the floor at his feet. I told him I was going to shower, and he kicked the cans across my office floor towards me. I picked them up, dropped them in the trash can that was right next to him, and left the room in shame.
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I was still horny as I had only come twice. I could see that tonight was going to be all about Adrian's needs, so I ended up jerking off in the shower. I was humiliated that Adrian had made me suck his cock, but the act of total submission also aroused me immensely. I couldn't erase the memories of what I had witnessed and endured this evening. I closed my eyes, and came to the visual of Adrian butt-fucking my wife over my desk, with her bridal panties in her mouth.
I knew the security cameras in my office had recorded at least some of our sexual activities. However, I wanted to film Adrian and Sara if they ended up showering together. So, after I showered, I got a step stool and tried to figure out where to position my GoPro. We have a very large walk-in shower enclosure, with an overhead ceiling fan directly above it. We only ever used the ceiling fan in the heat of summer. I selected the wide screen mode, and placed my GoPro on top of one of the fan's large oak blades. Using a small hand towel to prop it up, I positioned it the best I could, and hit record. I hoped I would be able to capture some, if not all, of the action.
I returned to my office. Adrian and my wife were sitting on a couple of recliners, making small talk. He had consumed another beer, as evidenced by the empty can by his feet. He announced that Sara and he were going to shower together.
I am not normally a jealous person, and Sara never gives me reason to be. I had gone into tonight with my eyes open, with two people that I trusted implicitly. Adrian had completely dominated my wife and I. He had enjoyed her in every way possible. I had increased his pleasure by submitting to his every desire. He had laid out his expectations up front, and had been dutifully rewarded for his honesty.
As I ran through his checklist of favorite kinks, there was only one that had not been fulfilled tonight. I had just witnessed him drink four beers in rapid succession. He was about to get into the shower with my wife, who was clearly getting off on his dominance of her. A uncharacteristic streak of jealousy did surface, as I realized that he was planning to take a piss on Sara in the shower. I wasn't sure if she knew what he was doing, or how she would react, but I wasn't going to let her suffer this indignity.
They left my office hand in hand, like a couple of love-struck teenagers. He was naked, his lean, muscular ass flexing as he strutted from my office to the shower room. She was in her white garter belt and stockings, still wearing her fuck-me pumps. She had picked up her bridal panties from my desk and carried them in her spare hand. She kicked off her high heels at the office door, as she struggled to keep up with him. I gave them a couple of minutes head-start, and then followed them to the shower room.
They were already in the shower enclosure although the water wasn't running yet. My wife's bridal panties were hanging from the bathroom door handle. It reminded me of life in the college dorm rooms. On the rare occasion that one of my college roommates got lucky, they would hang something on the door handle as a makeshift "do not disturb" notice. Of course, back then if you had walked into the room, you may have interrupted a heavy petting session, or perhaps an under the covers hand job. You most certainly wouldn't have walked in on a college guy who had just slammed four beers, and was about to urinate all over his date in the shower.
I didn't see the rest of her bridal lingerie discarded on the floor, so apparently she was still wearing it. I laid down on the floor behind the bathroom door, with just my head peeking around it. I could hear them kissing and giggling, and could make out their shapes as they embraced. I heard my wife ask Adrian to fuck her one more time. He called her a slut and he told her she was insatiable. Sara giggled and said "You make me a slut, Adrian." There was undeniable chemistry between them.
It was a punch in the gut when I heard him tell her he needed to take a piss first. So fucking predictable! I heard them making out again. Adrian thanked her for a fantastic evening, and for checking all of the boxes on his fantasy night. Sara responded "almost all of your boxes" and I saw her silhouette kneel before him. They were about three feet apart, and he towered over her, as she knelt before him looking up. My heart was racing now. I tried to decide whether to break it up now, or to wait and see what transpired. I rationalized that it wasn't worth making a scene yet. Maybe she was just kneeling to suck his cock. Then I remembered that he had told her he needed a piss, just before she knelt in front of him.
A few seconds after she got on her knees, Sara said "Don't you need to take a piss Adrian?" I was shocked that she had initiated it. I laid on the floor paralyzed, unable to jump up and stop him. He called Sara a "dirty bitch." Then I heard the unmistakable sound of someone pissing on the shower tile. I could only see silhouettes through the opaque glass, but I did see my wife shuffle slowly forward towards him. As she got closer, the sound of him pissing changed, and I assumed that she had moved directly into the stream of piss. She let out a little giggle, and I saw her raise her hands to her chest. He had consumed four beers in the last hour, and ended up urinating for almost a minute.
I could only see murky shapes through the opaque glass. However, it did appear that Sara moved several times. At one point, she knelt very close to him. A few seconds later, she was on all fours, and then she laid on her back. I was very jealous and extremely aroused at this latest defilement of my wife. The trickle of piss slowed and I heard them both share a laugh. Then the shower was turned on, and after a few seconds, Adrian began to hose my wife off as she lay on the shower floor. He was laughing now as he sprayed her clean.
Moments later, Sara stood up and faced the shower wall in front of me. Her silhouette pressed up against the wall, and I could see him directly behind her. I could now see she was wearing her white garter belt and stockings. That bastard had urinated all over her bridal lingerie. He must have entered her from behind, because they started to fuck, and I could see her face and tits pressed against the glass. I had seen enough, and crawled away from the door on my stomach.
They were in the shower together for several minutes, giggling like a couple of schoolgirls. I tried to contain my jealousy, as I thought of all the liberties Adrian had taken with my wife tonight. Finally, the shower stopped. Several minutes later I heard them emerge from the enclosure, laughing at some shared joke. Adrian entered the room first, neatly groomed and wearing the tailored suit he had arrived in. I heard my wife's hairdryer and realized she would be a while. She probably had needed to wash Adrian's cum and piss out of her hair, I mused angrily.
Adrian and I sat in the living room making small talk. It was a little awkward at first. However, he is a very charming and charismatic man, and we have been best friends for years. Soon we were laughing together at what had transpired tonight. Adrian and I had a night cap, and he said he was going to get a cab home. He used the word "cab" but we both knew he was going home in his Town Car, or maybe his limousine. That was just how he rolled. He only lived 2 miles away, but he realized that he was far too intoxicated to drive. We sat chatting and the vibe between us was good. My jealousy had dissipated, and I had to remind myself that I had been a very willing participant tonight.
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When Sara entered the living room, Adrian and I did a double-take. She looked breathtaking. Her long blonde hair was brushed straight, and she wore a very feminine yellow bow in it. She had on a yellow lycra dress that was skintight, and clearly accentuated her curves. The dress was so short, that the straps from her matching yellow garter belt, were visible when she moved in any direction. It was evident that she had dispensed with the bra for this last outfit. Her recently enhanced breasts were lewdly on display, although I would never feel the same way about them. The image of Adrian fucking her tits was indelibly burned into my memory bank. She wore matching yellow stockings and a beautiful pair of yellow stilettos. I hadn't seen this outfit before but Sara looked sensational in it.
I was about to ask Sara if it was new, when she walked seductively over to Adrian. I got my answer, as she thanked him for the gift with a big open-mouthed kiss. He smiled broadly at her and handed her a small bag. As she removed the contents, I saw he had got her some pale yellow lip gloss and matching nail polish. The bag also contained a yellow silk choker, presumably so he could completely accessorize his latest bitch.
Sara excused herself, returning a few minutes later wearing the choker, nail polish and lipgloss. I had to admit, Adrian had exquisite taste, as the outfit completely transformed my wife into a fantasy fuck doll. I couldn't wait until he left, and I could take Sara doggy style, dressed exactly as she was. Adrian sensed I was ready for the night to move in a different direction. He announced that he would leave us to enjoy our anniversary.
Adrian shook my hand and wished me a Happy Anniversary. Sara was looking visibly flushed again but I didn't think much of it at the time. She offered to walk him out, and they walked out of the living room towards the front door. The cheeky fucker rested his hand possessively on her ass. Ever the asshole, he gave it a squeeze just before they walked out of my view. I picked up my night cap and returned to my office to tidy up.
Pouring myself a drink, I started to recall the events of this crazy evening. I couldn't believe the chemistry between Adrian and my wife. I had just witnessed Sara orgasm more in one evening than in our entire marriage. Even though we had an open marriage, I vowed to never let this happen again. The way Sara had responded to Adrian's debasement of her frightened me. I needed to keep her safe from him. I just couldn't get the visuals out of my head. I sat quietly with my eyes closed trying to meditate. I must have dozed off as I meditated, but at least I had cleared my head.
I realized that I had lost track of time, and I wondered where the hell my wife was. Adrian and Sara had been gone way too long. She was only going to walk him to his cab for fuck's sake. I went to the front door and could see hazy shapes outside through the frosted glass. I went upstairs to the spare bedroom above the garage, as this room had a clear view of the front door. Leaving the bedroom lights off, I opened the plantation shutters slightly, peeking through to see what the delay was.
Adrian was standing by my front door with his hands on his hips. He had taken his suit jacket off, and Sara was kneeling on it, sucking his erect cock. He hadn't even taken his pants off. Sara was sucking him off through the zipper of his tailored pants. That asshole had positioned himself right by my front door, knowing full well the location of my security cameras. I watched in disbelief as my wife continued to orally pleasure him.
She still had on her brand new yellow dress, although it had hiked up her legs as she knelt before him. Her garter belt straps were clearly visible from my vantage point. I knew I should run down there and stop him from using my wife. However, in his defense, we had told Adrian that we have an open marriage. Also, I was enjoying the sight of my wife on her knees, sucking his black cock.
Adrian was getting close now and was talking to her, presumably more dirty talk. He grabbed a fistful of her hair when he came in her mouth. At least he didn't try to spray her face or hair this time. Sara remained on her knees for a few minutes after he ejaculated, until he finally withdrew his cock from her mouth. It had softened considerably and was glistening with their combined fluids. She looked up at him adoringly, and I could tell she was definitely under his spell.
Adrian didn't give a fuck about my wife. He always treated women like sex objects and Sara was just his latest conquest. They had a brief conversation with her still kneeling before him. Then he wiped his cock clean, using her hair that was still wrapped around his fist. She willingly accepted his continued disrespect and he forced his cock back through his zipper.
My wife remained submissively on her knees, looking up adoringly at her new master. Adrian patted her on the head and fiddled with his Apple Watch. I had a really great view from the spare bedroom. The outside was well illuminated and my eyes had adjusted to the darkness of the bedroom. I sat silently waiting to see what else he had in store for Sara.
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Sara shuffled around uncomfortably as she knelt on Adrian's jacket. She put one hand between her legs. The tight dress she was wearing restricted her movement somewhat. However, she was rubbing her thighs together in obvious sexual torment. She was flushed now and on the road to another orgasm. She looked very sexy in her yellow lycra dress kneeling before Adrian, completely at his mercy.
He toyed with Sara for a few more minutes and then he told her to cum kneeling before him. Sara slumped forward after she had fingered herself to orgasm, and laid her head at his feet. He looked down at her and said something to her that I obviously couldn't hear. She looked up at him, nodded her head in agreement, and kissed his expensive Italian loafers in a sign of respect. It aroused me to see my wife submit to my friend. Also, it amazed me that he had her so enraptured with him, that she had just kissed his feet.
Adrian was saying something to Sara again. I presumed he was talking dirty to her but still couldn't hear anything through the window. Whatever he said seemed to excite her, as she continued to masturbate in front of him. Then she had a second, more powerful orgasm, within a couple of minutes of the first. Adrian had successfully put her further under his spell and, as she recovered from her orgasm, she arose shakily from her knees.
Sara picked up his expensive, tailored jacket that she had been kneeling on, patted it clean, and helped him put it back on. She gave his cock a playful squeeze and they engaged in light banter, that I still couldn't hear from my vantage point. Adrian got straight on his phone and 30 seconds later his car came up my driveway. Adrian had game for sure. He had called for a ride home and instructed the driver to wait on the street, as he expected to get one last party favor before he left.
Adrian's "cab" pulled right up to my front door. It was, as expected, a Lincoln Town Car. As the driver opened the rear door, Adrian motioned for my wife to join him. She was clearly taken aback. He repeated his invitation and motioned for her to get in the car. Sara took way too long to make her decision. This was our wedding anniversary and she was debating whether to leave with Adrian, and spend the night at his house. This was another kick in the nuts for me. Part of me wanted to run down there and stop her leaving with him. However, I wanted it to be her decision to spend our Anniversary together.
I did not want Sara to get into that Town Car with my dominant friend. I had been to his house many times. That kinky fucker had a bondage room complete with a punishment bench. He owned a Sukebe chair for Christ's sake, imported from Thailand. This was a chair with a large gap in the seat that would enable someone to lay underneath him, and give him a rim job. I had only ever seen them in porn flicks, but this depraved man had it proudly displayed in his office.
I shuddered as I imagined the ignidities Sara would suffer at his hands, if she got in the car with him. Adrian continued to try and persuade her to leave with him. Sara still seemed undecided and looked at the front door a couple of times. She was squirming uncomfortably and crossing her legs. I could see she was on the verge of getting into the car with him. Finally she nodded her consent and walked shakily towards the car.
I had seen enough, and rapped loudly on the window that I was peeking through. They both looked up at me. I saw my wife turn to Adrian and shake her head "no." I think this was the first time tonight that he had taken the word "no" from her seriously. He moved towards her, gave her a brief hug and whispered something in her ear. She looked confused, and he again said something quietly to her. Sara nodded an affirmative. Then she looked uncomfortably at the driver, who was still holding the door open for Adrian. My buddy got into the back seat of the black town car and the driver closed the door behind him.
I could see absolutely nothing through the heavily tinted windows of the car. The driver walked around the back of the car to get in to the driver's seat, and Sara hiked her lycra dress up and wriggled out of her panties. In the well illuminated driveway, I recognized them as the panties she had worn on our wedding night. The same silky white pair that Adrian had gagged her with when he butt-fucked her over my desk. I had last seen them hanging from the shower door handle as Adrian violated her in the shower. I assumed they were soaking wet as Sara had sucked his cock and then enjoyed two orgasms while wearing them. I couldn't believe she was going to give Adrian her wedding panties. Fuck! That asshole had already ruined her veil.
Once Sara had taken off her panties, she stood by the heavily tinted rear windows of the Town Car, which were still closed. After a few seconds, she fully extended her arm and held her panties up to the window of the car. She was obviously humiliated having been told to remove her panties and then offering them to Adrian, as some kind of souvenir. Her body was shaking as she waited for him to open the window. I wasn't sure if she was cold or trembling from arousal. I felt sorry for her as I watched her reflection in the blacked-out window. It was a surreal image. My wife standing in her own driveway, offering her panties as a parting gift to the man who had defiled her all evening.
Finally, as Sara waited for Adrian to accept her offering, the window slowly opened. He looked at her with amusement, and she extended her hand further, so he did not have to stretch to take them from her. He did not retrieve his prize immediately, but let my beautiful wife stand there offering him her gift. At long last, after nearly a minute, he took them from her outstretched hand. He brought the undoubtedly soaked panties to his nose and inhaled the sweet scent of pussy juice.
Adrian said one word to Sara that was inaudible to me, staring as I was through an upstairs window. I wondered if it was a simple "night" but got my answer when she knelt by the car door. I wanted to run down there and rescue her. Help her up from her knees. Put my warm coat around her shoulders to warm her up. Take her back into the safety of our house. However, I was transfixed by the power Adrian had over her, and I could not stop watching it unfurl. Sara was shaking more now and I realized it was not from cold.
Sara was on the verge of another orgasm. Adrian rested his arm on the door frame and I noticed he was wearing his beloved Rolex again. He was talking to her the entire time she was kneeling by his car, and I wondered what he was saying. As my wife fingered herself to orgasm, she grabbed Adrian's arm with her other hand to support herself. Then she let out a cry of pleasure that I heard from my vantage point. She slumped forward against the car door and looked completely satiated. Adrian handed her his Apple Watch through the car window, apparently as a gift for her. He said something else to her as she knelt by the car. The window began to close and he disappeared behind the black tint. Sara remained on her knees watching his car ease slowly down the driveway. I wondered if I had not interceded, would she be in the back of that town car, heading towards a night of total debasement.
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I did run down to help Sara as soon as I saw Adrian's Town Car leave. She was still kneeling in our driveway shaking uncontrollably. She had his Apple Watch in her trembling hands and was mumbling something about a vibrating egg in her asshole. I barely understood what she was saying, and she was fixated on the watch. She finally figured it out and flopped forward onto our driveway. She wanted to rest for a few minutes but it was cool outside and I told her we needed to go inside.
I helped Sara to her feet and she gave me a very deep sloppy kiss. I reciprocated even though I had recently witnessed her swallow Adrian's load. Then she walked shakily through our front door. She was a total mess. She had experienced so many orgasms that her legs were like jelly. I apologized for breaking up her fun night, and she called me a "cock block" which made us both giggle.
Once we got inside, I took Sara straight to the master bathroom so that I could run a nice hot bath for her. When we walked through the bathroom door, my wife stopped to check herself out in the large wall mirror. She looked like she had been put through the ringer. Her lycra dress had ridden up her thighs, exposing the straps of her garter belt. Her panties would have been visible, had she not taken them off in our driveway and offered them to the man who had debased her all evening. Some of his ejaculate had dried on her chin and lips, from the driveway blow job. She had semen stains on her brand new yellow yellow dress. His cum was still drying in her hair from where he had used it to wipe his cock clean. Some of this jizz had also dried on her neck, where her hair had rested against the skin. She turned around and there was a huge wet spot on the hem of her dress. This was from her last orgasm, which took place when she was kneeling on our driveway without any panties on. She looked horrified and burst into tears.
I really tried to console Sara but she was beside herself with shame and regret. She was sobbing as she begged me to forgive her. She told me that she really tried to say no several times. However, Adrian had inserted a vibrating egg inside her ass when I took my first shower. He had also plied her with drugs, she claimed. Combined with the anal vibrator, the pleasure was beyond anything she had every experienced before. That magic egg had made her orgasm with virtually no other additional stimulation. Whenever she pushed back or resisted him in any way, Adrian had increased the intensity of the stimulation. The overwhelming sexual ecstasy had broken her resolve. She would have done absolutely anything for that man as long as he had the remote control for the egg shaped sex toy.
Adrian knew it too, Sara continued. As soon as he witnessed her first orgasm over the desk he knew he owned her. When she knelt before him begging for one more release he correctly surmised that she would do anything for him, however depraved. She was like a junkie strung out on drugs, except her drug was that fucking vibrating anal stimulator. He had used it all night to control her.
Sara was still sobbing and her thoughts were random and disconnected. She told me that she had tried to fight the doggy tail by clutching her ass cheeks together. I asked Sara if Adrian had used any force against her. If he had threatened her with physical violence to get her to submit to him. I knew I was grasping at straws. He hadn't needed to physically coerce either of us to submit to his will. He had just been assertive and dominant to get what he wanted. It would just feel less dirty, easier to rationalize, if force had been used. I reminded my wife that we had security cameras in the office and by our front door. We could review them if Adrian had forced or threatened her. Sara had been shaking her head the whole time I was pursuing this line of questioning. She said that Adrian had just inserted that magic egg in her asshole and she had willingly allowed him to debase her.
Then she blurted out her biggest fear. "Oh fuck, I am glad we don't have security cameras in the shower room." Her eyes widened when I told her that I had recorded their shower on my GoPro although I hadn't watched it yet. She begged me to erase it, to never watch it, to never leave her. She kept telling me she wasn't a slut and that she would never ever allow any man to treat her the way Adrian had. We hugged and I told her that tonight was behind us as far as I was concerned.
After her long tear-filled apology, I finally settled her down in the bath. She was so distraught I had to give her a mild sedative. I also poured her a chilled glass of wine and she relaxed in the deep tub. I had accepted her apology and didn't want to let on how much her submissive behavior had aroused me. I believed that the potent combination of drugs and anal stimulation broke her will. Adrian took advantage of the situation and turned my innocent bride into his sex slave for the night.
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The combination of wine and the sedative had calmed Sara's frayed nerves, and she finally looked relaxed. She had removed the vibrating egg from her butthole and it lay on the floor by the bathtub. I picked it up and washed it thoroughly in the sink. Once I had dried it, I examined it closely. It was a very unique work of art. Made of smooth aluminium, it was very light, slightly smaller than an egg, and perfectly balanced. It had a long-life internal battery that was solar powered which never needed replacing. For this reason, there were no external ridges like most cheap anal eggs, that needed to be opened to change the battery. This made it extremely comfortable to wear for long periods of time, with no physical discomfort. It was also very easy to insert and remove. You could vary the temperature by heating it in warm water, or chilling it in the fridge or freezer. It was obviously custom made and had Japanese script on the side that I couldn't understand.
Sara had turned her head and was watching me as I examined the toy. She stared intently as if to prevent me from throwing it away. I asked her if she was planning on keeping the vibrating stimulator, and she nodded an enthusiastic affirmative. I could tell she fucking loved that sex toy and so I placed it in the bathroom drawer. She asked me to put the Apple Watch in there too, so that neither piece got lost. I shuddered again at the control Adrian had been able to exert over my wife, using stimulation as reward. Sara went to bed shortly after her bath, falling asleep within moments. I returned downstairs to do a final clean up before my bedtime.
Sara's cum stained veil and bridal corset were discarded on the floor of my office. The veil was definitely ruined, the delicate lace completely matted with Adrian's semen. I could have probably salvaged the corset, but I had too many lewd images in my mind of my wife wearing it as she serviced Adrian. He had fucked her ass while she wore that thing, for Christ's sake. Her bridal panties were gone. Given as a parting gift to the man who had defiled her all evening. I felt a sense of loss as I moved into the shower room. Sara's bridal stockings and garter belt had been left in the shower enclosure and reeked of Adrian's urine. They went straight into the trash. I was enraged at his treatment of my wife, but also immensely aroused. I had a massive erection and I jerked off on my wife's wedding veil, adding my load to Adrian's copious mess. I was trying to regain some sense of ownership of my bride after her violation. After I ejaculated on her wedding veil, I picked up all of her bridal lingerie and tossed it in the trash.
I went into my office and had a quick look at the security footage from both the office cameras, and the cameras at the front of the house. Once I was sure it successfully recorded, I downloaded the contents of the SD card from the GoPro onto the server, so that it was all in the same place.
I was drunk when I finally went upstairs to bed. Sara was fast asleep and I didn't want to disturb her, so I got into bed without turning the light on. As soon as my head touched my pillow I recoiled, as I realized the pillow case was wet. I got back out of bed aggravated that someone had played a prank on me. After I turned the bedroom light on, my aggravation turned to anger as it was evident that Adrian, that obnoxious prick, had ejaculated all over my pillow case. A large puddle of his ejaculate was pooling in the center of my pillow. Sara's wedding ring sat in the middle of this disgusting mess, completely covered in his semen. The "SLUT" collar was also laying on the pillow next to one of Adrian's business cards. He had written "yours to wear next time Chris, when I fuck your ass" on the back of the card. In addition, there were semen stains visible on my side of the upholstered headboard and even on the wallpaper above the headboard. Adrian had even managed to cover my reading glasses in his semen, as they lay on the bedside table. I decided to sleep in the spare bedroom, tossing fitfully all night with rage. It didn't help that I also had a massive erection, as his debasement of Sara and I totally aroused me.
I hardly slept the night after our threesome with Adrian. The next morning I was up very early trying to clear my head. Sara was still in bed and I was making her a cup of coffee. I suddenly had a horrible thought and practically ran to my office. I remembered that Adrian had set up my home security system for me, as he was much more comfortable with technology than I was. He had even enabled the remote access function for me. He still had access to my server as I had never changed the password after he helped me. I ran to change the password and breathed a sigh of relief when the system acknowledged the new access code. My relief was short-lived as thirty seconds later Adrian texted me "too late buddy, ha ha!"
I quickly realized that he was on my security notifications list, and had been alerted about the change of password. I knew enough about the system to go in and remove him as an authorized user, so the next step was to check the access log. My heart sank when I saw that Adrian had logged in last night, less than fifteen minutes after he left my driveway. He logged in again this morning at 6am, undoubtedly happy to find the GoPro shower footage as a bonus. I felt physically sick as I knew he had seen all the footage for sure. I tried to keep it light with Adrian, as I wasn't sure if he had only seen it, or if he had also downloaded it. I texted "Hey bro, are you messing with me?" His response was non-committal "time will tell bro." I felt sick at the prospect of blackmail, but when I thought about it, there wasn't much leverage he could really exert over us. We weren't exactly rich and didn't have much to offer him in the way of a bribe. I went back into the system as the administrator. Once I was sure his permissions were eliminated, I tried to put the veiled threat in the back of my mind.
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About a week after our threesome with Adrian, Sara received a very lewd photo from him. It was a picture of her in her bridal lingerie and wedding veil bent over my desk. Adrian was stood behind her buried balls deep in her asshole. She was collared like a dog, and Adrian had the leash wrapped around his huge black fist. He was pulling her head back revealing that the collar had "SLUT" written on it in large letters. Her bridal panties were in her mouth as a makeshift gag. Sara recoiled when she received the photo, and ran to me crying hysterically. My heart sank as all my fears about Adrian accessing our home security footage remotely, were realized.
A few moments later, Adrian sent Sara a text telling her he had lots more compromising pictures of us both. He then sent a screen-shot of my email contact list that he had evidently taken from my laptop. I shuddered as I glanced at the list. All of our family members, our friends, most of my co-workers, my fellow Directors of the Board of our Homeowner's Association, the entire PTA membership of which Sara was an active participant. Everyone that meant anything to us was on that list. Sara was sobbing and started to apologize for logging Adrian on to my laptop. I hugged her and told her that it was not her fault, we both trusted Adrian implicitly. He was the one who was violating our trust. Truth is, I didn't want to get into assigning blame. I was just as much at fault for our predicament. I had added Adrian as a system administrator on our home security system so that he could set up our remote access function. In addition, I had added the GoPro shower footage to the server the night of our threesome. If Adrian had access to any of the film, he now had access to it all.
I hadn't viewed the security tapes from our home office or our driveway since that fateful night. I had skimmed the first couple of minutes of each camera just to check the quality of the footage. However, I knew they were damning. Even worse was the GoPro footage from the shower, which I had viewed in its entirety. This was particularly compromising as it depicted Adrian urinating all over my wife for the better part of a minute. He had pissed on Sara's ass, tits, hair, face and mouth as she joyfully changed positions, so that he could cover her entirely in his urine. To make matters worse, if that was possible, she had been wearing her bridal lingerie and had encouraged him to piss all over her wedding ring. Sara had been too disgusted with herself to watch any of the footage. Our first argument was over whether or not we needed to watch it together to assess the damage. The stress was palpable between us, as this was the first time our marriage had really been tested. Her phone dinged again and we looked at each other with fear in our eyes. Adrian texted, "looking for a way out Sara? Meet me tomorrow for coffee at the pier, 10am. Bring my Apple Watch and my egg."
Sara reacted more to the potential loss of her beloved egg, than to the blackmail scenario that was slowly unfolding. She had inserted that egg into her anal passage every day this week and had enjoyed countless orgasms. She really didn't want to have to give it back. That pissed me off and we argued about that too. I realized that Adrian was trying to drive a wedge between us and told her we had to remain united as a couple. Then we faced the unenviable task of watching the security tapes. Sara was still reluctant to watch any of the footage. She was disgusted with herself for allowing Adrian to debase her, and felt like he had us over a barrel. She also confessed to feeling overwhelming surges of arousal and desire when she thought about that dominant black man coming on her face. She was clearly conflicted. Sara suggested maybe giving Adrian a little action in exchange for unfettered access to the egg.
I was vehemently opposed to this at first. However, I softened a little after I considered it for a few minutes. I had to accept the fact that my wife had a lot more options than me. I treated her with respect, but didn't have much more to offer her. We lived in a nice house but didn't have much equity. We had refinanced the home a couple of times just before the housing market crashed. We now had large mortgage payment and not a lot of discretionary income. We had also taken a beating in the stock market which had kicked my retirement plans down the road. We were basically living month to month.
I was losing my hair and had lost a lot of muscle mass as I aged. My body was quite slender and not particularly athletic. As we both got older, the fifteen year age difference became more apparent. I had become complacent and lazy sexually. As I catalogued my short comings, I came to the conclusion that I would be better off taking one for the team. I would have been devastated if my wife left me for a wealthy man, especially Adrian. Sara giving Adrian a little play in exchange for unrestricted access to the egg, and to reduce the threat of blackmail, was the lesser of two evils, it seemed. We had a lengthy chat and agreed that our marriage could survive a once a week "date night" with Adrian.
Even though Sara and I were neck deep in Adrian's shit as a couple, we decided to watch the tapes separately. For me, I didn't need to watch all of the footage. I just wanted to fill in the blanks so that the crazy night made more sense to me. Also, I wanted to see which frame grabs could potentially be the most damaging to my wife and me. Adrian possessed a far higher level of technological savvy than I did. He would be able to stop the tapes at any point, and text the screen-shot to any one on our email lists that he was in possession of. For Sara, there were parts she just couldn't watch. Everyone reacts differently to stress and we were no different. I had two very stiff vodkas and with the third one in my hand entered my home office.
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The tape started with Adrian and Sara walking into my home office presumably while I was taking a shower. My wife walked into the office first in her pink babydoll outfit. She sat coyly on my desk as Adrian sauntered in through the door. He discarded his towel at the entrance and walked towards her butt naked except for his watch and his black leather bag. He was clearly aroused and was sporting a huge erection. I was interested in this portion of the tape because it preceded my entrance into the office. Adrian reached the desk and extended his hand to help her off of it. Once she was stood in front of him they kissed tenderly for a couple of minutes which was difficult for me to watch. He whispered something in her ear and she blushed and nodded her head agreeably. She smiled at him and they kissed again and he continued to whisper in her ear. Sara's eyes widened at one point and she seemed to contemplate something before she bit her lip, and shyly nodded her consent.
Following whatever directive he had given her, Sara turned slowly and bent over the desk. He removed her pink panties and tossed them over the desk towards my large leather chair. This made sense to me as I had noticed them on the floor when I went around the desk. He began to massage her ass cheeks and his technique was such that I wondered if he had been trained as a masseuse. He used to be a conditioning coach in the NFL so it wasn't completely out of the question. Sara responded very favorably to his touch and I noticed that she spread her legs further apart. He didn't rush but continued to sensuously massage her butt. He was complimenting her now, and the tape picked up the audio portion of the recording. Adrian told Sara that he had admired her from the day he met her. That she was the most beautiful woman he had ever encountered. That he wanted tonight to be satisfying for her. That he couldn't wait to make love to her.
Sara was lapping it up and I could see her juices on her inner thighs as she self-lubricated. Adrian asked Sara if he could use a vibrator on her to get her warmed up. She stated her consent and seemed aroused by his take-charge attitude. In a move that surprised me, Adrian grabbed a tube of anal gel from his black leather bag and began to gently lubricate her asshole. He was complimenting her the entire time and didn't rush or force the issue. Sara remained passively bent over the desk as her inserted one of his large black fingers inside her anus and tenderly lubricated her. In my mind Adrian was getting her ready for whatever violation he had planned for her. However, it appeared that his relaxed, non-rushed approach had eased Sara's mind, and she was fully on board, at least for this moment.
Once he determined Sara was sufficiently lubricated, he removed a small egg shaped device from his bag. He allowed her to view it briefly by placing it on the desk in front of her face. She quickly nodded her approval and he applied a little more anal gel to it and inserted it carefully into her asshole. There wasn't much more communication between them but it appeared she had already decided to go with the flow. Once he had the egg inside her butt, he fiddled with his Apple Watch and the anal toy started to vibrate inside her. Sara tensed up immediately and I could see her ass muscles contract as she dry-humped the edge of the desk. This sex toy was working its magic on her and she was responding favorably. She arched her back and looked back at him. She had a look of absolute joy on her face and her entire upper body was tense as she rapidly approached release. She was looking over her shoulder directly in Adrian's eyes in complete rapture. My wife and I have had some amazing sex during our marriage but I have never seen such a look of wanton lust on her face. She was in complete ecstasy, totally lost in the moment as if nothing else on earth mattered. She told Adrian she was getting close.
He knew he had Sara under his spell so he told her that he would let her come as long as she obeyed his every directive tonight. The last words she uttered before she exploded in a stupendous orgasm rang in my ears. "I'll do whatever you want Adrian." He placed his hand on her ass as if assuming ownership of it. Then with a smug smile of victory he responded "good girl Sara" as she orgasmed all over the front of my leather desk. She had a very vocal release crying out his name as she came for several seconds. As soon as she stopped moaning he turned off the anal vibrator and she slumped over the desk. She remained there for several moments quivering with pleasure. Finally, Sara caught her breath and then stood up a little unsteady on her feet. "Oh my god, Adrian. That was amazing. I have never experienced anything like that before", she said giggling like a schoolgirl. "Turn it back on please. Please. My husband is still in the shower. Please. I am begging you."
As I watched the tape I couldn't believe Sara was begging him to let her come again. He had her wrapped around his finger and we hadn't even really got the night started. Ever the asshole, Adrian did make her beg him. He sat on the desk and Sara knelt before him and literally begged him for another ride with the egg. He told her that he would keep her pleasure coming as long as she did his bidding tonight. It was another kick in the nuts to me when she responded with "I swear to you Adrian, I will do whatever you tell me to. I promise. Whatever you desire. Please just let me come again."
Adrian gave her a nod of agreement and told her to remain on her knees in front of him. He reached into his black bag and retrieved three small pills. He swallowed the two blue ones which I assumed were Viagra. That explained his incredible stamina and rapid recovery time tonight. Fuck, he possessed the refractory period of an 18 year old, thanks to those magic little pills. He placed the other pill in the palm of his hand. This pill was clearly visible on the security tape and I recognized it immediately as MDMA. In my younger days we called it "ecstasy" but I think the youth of today refer to it as "molly". Either way, it enhances sexual pleasure and feelings of intimacy and makes sex much more enjoyable. Adrian extended his massive black hand towards Sara's face. Submissively, she took the pill from him using just her lips, the way a puppy will accept a treat from its master. He told her to trust him. Without any further discussion she looked up at him and obediently swallowed it. I smiled as I reflected on Sara's version of this event. Adrian had, in her words, "plied her with drugs." This was hardly the case. The footage showed Sara knelt before Adrian and willingly took his proffered tablet as if it were the fucking Holy Communion.
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Adrian told Sara that he was proud of her and then he tapped his watch and fired up the anal stimulator. She tensed up immediately and put her hands on her thighs to steady herself. The look on her face was one of total joy. Her eyes glazed over and eventually she closed them, shutting out the world to focus on her pleasure. He sat on the desk with her road to orgasm completely under his control. She arrived at the point of no return more quickly this time, trembling with ecstasy. A light sheen of perspiration was visible on her forehead as she looked up with her eyes closed. "There is much more where this came from if you are obedient tonight", Adrian said. "I am going to push you out of your comfort zone but your reward will be worth it, I assure you."
His next words "Sara, come for me" pushed her over the edge and she had an even stronger, more vocal orgasm on her knees in front of him. She fell forward after she came and lay on the floor panting. She pulled her knees up to her chest and got into the fetal position, remaining there for several minutes. It was as if she had never had an orgasm in her life and she was determined to savor the moment. He tapped his phone, disabled the anal egg and let out a chuckle. He knew he had my wife on the hook and planned to put her through the ringer tonight. Once I saw this portion of the tape everything made sense. I realized why Sara had been on the edge of orgasm the whole evening. Also, why she had been able to come without friction or any other physical stimulation. It also made sense why he had kept his Apple Watch on all evening. Lastly, I understood why she let him thoroughly debase her all evening.
I put the tape on fast forward until I reached the part where Adrian came on my wife's face. I paused it and looked at the screen shot on the large monitor in my office. Sara was on her knees in her pink babydoll. Adrian had just ejaculated all over her face and was scooping his semen up with his thumb and sliding it into her mouth. I recoiled as I imagined Adrian sending that image to Sara's family. It was indefensible. Not only was Sara submitting to him but she was smiling up at the black man as he fed her his ejaculate. I took a screen shot and emailed it to myself. I had finished my vodka and had to take a break. As demeaning as those tapes were I had an erection the whole time I was watching them. I left my office, took a piss and poured myself another stiff drink.
When I returned to my office, I forwarded the tape until I saw Adrian and Sara alone again. I had apparently gone to take a shower and the cameras showed the two of them enter my home office. As usual, he sauntered in like he owned the fucking place. She walked submissively behind him into the office and was dressed in the lingerie she wore on our wedding night. This segment was going to be particularly problematic for Sara's mother and sister. They had taken her lingerie shopping for a wedding gift. They had selected that beautiful corset and veil for Sara to wear on our wedding night. Not for her to wear while cavorting with a black man.
Sara approached him and they kissed tenderly leaning against my desk. They made out for a couple of minutes and I watched Adrian's cock rise as he got aroused. It was a real kick in the nuts for me to watch the tape of them making out like a couple of teenagers, knowing that I was showering. She stroked his cock gently as they kissed. I heard her tell him that she had a souvenir for him and my heart sank at the realization of what was about to happen. She broke from their loving embrace, scooted around the desk and retrieved her pink, silky panties from the floor by the leather chair. Sara handed her panties to Adrian and he smiled sweetly at her in appreciation. He opened his black bag, tossed her intimate gift inside and told her he had a gift for her also.
Sara seemed very happy to hear this until she saw him reach into his bag and pull out what resembled a dog collar. He placed the collar on the desk and I focused on the look of shock on my wife's face. The audio of her reaction was very clear. "Do you really expect me to wear a dog collar Adrian?" she asked. His response "I demand it" took Sara by surprise and she looked up at him meekly, bit her lip and nodded submissively. She held the dog collar at arm's length as if it were toxic. My wife clearly was not enthralled with the idea of wearing Adrian's collar. As she turned the collar over, her mouth opened in horror. She saw the word "SLUT" emblazoned clearly across the front of it in large black letters. She did a second take, looked at Adrian quizzically and mouthed the word "slut" silently. Adrian took the collar from her before she could change her mind and told her to turn around. Sara obeyed and he secured the dog collar on her as she stood passively in front of him.
As I watched the tape, I could feel myself experiencing that familiar combination of humiliation and arousal. I hated myself for having an erection as I watched Adrian debase my wife. As soon as the collar was fastened Sara turned to face him. She couldn't look him in the eye so he placed his hand gently under her chin and raised her head slowly. He told her that she looked beautiful and extremely sexy and she smiled shyly at him. Once he had my wife on board he moved on to the next hurdle. That was just the way he always worked. One thing at a time. Gain approval then drop the next bombshell. He reached back into his bag of tricks and pulled out a white leather dog leash. Without asking her approval he hooked the leash onto the chrome eyelet at the front of the collar. It was quite short and hung between her breasts which were forced up by her bridal corset. As I watched the tape I couldn't help notice the contrast between her beautiful bridal lingerie and the leather "SLUT" collar and leash she was wearing.
Adrian wrapped the leash around his fist, gave it a tug and Sara was pulled towards him. When she got close he continued to flatter her and gradually put her at ease. He began to kiss her again and he was whispering something in her ear that was inaudible on the tape. She was smiling again now and stroking his cock as they made out. He had one more accessory for her and after a few more tender moments he told her to bend over the desk. I thought he was going to put the vibrating egg back in her asshole. However, he reached into the bag and pulled out a long, thin butt plug with a realistic doggy tail attached to it. Sara didn't see it until Adrian placed it on the desk right in front of her face. He had one hand holding her down on the desk to prevent her from bolting from the office. However, her reaction was still firm and immediate. "No", Sara said firmly. "No way. Fuck no. That is going way too far Adrian."
I had seen Sara crawl across my office floor with that tail stuck in her butt so I know she eventually allowed him to insert in to her asshole. The security footage resolved any questions I had about what had changed her mind. Her tone softened as he waited expectantly behind her. "No Adrian. Please. Don't make me wear that doggy tail. Adrian, please, not that", she begged. His response was perfect, both flattering and manipulative at the same time. "This night has been the highlight of my life", he started. "I told you we would push each other's boundaries. Do as I say and I will let you enjoy your vibrating egg some more." Hearing no further resistance from her he picked the tail up from the table. I could see on the tape that it was already lubricated. Using one hand to hold her on the table he used his other hand to quickly insert her doggy tail into her anal passage. My wife is not a complete slut. To her credit she did tense her butt cheeks to make it more difficult for him. However, they both knew it was a token resistance and when he let her stand the tail rose proudly from her asshole. He flashed a triumphant smile and as I watched the tape I marveled at his persistence and skillful manipulation. If he had asked Sara to put on a dog collar, leash and doggy tail she would have told him to fuck off. However, he broke down each barrier individually through a combination of flattery and manipulation. This enabled him to transform my wife from virginal bride to obedient pet.
Adrian admired Sara as she stood before him even though she was clearly pissed off. He needed to adjust her attitude before proceeding with the next part of the evening's entertainment. He tried to kiss her but she flashed him a dirty look. He told her to kneel by the desk and she complied with that directive. She knelt at his feet staring at the floor in shame. He snapped his fingers to get her attention and told her to look at him. Sara slowly raised her head and made eye contact with him. He said "I told you I was going to make you my bitch tonight" and she visibly recoiled. He then began to outline his considerable expectations for the evening. The tape showed that I entered the office a few moments later. I registered the same look of shock when I saw my wife collared and leashed kneeling at Adrian's feet. And, at that point, I hadn't even seen that Adrian had stuck a doggy tail into her tight little asshole!
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As I reviewed the security footage taken from the night of our threesome, I knew there were a few "hall of fame" screen shots coming up. First up, Sara being taken to heel by Adrian. Dressed in her bridal lingerie, on all fours on a tight leash with that god awful "SLUT" collar. Then to top it off, that doggy tail stuffed in her asshole. I took a screen shot of her coming back into the office with Adrian holding the leash. That made the email list too.
One of the cameras caught her bent over my desk with Adrian butt fucking her. Her bridal panties were clearly visible in her mouth as a gag. Fast forward again and I am on my knees rimming Adrian while my wife blows him in her wedding ensemble. I caught the exact frame when she is raking her manicured fingernails across his muscular black ass exposing her wedding ring. I emailed that one with a shudder.
Sara and I kneeling side by side sucking Adrian's cock wasn't even incriminating enough to make the short list. However, the one of me kneeling before him as he stood upright was enough to finish me in this small tight-knit town. At 6 feet 2 he towered over me as I looked up at him smiling inviting him to come on my face. I emailed that photo fully aware of the potential damage it could wreak on my life.
As I fast forwarded the footage, I started to realize Sara and I had no choice but to follow his every command. Adrian was fucking my wife's mouth now as he straddled her face. I was licking his ass. Oh, shit. This was bad. Until it got worse. I knew full well the horrors that awaited me on my GoPro footage, recorded in the shower room.
As soon as the GoPro recording started I was, once again, astounded at the quality. There was such a contrast between the black and white murky shapes of their interracial encounter, as viewed through the shower enclosure, and the 4K clarity of the GoPro. The wide screen mode captured the shower enclosure in its entirety, and I knew it was going to be painful to watch in its high-definition glory.
The recording began with them entering the shower enclosure holding hands. Adrian was naked and Sara was wearing her bridal garter belt and stockings. The last part of her wedding ensemble that hadn't been ruined! Her veil was on my office floor covered in his semen. Her corset was there also stained with my semen, although I had been forced to lick most of it up. Her bridal panties were hanging from the shower room door handle.
The water wasn't running yet and they were kissing and giggling as they embraced. Sara looked up at Adrian and asked her to fuck him again. He told her she was insatiable but he needed to take a piss first. The SD card recording was much better than lying on the bathroom floor eavesdropping. Even though I knew some of what transpired it was way hotter watching it in high definition color.
They kissed passionately and I heard him thank her for the evening and for checking all of the boxes on his fantasy night. Sara responded "almost all of your boxes" with a devious smile and then knelt before him in her bridal lingerie.
I knew what was coming next but it was still shocking to witness it on the big monitor. Sara looked up at Adrian very innocently and, emboldened by the alcohol, said "Don't you need to take a piss Adrian?" He smiled broadly at her and called her a dirty bitch. Then he took his flaccid cock in his hand and began to urinate on the tile floor just in front of her.
His piss flowed in a steady stream as he discharged the four beers he had slammed in the last hour. Some of it splashed onto her knees and thighs rendering her bridal stockings worthless. Sara slowly shuffled towards him until she had moved directly into the stream of piss. This was the point when I had heard the sound change from my hiding place by the door. It was way more painful to watch on the big screen as it was clearly initiated by my wife.
Sara giggled as she held her tits together and he urinated all over them. She was very close to him now directly in the piss stream. He redirected the flow and managed to piss all over her wedding ring as she clutched her enhanced tits together. Next, she quickly got on all fours and threw her head back so that her long blonde hair spilled down her back.
Adrian started to piss on her ass all over her bridal garter belt. Then in a very slow but deliberate movement he redirected the strong piss stream onto her lower back. Sara arched her back seductively as if to encourage him. He then pissed on the middle of her back wetting the ends of her long hair. Finally, he moved up to the back of her neck thereby completely soaking her long blonde hair. He moved around in front of her and urinated on the top of her head.
Sara looked up at Adrian with an innocent smile and he peed on her forehead and nose. Finally, as his piss stream began to weaken very slightly, she rolled over on her back and opened her mouth. He took this as her willingness to drink his piss and he aimed for her mouth. Some of it reached the desired target but he mostly painted her face and hair with his urine. The trickle of piss slowed and they shared a laugh.
He knelt by Sara's head and she took his cock into her mouth and swallowed the last few drops of his piss. He had consumed four beers in the last hour and ended up urinating for almost a minute. I was rock-hard watching this and my breathing was ragged. Then the shower was turned on and after a few seconds Adrian began to hose my wife off as she lay on the shower floor. He was laughing now as he sprayed Sara clean.
Once Adrian had hosed her off, Sara stood up and faced the shower wall. She was still wearing her white garter belt and stockings, although some of the bridal innocence was lost by the fact that Adrian had urinated all over her. I am sure that Sara's mother and sister had not anticipated that, when they had purchased this ensemble for Sara's wedding night.
Adrian entered her from behind and as he thrust into her I could see that her tits were squashed against the shower enclosure. They fucked for a few minutes before he pulled out and ejaculated all over Sara's tight little ass. She excused herself, and left the shower enclosure with his semen dripping from her butt. Moments later she returned with a towel and kneeling before him, she dried him off.
Once Adrian was dry he turned and left the shower, returning within a few seconds with the anal stimulator. Sara bent over and parted her legs inviting him to insert the egg back into her asshole. He scooped up the remains of his semen from her butt cheeks and coated the egg with it as a makeshift lubricant. The egg slid in to her anal passage with ease and he gave her ass a quick slap. That resolved any questions I had about when he had reinserted the sex toy into her asshole.
I wanted to review the very last part of the driveway footage to see what Adrian had said to my wife just before he left. Sara was kneeling next to the rear window of the limousine with the magic egg humming away in her asshole. She was close to orgasm now and grabbed his arm to steady herself. A few moments later she let out a loud wail, as she had a powerful orgasm on her knees.
She slumped against the car door and looked completely satisfied. Adrian handed her his Apple Watch and told her to enjoy her new toy. The last thing he said to her was "give your husband a sloppy wet kiss from me. He loves the taste of my cum. I left him a gift on his pillow." His window closed and the Town Car pulled out of my driveway.
As I switched the security footage off, a couple of things occurred to me. Firstly, I wished I had watched this tape the night of our threesome. I could have saved myself the indignity of laying down in the pool of semen he had deposited on my pillow.
By now I had washed my pillowcase and removed his come from my reading glasses, Sara's wedding ring and the "SLUT" collar. However, there were still semen stains visible on my custom upholstered headboard. I would need to hire a professional cleaning company to remove them.
Secondly, it was a kick in the nuts when I realized that the only photos I had of Sara in her full bridal ensemble, were lewd screen shots from the security footage. I had been too shy to ask her for some photos on our wedding night. It seemed kind of creepy at the time. Although now it would have been great to have one innocent picture of her in her veil instead of the disgusting collection I had.
Of her kneeling in front of Adrian's blood engorged cock. Or of her sucking his cock while I rimmed him. Or of her on all fours being walked on a leash like a dog. Or of her getting butt fucked across my desk. Or of him ejaculating all over her veil before coming in her hair. Or now, finally of him urinating all over her in her bridal lingerie. Fuck!
My last thought was the most disturbing. I realized that Adrian had enough compromising footage of Sara and I to ruin us. If we got away with "date night" once a week we should count our blessings.
Sara was next. She smoked some pot, poured a large glass of wine and unbeknownst to me, stuck the vibrating egg in her asshole on its lowest setting. When she came into the office her eyes were glazed over and I wondered if she had taken some ecstasy to take the edge off.
I was worried about her recent use of drugs. However, the "live and let live" nature of our relationship did extend to alcohol and drug use. She was naked except for her Apple Watch and her "SLUT" collar. Sara knelt on the floor and asked me to get her dog leash from our bedroom.
I felt sorry for her as she was in a lot of pain and was obviously dealing with it by punishing herself. I returned with the leash and Sara held her head up so that I could clip it onto her "SLUT" collar. I knew what she wanted without her asking me. I wrapped the leash around my fist the way Adrian had taken control of her. Tugging her forward so that she fell onto all fours, I walked her over to my desk and tied her leash to the handle of one of the drawers.
I adjusted the huge monitor so that she could see it from her kneeling position. Then, I cued up the first tape and warned her that it contained some pretty graphic images of both of us. I even told her that I had taken screen shots of the worst parts. That way, if she didn't want to watch it we could just survey the damage together.
Sara seemed numb and said she wanted to watch it all in real time. Even the shower scene! She needed this to feel like punishment for her sins. I pondered what Adrian would do in this situation. Then, I walked over to Sara, put my hand under her chin and roughly pulled her head up to meet my gaze. "Stay" I said with a condescending smirk just before I left the room.
I never disturbed Sara and she ended up being in my office for several hours. When she finally texted me to unleash her, I entered the office quietly and walked over to my desk. I could see that she had been crying.
However, judging by the smell of sex in the air, she had also had multiple orgasms. There was a large wet spot on the carpet right where she was tied off by her leash. I could tell it was her juices immediately as her thighs and pussy were also slick with them. I went to unclip her leash but she asked me to leave her there saying "we need to talk."
Watching the tapes had injected some clarity into the situation for her. Sara confessed that the recordings made her sick with worry at what would happen if Adrian emailed them to our friends and family. However, she also told me that she was so aroused by the debasement she had endured, that she had enjoyed multiple orgasms.
She told me she needed a dominant man in her life. That she needed Adrian in her life. That my attempt to be dominant wasn't enough. It felt forced and uncomfortable. It just wouldn't work the same with me. She also confessed that she would willingly compromise anything in exchange for the anal stimulator. She needed that magic egg in her life whatever the cost. She needed them both, Adrian and the egg, whatever the cost.
Hearing Sara say "whatever the cost" twice was bothering me and I had to speak up. I told her that I was really struggling with the number of compromises she was prepared to make to keep the egg in her life. It seemed excessive to me for her to put her sexual gratification ahead of our marriage. We had been doing fine in the bedroom prior to the introduction of that anal stimulator.
I was not expecting to have a life-changing conversation about it but that is what happened. As I continued to ask Sara why she was prepared to give up so much for that sex toy, she broke down and started crying. In between sobs, Sara told me that she had never had an orgasm in her life prior to Adrian inserting that anal vibrator into her asshole. I was dumbfounded and I tried to correct her but she asked me to please let her continue.
Apparently, Sara had tried various ways to masturbate but was unable to climax. She experimented with different massagers, tried clitoral stimulation, tried receiving oral sex and tried penetrative sex in every position, to no avail.
In college Sara had a lesbian relationship to see if she was gay. However, even the softer sapphic approach of her college roommate, still did not result in any orgasms. She saw a sex therapist in her late twenties after numerous boyfriends failed to get her off. After several counseling sessions the sex therapist didn't have any answers.
She even sought medical advice and the diagnosis was an under-sensitive clitoris. The doctor told her that some women just don't get to experience orgasms.
After that, Sara resigned herself to a life without sexual release. She would experience profound sadness after sexual encounters and occasionally extreme frustration. Movies would depict unrealistic love scenes in which a woman enjoyed earth shattering orgasms getting fucked against a wall. Every time she saw something like this she felt inadequate and it would make her cry.
She still enjoyed the intimacy of sexual intercourse and, in an attempt to stroke the ego of her partners, started to fake orgasms. I sat there with my mouth open, dumbfounded that every orgasm I had ever seen her enjoy, was faked. Sara looked guilty but relieved to have shared her story. We embraced and I held her as the tears ran down her face.
When I realized that she had faked multiple orgasms over our years together it made me sad that she would feel compelled to do so. Now, at almost forty years old, Sara was in her sexual prime. She had experienced her very first orgasm, courtesy of Adrian's dominant, borderline sadistic streak and that amazing anal vibrator.
Of course it was a life-changing event worthy of sacrifice to keep them both in her life. I got it. I really did. My first orgasm changed my life. If someone had asked me to sacrifice something, anything, in order to be able to continue to enjoy orgasms, I would have given it. Whatever the cost.
After we viewed the tapes we were shell shocked. The alcohol and that magic egg had numbed us for our respective viewings. However, we both knew we had a very serious problem. We decided that Sara needed to meet Adrian tomorrow and see what he planned to do with those photos.
She told me that she would meet Adrian and make a deal with him. She would cater to his every desire. Make him feel like the most adored man in the world. Figure out his hot buttons and push them constantly. Fulfill every single depraved fantasy he has ever had. Sara hoped to enrapture him sufficiently over time to level the playing field. Maybe he would even fall in love with her seductive ways and let us off the hook.
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Sara ended up leaving our house a few minutes before 10am the following day, to meet Adrian for coffee. She was dressed nicely in a flowing summer dress that accentuated her athletic body. She decided to walk to get some fresh air, but also in case she ended up having a glass of wine. Adrian was already in the cafe waiting for her. That cocky asshole had ordered her a glass of Chardonnay.
She sat down and defiantly placed the egg and the Apple Watch in front of him. He smiled at her resistance, and he immediately started with the business at hand. He told her he was going to have a similar sit down with me the following day, and decide which one of us had the most to offer him.
Sara and I had discussed a possible divide and conquer strategy on his behalf, so his approach wasn't a total surprise. He told Sara he had no desire to expose her to the entire community as a submissive slut. His focus would be her family, and that was his leverage over her. Sara was very close to her family but they were unabashedly racist. In fact, Adrian was not invited to our wedding because he was black, and we knew it would create problems within Sara's family.
Adrian told Sara she had a choice to make. She could give Adrian exactly what he wanted, or he would send multiple pictures of her being defiled by a black man, to every single member of her family that were on our email list. Best case, she could never show her face again to any extended family gatherings. Worst case, they might disown her entirely. Sara knew he wasn't bluffing, and that losing touch with her family would be devastating for her. She asked him what he wanted and the response gave her chills.
Adrian's long term goal was to have Sara for himself. However, being pragmatic, he would settle for "date night" once a week for now. Sara and Adrian could meet up weekly, and he would take her out to dinner, dancing or shopping. He would expect her to take care of him sexually, sometime during the evening, though nothing degrading was required. Either a blowjob, penetrative vaginal sex or occasionally anal. Adrian was being very matter of fact, and Sara appreciated his brutal honesty. It made it much easier to digest, if she knew what she was getting, and what she had to give in exchange.
Adrian continued, telling her he would give her some financial assistance, buy her gifts and give her unrestricted access to the egg. However, she would be expected to gradually reduce her husband's access to sex. How she handled this was her own business, but the initial expectation would be no oral or anal for hubby. She could allow him to vaginally penetrate her, as long as he was restricted to the missionary position.
Hubby was not allowed to come in "Adrian's pussy" anymore, as they both would refer to it from now on. She could decide how to break the news to him. However, in the past, he had found that a "yeast infection" was a good way to prevent a man from coming inside of his partner. Sara did a double-take, as she realized this wasn't the first time Adrian had assumed ownership of another man's wife.
"You may finish him off with your hand after he withdraws," Adrian continued. "He can ejaculate on you if you wish, but not above your belly button. Also, he has to clean his semen up with his tongue, if he decides to come on you."
Sara giggled at that last requirement but Adrian stared at her impassively, and she realized he was totally fucking serious! She took a large sip of her wine, as he continued.
Adrian told Sara that they had incredible chemistry that resulted in mind blowing sex. He reminded her that she was in an open marriage by mutual agreement with me. He said they could date once a week initially but that he would definitely move the goalposts in the future. He told my wife that maybe she would fall in love with him.
Also, he was prepared to help her financially. She scoffed at that and told him we were fine for money, which was not quite true. Nonetheless, he told her he was willing to come to some mutually agreeable financial compensation for her. She could use the money to help pay bills. She could save it for a rainy day. She could piss it away gambling for all he cared.
He offered her a good faith gesture, handing her a sealed envelope. He asked her to open it and she did so. A quick glance into the envelope revealed several crisp hundred dollar bills. He said the envelope contained two grand, and that there was plenty more where that came from.
When she pressed him for the schedule, he said he would take her out to dinner this Friday night. He would send his car for her at 8pm. She felt herself softening her stance towards him. He was very attractive, wealthy, great at making her orgasm. Very little not to like. Finally, she tried to focus on the two things that were really important to her.
She asked him if he would leave her husband alone, if she consented to a once a week date. His response "for now" was a little disconcerting. Secondly, she asked him who would have possession of the magic egg. He told her that if she got with the program, she could look forward to unrestricted access to the anal stimulator.
"And today?" she continued.
"Today, that egg either leaves this cafe in my pocket, or in your tight little asshole," he responded with the kind of confidence that got her wet.
"Give me the egg as a good faith gesture," Sara suggested.
"Suck my cock as a good faith gesture," countered Adrian.
They went back and forth with their banter, and Sara realized she was getting wet. It infuriated her that this man could make her self-lubricate.
She finished her wine, and the waiter immediately brought her a refill. It was only 10.30am, and she had a buzz on. The animosity Sara felt towards Adrian was gradually dissipating, and she was feeling a renewed interest in his generous offer. As she sipped her second glass of wine, he excused himself to use the restroom. He left the egg and Apple Watch on the table, with the implication that she was free to leave with her two thousand dollars.
For reasons unbeknownst to her, she remained at the table sipping her wine. Adrian came out of the restroom and strode back to her table like he owned the place. Sara looked around the cafe, and noticed that every woman in there was eyeing this athletic, black man in his $4000 suit. She decided on the spur of the moment, that she wanted this incredible specimen of a man in her life.
Adrian approached the table and stood there with a smile. He told her that he was glad that she hadn't bailed on him, as he took his seat. Sara told Adrian that he had no shortage of admirers in the cafe, and he gave her a knowing smile.
"Can you have your pick of women?" she asked him.
He responded that he could, for the most part. Sara wanted to test his assertion, and scanned the room looking for a seemingly unavailable woman. There was a young college-aged girl in there, working away in a booth on her laptop. She had already been approached by two guys, and had dismissed them both, without even looking up from her screen.
"Pick her up," Sara said, pointing at the young blonde in the short skirt.
Adrian took the challenge, and stood immediately, without any need to formulate a game plan. He slowly approached the young woman, and she acknowledged his presence long before he arrived at her table. He engaged her in conversation immediately, and within a few moments, she laughed at something he said. She scooted over in the booth and patted the chair next to her, motioning for him to join her. He waved his hand in Sara's general direction, and the young girl nodded her understanding that he couldn't join her.
She handed Adrian her phone and he put his number into her contacts. He called the number he had entered, and his phone rang briefly, before he silenced it. He handed her the phone and she looked at it, looked up at him with shock in her eyes, and burst into an embarrassed giggle. He continued to talk to her for several moments and she giggled several times.
She was playing with her hair now, and touching Adrian on his arm signaling her interest in him. He continued to flatter and compliment her, as she flirted shamelessly with him. Then when he felt like he had softened her up sufficiently, he leaned slowly towards her.
She looked up at him to offer her consent for a kiss, but he put his lips to her ear and whispered something to her. She was visibly shocked, and looked at him seeking clarification. He repeated his directive, and she nodded submissively. Adrian stood by the entrance to her booth, attempting to provide her some privacy from the other cafe patrons.
The young blonde looked up at him nervously, biting her lip. He said some last words of encouragement and she smiled, and nodded agreeably. She wriggled around on the leather bench seat of the booth for a few seconds, and sheepishly handed him her panties. She looked mortified as he dangled them in front of her for a few seconds. He took mercy on her, although he was undoubtedly enjoying watching her squirm. Placing the panties in his jacket pocket, he subtly left a couple of hundred dollar bills next to her laptop. Then he turned and walked away from the shell-shocked young woman.
Sara was very impressed with Adrian's immediate control of the young blonde and Adrian rejoined her at the table.
"How the fuck did you get that young girl to give you her panties within a few minutes of meeting her?" she asked. "What on earth did you say?"
Adrian told Sara that he had approached the young woman and immediately apologized for the interruption. She had responded favorably to his advances, so he told her he wanted to take her to a wedding on the weekend, as his "plus one". Her original objection was that she didn't have any clothes in her dorm room, suitable for a formal event.
Adrian generously offered to take her shopping for a new dress and some expensive Agent Provocateur intimates. This was the first time the girl had giggled nervously, although the offer of some new clothes had piqued her interest. He continued that he needed to know what style of underwear she felt most comfortable in, and what size she wore. The young girl blushed and stammered as she tried to verbalize the size, style and brand of her favorite panties. Adrian suggested that it might be easier if she simply gave him the panties she was wearing.
He would give her some cash to go lingerie shopping this afternoon, to replace them. They could figure out her dress and the Agent Provocateur lingerie, later that week. This is the point when she had asked him for clarification. She had actually asked him to excuse her, so that she could go to the restroom, and remove her panties for him. He had instructed her to remove them in front of him, which had elicited the second shocked reaction. She had however, after a moment's hesitation, complied with this directive. Sara was impressed and felt more enamored with this powerful man.
Sara excused herself to use the restroom. Then, as seductively as she knew how, she picked up the egg from the table, leaned into his ear, and whispered a request for another glass of wine. She walked gracefully to the restroom, wiggling her hips for Adrian to signal her availability. Once she got inside the safety of the restroom, she had to focus to compose herself. The mid-morning wine had gone straight to her head, and Adrian's take-charge manner was getting her very excited.
Sara sat down on the toilet, and inserted the vibrating egg into her vagina, to lubricate it. A few seconds later, when she retrieved it from her wet pussy, it was slick with her juices. She inserted it straight into her asshole, without any need of additional lubrication.
She returned to Adrian's table, happy to see that her glass of wine had been refilled. He had also placed two ecstasy tablets next to her glass, that liberty-taking asshole. Sara responded favorably to Adrian's assertive behavior. Even though she told him he was a bad influence, she picked up the pills that were next to her wine, and took them with a smile. She handed him the Apple Watch submissively, and told him that he was in charge again.
Sara indicated that the egg was inside her tight little ass, where it belonged. She continued to sip her wine. It was still mid-morning, she had drunk enough, and the alcohol was surging through her. This reduced her inhibitions, and the MDMA had made her very horny. Adrian sensed this, and fired up the anal stimulator with a tap of his Apple Watch.
Sara tensed up immediately, as the egg started humming away in her ass. It felt divine, and all she could think about was her pleasure. Adrian kept her right on the boil as he enjoyed his coffee. About fifteen minutes later, the young college girl got up from her table to leave the cafe.
She walked passed Adrian's table, and he said "goodbye Samantha, call me tomorrow to figure out when we can take you dress shopping."
The blonde responded shyly "ok, will do, Mr. Big."
She scurried away from Adrian's table, her embarrassment still evident. As she opened the cafe door in her short skirt, absent her panties that she had removed and given to a random black man, she looked back at him. Her face was flushed with arousal, and Sara was jealous that he was taking this girl to a wedding, and not her.
"Mr. Big?" Sara asked Adrian with a smile.
He told her that is the name he input in her phone contact list. They finished their drinks and shared a few laughs as she loosened up.
Adrian picked up the tab and offered Sara a ride home. She knew she shouldn't get into Adrian's car. However, the combination of the wine and the ecstasy, had affected her judgement. Also, the magic egg that had been keeping her on the boil for several minutes, had lowered her resistance. Adrian reminded her that she had inserted that egg into her asshole for a reason.
As they walked through the front door of the cafe, Adrian's car pulled up. His driver exited the front seat and held the door open for Sara.
"Good morning miss Sara," the older man said.
Sara replied "Good morning" and as she looked at him, she instantly recognized him.
He was the older East European guy that had held the door open for Adrian last week. The driver had stood there impassively as Adrian had told Sara to give him her panties.
She lowered her eyes out of embarrassment and got into the limousine. After the driver closed the door, Adrian relaxed on the back seat of the limousine. He got on the intercom and told the driver to head towards Newport Beach. He told Sara that it was time to earn her "egg privileges", and she took her place on her knees between his legs.
As Adrian sipped from his water bottle, Sara unbuckled his Gucci belt. His erect cock sprang out from the confines of his suit pants. Sara submissively lowered her head down to Adrian's cock, and started to blow him. Adrian let out a sigh of pleasure, called Sara a "good girl", and increased the intensity of the anal egg. My wife admitted that she lovingly sucked Adrian's cock in the back seat of the limo, with the vibrating egg in her ass. It was very painful to hear, but Sara told me that she came multiple times, as she blew him to earn her "egg privileges."
Adrian blew his load in my wife's mouth and she looked up at him adoringly, parted her lips, and swallowed his load with a huge smile on her face. As he composed himself, she told Adrian that she was in no hurry to get home. Adrian told his driver to keep driving, and my wife worked her magic to get Adrian hard again. As Sara sucked and nibbled Adrian's nuts, she felt his cock twitch back to life.
She continued to talk dirty to him, as he relaxed and enjoyed his extended tease session. He had switched the vibrating egg off, so that Sara could focus solely on him, and not be distracted by her needs. His cock slowly rose to attention, and it was evident he wanted to have another orgasm. Once he was fully erect, she slipped her panties to the side, hiked up her dress, and mounted him. She was wet and he slid inside her pussy with ease. He let out a groan, as she bounced up and down on his lap.
As they fucked, Sara asked Adrian if he would take her to the wedding instead of Samantha.
"I'll think about it," he said laughing. "I wouldn't mind getting a piece of Samantha's ass. Why don't you persuade me to take you instead of her?"
They both knew they were playing a game, but Sara wanted an answer before she got out of the limo.
She slowly dismounted him, and seductively sank to her knees in front of him. She started to suck his cock again as she expelled the egg from her asshole. She had a pack of wipes on the floor of his limo, and used one to clean the egg. Then, as she put her lips back on his cock head, she held the small aluminum egg against his nuts. He stiffened up immediately from the extra stimulation, and she made a mental note that he liked this very much.
Sara blew Adrian for a few minutes, periodically removing the egg from his nuts so that he wouldn't blow his wad too quickly. She needed him on the boil so that she could persuade him to take her to the wedding. He got close a couple of times, but she kept him from coming. She asked him to take her home now and he got on the intercom.
"ETA to Sara's please?"
The driver respond "15 minutes sir," and Sara figured out her game plan.
She stopped sucking Adrian's cock and mounted him again, after pulling her panties aside. Adrian was thrusting pretty hard into now and she had to work against him to slow him down. When she got him back on her slower, rhythmic fucking pace, she asked him again about the wedding. He was still evasive, so she put the egg back on his nuts and he moaned in pleasure. She brought him to the edge several times, until he finally agreed to take her instead of Samantha.
"Call her and tell her," Sara continued.
"Fuck Sara, you have my word," Adrian said agitatedly, much more concerned with his impending orgasm than his weekend plans.
Sara put the vibrating egg right under his nutsack and repeated, "Call her on speaker!"
Adrian picked up his phone as Sara kept him right on the edge. He looked at his incoming phone call log, found her number, and called her back on speaker.
Samantha answered immediately, telling him she was happy to hear from him. That she was just thinking about him. That she hoped he didn't think she was a slut for giving him her panties. That she had never been put on the spot like that, and it had excited her immensely. That she couldn't wait to go lingerie shopping with him. That she would let him choose what she wore to the wedding. Adrian let the young woman chat away, as he and Sara listened on the speaker. Finally, the young girl started to ask Adrian what he was going to wear to the wedding.
Adrian had heard enough. In a breathless voice he managed to cancel his plans with Samantha. She did ask him if he was okay, and he told her he was running on the treadmill. Ever the gentleman, he told her he would still treat her to a nice dress, and asked if she was on Venmo.
After getting her details he said goodbye, and Samantha responded with a very sultry, "call me anytime. I owe you big time!"
After Adrian hung up the phone, he followed Sara's directive and deleted Samantha from his call records, so he no longer had her number. Only then did Sara put the egg back against his balls, and resume fucking him. A couple of minutes later, he had a very powerful orgasm inside her tight little pussy, filling her up with his semen. As soon as he had come inside her, she dismounted him and straightened her panties out.



They were almost at Sara's house now, and she had been gone over three hours.
"What are you going to tell your husband?" Adrian asked her.
"To eat your warm load out of my pussy," she responded.
"Fuck Sara, that is hot!" Adrian said with a grin on his face.
"Take care of Samantha so that she is out of your life," Sara stated firmly.
Adrian prepared to send her $500 by Venmo, in front of Sara. Sara added a sad face emoji and told Adrian to send it.
As they pulled up her driveway, and the driver opened her door, Sara grabbed the vibrating egg. She held her hand out expectantly, and Adrian removed the Apple Watch from his wrist, and gave it to her. Then she was gone. Adrian watched her tight little ass wiggle across her driveway. She had her hooks in him already, and he couldn't wait to fuck her again.
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When Sara left to go meet Adrian, I had no clue she would be gone for three hours. I had made lunch for her around noon. It was a high protein, healthy tuna salad. When she wasn't home by 12.30pm, I ended up eating it. As it turned out I didn't have to worry. Adrian had very considerately taken care of Sara's protein requirements, by allowing her to swallow his semen.
Sara returned home in his limousine, very drunk, and as high as a kite. She was giggling and stumbling in her high heels, as she struggled with the key in the door. I walked down the hallway to let her in the front door, and watched the tail end of Adrian's limo disappear down my driveway. As previously mentioned our open marriage, "live and let live" lifestyle, extended to drug and alcohol use, so I didn't hassle her. She walked over to me excitedly, waving her magic egg and Apple Watch. I assumed she and Adrian had made some kind of deal.
However, before I could ask her about it, Sara was on me. She gave me a sloppy, wet kiss, and I could taste Adrian's semen on her lips and tongue. I wanted to pull away, but she grabbed a handful of my hair, and forced me slowly to my knees. She was the dominant one in our lovemaking, so I didn't do anything to resist.
Once I was kneeling on the marble floor, Sara told me to lie on my back. I got into her desired position and she was looking down at me with glazed eyes. Then she put one foot on either side of my face, hiked up her skirt, removed her panties, and lowered herself slowly onto my face. She was very wet, and Adrian had apparently just come inside her. I extended my tongue and started to lick her clitoris.
Sara wriggled around on my face, enjoying my submission to her, as she discharged Adrian's load into my mouth. She was telling me all about her date with Adrian, and the deal they had struck. She recapped in excruciating detail how she had earned her "egg privileges", as I ate her well-fucked pussy.
Sara excitedly told me how she had made Adrian cancel his wedding plans with some snooty college bitch, and agree to take her instead. When she was absolutely sure that I had eaten all of Adrian's semen from her pussy, she stopped grinding on my face. She got shakily to her feet, kicked off her high heels, and headed for the bedroom.
When she got to the door, Sara turned back towards me and told me to join her. I didn't need asking twice, and got up off the floor and went into our bedroom. She had already taken off her top, and was removing her skirt as I entered the room.
"Want some of Adrian's pussy?" she teased. "Sloppy seconds?"
I wanted to resist her, but was powerless to do so. She laid on her back and spread her legs apart, smiling at me through her glazed eyes. Before I was even completely naked I had an erection, such was the effect this woman had on me. I climbed on top of her and without the need of any additional lubrication, I slipped right inside her wet pussy. We started to fuck, but I could tell she was very disengaged, just kind of going through the motions.
I tried to kiss her, but she recoiled, dismissing me cruelly with the words "baby, don't kiss me, you have Adrian's semen all over your lips."
We fucked in the missionary position for a few moments, until Sara could sense my orgasm was approaching. Then she tenderly placed one hand on my ass, and told me to stop because it hurt. I stopped thrusting into her, and asked her if she wanted to try another position. She giggled, and told me that Adrian had fucked the shit out of her in the limo. Quite frankly, any penetration in any position was going to hurt.
I pulled out of her dejectedly, thinking my opportunity to come was vanishing. Sara sensed my disappointment, and told me that I could still get to come, just not in Adrian's pussy, anymore.
"Adrian's first new rule," she told me with an excited giggle. "First of many I imagine," she continued.
Then she propped herself up on her elbows, and told me to fetch the KY lube. I returned excitedly to the bedroom and handed the lubricating gel to Sara. She flipped the top of the bottle open, and poured a liberal amount of the lube onto her feet. Then she started to rub her feet together, to spread the lubricant around between her soles, toes and the top of her feet. Once her feet were completely slick with the gel, she held the soles together. The arches in her feet created a small, wet cavity for me to fuck.
I didn't need any further invitation and got up on my knees by her feet. We experimented with different foot positions and placement. Finally, Sara put a pillow under her feet to raise them up to the perfect height for me to enjoy. I scooted forward, slipped my cock between her slick soles, and started to fuck them. It felt really great.
Tight and well lubed, not much different than her pussy would have felt. Her toenails had been recently manicured, and were painted the same pale pink color as her fingernails. I complimented her on her impeccable grooming. Sara responded that Adrian told her to be extra feminine for their date. He had even selected that color for her nails, after asking her what his choices were.
It didn't take me long to blow my load all over Sara's pretty feet and toes. especially as she was taunting me the whole time. Telling me that she was Adrian's bitch now. That Adrian had decreed that I was not allowed to come in Sara's pussy anymore. That I was required to pull out before ejaculating. That I could come on her lower body but had to lick my own mess up if I did. That more restrictive rules were certain to follow. I thrusted deep between the soles of Sara's soft feet, and ejaculated on them. She allowed me a couple more pumps before separating her feet.
Then she lifted her feet from the pillow and wiggled her toes. "Lick it up baby," she said.
She was slurring her words as she continued "protein is important. I have already had mine today."
I lowered my head submissively to her semen covered feet, and began to clean my mess up with my tongue. Sara was still taunting me although she was getting less coherent as the wine took full effect. She actually dozed off as I licked my ejaculate from her perfectly manicured feet, so I quietly left our bedroom.
I went to my office and sat at my desk with my head in my hands. My mind was spinning. I knew I was going to lose Sara to my best friend Adrian. I tried to think of a way out of this mess, with my marriage and reputation intact. However, my options were fairly limited.
Sara's number one priority was always going to be her family. She wouldn't allow anything to jeopardize that relationship. Adrian was acutely aware of that and knew it was his main point of leverage. She would definitely honor whatever deal the two of them had struck, over a few glasses of wine and a hit of ecstasy. At least as long as the compromising photos were in play. Sara was going to be Adrian's fuck-toy once a week.
Could I suppress my jealousy and frustration enough to maintain a healthy loving relationship with Sara, in spite of their weekly "date night." I wished I could reverse time ten days and be back in our pre-Adrian state of our marriage. We were struggling a little financially, although we had a roof over our heads. Sara had apparently faked her orgasms throughout our entire relationship, although I was content with our sex life. Now my wealthy best friend was going to turn our lives upside down.
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Adrian texted me later that afternoon, to tell me that we needed to talk. He told me he would send his car for me at 10am the following morning. Time dragged so slowly for the rest of the day. I really didn't get much sleep at all, as I was worried about the morning meeting with him.
Sara slept just fine of course. She had made her deal with the devil, and was out of the heat. Also, the three glasses of wine, two ecstasy pills and multiple orgasms that she had enjoyed, had rendered her considerably more relaxed than me. In the morning I waited nervously by the door for Adrian's car.
Sara came over to me, gave me a hug, and handed me her hot pink lip gloss.
"This should work if the negotiations stall," she said with a giggle. "It is Adrian's favorite color!"
I didn't take it from her. However, unbeknownst to me, she slipped it in my jacket pocket, when she hugged me again. I knew she was trying to lighten the mood, but her attempt at humor fell flat for me. She had already made her deal and was off the hook. Now I was about to learn what Adrian wanted from me, and I was not in a joking mood.
His car arrived exactly on time, and the driver was waiting for me as I approached the limousine. This was a different guy than before, a much younger, more physically imposing man. He was more like a bodyguard than a chauffeur.
When I got to the door, the bodyguard told me to face the car, and put my hands on the roof. His manner left no room for negotiation, and I complied. He kicked my legs apart roughly, and patted me down thoroughly. Obviously his search yielded nothing, but he did find the hot pink lip gloss, that Sara had slipped into my pocket.
Once he was satisfied I was unarmed, he opened the door for me, and I got into the rear seat of the car. Adrian was already in the car, along with another well dressed man, who I had never met before.
The bodyguard handed the pink lip gloss to Adrian with a quizzical frown. "This was in his pocket," he said without expression, before closing the door of the limo.
Adrian shook my hand, and we exchanged a lukewarm greeting.
"This is Mr. Stanley, my legal counsel," Adrian said by way of introduction.
I gave the attorney a cautious nod, and the car started down my driveway.
"Did you really think I was armed and planning to hurt you, Adrian?" I asked.
He laughed at that suggestion and said, "I had never even considered the possibility that you would have the balls to confront me, much less hurt me. Plus, you entered my car with my favorite colored lip gloss in your pocket. That is a clear indication to me that you are here to submit, not fight."
Adrian held the lip gloss up to the light inside the car. "Pretty little thing, Barbie Pink," he read from the side of the tube, with a condescending smirk. "Sara must have told you this was my favorite color," he continued, relishing my discomfort.
"The pat-down was to make sure you are not wearing a wire. You and I are going to have a very important conversation, but it needs to stay between the two of us, and my team of lawyers." he continued.
His lawyer sat there impassively, as Adrian outlined his version of my future. Over the course of the next few minutes, as I squirmed uncomfortably in front of the two powerful men, Adrian gave me two options.
Option one, I file for divorce from Sara. He had drawn up a list of how I could benefit from this option, and his lawyer handed it to me. As I quickly scanned it, I realized that he would release me from any threat of blackmail. In addition, I could keep the house, and he would pay off the mortgage. He would give me his copy of the tapes back, along with a non-disclosure agreement.
This NDA specified that I would receive two million dollars, if the tapes ever surfaced again. He would also give me one hundred thousand in cash, the day the divorce was finalized. When I read it I was tempted. I got to keep my house, my pride, the tapes and enough cash to start my life over.
I nodded my understanding of option one, and Adrian proceeded to outline option two. The lawyer handed me the sheet containing the details of this second option. I realized that he was in the car, to prevent any accusations on my part, of blackmail. I had read Adrian's initial texts to Sara repeatedly, and noticed that they contained no actual threat of blackmail.
Now with two men present on Adrian's side, they could counter any of my accusations with a "he said, she said" defense, especially as Adrian was certain that I was not wearing a wire.
I read option two over carefully. It was very blunt, seemingly worded to elicit rage from me. Or at least to determine the level of fight within me.
The document outlined Adrian's plan to simply take Sara from me. He would wine and dine her, treat her to a lifestyle that she would aspire to get accustomed to. She already enjoyed sex with Adrian, they had great chemistry, she responded to dominant men, and was emerging as a true submissive. He would exert influence over her through the use of the magic egg, continued recreational use of MDMA, and by forcing her to submit to him, which ignited the fire within her.
Eventually she would file divorce proceedings. She would cite infidelity on my part, with numerous photos to prove it. She would petition the court to give her the house, half of my pension, and spousal support, as she hadn't worked in years. When the divorce was finalized, instead of a generous cash payment of one hundred thousand dollars, the lewd pictures of my extra-marital affair, would be sent to everyone on my side of the email list.
"Your extra-marital affair with a black man" the lawyer repeated slowly, for effect.
The two men sat expressionless, as I absorbed this option. Adrian continued to read from his copy of the manifest.
"Sara will look like an innocent victim, and you will be a pariah in this town, if you can even afford to still live here. The public knowledge that you cheated on your wife, with a black man, will make you a laughing stock. It will effectively neuter you in the eyes of your wife," he continued.
"Adrian will clip your nuts, boy," was the legal counsel's condescending closing statement.
Shortly after the attorney spoke, Adrian got on the intercom, and signaled the driver to stop at the next strip mall. The car slowed down soon after Adrian's directive, and Adrian asked the lawyer if he could make his own way home. He just couldn't resist taking a swipe at me.
"I need a few minutes alone with Chris and his Barbie Pink lip gloss," Adrian said with a chuckle.
I felt my face blush with humiliation, as the lawyer laughed aloud at this, grabbed all of the copies of options A and B, and exited the car. The car pulled swiftly away from the curb. Adrian, sensing that I was on the ropes, continued to pummel me.
"There is more on the table for you, that I didn't want the lawyer to witness," he told me. "I am prepared to find you a hot sugar-baby, to keep your focus away from Sara. I will willingly pay her for the time she spends with you, at least for the first year. I have already run it by Stacey, and she is available. I know you guys have history."
I was surprised to hear that Adrian was aware of my "history" with Stacey. The thought of having Stacey as my girlfriend was appealing, even if Adrian was paying her to be with me. She was definitely an upgrade over my wife, at least in terms of physical appearance. She was eight years younger than my wife, tall and lean with long blonde hair. She had bright blue eyes, and a tight ass. The first time I met her I had gone to meet my wife for lunch, at Mission Viejo Mall. Stacey had joined us, dressed to kill, and exuding sexual confidence.
I think the first words I ever heard her say were "Who do I have to blow around here to get a martini?"
My cock stiffened at the sight of this beautiful, yet slutty woman, and I was instantly enamored with her. I jerked off many times, fantasizing about this young hottie. Then, one summer, she stayed at our house for a few days, because hers was being tented for termites. My wife was working at the time, and Stacey was between jobs. She paraded around my house wearing skimpy clothes for several days, until the cumulative sexual tension became too much for me.
She had a habit of leaving her clothes all over the place. One day I went to brush my teeth after lunch. Stacey had left her panties on the bathroom counter, after she showered, and I jerked off in them. As soon as I came inside the crotch of them, I regretted it. Stacey came into the bathroom right after I had washed my hands, looked at her panties, and could see I had soiled them.
She looked me right in the eye with her blue eyes, and said "did you move my panties you naughty boy?"
I shuffled around uncomfortably, with my erection still visible, and I could tell that she was enjoying watching me sweat.
She giggled and said, "it is flattering that you jerked off into my panties," and left the room excitedly.
That was my "history" with Stacey. I hoped to God she hadn't shared that with Adrian.
Adrian broke the silence, as I contemplated whether or not he was aware of my embarrassing encounter with Stacey's underwear.
"Any questions?" he said in a firm voice.
"So, if I decide to divorce Sara, Stacey is available to be my girlfriend for the first year?" I asked, seeking clarification.
"Live-in girlfriend," he corrected me. "Stacey's lease on her townhome expires in two months and she will need somewhere to live. She understands exactly what her end of the bargain entails. Jesus, for the amount I have agreed to pay her each month, I hope you turn her into your fuck-toy. She will be completely available for all of your sexual desires. Better yet, you will have a drawer full of her silky panties to jerk off into, if that is more your style."
Fuck! Apparently Stacey had shared our history with this obnoxious asshole. His car was approaching my house now, and I asked him when he needed my decision.
"You know I am not a patient man," he said calmly. "However, I understand that this will be a life-changing decision for you. Such decisions, need to be pondered, absorbed and fully accepted. I will give you three months to let me know. If you can't decide by then, I will enact "plan B", and you will forever regret your indecisiveness."
The car pulled up my driveway, and as I got out, Adrian gave me one more kick in the nuts.
He handed me the Barbie pink lip gloss, and said "Give this to Sara. I am taking her to a wedding this weekend, and she will need it."
I meekly took the lipstick from him, and just like that he was heading down my driveway. When I got home Sara was in the living room, talking excitedly on the phone.
She was obviously talking to Adrian, because I heard her say "Did you make him suck your cock baby? He came prepared with your favorite lip gloss!"
This was turning into a nightmare for me, and I slinked off into my office, to try and get my head around my new normal.
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A few days later, Sara texted me to say that she was going out with a girlfriend for drinks, and may be home late. I did text her a couple of times during the evening, and she took much longer than usual to get back to me. She told me she was fine, having fun, and not to wait up for her. I stayed up until almost 1am before finally going to bed.
I must have been sleeping lightly, because I heard a car coming up my gravel driveway and it woke me up. I peeked through the plantation shutters of my bedroom window and was surprised to see a stretch limo parked in front of my house. I waited anxiously by the window, trying to see which one of Sara's friends had sprung for the limo, as I knew it was not in our budget.
When no-one had emerged from the limousine after ten minutes, it dawned on me that Sara was not in the limo with one of her girlfriends. She was with Adrian, presumably saying good night. My fear of a confrontation with Adrian, kept me hiding behind the plantation shutters like a pussy.
He was significantly taller than me, far heavier and more muscular. He was a lot stronger than me, and would have easily overpowered me in a physical altercation. He had probably had a few drinks. He had also told me that he was going to fuck my ass. Well, not in person, but his business card that he left on my pillow, clearly conveyed that threat. No, I reasoned, tonight was not the night to confront him. So, I waited nervously for almost twenty minutes, as they said good night, whatever the fuck that entailed.
After what seemed like an eternity, the driver finally got out of the car and opened the rear door. Adrian stepped out first, dressed impeccably as usual, in an expensive tailored suit. He extended his hand into the limo, and Sara emerged from the car stumbling on her high heels. He walked her to the front door, steadying her as she was clearly tipsy. They shared a long open-mouthed kiss at the door, as he rested his hand on her ass possessively.
I should have been enraged. However, my first thought was, at least Sara didn't suck him off in the limo. He certainly wouldn't have French kissed her, if she had just swallowed his load. That asshole would have told her to passionately kiss me, if she had just given him a good night blowjob. He helped her unlock our front door, and I heard her heels clicking on the marble floor. He got back into the limo and disappeared down my driveway.
I went downstairs to greet my wife, and it was immediately apparent that she was not tipsy. She was drunk. Very drunk. She was giggling like a schoolgirl and her speech was slurred.
"Adrian took me dancing baby, and I had a little too much champagne! He is a great dancer."
Fuck, who would have thought. Add it to the long list of things he excelled at.
"It wouldn't be ideal if one of our friends saw you out dancing with a black man, Sara," I said calmly.
Sara giggled and replied, "Relax baby, I know not to go on dates with Adrian in our own back yard. We drove to San Diego in his limo."
San Diego is an hour south of us, which made me feel a little more at ease. However, I needed more details.
In her drunken state, Sara started to tell me exactly what had occurred this evening. It was tough to hear, but I needed to know. I told her to tell me the truth. I had a lot of important decisions to make. The alcohol emboldened her, and she started to tell me what had transpired tonight.
Apparently, Sara had gone out for drinks with her girlfriend, Stacey. Yes, the same Stacey that Adrian had thrown in to sweeten my deal. Stacey is a bad influence on my wife, and I don't like it when they go out bar-hopping together. Especially now that it was conceivable, that Stacey might tell Sara, that she was to be my live-in girlfriend in the future, if Adrian had his way. I really wanted to keep Sara, and didn't want Stacey to drive a wedge between us.
Whenever Stacey and Sara go out on the town together, my wife drinks way too much and makes bad decisions. She hasn't strayed outside of our, admittedly open marriage, much over the years. However, I knew that on two occasions when it did occur, she was partying with Stacey.
Tonight, the two of them had gone to a pool bar within walking distance, and quickly tired of the locals hitting on them. Stacey wanted to get a cab back to Newport Beach, but my wife had a better idea. She texted Adrian a quick "rescue me" and a few minutes later a stretch limo showed up. Stacey and Sara stumbled into the car, and joined Adrian at a very nice piano bar, in Newport Beach. Stacey had been quite enamored with Adrian, and slipped him her number, before she left in a taxi that he paid for.
Adrian and my wife left Newport Beach in his stretch limo and headed south. I say "headed south" as a euphemism. They were indeed heading in a southerly direction, bound as they were for San Diego. However, my gorgeous bride was also "headed south" as she ended up sucking Adrian off, on the one hour limo ride, to pay for her "egg privileges". Sara freely admitted that she swallowed his load, and remained on her knees on the limo floor for several minutes, as she cleaned their combined juices from his cock.
Adrian invited her to sit next to him, and started to flatter her. He told her that she was the most beautiful woman he had ever encountered. Then he asked her if she wanted some MDMA. Sara had only taken this drug a few times before, and the experience had been completely intoxicating. They took their meds together, laughing on the back seat of the limousine. He gave her two MDMA pills, and swallowed a couple of Viagra tablets himself.
When they arrived at the nightclub in San Diego, Sara was feeling no pain. There was a long line outside waiting to get in. Adrian walked confidently to the front of the line, tipped the bouncer one hundred dollars, and was granted immediate entry. They were escorted to the VIP area, and he ordered two bottles of champagne. Adrian only had a couple of sips of champagne, before he was ready to dance.
Taking the lead, he escorted my wife onto the dance floor. They were an impressive looking couple, a 6 foot 2 inch muscular black man, and his beautiful blonde haired, blue-eyed girlfriend. They danced for several songs, making quite an impression at the night club. Sara told me that they had a couple of slow dances too. The MDMA was starting to take effect, making my wife extremely horny.
Adrian and Sara embraced and kissed on the dance floor, and he pulled her close to him. She told me she could feel his erection through his pants, and felt like she should take care of his needs. He had given her such a great evening. He deserved a little thank you. They made the decision to leave the night club, and one of the bouncers escorted them to the limo. As the driver held the door open for them, my wife told Adrian, that she "could get used to this lifestyle."
When Sara told me that, it was a real kick in the nuts. We were struggling financially, and a woman of her caliber, did deserve a rich husband. Long term, Adrian had an interest in marrying Sara. In the mean time, he was prepared to wine and dine her, in exchange for sex. The limo headed back to my house, which was about an hour drive from San Diego.
Once they were in the limousine heading back to San Clemente, Adrian started to enlighten Sara, about his considerable expectations of her.
"Obviously, I would have liked us to have dated under different circumstances," he began. "That said, I have some very compromising film of you, and I recognize the leverage it gives me over you. I just want to reassure you, that as long as you are obedient, I have no desire to destroy your relationship with your family. I know how important your family are to you. I respect that and I will only release the pictures, if you do something really dumb."
"Such as?" Sara said coyly.
"Such as deny me one of my increasingly kinky requests," he responded, knowing full well he held all of the cards.
Sara told me she shuddered at the power he held over her, but she tried to look on the bright side. At least she had unrestricted access to the egg. They chatted for a few minutes, and Sara found herself self-lubricating at the thought of being Adrian's plaything. The alcohol had lowered her inhibitions, and Adrian's charm and charisma were very disarming, so she ended up oversharing her dependence on the egg. Once he knew she was pretty much addicted to that anal stimulator, he decided to use it to his advantage.
Adrian hinted that her access to the egg was a privilege, not to be taken for granted. Sara assured him of her eternal gratitude to him, and ended up sucking Adrian's cock again that night. As he relaxed and enjoyed a cocktail, Sara knelt between his muscular thighs, and sucked his cock like a coke-whore. Except her drug of choice was the magic egg.
After she had swallowed his load, she remained on her knees and he reiterated the terms of their arrangement.
"I also want you to know that I can revert your Apple Watch back to its factory settings, at any time," he added. "This would delete the app that acts as a remote for your beloved egg. I promise I won't do that, or send any of the lewd photos, as long as you comply with my every directive. I want you to have unrestricted access to your new best friend, Sara."
Sara thanked him profusely for his generosity, and Adrian had a couple more drinks as the limo sped towards our home. Sara remained submissively at his feet, stroking his cock as it softened. He made a few business calls, and then pulled a piece of paper from his jacket pocket.
"What is Stacey's story?" he asked my wife. "She gave me her number and I may head over there for a night cap" he continued.
Sara told me that she felt a pang of jealousy when Adrian mentioned Stacey. I reminded her that Adrian was very selective about who he dated, and Stacey was way too much of a slut for him. Sara countered that Stacey could be extremely persuasive around men. My cock was rock-hard listening to her recall the events of this evening.
Sara had moved our conversation to the bathroom and was removing her makeup. She asked me for some privacy so that she could pee, and l left the bathroom and went to our bedroom. A few minutes later Sara came in to our bedroom wearing a short silk bathrobe. She also was wearing her Apple Watch, a clear indication that she had the magic egg in her asshole. She was still drunk and a little unsteady on her feet.
"All this talk of Adrian has got me hot again," she whispered.
Sara climbed onto our bed, and crawled over to me on her hands and knees. I was lying on my back with my head on a pillow. She removed the pillow from behind my head and then straddled my face. Once she was comfortable, she fired up the egg that was inserted into her anal passage, and let out a little squeal of delight. Sara told me to lick her pussy and listen to the rest of her story. She moaned softly as I began to gently lick her clitoris.
"Where was I?" she teased.
She told me that Adrian was going to call Stacey for a night cap. My wife said she told him that there was no need to get Stacey involved. He had everything he needed right in front of him. She told me she remained on her knees and asked him for her purse. She took out a small mirror and applied some fresh pink lip gloss, as he admired her kneeling in front of him.
Once her lips were glossed, Sara scooted forward slightly and lightly kissed the tip of his cock. She felt it twitch slightly and smiled seductively, as she knew she could coax another load out of him. Sara told me that she licked, kissed, nibbled and sucked Adrian's cock and nuts, for most of the limo ride to our house.
She had witnessed him take two viagra earlier, so she wasn't surprised that he got hard for the third time. She said when they were about ten minutes from our house, Adrian told her to mount him. Sara got up from her knees and gave him a tender kiss. She pulled her panties to one side, hiked up her silk dress revealing her pink garter belt straps, and got onto his lap.
She had been wet most of the night. The thought of her being his plaything under threat of blackmail, and in exchange for access to the magic egg was, in itself, a major turn-on for her. The fact that she was sucking his cock within a few minutes of getting into the limo, also got her juices flowing. The MDMA he had given her had heightened her desire, and the champagne, at $200 a bottle, was also an aphrodisiac. Even the thought of Adrian punishing her for some minor transgression, by sending her family a picture of her sucking his black cock, increased her libido. Adrian had got her even wetter as they danced and kissed on the dance floor.
Now, as she prepared to mount him, her pussy and inner thighs were slick with her juices. Sara lowered herself onto his blood-engorged cock, gasping slightly at how good it felt. Once he was balls deep inside her, they kissed tenderly. Adrian was caressing her neck and shoulders and, combined with the MDMA, it felt divine. She knew there was no way she would have an orgasm without her anal stimulator, but it felt great anyway.
My wife continued to grind on my face as she told me her story. I couldn't believe she had the audacity to make me eat her out, after she had just fucked Adrian. I couldn't bear the thought of losing her though, so I kept licking away at her clit. Sara told me that after their tender kiss, she and Adrian started to fuck.
He put his hands on her ass with his thumbs under the straps of her garter belt. Then he started to thrust into her as she moaned seductively.
"Are you going to come for me Sara?" Adrian asked.
"I am not able to achieve orgasm without that magic egg," she foolishly admitted.
Adrian laughed at her admission and responded, "I think you would do just about anything for that egg. You know I intend to find out where your limits are."
Sara admitted to me that she felt a shiver go down her spine, when Adrian threatened to push her to her limits.
Adrian started to thrust deeper into her, as he realized this was going to be all about his pleasure. My wife said they fucked for almost twenty minutes. She told me there was a brief interruption when the driver came on the intercom, to let them know they were coming up my driveway. Adrian told him to park by the front door and wait for further instructions.
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I was erect now, very excited by my wife's story. Sara was breathing hard as she rode my face and approached her first orgasm of the night.
She began to taunt me, "He didn't wear a condom baby. Adrian came deep inside my pussy less than twenty minutes ago," she teased.
I kept licking her and finally she had a very strong orgasm on my face. As Sara convulsed above my face, a glob of Adrian's semen was squeezed out of her pussy directly into my mouth. It caught me by surprise and I choked a little bit. Sara let out a delighted squeal, asked me if I could taste Adrian's cum, and then had a second orgasm on my face. More of his ejaculate was forced from her pussy as it constricted during her orgasm. I was expecting it now and swallowed it without any issue.
My wife was clearly loving the fact that I was eating Adrian's load out of her well fucked pussy. She continued to taunt me and came a third time on my face. As another large glob of semen entered my mouth I wondered how much Adrian had come inside her. By her account, Sara had already given him two blowjobs before they fucked. Why was there so much semen leaking out of her? Had he fucked her twice maybe? Had he let someone else use her at the night club? Offered her pussy to the driver as a tip?
Sara snapped me out of my thoughts by grabbing my ears and telling me to slow down, as she was sensitive.
"Gently baby" she cooed. "Lick me very gently and I will continue my story."
I continued to lick her very softly as she straddled my face and started to speak. Apparently, after the driver parked the limo by my front door, Adrian and Sara continued to fuck. At this point I was watching out of the window, blissfully unaware of what was happening in the limo. Adrian fucked my wife for a few more minutes and then erupted deep inside her. She ground her hips into his, trying to prolong his pleasure and they kissed passionately. Adrian made some comment about my wife taking his mind completely off of Stacey, and they shared a laugh.
After she dismounted him, Sara adjusted her panties and pulled her dress back down. Then she got back on her knees on the limo floor, and cleaned their combined juices from his cock with some wet wipes that were in the limousine. Once she had wiped him clean he pulled his pants back up, fastened his belt and zipped up his fly. He patted her gently on the top of her head as she knelt before him and told her she was a good girl.
Sara remained on her knees in front of him, as she always did until he dismissed her.
"Is it true that you can't experience an orgasm any more without the egg?" he asked her.
"Not any more," she corrected him. "Never. My first ever orgasm was when I knelt in front of you and masturbated with that magic egg in my ass. That was my best Anniversary gift ever."
Adrian laughed out loud at this, both at the realization that he could probably get her to do just about anything for that egg, and also at her naivety for telling him. He explained to her that her "egg privileges" needed to be earned, and Sara nodded agreeably with a big smile. She thanked him several times for his generosity, setting the tone for their future encounters. Shortly after, he emerged from the limo, and I witnessed the drunken stumble to my front door. Then the long open-mouthed kiss that they shared on my doorstep.
Sara was still straddling my face as I tenderly licked her clit. Adrian's semen had finally stopped leaking from her pussy.
"Did you swallow all of Adrian's load, baby?" she asked me.
I grunted an affirmation from beneath her, and she slowly scooted backwards until she sat on my chest. Sara was slurring her words as the champagne was finally taking full effect.
"Adrian is going to cut you off from penetrative sex with me. Even though you are no longer permitted to ejaculate inside Adrian's pussy, it bugs him that you have access to it at all. He wants me all to himself."
That was tough to hear but Adrian held all the cards, and we were both on his program. If he didn't want me to fuck Sara, I would obey his directive.
Sara was fading fast. Just before she dozed off, she mumbled something about Adrian hooking me up with some alternative pussy. I pondered that, and for a brief second, wondered if it could possibly be Stacey. I would love to fuck that bitch regularly.
I thought things might be awkward in the morning after Sara's first "date" with Adrian, but things seemed normal between us. We had a fun day together and enjoyed an early dinner. Around 7pm my wife's phone chimed, having received a text. She doesn't receive many text messages so I was interested to see who it was from.
My heart sank when I saw it was from Adrian. I wondered what the fuck that manipulative bastard wanted now. It read "thinking of you guys tonight. I left you a gift on your doorstep." I didn't want anything to do with his fucking gift, so Sara went to the front door to retrieve it. I never even asked her what it was, as I didn't want to give Adrian the satisfaction of ever knowing I had asked about it.
I could feel the jealousy surge through me when Sara decided to respond. They texted each other for about twenty minutes, before her phone finally rang. Of course it was Adrian. They chatted for a few minutes, with Adrian doing most of the talking.
Sara was responding agreeably, "Yes Adrian. Understood Adrian. Whatever you want Adrian."
When she hung up the phone, I could see my wife's arousal all over her face. Apparently talking to Adrian had lit a fire within her. She left the room, and when she returned she told me that she had inserted the stimulator into her asshole. Sara wanted to watch some of the security footage of our threesome with Adrian.
As I watched her like some pervy voyeur, Sara started down her long road to sexual satisfaction. It was as if I wasn't there. Occasionally she wanted me to talk dirty to her while she masturbated to the tapes, but I mostly just watched her take her pleasure. Once she had experienced several earth shattering orgasms, she told me she needed to take a break.
Sara told me to get naked, and rewound the footage to the very beginning. She left the room, returning moments later with two of my silk ties. She tied my hands behind my back using one of the ties. Then using the other tie, she secured me to my office chair.
Sara left the office briefly, returning with the "SLUT" collar Adrian had forced her to wear on our Anniversary. She secured the collar around my neck, taking the time to make sure the word "SLUT" faced the front. Then she picked up something from in front of the desk, that was hidden from my view. It was a very bizarre looking piece of bondage equipment, the likes of which I had never seen before.
It was a straight bar with leather restraints on each end. Sara placed it between my legs, down by my feet. After securing my ankles with the restraints, she extended the bar to keep my legs spread apart.
"A gift from Adrian," she said in a sinister tone.
Then, announcing she was going to shower, she left me there to relive the events of our last anniversary on the big screen.
I was rock-hard and leaking pre-cum, when Sara returned several minutes later, in her sweat pants. She had a towel wrapped around her wet hair and had made zero effort to look sexy for me. She could sense the disappointment on my face, but it didn't guilt her into changing into anything more visually stimulating for me.
Sara released me from being tied to the chair, but left my hands tied behind my back. She told me to stand up, which wasn't easy with the leg spreader around my ankles. Once I was standing, she moved the office chair away from the desk with her foot. Then, she pushed me up against the edge of the desk, so that I was facing it. Without much warning, Sara proceeded to bend me over the desk. What the fuck?
Once I was lying over the desk with my legs spread wide apart, I had very little leverage. I asked Sara what the hell was going on, but she told me to be silent, or she would gag me. I was worried what had got into her, but she assured me that she wouldn't be "too rough" with me. As I heard the unmistakable "snap" of her putting on some latex gloves, my concern increased.
Sara began to apply a liberal amount of KY lubricant to my asshole, and I asked her what the hell she was doing. She placed a very sinister looking, black leather ball gag on the desk by my head.
"One more word," she said ominously. Then she continued, "I made a deal with the Devil. I get to enjoy the egg every day, but Adrian told me to share my toy with you tonight."
I shuddered and recoiled at this latest revelation, but with my hands bound behind my back, I was going nowhere.
Sara held me in her desired position very easily, as she inserted three of her fingers into my rectum to lube me up. I lay there panting with rage at Adrian, and shaking with fear at what my fate was to be tonight. After I was sufficiently lubed, Sara attached the short, white leather leash to my "SLUT" collar. She tied it off to the handle on one of the desk drawers and I was completely immobilized.
I watched in panic as she left the room. A few seconds later, she returned holding the anal stimulator and proudly wearing her Apple Watch. I struggled against my ties, but could barely move as the leash was tied off very short. Sara stood in front of me with a huge grin on her face, as she applied some additional lubricant to the egg. My eyes were wide with fear, and this seemed to arouse her immensely. She walked very slowly behind me enjoying my obvious terror.
I stiffened up when I felt that aluminum egg touch my asshole. Sara had warmed it at least, out of consideration. I fought the insertion of that egg as much as I could. However, as immobilized as I was, it was a token resistance. I clenched my buttocks together as tight as I could. However, a firm, painful squeeze of my testicles coupled with the command "relax" changed my mind, and I stopped resisting.
Sara spread my asscheeks apart, and the egg slid into my anal cavity relatively easily. Once inside my ass, it felt quite comfortable. It was silky smooth and nice and warm, and I adjusted to its invasion of me within a few seconds. Until Sara fired it up! Oh my god. That felt amazing. I am not sure what part of my internals was getting stimulated, but it felt fantastic. My nuts throbbed from the inside, and the nerve endings inside my rectum were responding very favorably.
I could feel a wet, sticky patch around the head of my cock, as I was leaking pre-cum onto my leather desk. I knew I wasn't going to last long with that vibrating egg working its magic in my asshole. I felt Sara's heavily lubricated hand reach under my nutsack. I lifted my hips off of the desk slightly, to allow her to stroke my cock.
She had other ideas, and simply laid her hand flat under my leaking cock. It was very slick with lubricant and felt great as I started to rub against the palm of it. After a few moments of me grinding against her palm, she cut me some slack and made a hollow fist for me to fuck.
"No blowjob today baby. Adrian's orders. Hand job first, though I may treat you to some pussy later".
As the egg vibrated inside my asshole I fucked her lubricated fist with abandon. A few moments later I had a very explosive orgasm across the desk. I felt my warm ejaculate spurting under my stomach and chest. I slowly stopped fucking Sara's lubed fist and lay panting on the desk.
Sara withdrew her hand from under my cock, and wiped the combined lube and jism across my ass cheeks. She untied the dog leash from the drawer handle and pulled firmly back on the leash, so that I could see the big screen clearly. She slowed the anal egg to a light buzz, and as I watched Adrian defile my wife on the monitor, I got hard again.
Sara had cued the video to the point where she was sucking Adrian's cock under my desk, wearing a cute silk pink babydoll. Using the combo of prostate stimulation and the lewd porn show on screen, it only took about twenty minutes before I was ready to come again. This was two or three times quicker than my regular refractory period. Once I was hard, Sara asked me if I wanted to come again. With that egg buzzing away in my anus, I could think of nothing else. I started to rub my hard cock on the desk, but the leather was quite uncomfortable.
Sara had seemingly anticipated my desire to come again, because she placed a pink, silk babydoll on the desk, right next to me. I recognized it as the lingerie she had first worn during our threesome with Adrian. I had just watched their lewd interaction on the monitor, and she was wearing this exact silky garment. The panties were long gone, given as a gift to Adrian on that fateful night.
However, she did toss the pink hair ribbon that she had worn onto the desk. It was still noticeably cum-stained, from where he had ejaculated into her hair. The silky material of the babydoll felt divine against the side of my tummy, and I wanted to grind against it, instead of the leather desk.
With my hands still tied behind my back, I maneuvered myself in such a way that I could slide the silk garment under my cock, and basically mount it. It wasn't perfectly placed, nor did Sara make any attempt to position it for me. However, as soon as I started thrusting into the silky material, my wife increased the speed of the egg.
Sara started to taunt me as I fucked her babydoll.
"I was wearing that lingerie when I sucked Adrian's cock under your office desk, baby. In fact, I gave my first ever rimjob wearing it. Adrian ejaculated all over my face when I knelt before him in this pink babydoll."
I picked up my pace as I thrust into the silky material.
"The last time I had this lingerie out of my closet you were nibbling Adrian's nuts as he fucked me doggy style," she continued. "Look at the cum-stained hair ribbon on the desk. I wore that to create an innocent look for Adrian. He took any innocence I had left that night. He came all over my face and hair and that ribbon is a reminder of how much he used me that night."
I am not proud to say I exploded into that silky babydoll a few moments later, with her words ringing in my ears.
As is so often the case when orgasms are triggered by humiliation, I felt an immediate sense of shame after I ejaculated. However, as Sara adjusted the speed of the egg again, I could not control my desire, and I continued to fuck the silky babydoll until my load was all over it. She left the garment under me, and I continued to grind my hips into it for several minutes.
Sara kept adjusting the speed of the egg, and as I watched the video of her and Adrian, I got hard again.
"I am impressed baby," she cooed. "Adrian said if you were ready for round three, you deserved some pussy!"
She laughed when she said this, but I was very excited at the prospect of getting laid. Reality hit me when she placed a small package on the desk in front of me. It contained a small, rubberized masturbation toy, that was clearly labeled "pocket pussy."
"A gift from Adrian," Sara teased. "He promised to hook you up with some alternative pussy. Oh, did you think he meant real pussy?"
I had assumed my alternative pussy was going to be Stacey, as Adrian had alluded to this happening in my future. Of course, I wasn't going to tell Sara that. I was still horny but I wasn't interested in that pocket pussy bullshit.
"There is no way I am going to fuck that stupid sex toy," I said with conviction.
"We'll see baby" she responded seductively.
"No way, not going to happen, I am not going to be reduced to fucking that pocket pussy!" I said defiantly.
Sara carefully unpacked the pussy and laid it on the desk.
As she went to discard the packaging, she giggled and said "Adrian got you the right size, petite! At least he won't take this pussy from you, as it will be too small for him!"
I don't know if it was the anal egg, the lewd video of Adrian defiling my wife, the silky babydoll that was still lying under my cock, or my wife's continued taunting of me. Whatever it was, I was hard again and wanted to have another orgasm. Sara was wearing down my resistance, and that egg humming away in my ass was driving me crazy.
"Just try it baby," Sara said, as she made a big show of lubricating the pocket pussy.
She gently placed it over the tip of my cock. I tried to pull back, but it felt so good as it gripped my cock-head.
"How does that feel, baby? Nice and tight? I will hold it in place for you in case you want to try a few strokes."
Sara held the sex toy in place on the desk with one hand. It felt tight, just like a young woman's pussy. My arousal was overwhelming me, and I was curious about how it would feel to fuck it. Sara moved the silk babydoll right under my balls, to provide additional stimulation. She adjusted the speed of the anal vibrator, then placed her other hand on my ass, and slowly pushed me forward.
I reluctantly entered it and couldn't believe how similar it felt to an actual pussy. Sara had applied copious amounts of KY lubricant to the fake vagina, and I slid in easily until I was balls deep. Once I was all the way inside, I cautiously withdrew my cock from the moist sex toy, and the suction created by the pussy was incredible. It was like the best blowjob I had ever experienced, combined with an amazingly tight fuck-hole.
"Fuck your new pussy baby," my wife whispered softly. "Mine is now off limits to you. Reserved for Adrian."
Jealousy and lust surged through my body, fueling my desire to ejaculate. I started to thrust into the pocket pussy and soon had a nice rhythm going. Sara egged me on, and also provided a running commentary on what was happening on the large monitor. The silk babydoll felt divine, positioned as it was under my nuts. Sara's perfectly manicured nails raked across my ass cheeks, as I fucked my new pussy. To top it off, that vibrating egg was stimulating my prostate, and I knew that my orgasm was imminent.
"Baby, look up at the monitor," Sara said with delight. "This is one of my favorite parts of our threesome. Adrian is about to defile my bridal veil."
I looked up at the large monitor at Sara's behest. Adrian was ejaculating all over my wife's bridal veil, as she looked up at him adoringly, with her piercing blue eyes. The contrast between Sara's participation in our respective orgasms, was a kick in the nuts, but it was enough to push me over the edge.
I let out a whimper of pleasure, and came balls deep into the pocket pussy. It felt great to come inside that well lubricated fuck-hole, and I continued to thrust deeply, as I watched the monitor. Adrian had finished coming on my wife's bridal veil. He was now fucking her silky blonde hair, as it lay on the pillow, either side of her head. I groaned as I watched this scene unfold, and continued to fuck the pocket pussy.
As soon as I regained my composure, I was ashamed, and wanted to get that pocket pussy off of my softening cock. Sara was having none of it, and told me to stay where I was, and enjoy my post-coital bliss. It did feel good to still be coupled, until I remembered I was fucking a piece of rubberized plastic.
After several minutes, Sara allowed me to withdraw my flaccid cock from the pocket pussy. She untied my arms, removed the "SLUT" collar and the leg spreader, and helped me up from the desk. I really needed to take a piss, having just had three orgasms. I relieved myself and jumped in the shower, hoping to wash away the indignities of this evening.
In the morning we had a serious conversation about my access to her pussy. I thought Sara might have been role playing the night before, but she was deadly serious. Adrian had decreed that her pussy was off limits to me. He had generously provided me with an alternate sexual outlet. Sara assured me it would be okay.



"We can improvise baby," she told me. "I will find a way to excite you and make it fun."
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My birthday is two weeks after our anniversary, and on that special day we had dinner reservations, at a modest restaurant. Adrian had texted me "Happy Birthday" and we had a very brief text exchange.
When he found out where we were going for dinner, he insisted on treating us. He actually upgraded our evening, and texted Sara moments later, confirming reservations at the nicest restaurant in our town. He had cancelled our other reservation, and wished us a lovely evening. She thanked him profusely, and his response was simply "wear your egg tonight."
Sara kept the last part of this text exchange from me, as it was clearly designed to make me jealous. She put a lot of effort into getting ready, and looked breathtaking as we walked out of the door. She was wearing a brand new designer dress from Dior. I knew Adrian had bought it for her, and I should have been jealous.
However, as I watched her walking gracefully in her beautiful pink dress, I felt nothing but pride. My wife was definitely out of my league, and I knew in my heart I would never be able to replace her, if she left me.
As we opened our front door, the first of the night's surprises awaited us. Adrian's black Town Car was parked right in front of our house. The driver had the rear door open, and was waiting patiently for us to get in. Sara got in first and seemed to acknowledge the driver. After I got in the back seat, the driver closed the door.
As he walked around the car, I recognized him as the same driver that had taken Adrian home, the night of our Anniversary threesome. This guy had witnessed my wife wriggling out of her panties, and handing them to Adrian. He had undoubtedly also heard her wail with pleasure, when she came kneeling by Adrian's car window. Sara was mortified by this, and I wondered whether this was a coincidence, or if Adrian was fucking with us.
We did manage to agree that it was generous of Adrian to arrange our transportation, so that we could have a drink at the restaurant. When we arrived, we were seated immediately at a very nice table. We ordered a glass of wine each, and surveyed the nicely attired patrons of the restaurant. Sara mentioned casually that she could get used to this. I felt emasculated, knowing that another man was paying our bill, and had purchased the designer dress that my wife was wearing.
Adrian was already at the restaurant, sitting two or three tables over, with a group of friends. He let us get settled in, and then he came over to say hi. As I mentioned before, Adrian is a very charismatic and charming man, and any resentment I felt towards him, quickly dissipated. We shook hands warmly, and exchanged pleasantries.
Then, either by coincidence, or in a very cleverly choreographed move, he greeted Sara with a kiss on the cheek, exactly as the waiter approached the table with a bottle of champagne. The waiter presented the bottle for me to preview.
Adrian used this well-timed diversion, to whisper something in my wife's ear that made her blush. As I approved the champagne, he gave her another gentle kiss on the cheek, and bade us a lovely evening. Then he strode confidently back to his table in his expensive tailored suit. I could see Sara admiring his muscular physique, and I wondered how long it would be, before they fucked again.
The first course was delightful. As we chatted awaiting the main dish, Sara suddenly sat bolt upright and looked flushed. I asked her if she was okay, and noticed that she was looking directly at Adrian. He flashed her a broad smile, and tapped his watch. My wife relaxed immediately, although she had a look of abject disappointment on her face. Adrian appeared to look over at Sara for direction, and she gave him a shy nod of her head. Once he had her consent, he tapped his watch again, and a smile came over her face.
I knew that look, and there was only one thing that provoked that grin from my wife.
"Do you have the egg inside you right now?" I asked incredulously.
Sara nodded nervously at me. I wasn't going to make a scene inside this beautiful restaurant and my relaxed demeanor put my wife at ease.
"Adrian texted me and told me to wear my egg tonight," she said shyly. "I had no idea he had a second remote."
She seemed embarrassed at the control he had over her.
"Do you want to go to the ladies room and take it out?" I enquired.
"That is much easier said than done," she replied, squirming in her chair, obviously enjoying the sensations of the vibrating egg.
Sara was wearing a tight silk Dior dress, that I had actually had to zip up for her. It would be next to impossible for her to remove that egg without my help.
"Don't worry" she told me. "It is on a very low setting. I won't embarrass you by having an orgasm at the table."
She was trying to act with composure, but her breathing was ragged, and she had a light sheen of perspiration on her forehead. I knew she was on the edge of an orgasm, I just hoped she could cum quietly. I never got to find out, because Adrian kept her right on the brink of orgasm, without allowing her any release.
As we finished our desserts, I noticed that Sara was having difficulty focusing on our conversation. This was understandable, considering she had been on the very brink of orgasm for well over an hour. She excused herself to go to the restroom, and I ordered myself a vodka and tonic.
I was really enjoying the experience of such a fancy restaurant. This place was way out of our budget, but I could see why people with money, were willing to come here for the ambience. The piano player started his set and I was feeling no pain. After two or three songs, I realized that Sara had been gone a long time in the restroom.
I assumed she was having problems getting her dress unzipped, but I was sure that someone would help her out, in the ladies restroom. Sara returned to the table several minutes later, and apologized for taking so long. She was still flushed, apparently aroused by the egg, that had been humming away in her ass, since shortly after we got to the restaurant. She kissed me tenderly on the lips, and I noticed that she had clear lipgloss on them.
Adrian's table was finished before ours, and he rose from his chair, and came over to say good night. He kept a respectful distance from Sara this time, having kept her on the boil all evening. After wishing me "Happy Birthday" again, he turned and slowly walked away. When he reached the exit, he made eye contact with my wife, tapped his watch and silenced the egg. She looked visibly disappointed that her pleasure was abruptly terminated.
Sara watched Adrian intently, as he confidently strode from the restaurant. As I surveyed the room, I noticed she was not the only woman checking out this tall, muscular, well dressed black man. I wondered how much coaxing it would have taken for her to leave with Adrian. From the look on her face, the guarantee of an orgasm probably would have been sufficient.
Adrian had pre-paid our bill. I tried to tip the waiter, but he assured me he already been very generously compensated, by Adrian. Our driver was waiting in front of the restaurant for us, holding the door open. Sara was unable to make eye contact with him this time, and entered the car with her head down. It was a short ride home, and Sara asked me if I had enjoyed my birthday.
We arrived home and brushed our teeth, to get ready for bed. It did occur to me that Sara usually gave me a birthday blowjob, but with Adrian taking the reigns of our marriage, that was obviously not going to happen. I got into bed, and Sara told me she needed to pee, and returned a few moments later.
I knew the second Sara got under the covers, that she was horny. Her nipples were hard, and she was flushed with arousal. We kissed tenderly, and I asked her if the egg was inside her. She nodded shyly that it was, then she gently pushed down on my head, as a hint of what she was in the mood for. I took my time, and slowly traced my tongue over her breasts and stomach, until I was finally in between her legs.
As soon as I put my tongue on her clitoris, I could taste semen. I recoiled, as I tried to figure out who the fuck had ejaculated inside my wife, and when. Sara felt me tense up, and placed both hands firmly behind my head.
I started to eat her out, and with the egg humming away in her ass, she rode my tongue to multiple orgasms. She was completely lost in the moment, so I continued to pleasure her orally, until she told me she was done. She pulled me up towards her by my ears and we made eye-contact.
"When did you last have sex, Sara?" I asked with a confused look on my face.
"Don't you want to come first baby?" she whispered in my ear, "then we can talk."
Sara was right. I had been admiring my beautiful wife all night in her expensive Dior dress and I was very horny. We could talk later, I was ready to have my release.
Sara kissed my neck and said quietly, "Do you want to fuck, baby?"
I knew it was a trick question, as she had made it clear that her pussy now belonged to Adrian. I shot her a confused look, and she clarified her proposition.
"Well, not literally fuck, baby. But it will feel good I promise. You have earned it."
Sara dimmed the bedroom light onto its lowest setting. She mounted my chest, and slowly slid down, until my stiff cock was right at the entrance to her pussy. Then she sat up in the cowgirl position. She reached between her legs, and I felt something wet and warm, engulf my cock. Fuck, that felt great.
Then she slowly started to bob up and down on my cock. I started to thrust into her, and as we moved in unison, I could feel my nuts constrict. I knew I was close.
"Oh shit, Sara, I am so sorry. You just got me so worked up tonight. I think I am going to come quickly. Is that okay?"
"Of course, baby" she cooed. "Blow your load whenever you are ready."
The events of the evening had aroused me immensely, and less than a minute after entering Sara's warm, wet pussy, I ejaculated deep inside it. She continued to move up and down on my cock, slowing down as I got sensitive.
Sara gave me a light peck on the nose, and said "Baby, Adrian's semen has dried all over your nose and lips."
I knew it was that prick Adrian, who had enjoyed Sara on my birthday. It was just his style. It made perfect sense now. He had paid for our meal and her dress, and undoubtedly felt some entitlement to Sara. He knew that she usually gave me a birthday blowjob, and probably really got off, on cock-blocking me. Maybe Sara gave that asshole, my birthday blowjob. She was gone way too long in the restroom, and returned to the table visibly flushed.
"In the restroom?" I asked.
Sara nodded and looked genuinely remorseful. I didn't necessarily want to hear all the details, but the arousal I feel when Sara submits to Adrian, got the better of me.
I asked "How?"
Sara excitedly told me, that Adrian had followed her into the gender-neutral restroom.
"There was an attendant in there, baby, like you see in upscale Monte Carlo casinos. Adrian tipped the guy one hundred dollars to close the restroom, for cleaning, and the attendant left us alone in the bathroom. Adrian locked the door and immediately took control of me. He told me to bend over the marble counter top and look at him in the mirror."
Apparently, once she was in his desired position, he increased the intensity of her vibrating egg and she had her first orgasm this way.
"Maintain eye contact with me as you orgasm," Adrian told Sara.
Adrian watched her in the mirror as she came. He had kept her on the boil all evening, so her orgasm was very intense, and she was quite vocal. Adrian wanted a piece of her now, and stepped right behind her, as he undid his zipper. He fished his huge black cock out of his pants, and started to lift the back of Sara's dress up.
It was a dress Adrian had recently purchased for her, at the Dior store. It had cost several hundred dollars, and when she tried it on in the store, Adrian told her it would be great to wear to dinner, or the Opera. Sara wondered how many of the high-maintenance Orange County women, that were shopping in Dior that day, would end up getting fucked over the sink in a public bathroom, in their expensive new dresses. Adrian didn't give a fuck. He had needs, and Sara was available, so he took her.
Adrian pulled Sara's panties to the side, and slid right inside her well-lubricated pussy. My wife told me she shuddered with pleasure when he entered her, and she came shortly after he started to fuck her. Adrian was in no mood for a prolonged encounter. He had guests waiting for him at his table, and just needed to get his rocks off.
As Sara bent over the bathroom counter in her expensive new dress, he approached his orgasm. He grabbed a fistful of her long blonde hair, and pulled her head up, so that she could watch him come. They looked into each other's eyes, and he ejaculated deep inside her tight pussy.
My wife said that Adrian came quickly, and very intensely. As she told me, we both realized that Adrian had a jealous streak. Tonight, seeing Sara dining with another man, had evoked the jealous response. Adrian dealt with his jealousy by bending Sara over, and having a very quick orgasm inside her, to assert his ownership.
Sara told me that after Adrian came inside her, he withdrew his slick cock from her, very carefully.
"I don't want to stain your beautiful Dior dress," he said tenderly.
"That is very considerate of you, Adrian."
They exchanged a tender kiss, before Adrian, reverting back to his usual asshole self, gently pushed down on my wife's shoulders. She knew exactly what he wanted, and sank to her knees. She went to grab his cock, so that she could suck their combined juices from it, but he told her to stop.
"Put your hands behind your back, Sara," he said commandingly.
She obediently followed his directive. Then, as she knelt before him on the restroom floor, in her brand new designer dress, he increased the intensity of the magic egg, one last time. Sara told me that Adrian wiped the tip of his cock all over her lips, smearing his semen on them. Then he painted the tip of her nose with his seminal fluid. As he wiped his cock with a paper towel, he started to belittle her.
"You look like such a slut Sara. Look at yourself in the mirror, kneeling before a black man, in an expensive designer dress. You have your hair and make-up done, like you are going to the fucking high school prom. Yet, you are in a public bathroom, with my semen freshly painted on your lips and nose, on your husband's birthday, as he waits patiently for you to return to his table."
Sara came moments later at the sight of her lewd reflection, as Adrian rained insults on her.
Adrian cleaned up, zipped up, and was gone. Sara told me that she heard Adrian have a brief exchange with the washroom attendant.
"Thanks man, I appreciate it," he said warmly. "The lady needs a couple of minutes to freshen up".
This snapped Sara back into reality, and she got up from her knees, straightened her dress, and had a quick look in the mirror.
It looked like she had applied some kind of clear lip gloss to her lips, although Sara was worried how it would look, after the semen dried. She took a deep breath to try and compose herself, and walked shakily back to her table.
I felt my cock twitch, as I processed the details of my wife's bathroom encounter with Adrian. That asshole had enjoyed her on my birthday, in her new Dior dress. I wished I could have enjoyed my annual birthday blowjob, but Adrian had restricted my sexual activity to the pocket pussy. Sara had tried to make it feel like we were actually having sex, but the only semen dripping out of her pussy, belonged to Adrian.
Sara got up slowly from me, and then I realized I was still coupled. I looked down between my legs, and in the dim bedroom light, noticed I had actually been fucking my pocket pussy.
"Pretty realistic huh," my wife said with a smile.
I nodded, although I must have appeared sad, because Sara came and sat on the side of the bed to comfort me. She gently removed the pocket pussy from my softening cock. She told me Adrian had made her choose, between the egg or me. I swallowed hard, as I realized the choice she had made.
"Look on the bright side baby," she told me. "We can simulate sex, and make it realistic. I immersed your new pussy in hot water, to get it close to body temperature. Also I warmed the lube, before pouring it inside the plastic pussy, so that it felt as lifelike as possible. I don't think you even realized you weren't fucking me, until after you came" Sara rationalized.
I nodded in agreement. I decided to accept Adrian's conditions, in exchange for his guarantee that he wouldn't share the lewd photos with anyone, and my wife's sexual satisfaction with the anal egg.
I left the bedroom with my new pussy. I wanted to take a shower and remove Adrian's ejaculate from my face. When I returned to bed, Sara was fast asleep with her beloved egg on her bedside table, next to her Apple Watch. Adrian's domination of my wife turned me on immensely, and I could feel myself getting hard again. I grabbed the egg and the Apple Watch, and returned to the bathroom.
I washed the egg in hot water, and after drying it, I coated it liberally with KY jelly. It entered my asshole very easily, and I fired it up using the watch. My cock started to rise very slowly, as the egg stimulated the sensitive nerve endings in my butt. I had it on a low setting and my cock continued to get hard.
I put the pocket pussy on the bathroom counter, and noticed it was just the right height for me to fuck it, while standing up. The pussy didn't need any additional lubricant. Sara had used plenty a little earlier, and now there was also my semen inside it, which provided further lubrication.
Sara had discarded her clothes in a pile on the bathroom floor, when she took a shower. I don't know what came over me, but I grabbed her pink silk panties from the floor, and took them to the bathroom counter. The panties were a tiny g-string that matched the garter belt, that was also on the floor. I gave them a quick sniff, and saw that they were still wet. Evidently, Sara's juices had been flowing all night, as Adrian teased her with the egg. I couldn't resist looking in the crotch.
There was a large semen stain in the liner of her pink panties, courtesy of Adrian. Sara had told me that she had pulled her panties to one side, to fuck Adrian. So, it made sense, that after he came inside her, some of his come ended up in her underwear.
I laid the silky panties on the bathroom counter, with the cum stain visible, and positioned the pocket pussy on the counter, right in front of me. The egg vibrating away inside my ass, was making my cock leak, and I was ready to come. I slowly entered my new pussy and it felt sensational.
I started to fuck it in slow, steady thrusts, and knew I was not far from another orgasm. I had closed my eyes, and was fantasizing about Adrian fucking my wife. Suddenly, I stiffened up, as I felt a hand rest on my ass. I opened my eyes, and was embarrassed to see Sara's reflection in the mirror, as she was standing behind me. She was smiling and moved in close behind me.
Sara started to whisper in my ear. "That fucking egg feels amazing in your ass, doesn't it baby. I can't get enough of it. I would do anything for it. Have done anything for it," she corrected herself with a giggle.
I was thrusting hard now, pounding my pussy as she taunted me.
"Oh, I see you found my panties with Adrian's cum in them," she whispered seductively.
I was close now and she knew it. She picked up her jizz-stained panties from the counter and held them up to my face.



"You missed a bit of Adrian's semen," she teased.
I tentatively extended my tongue, and she watched as I licked his ejaculate from the crotch of her panties. This humiliating act forced me over the edge, and I came with a loud cry into the pocket pussy.
I came really hard as Sara egged me on. "Fuck that pussy. Own it. Make it your bitch!"
After I had my orgasm, I was red-faced with embarrassment. My wife understood I needed a couple of minutes to compose myself, and said she was going to bed.
She patted me on the ass, grabbed her Apple Watch and said "night baby. Leave the egg inside you and come to bed after you clean up."
I looked at her to see if she was joking, but her glare made it obvious that she was dead serious. I showered and brushed my teeth, and finally crawled into bed. Sara was fast asleep, so I laid my head on the pillow, and tried to make sense of the new order of things. I drifted off shortly after I got into bed, with the magic egg humming gently in my asshole.
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At my age my libido is diminishing and I only have the occasional dream about sex. Sometimes I wake up with a hard-on, but I haven't had nocturnal emissions since I was in my early twenties. That night, I had many sexual dreams that were unbelievably realistic. I woke up a couple of times, to the sensation of the egg humming away in my ass, on its lowest setting. It didn't keep me from sleeping, but it felt fantastic just throbbing in my rectum.
I guess I was leaking all night, because I woke up with a massive erection, and I was lying in a large pool of ejaculate. There was no physical sensation of an actual orgasm, but Sara had drained my nuts. My wife seemed very pleased with herself. My erection was not going away, as long as that egg was vibrating in my asshole. And I needed to take a piss badly. I asked her if she could please turn the egg off, so that I could pee.
Once the vibration subsided, my cock softened, and I was able to urinate. Apparently, Sara had other plans for me though, because she fired up the egg as soon as I returned from the bathroom. She watched in amusement, as my cock slowly stiffened before our eyes. Then she told me to stay in the bedroom, until she called for me. I sat on the bed, with my cock still throbbing, as the egg teased the nerve endings in my ass.
About twenty minutes later, Sara called out for me to come into the bathroom. I opened the door, and stopped dead in my tracks at the sight of my wife. She had really made an effort to get me excited, and looked sensational. She was wearing the exact same Dior designer dress, that Adrian had enjoyed her in the previous night. She was leaning over the bathroom counter top, with her hands against the mirror.
Sara's hair was brushed perfectly straight, and her makeup was flawless. She had applied pink lip gloss to her lips, and had painted her nails in the same shade of pink. Her short silk pink dress was riding up her ass, as she bent over the counter. The straps of her pink garter belt were exposed, and she had on some sexy pink stockings. She wore sky high fuck-me pumps, that elevated her waist above the counter top.
Sara was wiggling her ass seductively, as if inviting me to fuck her. Her pink panties were draped over the hand towel rail, arranged in such a way that the cum stained crotch, was clearly visible. We made eye-contact in the mirror, and she smiled at me.
"Mount me from behind, baby," she told me.
I moved up slowly behind her, and pointed my cock towards the entrance of her pussy. Sara moved one of her hands from the mirror, and reaching under her dress, grabbed the tip of my cock. Then she pulled me forward and guided me into her wet pussy. I knew the rules now, and was fully aware that I had actually entered the pocket pussy, not "Adrian's pussy" as we jointly referred to it.
However, it felt so realistic, and the visual my wife created was so sexy, that I just went with it. Sara was laying on top of the pocket pussy, holding it firmly in place. It was positioned right under her vagina, and she had taken the time to warm it to body temperature. So, to me, it felt exactly like I was fucking my wife.
Sara put both hands on the mirrored wall, so that she could push back against me, as I pounded her from behind. The egg continued to provide anal stimulation, and I knew I was going to come very quickly again.
"Sara, I am not going to last long," I said through my ragged breathing.
My wife and I made eye-contact in the mirror as we fucked. "I know baby," she said with a giggle. "You have become quite the premature ejaculator since Adrian and I started fucking regularly."
I let out a groan, and Sara realized I was responding favorably to her dirty talk about her black lover.
"Adrian fucked me last night wearing this exact same outfit" she teased. "He helped himself to your wife on your birthday. He bent me over the bathroom counter just like you are doing. Only difference was Adrian used me in a public bathroom. He didn't even take my panties off. I just pulled them to one side and he slipped right inside his pussy. See his cum in my panties, baby?"
I took one look at her pink, cum-stained panties, hanging from the hand towel rail, and erupted inside my wife. Well, at least into the pocket pussy, that was situated right under the real thing. I came really hard, the pleasure intensified by the vibrating egg in my asshole.
Sara remained bent over the counter top, continuing the illusion that I was buried balls deep, inside her tight warm pussy. Finally, as I regained my composure, I slowly withdrew my softening cock from the pocket pussy. To my wife's credit, she really tried to make it feel and look realistic, and I left the bathroom feeling completely satisfied.
We had breakfast together, and Sara kept saying that we could make this work. She would give Adrian a little taste from time to time, to ensure that the lewd pictures didn't get sent, and also continuous use of her beloved egg. My wife and I could simulate sex using the pocket pussy, which didn't technically violate any of Adrian's rules. She would never leave me, as long as we could maintain the status quo.
"This will work,baby," Sara kept saying. "We can make this work."
I wasn't at all happy with Adrian having exclusive rights to Sara's body, but at this point, would have done anything to keep her. We settled into a routine that was acceptable to all parties involved. Adrian would send a car for my wife once a week, and they would be gone, for somewhere between two and eight hours. Depending on his mood, they would either go dancing or to dinner, occasionally even the movies.
At some time during the evening, it was time to earn her "egg privileges". He would make her beg him for continued access to the egg, and she would offer sexual favors in return. Sara found this the most demeaning part of the evening. So unnecessary. They both knew that she was going to pleasure him. Why did he make her beg every single time?
Once he had generously agreed to trade sex, for access to the egg, Sara had to thank him profusely. Then she would either suck him off, or he would fuck her, either in her pussy or her ass. He would usually give her notice if he was in the mood for anal, so that she could cleanse her anal passage.
Sara liked anal sex the least, not because it was painful or demeaning. But rather because she could not enjoy the vibrating egg, when he ass-fucked her. She was allowed to wear it when she sucked his cock, or when they had vaginal sex. In fact, he encouraged it. I think he got his jollies, when she orgasmed, while she gave him a blowjob.
Adrian seemed emboldened by the lack of pushback from Sara and I. In a very short period of time, we had made many concessions to him, with no obvious signs of resistance.
He now enjoyed once a week "date night" with Sara, exclusive access to her pussy, mouth and ass, and the satisfaction of knowing that my sexual activities revolved around my pocket pussy. He continued to assert himself, seemingly unopposed.
Sara was required to keep her nails perfectly manicured at all times, which he paid for. Then he added the monthly Brazilian wax appointments, which he also paid for. Her appointment was always the day before he used her, even if he only wanted a blowjob.
Sara has always had beautiful long blonde hair, but that all changed one day, on another of Adrian's whims.
"I have decided that I want you to have platinum blonde hair from now on," Adrian told her one day, as she knelt before him, having just sucked him off.
"Please no Adrian, not that, please. I will do anything you want, as long as you don't make me dye my hair platinum," she begged him.
"You already do anything I want, Sara," he said laughing. "I want to get regular blowjobs from a platinum blonde."
Then he told her, "If you won't do it, I will buy your hubby an expensive platinum wig, and I will force him to suck me off once a week."
I shuddered when Sara told me this because I knew Adrian was deadly serious.
My wife had tried platinum hair in her early twenties, and I had seen pictures. I thought she looked amazing, but her family thought it made her look trashy. Her mum had actually used the words "bimbo" and "slut" to describe her.
It was one of the few things she ever argued about with her father, and finally after a few months of constant battling, Sara relented and returned her hair to its natural shade of blonde. They still occasionally brought it up at family gatherings, and Sara just didn't want to go there again. Adrian was adamant that she have platinum hair, but he finally agreed to some compromise.
"I will buy you an expensive platinum wig, made from real human hair," he offered. "You can wear it for me on date night. You can lighten your hair gradually, over a few months, until it is my desired shade of platinum. This will lessen the shock to your family as they will slowly get used to your new hair color."
Sara pushed back again, "Adrian, this gradual approach will only delay the inevitable. At some point I will look like a slut in my mum's eyes."
Adrian reacted angrily to her continued disobedience. "I have heard enough," he said forcefully. "My decision is final. If you ever mention your hair color again, I will send your mum a lewd picture of you, to confirm that you actually are a slut. Either the one of you on your knees, rimming me in your pink babydoll. Or maybe a picture of you getting ass-fucked, in your bridal lingerie and "SLUT" collar. That should convey my message to your mum."
Sara recoiled at this threat, and immediately backed down. Her family were extremely racist. Adrian had been in our lives for many years, but we never once introduced him to her side of the family. We couldn't even invite him to our wedding, because we knew it would be a major family issue, that he was black. They would have disowned her, had they seen those photos of my wife, accommodating his depraved sexual desires. In her bridal lingerie, for fuck's sake.
This was the first time Adrian had actually blackmailed either of us. The threat always loomed in the background, anytime he "asked" my wife to do something, but now it was a reality. Adrian owned us.
The blackmail threat changed the dynamic of our relationship with him. He became more assertive, and continued to push our boundaries. He bought Sara a beautiful platinum wig, made of real human hair. It was several inches longer than her real hair, and reached the top of her ass, when she stood straight up. He made her wear it, anytime they went out on a date. I would get an erection watching her put it on, knowing that it was reserved for his visual pleasure only.
Adrian also booked her an appointment to have her real hair colored, a couple of shades lighter. It looked really great, I had to admit. After two hair appointments, Sara's hair looked almost platinum to me already. However, when she held the wig next to her real hair, it was apparent she still had several shades to go, before she was his ideal color. Fuck, that wig was almost white!
A month later Sara was back at the hairdresser, having her hair lightened again. Then without any consultation, the stylist added matching hair extensions, to bring her hair the same length as the wig. My wife sat there passively, as the stylist told her that she knew exactly how Adrian wanted her to look. Sara also endured eyebrow bleaching that day.
After her hair and eyebrows were finished, the stylist took a picture, and texted it to Adrian for his approval.
Moments later, she told my wife, "You are good to go. Adrian is very happy."
When my wife left the salon, her eyebrows matched her hair color exactly, although she hadn't been involved in the decision. We were powerless to stop Adrian, and resigned ourself to the fact that he was going to slowly transform my wife, into his ideal fuck-toy.
Adrian continued to push Sara and I. He had us exactly where he wanted us, and started to be more demanding. He was very specific in his demands. For example, if he wanted anal sex, he would text her before noon. Then I was required to go to the pharmacy, and purchase an enema for my wife. I had to keep the receipt, and she would hand it to Adrian when he arrived to pick her up, so that he knew the enema had been purchased that day.
It seemed such a pointless act of control, and Sara never questioned him about it. However, Adrian told her one day, right after he had butt-fucked her.
"I want Chris to know every time I fuck your ass," he said cruelly. "In fact, more than that, I want him to be a willingly participant. I love that he runs down to Rite Aid to purchase an enema as soon as I text you. Fucking cuckold."
I hated the whole enema scenario. I was always on edge if she got a text before noon. Also, it was humiliating to walk to the pharmacy and buy an anal cleanse, just so that my wife would be ready for another man to sodomize her. Adrian thoroughly enjoyed my participation in getting Sara ready for his enjoyment.
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Adrian required Sara to look happy to be with him, at all times. She adjusted her body language, to give off a signal that she adored this man. That she was honored to be his plaything. If he gave her a gift, she had to thank him profusely. She had to tell him how generous he was, and how unworthy she was of his attention.
When they went clubbing, Sara had to be all over him, like a bitch in heat. He had crafted this image of a successful and athletic black man, with his blonde girlfriend under his spell. One night he changed up the routine for his amusement. He took her to a college bar, about an hour from our home, and told her to flirt and to act totally available.
Sara had inserted her vibrating egg into her asshole, as he instructed. As soon as she got into the limousine, he gave her two MDMA pills, and fired up the magic egg. During the hour-long drive to the bar, he teased her incessantly. He brought her to the edge of orgasm many times, but never allowed her any release. He had become very skillful at manipulating her body through the egg, and knew when she was close to orgasm. So, just for his amusement, he kept her on the boil all the way to the bar.
By the time they arrived at the college bar, Sara was very horny and her panties were soaked.
"May I change my panties, Adrian?" she asked. "They are very wet and I don't want them to dampen the back of my skirt. Also, the ecstasy is really kicking in, can I have a quick orgasm to take the edge off? I promise it won't take me long to come."
Adrian nodded his consent to the change of underwear, and a resounding "no" to her request for an orgasm. He had a smile on his face, as she struggled to change her underwear, in the confines of the limousine.
She had very high fuck-me pumps on, and her short skirt was skin tight. So as Adrian looked on, Sara wriggled out of her wet panties, and put on a fresh pair. It was far from graceful, but he loved watching her struggle, so it was very enjoyable for him. He adjusted the speed of the anal stimulator down to its lowest setting, so that she wouldn't have an orgasm.
Once she was changed, it was his turn to speak. "Sara, I think your new hair color makes you look like a hot piece of ass. I want to see if other guys like your platinum hair. So, I want you to get your tight little butt into that bar, and start dancing and flirting with random guys."
Sara responded, "Adrian please, that bar is practically on campus. It will be full of horny college guys. I will get eaten alive in that place. Can we please go somewhere more age appropriate, like that lovely piano bar where you met Stacey and I?"
Adrian scoffed at this. "We are not here to listen to a piano player, Sara," he said dismissively. "I brought you here to show you off. To let everyone enjoy my new plaything. Either you get your ass in there and dance, or I will send the driver in, to tell everyone that there is a platinum blonde outside, giving handjobs in the back of a limo!
Don't test me."
Sara lowered her head in defeat and responded, "Whatever you say, Adrian."
Sara knew Adrian was deadly serious. He wouldn't put her in any physical danger, or expose her to any sexually transmitted infections. However, handjobs were a safe sexual practice. With her beautifully manicured pink nails, and her piercing blue eyes, the young guys would get off quickly. She shuddered at the thought of being forced to give multiple handjobs, outside a college bar, and it motivated her to leave the limo.
Sara entered the college bar, dressed in her very short silk miniskirt, and a silky bustier that tied up at the front. The bustier pushed her tits together, and gave anyone who came near her, an eyeful. She also had on a tailored blazer, that provided her some sense of modesty. She looked very high maintenance, and totally out of place in this dump. She was wearing her blue eye contacts, and her long platinum blonde wig, and young college guys were all over her.
Adrian came in a few moments later, and watched from the bar, with a smile on his face. Sara hadn't even been there five minutes, before she was getting groped and manhandled, on the dance floor. At one point, she looked over to him for help, and he motioned for her to lose the blazer. Once she took the jacket off, and her recently enhanced breasts were fully on display, the testosterone in the room ramped up.
Sara had several slow dances with young guys, all of whom were sporting visible erections in their jeans. Some of the guys tried to charm her back to their dorm rooms, by showering her with compliments. Others were more forward, and she received several lewd offers. One guy even offered to pay her! Fifty dollars, for head, in the restroom.
Adrian made Sara endure this for nearly two hours, as he sipped his cocktail, and chuckled to himself. Finally, as she looked over at him, pleading with desperation to get her out of there, he got on his phone and called his driver. He had obviously planned this, because he had a different driver tonight. The guy was massive, more like a personal bodyguard, than a limo driver. This sounded like the same driver who had searched me, before I entered Adrian's limo, to hear his terms.
The bodyguard made quite an impression when he entered the room, grabbed her blazer and hustled Sara from the crowded dance floor. Adrian followed the driver and my wife out of the college bar, and the three of them walked towards the black stretch limo. A few of the young horny college guys followed Adrian, Sara, and the driver out of the bar.
They weren't in any mood to tackle the huge driver, but they were shouting insults at my wife. Apparently they called her "slut", "bitch" and "prick teaser" as she got into the car. After Sara was safely inside the car, Adrian lowered the blacked-out powered window, and engaged the young men. Only two of them were brave enough to come right up to the window, as the driver stood by menacingly.
Adrian motioned an okay signal to the driver, and he focused on maintaining control, by keeping the rest of the young guys a safe distance back. The two guys were only about twenty years old, and both had a tent in the front of their pants.
Adrian was laughing and asked them, "Did my girlfriend get you all hot and bothered?"
One of the guys responded, "your wife has been flirting with us all night. She is a fucking prick tease."
"First of all," Adrian corrected the young man, "Sara is not my wife. She is my best friend's wife and my part-time girlfriend. I do agree with your assertion that she is a prick tease, though."
Sara cowered in the limo as Adrian said, "Sara will give you guys a little show before we leave, as a way of apologizing for leading you on."
The two guys started to smile, and Adrian turned to Sara and said "show them your tits baby."
Sara thought Adrian was joking, and she let out a nervous giggle. He glared at her, and she realized he was totally serious. She was like a deer in the headlights, unable to move. He snapped his fingers loudly, to get her attention, and told her to untie her bustier.
"Showtime, baby" he told her.
As the two young guys salivated over her, Sara slowly untied the silk bows at the front of her top. She locked eyes with the handsome one, and he appeared captivated by her. As the bustier slowly came away from her chest, the other guy remarked that her tits looked spectacular. Once the bustier was off, the two young men openly ogled her breasts.
Sara had recently had her breasts enhanced, and they were amazing. Even without a bra, they were very perky. Her nipples were erect now, due to the intoxicating combination of the MDMA, and that magic egg, humming away in her ass on its lowest speed. She held her tits together and scooted closer to the window. One guy lent forward and very slowly copped a feel.
He was looking at Adrian for consent, not my wife. Adrian nodded his approval, and the guy caressed her tits, and roughly pinched her erect nipples. Sara later told me she felt like a piece of meat, as Adrian encouraged the young man to fondle her.
"You like?" Adrian said. "I am thinking about going bigger. What do you think bro?"
The young man smiled lewdly and said, "Fuck yeah, give the bitch 'D' cups. The bigger the better, bro."
Adrian responded, "I am actually thinking 'E' cups," to Sara's horror.
"Sweet!" the college guy exclaimed, "What does her husband have to say about it?"
"That pussy doesn't have any say in the matter," Adrian said confidently. "I make all the decisions about Sara's appearance. If I decide 'E' cups, that's what Sara will be sporting."
The young guy laughed, seemingly at a loss for words.
Sara told me she felt mortified, as the two guys talked about what breast size would suit her best. Especially as the young man continued to fondle her tits. She knew better than to challenge Adrian, especially in front of other people. So, she kept her concerns about having 'E' cups to herself, for the time being. She would talk to him about her future breast enlargements later, but 'E' cups were out of the question.
Finally Adrian had seen enough of the college guy groping Sara's tits.
"Give the young man your bustier, as an apology for being a prick teaser," Adrian said.
The guy took the silky garment and bailed, apparently scared that she might change her mind. The handsome guy who had so far been very polite, became emboldened by what he had seen. As my wife knelt by the limousine window topless, he asked for an apology souvenir too. Adrian laughed at his chutzpah and turned to Sara.
"Give the young man your panties, baby," he said laughing.
Sara reached into her traveling bag, and handed the young man the wet panties that she had changed out of, before entering the bar. The handsome young man seemed thrilled, and stuck them right into the pocket of his jeans.
Adrian was not having any of it. "Nice try babe. Give him the panties you are wearing."
Once again my wife had to suffer the indignity of trying to get her panties off, in the confined space of the car. She was wriggling around the back seat of the limo, in a tight skirt and sky-high heels, trying to remove her tiny thong. To make matters worse, she was topless, and in desperate need of an orgasm.
Adrian knew this of course. That anal egg had been working its magic in her ass, for over three hours. The MDMA was heightening her senses, and being manhandled all evening, by young college hunks, had turned her on immensely. Her nipples were fully erect, and the perspiration sheen was back, evident on her forehead, chest and shoulders.
Sara let out a triumphant, "fuck yes," as she finally wriggled out of the panties.
She handed them to the handsome young man, who was now in possession of two pairs of her dainties. He gave her tits a quick fondle, pausing to flick one of her erect nipples. My wife let out an audible moan, and Adrian spoke to the young man.
"Would you like to witness Sara have an orgasm?" he asked.
The college guy was very excited at that prospect and nodded his affirmation.
Sara was mortified and quietly whispered, "Adrian please, this is going too far."
Adrian placed his finger on her lips to cut her off, and told her to kneel by the window, and maintain eye-contact with the young man. The college guy was right by the limousine window now, making no attempt to hide his erection. He had leaked pre-cum into his denim jeans, and had a visible wet spot.
Adrian increased the intensity of the vibrating egg, and Sara moaned again. As the young man watched on in awe, Adrian brought my wife to a very quick, but explosive orgasm. The driver was keeping the rest of the crowd at bay, and Adrian seemingly had decided to give this young man a private show.
Sara told me that after she had her first orgasm, the college kid was breathing heavily, and she could see his erection pulsating in his jeans. She was terrified that Adrian was going to allow the young man, to have an orgasm of his own. She considered the worst case scenarios. Maybe Adrian would permit the guy to jerk off on her tits, or make her suck him off, or worse.
Sara decided to take matters into own hands, and after I heard the whole story, I felt like she had made the right decision. As Adrian fired the vibrating egg up a notch, my wife looked the college kid directly in the eye, and started talking dirty to him.
"Are you planning to jerk off into my panties, when you get back to your dorm room?" she asked the young man. "Did you notice how wet my panties were, before you put them in your pocket?"
Sara noticed he was breathing quite hard now, and she extended one of her perfectly manicured hands, out of the limousine window. The young man inhaled sharply, as she gave his cock a playful squeeze. She maintained eye-contact with him, which he occasionally broke to stare at her tits. She slowly raked her pink nails across his cock, and he moaned a sigh of pleasure.
Sara later told me that it was virtually impossible to focus, as she was fast approaching her own orgasm. She was flattering the young man, and making all kinds of promises to him to try and get him off.
"I am going to unzip your jeans and suck you off, after my next orgasm," she teased.
As Sara rubbed his cock through his jeans, she could feel it throbbing. She also knew she was about to have her own release. She withdrew her hand from his erection, and steadied herself against the window frame of the limo. Then, as Adrian watched on with amusement, she had a second more vocal orgasm.
Normally, Sara likes to bask in her post-orgasmic bliss, but today she knew she had to focus on the task in hand. So, she reached back out of the window, and stroked the young man's cock through his jeans, with the palm of her hand. She later told me that she had acted like a complete slut, in order to get this young man to come in his jeans. She didn't want the situation to get escalated, and end up having to suck him off, or have sex with him.
Sara rested her fake tits on the window frame of the limo, and asked the young man, "do you want to tit-fuck me while I give you head?"
She was still rubbing his cock through his jeans and could tell he was close.
"I will reapply my pink lipgloss for you, and you can come in my mouth, whenever you are ready."
Shortly after she said that, he came in his pants, and slumped against the limo. Adrian hit the switch to close the power windows, and shouted to the driver.
"Show's over, Ivan," he said with a laugh. "Let's get the fuck out of here!"
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Sara told me that the limousine made a hasty retreat from the parking lot, and a few moments later, they were speeding down the 405 Freeway, towards our house. My wife was still topless and kneeling before Adrian on the limo floor, with the egg gently humming in her ass. Adrian, ever the gentleman, offered her the blazer to wear, if she was cold. She declined, stating that she was still hot from her recent orgasm.
Adrian poured himself a cocktail, relaxed in the rear seat of the limo, and began to critique Sara's performance.
"First of all, Sara, I am proud of you for taking the initiative of getting the young guy off. You have been a dirty prick tease all night, and I felt sorry for the young man, as he stood there with a large bulge in his jeans. I had already decided to give the college kid a little action. However, when you started stroking the young guy through his pants, I wanted to see how this evolved. Fortunately for you, the kid ejaculated into his jeans a few moments later."
My wife shuddered at this latest turn of events. Adrian had been using her as his sex toy for several weeks, but he had never mentioned sharing her with anyone, until tonight. What the fuck did "a little action" mean anyway? She knew better than to question him.
So, Sara responded with her usual "whatever you want Adrian."
Her submissive agreement satisfied him, and he took a sip of his cocktail and called her a "good girl". She scooted towards him on her knees, and started to stroke his cock, through his tailored pants. He was rock-hard, and she was happy that the young college kids weren't the only men in the bar, aroused by her overt flirting. She slowly unbuckled his belt, looking up at him submissively, just the way he liked it.
Sara undid the fastening to his pants, and he raised his ass slightly from the seat, so that she could remove them. She folded them very carefully, and placed them on the seat next to him. He spread his muscular thighs to allow her to kneel between them.
She slowly lowered her head between his legs, and started to nibble the outline of his cock through his underwear. She nibbled his cock and nuts like this for several minutes, until she saw his pre-cum leaking through his underwear. He was excited now, breathing heavily as she teased him.
A few moments later he lifted his ass from the seat, thereby signaling her to remove his underwear. She did this as seductively as she could, looking up at him with her piercing blue eyes, as she complimented his physical prowess. His cock sprang from the confines of his underwear, a large trail of pre-cum dripping from the tip of his cock to his stomach. She licked this pre-cum from his stomach first, using just the tip of her tongue.
Sara could feel his abs tighten, and felt a sense of pride that he still was enthralled with her sexuality. She took her time cleaning up his pre-cum, and her nose grazed against his shaft, as she licked around the top of his pubic area. He let out a frustrated sigh, and she felt like the sexiest woman on earth.
After she had licked his seminal fluid from his stomach, she turned to his cock. It was rock-hard now, warm to the touch. He was looking down at her and his eyes were glazed over with lust. She smiled submissively, and then very slowly moved her lips to the head of his cock. Using just the tip of her tongue, she lovingly cleaned his pre-cum from his cock head. She used slow deliberate motions, to ensure that the build up to his orgasm, was excruciatingly drawn out.
Sara had given him dozens of blowjobs, and they just kept getting better. The fact that he would critique each performance and offer tips for improvement, had helped her tailor her blowjob skills to his liking.
However, it was more than that. Adrian had my wife and I over a barrel, and it was in the interests of our family, that she completely and totally satisfy Adrian every time she saw him. There were no shortage of beautiful, blonde cocksuckers in Orange County, that would love to take care of a wealthy, athletic man. Stacey, for example. Adrian had met her once for a couple of hours and she had slipped him her number, signaling her availability to him.
As my wife continued to give Adrian a loving, edging cock-licking, she realized that she needed to get better every time, in order to stay competitive. Adrian was moaning lightly now, and shifting in his seat, as he enjoyed her gentle tongue bath of his cock. After several minutes of teasing, Sara removed her tongue from his cock and looked up at him expectantly. The vibrating egg was still humming in her asshole, but she was ready to have another orgasm.
"Would you like to come together Daddy?" she asked him in a girly voice.
She had never called him "Daddy" before, but that was how she learned exactly what turned him on. Trial and error. She would usually be told what worked for him, during his critique of her sexual performance.
However, Adrian moaned when she said this, and growled "fuck yeah" so she got her answer immediately.
He tapped his watch, and the anal egg kicked up a notch. Sara stiffened slightly, and then put her focus back on him. She slowly lowered her soft lips to his cock, and took just the very tip into her mouth. He gasped when she did this and she knew he was close.
Sara arranged her long platinum blonde hair so that it draped across his muscular thighs, and fell between his legs, where the silky ends tickled his inner thighs and his swollen nuts. Even though it was a wig, it was made of human hair so it felt extremely lifelike.
Sara worshipped just the tip of his cock for several minutes, alternating between sucking, kissing, nibbling and licking it. He was consumed with lust and would occasionally thrust slightly deeper into her mouth. She kept control of the pace and intensity of the blowjob, as she really wasn't in any hurry tonight.
She had two powerful orgasms while she sucked his cock, courtesy of the anal egg. Each time she came, she stopped briefly to focus on her pleasure, but quickly regained her composure, and resumed her prolonged teasing of his cock.
It definitely ended up being a long drawn out blowjob, as my wife reveled in Adrian's pure delight. They both lost track of time, but when she recounted the night's highlights to me, she told me she thought she had come five times, as she blew Adrian. She did hear the driver get on the intercom to let Adrian know that they were ten minutes from our house. Adrian told the driver to stay on the Northbound 405, until further instructions.
Sara told me that this was the first time Adrian had allowed her to delay his orgasm. She felt that he was enjoying her teasing so much, that he just didn't want it to end. Emboldened by the apparent vote of confidence in her oral skills, she continued to pleasure Adrian. She brought him to the very brink of ejaculation several times, and he was moaning and whimpering with pleasure.
Sara had taken Adrian's cock completely into her mouth now, and for the first time ever, tried to deep-throat him. Unbeknownst to me, my wife had watched several tutorials on how to deep-throat a cock. She had also been practicing on a large flexible dildo, that she had secretly purchased.
Adrian let out a sigh, and muttered "Jesus" under his breath, as she took him deeper than ever into her mouth.
Sara deep-throated him for a couple of minutes, and then withdrew her lips from his cock, and looked up at him for approval. He placed his large black hand under her chin, and lifted her face up to meet his. They locked eyes, and for the first time, my wife felt a deep emotional connection between them.
Prior to this moment, Adrian had been treating Sara like his blackmailed fuck-toy. However, he was looking at her now as if he really loved her. They kissed very tenderly for several moments.
Sara whispered quietly in his ear, "please baby, let me finish you off."
He nodded quietly, and told her she was the most incredible woman he had ever met. She smiled coyly, and slowly lowered her lips to his cock, to resume her extended blowjob.
Sara was completely satisfied, and decided she wanted Adrian to experience one of the best orgasms of his life. She wasn't wearing any panties. The young college kid had taken those, just before she had made him come in his pants. So she adjusted her position into a kneeling squat, and squeezed the egg out of her ass. It was clean, because just before their date, she had used an enema kit. She did give it a quick wipe, using the wet wipes that she always kept by his feet, when she sucked him off.
Sara continued to tease him as she prepared the egg. Once she was satisfied that it was ready, she put both hands behind his muscular black ass, and pulled him forward slightly. This made his nuts more accessible, and she started to nibble and suck them. He was watching her intently now, clearly loving the fact that she had prolonged his orgasm.
Sara asked him to pass her the KY lube, and he retrieved it from her purse that was on the seat, next to him. She came up from under his nutsack and took the lube from him. She then adjusted her position, so that she was kneeling in front of him, and flipped the top of the lube open.
As he watched in anticipation, she poured a copious amount of the lubricant between her perky tits, and squeezed them together. He slid forward a little more, and maneuvered his leaking cock between her tits, as she knelt before him. Then he started to slowly fuck them.
"Feel good, baby?" Sara asked him with her practiced innocence.
Adrian grunted his approval and Sara teasingly said, "Fuck my tits, baby. You own them!"
As Adrian responded favorably to her dirty talk, Sara lowered her head slightly, and began to kiss the tip of his cock, each time it emerged from between her tits. They were in sync now, and she placed her left arm under her breasts, and wrapped it under her right armpit, so that she could squeeze her tits together with one arm.
He kept trying to increase the pace of his thrusting, but she gently told him to take his time. With her free hand, she poured more lubricant between her tits, and he moaned quietly in approval.
Adrian fucked Sara's tits for several minutes, as she knelt between his legs. She alternated between kissing the end of his cock, and allowing him to enter her mouth, as it emerged from her tits. She kept his pace steady, to prevent him from coming before she was ready.
Finally, in a very uncharacteristic turn of events, Adrian whispered, "Please, Sara, I want to come now."
She looked him directly in the eyes, and he gazed lovingly at her.
"Almost baby, trust me, it will be worth the wait," she whispered sexily, as she slathered the tip of his cock with soft kisses.
Her tits were glistening now, covered in a mixture of lubricant and pre-cum, which was now leaking continuously out of his cock. He was under her spell as she continued to tease him and talk dirty to him. She squeezed his nuts occasionally to see if they had constricted yet, a sure sign he was about to come. They felt warm to the touch and very swollen. He gasped as she ran the tip of her manicured finger across his taint, and around the rim of his asshole.
Sara continued to prolong his orgasm, by slowing his pace when he got too frantic. Finally, she decided it was his time to come, and she picked the egg up from the floor. It was still vibrating, set as it was on the lowest setting.
She looked up at him and said "are you going to come soon baby?"
Adrian moaned between gritted teeth, and she placed the vibrating aluminum egg gently at the base of his nutsack. He drew in a sharp breath in response to this additional stimulation, and it was very clear he liked it. Sara moved the egg over his taint for a few seconds, and then towards his asshole. He had picked up the pace now, and was fucking her tits, as she sucked the tip of his cock. She continued to move the egg around, to see if she could gauge where he liked it best.
He grunted "baby please, under my balls," and she held the egg firmly in place, right under his nuts.
Sara tickled his taint with the tip of her finger as she held the vibrating egg. She felt his nuts tighten, and at the last second she withdrew her lips from his cock, and threw her head back.
"Come for me Daddy" she said, as a huge rope of cum blasted out of the tip of his cock, and landed all over her tits.
Adrian was moaning with pleasure, as he continued to fuck her breasts. A second equally powerful cumshot, spurted all over her neck, and under her chin. Sara let her head fall forward, and took his cock back into her mouth, as he continued to shoot rope after rope of his ejaculate, into her mouth. By her estimate, Adrian shot six thick ropes of cum, before he finally stopped thrusting between her tits. It was by far the biggest load she had ever coaxed out of him, and he looked drained, in more ways than one!
His cock was still twitching and throbbing, as she kept the egg under his nuts. Sara asked him if he wanted to come again, but he shook his head emphatically, to let her know he was done for the night. She let the egg drop to the floor, and looked up at him adoringly, just the way he had taught her to. Then as he gazed into her piercing blue eyes, she opened her mouth wide, and swallowed his load. She licked her lips, and giggled with a satisfied look on her face.
Adrian leaned forward until their lips were almost touching, and gave her a loving open mouthed French kiss. He would never have done that prior to this evening. In the past when Sara had swallowed his load, he would have her kiss me, as a form of control. Tonight he seemed different, kinder, more enamored and appreciative of her. They made out for several minutes and it didn't seem to bother him that he had just ejaculated in her mouth.
After he kissed her, he lovingly wiped her clean. Using a wet wipe, he cleaned his semen from her tits, neck and chin. Once Sara was completely clean, he patted her dry with a hand towel. Then he draped her blazer around her shoulders, and helped her up onto the seat next to him. He was still naked from the waist down, his flaccid cock resting on his thigh. He put his arm around her and kissed her on the forehead, as she looked up at him appreciatively.
Adrian got on the intercom, and asked the driver their location.
"Just approaching LAX sir" was the response, and Adrian and Sara shared a laugh, as they realized they had overshot my house, by over an hour.
Adrian asked the driver to head for San Clemente, and the limo exited the 405 Freeway at the next off ramp, to turn around, and head south. They snuggled and chatted for over an hour, as the limo sped towards my house. Sara thanked him for cleaning her up, so considerately.
Adrian laughed, and said "that would have been a midnight snack for your husband, if we were much closer to your house."
They shared a giggle at my expense, and as Adrian talked candidly about the future, my wife realized her long-term plan was working. Adrian was falling in love with her.
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As the limousine sped south towards San Clemente, Adrian opened up to Sara for the first time.
"Sara, I want you to leave Chris and come and live with me," he began. "I am better equipped to take care of you, physically and financially. You can have everything you ever wanted. You deserve more than Chris can offer you. The sad truth is he can't afford you any more. I manage his finances, and you guys are struggling. He is on the verge of losing everything. You should abandon ship, now."
"Obviously, I am very flattered, Adrian," Sara began. "However, it is just too soon for me to make a decision like that. Also, under the circumstances, I wouldn't know if my choice to leave Chris was partially motivated by blackmail. I would like our current situation to be completely resolved, before I make any huge decisions."
"I understand Sara," Adrian began softly. "I am so sorry to have blackmailed you guys. The opportunity just fell into my lap, and I thought it would be a way for us to be together. I have wanted you ever since we met, all those years ago. Now that Chris is struggling to meet his financial obligations, why don't you let me take care of you. Give you everything you deserve. If you agree to marry me, I will destroy the security footage, right after you guys get divorced. I want you in my life."
"You can continue to have me in your life, Adrian. You just need to share me with my husband, at least for the foreseeable future. Of course, I will be exclusive to you sexually, unless you decide you want me to give handjobs to college guys, you asshole," she said with a smile.
"Is it because of the way I treat you sexually?" he asked, trying to figure out what he needed to do to have her as his own. "I honestly thought you responded favorably to humiliation, but I can change if that is the issue. I can start respecting you as an equal partner. I can stop acting as if you are my sex-toy, if that's what you need. I am sorry to have treated you as my plaything."
Sara cut him off abruptly. "Adrian, I love the way you treat me sexually," she told him. "You made me realize I need a strong man in my life. I love submitting to you. I love the way people look at us, when you saunter into a room with a submissive blonde walking a couple of steps behind you. You were my first black lover. I had my first ever orgasm kneeling at your feet. You were the first man I sucked off, to completion. My first facial. My first proper tit-fuck to climax. You were the first guy I gave my panties to."
Sara smiled sweetly at him, and continued, "Look at me Adrian. As innocent as I look, do you really think any man before you, ever had the balls to ask me to lick his ass? You didn't ask either, you took. You were the first guy to bend me over a desk and fuck my ass too. And believe me, as long as I live, you will be the one and only man to urinate on me."
Sara paused for dramatic effect. She knew Adrian's favorite sexual activity was to take a piss on his partner.
"The way you treated me on my Anniversary, was the sexual highlight of my life. You don't know hot it makes me feel when you force me out of my comfort zone. Take control. Dress me up like a slut. Bleach my hair platinum blonde. Threaten to share me with others. Threaten to give me 'E' cup breast implants. Please don't ever change that part of our relationship."
Adrian was smiling broadly, as my wife shared her deepest desires with him. He kissed her again, and asked her where her limits were.
She thought for a few moments and then replied shyly. "I guess no drawing blood, if you are into BDSM. If you gift me to someone else, only safe sex. No poop. If you brand me or tattoo me, please place it discretely, so I can still go to church, or home for Thanksgiving dinner."
Adrian's mouth was open in disbelief, at how many liberties she had just invited him to take with her.
"Do you want to choose a safe word?" Adrian continued.
"I don't need one," Sara responded without hesitation. "I trust you to know when I have had enough."
Adrian's cock, which had been stiffening and rising, as she shared her extremely short list of limits, was now fully erect, at her mention of not needing a safe word.
"Can I still take you out to dinner, or dancing, as long as we drive an hour from your house?"
Sara nodded submissively, back in character, and said quietly, "whatever you want Adrian."
My wife noticed his cock was rock-hard again, and put one of her hands around the base of it. It responded favorably to her touch, and throbbed as she caressed his balls with the other hand.
"Let's prepare a midnight snack for that pussy husband of mine," she said with a giggle.
Sara arose slowly from the rear seat of the limo, and knelt on the floor in front of him. First, she slipped the blazer from her shoulders, so she was just wearing her short skirt and high heels. As she knelt before him, she picked up the aluminum egg and began to lubricate it. It slipped into her asshole easily, and then she sat on his lap facing him.
They kissed tenderly for a few moments. Sara could feel his cock jumping around between his legs, as he responded to the new connection between them. He turned the egg back on, and she let out a quiet moan. After a few more kisses, she grabbed the end of his cock, and mounted him. She was soaking wet, and he slid in easily.
They made love very tenderly, as they sped towards my house. Sara came twice more with the egg in her ass.
Then the driver came on the intercom, and said "ten minutes out sir."
Adrian thanked the driver for the heads-up. My wife continued to bounce up and down in Adrian's lap, as they worked on my midnight snack. Even though it was now 2am.
The black stretch limousine finally inched its way up her long gravel driveway. Adrian instructed the driver to park right by the front door, and to give them a few minutes to say good night. Adrian and my wife continued to fuck, in the back seat. She had one more orgasm, at the thought of having sex in her own driveway, with another man. Shortly after she came, Adrian blew a huge load deep inside her pussy.
Sara quickly dismounted him, and said cheerfully, "I want to feed your load to my pussy of a husband, while it is still warm!"
The driver opened the rear door, and Sara walked away from the car, in just her skirt and blazer, and of course, her sky high fuck-me pumps.
I had gone to bed around 1am. At some point, I resigned myself to the fact, that my wife was spending the night with Adrian. It was a great relief to hear my front door open, and Sara entered our bedroom a few moments later. She turned the bedroom light on, and walked over to the bed. I started to speak, but she cut me off.
"Not now baby" she said with a giggle.
Sara was wearing a blazer, short skirt and very high heels. I laid passively on the bed, as I watched her remove her blazer. I must admit, I was a little surprised that she was bra less, in fact completely naked, under the blazer. Next the skirt hit the floor, and I noticed her panties were gone.
Sara slipped her heels off, and climbed up on the bed. I knew what was happening next, and laid still as she straddled my face. Shortly after she placed her knees either side of my head, semen began to leak out of her pussy. She seemed sober tonight, and very relaxed. I placed one hand on her stomach, and felt her abs tighten, as she squeezed this warm jizz load into my open mouth.
After Sara was sure that I had consumed every last drop, she said sweetly, "Do you want to fuck me before bed? I will leave my blue eyes in," she teased, "and my platinum hair if you like."
I had been lying in bed, thinking about her and Adrian, and was so fucking horny. I told her I wanted to come, and she left the room giggling. When she returned moments later she had the lube and the pocket pussy in her hand.
"How do you want me baby?" she cooed.
Truthfully, I wanted to fuck her doggy-style, but knowing she had her piercing blue eyes in, I elected missionary. Sara got on her back and lubed up my new pussy. As I got on top of her, we kissed for a few moments. Then, once I was hard, she slid the pocket pussy under her ass, and grabbed the head of my cock.
"Adrian fucked me about twenty minutes ago," she taunted, "I am relieved that your cock is much smaller than his."
Then she slid my cock into the entrance of the well-lubricated pocket pussy. I knew I wasn't going to last long, as soon as she opened her piercing blue eyes, and started to share the details of her evening with Adrian. However, I didn't anticipate blowing my wad in less than sixty seconds, which is what happened. After I came in the pocket pussy, we kissed again for a few moments.
Sara remained on her back until I withdrew from my pocket pussy, to continue the illusion that I had actually fucked her. I thanked her for trying to accommodate me, despite Adrian's new rules, and she smiled sweetly at me.
After Sara showered and removed her eye contacts, she remained in the bathroom and made a phone call. There was only one person she would call at 2.30am, and I listened intently, trying to eavesdrop.
I heard Sara say "Of course not baby. He came in his pussy, not yours. The pocket pussy you bought him. He also willingly ate your load from my pussy, before it even got cold."
They talked for another fifteen minutes before she bid him a good night.
"I love you too baby," were the last words I heard, and that really stung me to hear.
The truth was, Sara did love us both, just in very different ways. She loved me as an ex-lover, now roommate, who really couldn't afford to pay the rent. She loved him as an assertive alpha male, who took all kinds of liberties with her, and made her wet for his touch. The three of us co-existed in relative peace, and neither of us put a label on the others.
I knew Adrian wouldn't honor our original agreement. It was just supposed to be a little taste of my wife, once a week. Mostly blowjobs, with occasional penetrative sex, in exchange for unrestricted access to her orgasms, through the use of the magic egg. He just couldn't help himself, and kept moving the goalposts.
At the end of their "date", Sara would kneel before him, and look up at him adoringly. He would critique her evening's performance, and detail ways she could improve his experience, in the future. As Adrian basked in his post-orgasmic bliss, he would also inform Sara of any rule changes he had decided to implement.
Tonight, his driver had taken them to a secluded private beach, to watch the sunset. They chatted amiably for a while. That is, until Sara let it slip that she was wearing her piercing blue eye contacts, when hubby came in the pocket pussy.
Adrian's face clouded over, as he processed, what he perceived as her infidelity. Sara sat there timidly, afraid to speak, even scared to mutter an apology.
Adrian turned what could have been a very romantic date, into something very sordid. As the driver sat behind the blacked-out partition of the town car, Adrian ass-fucked my wife in the back seat. As he approached his climax, he grabbed a fistful of her platinum hair, and yanked her head back roughly.
"Let's enjoy our first sunset together," he said cruelly.
As the sun touched the horizon, he unloaded deep into Sara's anal passage. My wife had started to enjoy being dominated, and continued to take his abuse without any protest. Until tonight.
After Adrian had ejaculated deep into Sara's ass, he pulled his cock from her tight little hole. She got off the rear seat immediately, and knelt on the floor of the town car as expected. She had some wet wipes, and was between his muscular thighs, as she started to clean his cock for him.
He was sipping from a bottle of water, carefully examining the enema receipt, to ensure it was purchased today. Once he was satisfied that I had followed his instructions, he spoke up.
"Sara, I have a new rule for you. One that your hubby is not going to like at all!"
Sara's face dropped as she waited for the next bombshell to drop. Adrian paused for dramatic effect, enjoy her anticipation.
"From now on, you are required to wear your piercing blue eye contacts, every time we are together," he began. "I really enjoy watching your platinum hair fall across my thighs, when you suck my cock. Those amazing blue contacts, that completely transform your eyes, will be a welcomed addition the next time you blow me. Of course, it goes without saying, that your husband can never see those beautiful blue eye contacts of yours again. That visual stimulation now belongs solely to me."
Sara stiffened at this latest request, and he noticed her reticence.
He told her that he valued her honesty, and said simply "thoughts?"
It wasn't really a discussion. Sara was kneeling between his legs, looking up at him, as he dictated his plans. However, he had asked her for her thoughts.
So, she whispered quietly "Adrian, please, not that. Those blue contact lenses are significant to my marriage. I have only worn them for Chris, a few times, in our whole relationship. It hurt Chris very badly to watch me lift my bridal veil, so that you could gaze into my piercing blue eyes, as you came all over my face."
Adrian laughed at that memory and said, "I will leave it up to you to decide, Sara. I won't force you to do that, if you don't want to. I trust you to make the right decision, but only do it if it makes you happy."
They both knew that Sara would be wearing her piercing blue eyes on their next date. Also, that she would be smiling up at him, as she knelt before him and sucked him off.
When my wife shared Adrian's latest "request", I have to admit it really hurt me. I loved those eye contacts. Sara had purchased them as a very special treat for me. The first time she wore them, we made love in the missionary position. She made eye contact with me, and I exploded inside her, almost immediately. After I had ejaculated somewhat prematurely, we gazed into each other's eyes, and Sara promised to give me a blowjob on my birthday, wearing her baby-blue eye contacts.
Granted this happened several years ago, but I felt my cock start to stiffen inside of her, as she talked dirty. Once I was fully erect, we made love again, still lying in the missionary position. I lasted a little longer this time, but as soon as we made eye contact, I felt my balls start to churn and knew I was close. Sara just looked so innocent with her light blonde hair, and those piercing blue eyes. The thought of her sucking me off, while she looked up at me, was too much.
Seconds later, as she giggled at how excited I was, I emptied my nuts inside her tight pussy. We reserved those piercing blue eye contacts for very special occasions. I think I made love to my wife, while she wore them, maybe six times over the course of our marriage. Of course, the birthday blowjob was an empty promise. She said that to enhance my orgasm. She had never sucked me off to completion before, with or without those beautiful eye contacts. Sara viewed oral sex solely as an act of foreplay, until she met Adrian.
"Can't you just tell Adrian to fuck off, Sara?" I implored her, when she dropped this latest bombshell. "Those beautiful blue contact lenses are a very private part of our sex life. They had never even been outside of our bedroom, prior to our Anniversary threesome with Adrian. He was only the second man to see you wearing them."
Obviously Adrian enjoyed far more visual stimulation from those piercing blue eyes, than I ever had. Sara had gazed into Adrian's eyes wearing them, as he fucked her on the floor of my office. Adrian had lifted up her lace wedding veil, as he fucked her tits, so that he could see the innocent look she had while wearing them. Even when he had ejaculated all over her face, thereby ruining her bridal veil, she had maintained eye contact with him. Sara was determined that Adrian remember that he had taken her innocence from her forever.
Of course, a week later on date night, Sara knelt before Adrian, sucking his cock. She was wearing her beautiful blue eyes, and maintained eye contact with him, smiling as he came in her mouth. After he withdrew his cock from her lips, he condescendingly patted her on the top of her head.
"You made the right decision about your blue eyes, Sara. I am proud of you. Good girl".
Sara smiled up at him, and the words "Whatever you want Adrian" came from her lips, instead of the words "fuck off" that I had asked her to say.
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Adrian knew that I wasn't actually having sex with my wife. However, it really bothered him, that Sara would simulate the act with me to enhance my pleasure, as I fucked the pocket pussy. I loved the way she got me off. It was hyper-realistic, so close to the real thing, that with the bedroom lights dimmed, it truly felt like I was fucking my wife.
Adrian called Sara on it once. "Chris is taking liberties with the alternative sexual outlet, I have generously provided him. Things are going to change, in the very near future, if he keeps abusing his pocket pussy privileges."
I could sense that Adrian was jealous of me, which seemed utterly ridiculous, considering the lewd acts my wife regularly did for him. He managed to persuade Sara to spend one night a week at his place, in addition to "date night". This was really hard on me, and I would endure a very fitful night's sleep, knowing that he was defiling her in the grandeur of his beautiful home.
Unbeknownst to me, Adrian didn't spend every waking hour, having sex with my wife. They were more like a married couple, and would often enjoy a home-cooked meal together, or relax and watch Netflix. However, because Adrian is an asshole, he had a pretty elaborate routine that he put me through, designed to make me jealous. I basically had to prepare my wife for his enjoyment.
Anal sex was a given, on the nights that Sara stayed at Adrian's, or at least that's what they led me to believe. I had to go to the pharmacy and purchase an enema. Then, as Sara lay on her side, with one leg in the air, I had to insert the enema and squeeze the bulb. After a few minutes of privacy, in which she discharged the enema fluid, I had to run her a bath.
Sara would relax as I shaved her legs, washed her hair, and exfoliated her skin. Once she had got out of the bath, I dried her completely. Then I would apply moisturizer to her skin from head to toe, so that she was silky smooth for Adrian. The rest of her was already completely hairless, thanks to the regular waxing treatments Adrian paid for.
Shortly after her bath, Adrian's hair stylist and make up team would arrive, to get Sara prepped for him. He would text them his preferred nail color, and makeup style, depending on his mood. Then as they worked to beautify my wife, I would be banished to the bedroom, to pack her night bag.
I use the words "night bag" loosely, as Sara actually took three large suitcases to his house, for the one night stay.
I said to her one time, "Sara, you have packed more clothes for one night, than most people would pack for three weeks in Hawaii."
"I just never know what Adrian is the mood for," she responded truthfully, without realizing how painful this was for me to hear.
She would basically pack all of her lingerie, dresses, short skirts, high heels, pretty much everything she owned, that was sexy. Sara would leave her sweatpants, bedroom slippers, sweaters and all the boring stuff I saw her in regularly. As I also got to unpack the suitcases the following day, on her return, I noticed that some stuff never made it back.
"Are you leaving some of your clothes at Adrian's?" I asked her one day.
"I have my own room there baby," she said excitedly. "With my own huge walk-in closet! I decided to leave some stuff at Adrian's house, that I don't need here. Like my lingerie, swim suits and most of my short skirts."
"Why do you need your high school cheerleading uniform at his house?" I asked jealously.
"Take a guess, silly!" she responded with a giggle.
Her home wardrobe got more and more matronly, as most of her sexy clothes were at Adrian's. Also, she told me that Adrian had bought her lots of new clothes, and he was adamant that I never get to see them.
I never got to see Sara after the stylist and make-up team arrived. I would pack her suitcases, and lug them downstairs to the front door. Then I would wait quietly in my office. The limo would arrive at Adrian's appointed time and she was expected to be ready, which she always was.
Once Sara was in the car, the driver would honk the horn, and I would load her suitcases into the huge trunk. The limo driver would wait by the rear of the car, for me to emerge with my wife's suitcases. He was an older, out of shape, balding East European guy, so I did all of the heaving lifting.
I did get to know him over time, as we saw each other twice a week. Turns out he was from the Ukraine, working hard to support his family who were still living there. His name was Sergei, and he seemed like a nice enough guy. He did comment that the suitcases seemed lighter on my wife's return journey, which acutely embarrassed me. Also, I noticed after a few weeks, his attitude changed towards me. He was less chatty, and wouldn't look me in the eye. I never found out why, until a few weeks later.
As it turned out, my limo driver buddy Sergei, was the first man that Adrian gifted my wife to. When Sara shared her list of sexual limits with Adrian, he typed them out, had her sign them, and sent me a laminated copy.
He wrote "make use of your fridge magnets," as if he actually expected me to hang this fucking list on my refrigerator.
When I read the list of Sara's limits, they were shockingly minimal to me, and probably to Adrian too. It was an extremely short list, most of which didn't even need mentioning, they were so overtly taboo. I also noticed under the caption "safe word", Adrian had typed in large block letters, "NONE", with a smiley face emoji next to it.
One of Sara's very few limits was safe sex, if Adrian shared her. A few weeks after their candid talk, he did gift her to someone. It was his limo driver, the older, fat Ukrainian guy living in the USA, while providing for family, that were still in the home country. Sergei was celebrating his sixty-fifth birthday in a few days, a milestone that symbolizes retirement for most people.
Sergei was years away from being able to retire, and Adrian generously gave him a twenty-five hundred dollar cash bonus.
"Thank you, Adrian," Sergei said. "I am going to send this money home to my family."
"Aren't you tempted to keep two hundred dollars for yourself, and have a little fun?" Adrian asked.
The implication was either an erotic massage, or even an escort, and it was not lost on the old man.
Sergei responded, "My family need the money more than I do. Besides, I haven't had sex for two years, and I have stopped thinking about it."
Adrian thought about the ramifications of giving Sergei a birthday treat. He knew his driver could not have any sexually transmitted infections, if he had abstained from sex for that long. Also, as part of Adrian's health insurance for his employees, he had them all submit to an annual blood exam. The blood samples were tested for drugs and various serious illnesses, including HIV. Adrian checked Sergei's employee medical records, and determined he posed no health threat to Sara.
Then, on a whim, the same way that Adrian had decided Sara would have platinum blonde hair, he decided that she would be Sergei's birthday present. He knew Sergei thought my wife was hot. He had seen her wriggle out of her bridal panties, hand them to Adrian through the window of the Town Car, and then orgasm kneeling against the limousine.
As Sergei drove his boss home that night, Adrian gave him my wife's bridal panties. Sergei said that Sara was his dream woman, if he had been twenty-five years younger, and not married. Then he had asked Adrian if all American women were sluts! Adrian was very proud of his idea, and mused that my wife would make the perfect birthday gift for the old man.
When he told Sara, however, she was devastated.
"Why him, Adrian?" she cried. "Of all people, why would you give me to a sixty-five year old man?"
"For many reasons," Adrian responded. "Firstly, I know and trust this man implicitly. He has worked for me for decades, and I have never even seen him lose his temper. He will be gentle with you. I have his medical records and his sexual history. Sergei posts no health threat to you."
"In fact," he added with a laugh, "the biggest health threat, is of Sergei having a heart attack, when you suck his cock."
"Suck his cock?" Sara repeated with a disgusted look on her face.
"Sara," Adrian continued more firmly, "This act of submission on your part, doesn't violate your signed list of hard sexual limits. As a bonus, Sergei hasn't been touched by a woman in two years, so he should be a very quick ejaculator!"
"Adrian please, isn't there someone else who has a birthday coming up, or you owe a favor to? Maybe you could even barter me for something?" Sara said weakly, clutching at straws, as her voice trailed off.
"I have decided," Adrian said impassively, "that you are going to suck Sergei's cock for his sixty-fifth birthday present. Stop fighting the inevitable. Put your energy into planning what you are going to wear, to look adorable for this old man."
Sara was totally humiliated, to be given as a party favor by Adrian. However, this was tinged with arousal, at the prospect of being someone's birthday gift. She was just disgusted with Adrian's choice of the lucky birthday boy.
It wasn't bad enough that he was a fat, old, balding guy with limited English skills. In addition, Sara would have to see Sergei twice a week, after his birthday treat, as he drove her to Adrian's place and returned her in the morning.
Sergei had heard her, crying out in orgasmic bliss, against the side of the limo, as Adrian toyed with her outside her own house. Sergei had driven Sara and her husband to dinner on his birthday, and she had been unable to look him in the eye.
Sergei had seen Sara's husband carry her suitcases out to the limo. Sergei had witnessed him struggle to load the heavy bags into the trunk. Bags full of slutty clothes, so that his wife could spend the night, enticing her black lover. Sergei knew the intimate details of the sordid love triangle. He knew this slutty blonde was Chris' wife, and Adrian's concubine. And now Sergei was about to get a piece of the action. It just wasn't right!
Sara continued to object strenuously, and begged Adrian to choose someone else, for her first time as a party favor.
"Technically it's your second time" he corrected her. "I had already given you to the young college guy outside the bar that night. It was only your quick initiative that prevented things from escalating beyond a handjob through his pants."
"But that guy was an attractive college kid, not a senior citizen," she replied, still fighting the inevitable.
"Right now it's just a birthday blowjob, Sara. One more word, and I will allow Sergei to butt-fuck you," Adrian threatened coldly. "Don't test me."
Sara looked down at the ground in defeat, as she realized this was actually going to happen.
The words "yes Adrian. Whatever you want Adrian," reflexively emerged from her lips.
He smiled at her approvingly. "Thank you Sara, Sergei will love it."
Then closing the door on any future resistance, he told her. "Do your very best to give Sergei the birthday blowjob of a lifetime, baby. Drain his nuts until he can't get it up any more. The men I gift you to, can't all be handsome college guys."
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Sergei expected to work on his birthday, as he did just about every day of the year. Adrian rarely drove himself any more. He preferred being in the back seat of the limo, so that he could work between appointments. Driving in Southern California was very time consuming, and Adrian hated the thought of being stuck in traffic, with nothing productive to do. So, every day Sergei drove him around, while Adrian made phone calls, attended meetings, and closed deals.
On the appointed day, Adrian sent his hair stylist and makeup team over to our home, and they got my wife ready for Sergei's birthday treat. Of course, I was oblivious to what was going on, and thought it was a regular date night. I had been to the pharmacy, and administered the required enema to Sara. Then I retreated to my office, as the team beautified my wife.
The limo pulled in to my driveway exactly on time, at 4pm. I heard the sound of Sara's high heels clicking on the marble floor, and it sounded like she dropped a bag by the front door. Then I heard her heels on the floor again, as she went back into the bedroom. A few moments later she came back to the front door, and let herself out. The limo horn honked, and I scurried into the hallway, to carry her bags to the car. There was just one large holdall today.
Sergei was standing by the rear door, as I brought the holdall to the car. The trunk was closed which was unusual, so I walked to where he was standing. I had no idea that today was his sixth-fifth birthday. Also, no idea that a team of talented makeup artists and a hairstylist, had transformed my wife into Sergei's party favor.
Sergei was dressed very nicely, in some linen slacks and a tailored silk shirt, which was quite a departure from his chauffeur uniform.
I looked at him quizzically, holding up the holdall, and said "Sara's traveling light tonight."
Sergei took the holdall from me, and I took that as my signal to leave. As I walked towards my front door, I looked back briefly, and noticed Sergei hand the holdall to someone in the back seat. He shut the rear door, got into the driver seat, and disappeared down my driveway.
Several hours later the limo came up my driveway. Sara exited the sleek black car and came in the front door. She was wearing a long trench coat, and said a brief hi, before disappearing down the hallway. A few minutes later, she came into our living room in her bathrobe and slippers, having taken a quick shower. She was quite tipsy, but poured herself another glass of wine, and started telling me all about her crazy evening.
Sara told me that it was Sergei's sixty-fifth birthday today, and that Adrian had planned a fun birthday surprise for him. My heart sank immediately, as I surmised that my wife was probably part of his birthday present. As Sara started her story, I slumped in the chair, resigned to hearing the juicy details. This was a double-edged sword for me. I hated not knowing what indignities my wife had suffered, but always regretted finding out, when she finally told me.
Sara told me that she had entered the limo, with a long trench coat draped over her shoulders, for modesty. The makeup team had done a fantastic job, transforming her into her new role, as a schoolgirl.
"Baby, you wouldn't believe how adorable they made me look for Sergei," Sara began excitedly. "They made me look so much younger. They did my makeup in such a way, as to focus on my youth and innocence. Through skillful use of foundation, they were able to make my skin blemish-free. Then by lightly accentuating my eyes, and contouring my cheekbones, they made me look extremely youthful. I looked so cute that Adrian almost had a change of plans and took me for himself. I had to remind him that I was dressed up for Sergei, not him and he got really jealous. You know how he gets, baby. All riled up and wanting what is rightfully his."
"Are you saying that you are rightfully his, Sara?" I asked, trying to get an assessment of where Sara's loyalties lie.
"No, baby," she assured me. "That is just a figure of speech. Anyway, they put a little red blush on my cheeks, to give me a girlish look. My lips were glossed red, and were drawn in expertly with lip liner. My eyes were the highlight of my innocent looking face.
The piercing blue eye lenses looked stunning, against the subtlety of my face makeup. My natural hair has grown over the last few months, and is only a couple of inches shorter than my wig. I honestly looked like a schoolgirl."
I could feel myself getting hard at the thought of my wife being transformed into a birthday gift for a sixty-five year old man. It was just so dirty.
"I have undergone several sessions of lightening the shade of my hair, and it now matches the wig exactly," she continued excitedly. "So the hair stylist dispensed with the wig for this evening, and just added a few inches of length, through the use of platinum blonde hair extensions. They styled my hair into long pigtails, which seemed appropriate for a schoolgirl. They were held in place with two red plaid silk bows. I wish Adrian had allowed you to have a quick look at the photos we took of me, baby. I looked so adorable."
I shuffled around uneasily in my chair, as I had an erection, wondering where this story was heading. My wife continued to detail the rest of her schoolgirl costume. Adrian had bought it at Trashy Lingerie in Hollywood, which is known for its great attention to detail, and fantasy costumes.
Sara's schoolgirl outfit consisted of a very short pleated red plaid skirt, and matching crop top. The crop top was a couple of sizes too small, and did a great job of squeezing her perky tits together. Under the tiny skirt, the matching plaid garter belt was clearly visible, as it held up some red plaid stockings.
She wore plaid shoes with sky-high heels. There was a tiny plaid bow affixed to each shoe. Her tiny silk g-string was a matching red plaid, and had a little red bow on the front of it. She wore a red choker and matching cuffs, which made her look very girly. The costume looked fantastic, and she couldn't wait to get Adrian's approval.
When Sara slowly removed her trench coat, Adrian smiled broadly and said "holy fuck you look amazing."
She did a quick twirl in the back of the limo, and Adrian complimented her hair.
"All natural" she said, suddenly proud that she was a platinum blonde. "I do have a couple of hair extensions in, but the wig is gone, in case Sergei is a hair puller!"
Adrian laughed at this, and they smiled at each other, enjoying the moment. Adrian told her he needed to apply the finishing touch, and handed her three of her beloved MDMA pills.
"Three pills tonight?" Sara asked quizzically, "you have only ever given me two ecstasy tablets in the past."
"A treat for later, for being a good girl," he condescendingly told her.
Sara swallowed two of the MDMA pills and put the third one on top of the holdall, in the limo. Then, as gracefully as she could, she slipped the magic egg into her asshole.
"The egg should stop Sergei from trying to butt-fuck you," Adrian said, "he loves anal."
Sara looked very worried, until she realized he was joking. Adrian fired up the magic egg to get my wife aroused, and they waited for the drugs to kick in. Sara got close to orgasm quickly tonight, excited at the lewd prospect, of being an old man's birthday gift. Adrian kept her tantalizingly close, just the way he liked her. She was way more malleable, when that egg was humming away in her ass. She enjoyed two glasses of wine, to further take the edge off. Then, finally Sara told Adrian she was ready.
For his part, Adrian had changed into an authentic chauffeur's uniform, that was beautifully pressed. He had a matching cap and shiny black shoes. He removed his Apple Watch, and turned off the vibrating egg. He put this watch in the holdall, and put on a more modest time piece, that was more appropriate for a driver.
After about an hour in the car, Sara was feeling no pain. She had a buzz from the wine, and the ecstasy had kicked in. She was already missing the gentle hum of the egg, even though it had only been a few minutes since Adrian silenced it.
"Keep the egg inside your asshole while you are alone with Sergei," Adrian instructed her. "There are some parts of yours that are mine alone, off-limits to all other men. Your tight little butthole is one of them."
Sara just wanted to take care of Sergei quickly, and then have her first orgasm of the evening. Adrian got on the intercom and asked Sergei to get off the freeway, and pull into the first available strip mall. Once the car was parked, Adrian got out of the rear door.
He turned to my wife and said, "give the old man a quick birthday blowjob, and then I will make sure you come as much as you want."
Adrian walked around the back of the limo and went to Sergei's door. He opened it and invited Sergei to swap places with him. Sergei was a little confused that Adrian was dressed as a chauffeur, but followed Adrian's lead. Adrian led Sergei to the rear of the limo, and opened the door for him.
"Get in Sergei," he said, "this lovely young lady would like to have a birthday drink with you."
Sergei hesitated at the door before Sara added "please Sergei, join me for a birthday toast."
Sara told me that the old man climbed into the back of the limo, and sat next to her. Adrian closed the door behind him and got into the driver's seat.
"Where to ma'am?" came the voice over the intercom.
"Get on the freeway and just drive please," she responded.
After she hung up the intercom, she smiled sweetly at Sergei.
"What's your poison, Sergei?" Sara asked him.
With his limited English, he didn't understand what she meant. So, she asked him what he wanted to drink. He decided to have a whiskey, and she poured him a large measure, and handed him the glass. They touched their glasses together, and she wished him a happy birthday.
My wife told me that Sergei was dressed very casually, in some nice slacks, and an expensive looking silk shirt. Apparently Adrian had taken him shopping for his birthday, and given him the night off from his uniform. They had shared a non-alcoholic beer together, and Adrian had expressed his gratitude to the man who had driven him around for years.
Sara was very aware that Sergei was checking her out, and she flirted shamelessly with him.
After a few minutes of flirting, Sara spoke up. "Adrian wanted me to give you a birthday treat, Sergei, as a token of his gratitude."
Sergei didn't quite understand her implication, and looked confused. She tried to clarify the situation for him.
"Adrian wants me to thank you, for your years of faithful service," she told him.
He still looked clueless, and his naivety was both refreshing and attractive to her.
"Sergei" Sara said, as she placed her hand on his upper thigh, right next to his cock, "l am your birthday gift!"
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Sergei looked astounded, as he realized this beautiful American woman, was Adrian's birthday gift to him. He smiled broadly at her, and politely asked her if he could kiss her.
"Whatever you want Sergei," Sara responded with a giggle.
He leaned forward to kiss my wife. Sara returned his kiss, and told me that it felt strange to kiss an older, unattractive man. However, she knew why she was there, and she decided to give Sergei a very loving blowjob. The wine had loosened her inhibitions, and she figured she could fake it for a few minutes.
They gazed into each other's eyes and then kissed gently. She noticed that he had very fresh breath, and he was a clean shaven, well groomed man. They kissed for a few moments, and then she moved her lips to his neck. She gently kissed his neck and then nibbled his ear.
"What do you want Sergei?" Sara asked him, as she moved her hand slowly up his thigh.
Sergei groaned quietly, as she felt his erection in his pants. It was very strong for an old man, and she continued to rub his cock through his linen pants, as they kissed. Sara kept looking into his eyes, as she knew the effect her piercing blue contacts had on men. The MDMA had kicked in now, and felt amazing. She was starting to get lost in the moment, and was determined to obey Adrian's directive, and take care of this man.
They kissed for several minutes, before she slid off of the seat, and knelt between his legs. Sara placed her hands on his thighs, to spread his legs apart as they kissed. He had much less muscular thighs than Adrian, but not they were not flabby. As she knelt before him, she unbuckled his linen pants, and helped him remove them. Respectfully, she folded them, and placed them on the seat beside him.
Sara remained on her knees on the floor of the limo, looking up at Sergei, as innocently as she could. She could tell he was enthralled with her, and his cock was trying to force its way out of the confines of his underwear. She moved slowly towards him and again they gently kissed. Sergei was a very tender kisser, and Sara decided to make it an intimate girl friend experience for him. Unrushed and gentle, with plenty of foreplay, as she knew the actual sex act, would be over quickly.
As they kissed, Sara started to stroke his cock through his underwear, and he moaned slightly. My wife took this as a sign that Sergei was comfortable, and moved her lips back to his ear.
Sara gave his earlobe a quick nibble, and then asked, "Are you ready for your birthday blowjob, Sergei?"
Sergei let out an audible moan, as he realized that Sara was going to suck him off. That was all the answer my wife needed. She gazed one last time at him with her piercing blue eyes. Then in a tantalizingly slow motion, she lowered her head to his crotch.
Sara kissed and nibbled Sergei's cock through his underwear, until he leaked pre-cum into them. This was her favorite move. She loved to get a guy leaking into his underpants. Most men wanted to fuck as soon as the pre-cum was flowing, and Sara didn't like to give blowjobs.
So, her approach was to tease her lover through his underwear, until all he could think about was fucking her. This had worked well for her during her dating years. In fact, she had only ever had to give two men a blowjob, Adrian and I. Although, only Adrian had been allowed the intimate experience of ejaculating in her mouth.
Sergei was fairly composed, for a man who hadn't had sex for two years. However, as Sara relieved him of his underwear, and kissed the tip of his cock, he started to moan with pleasure. She licked down his shaft until her tongue reached his balls, and Sergei squirmed with delight. She gave his nuts a quick nibble, and he continued to leak pre-cum. He was ready for the main event, so my wife started to suck his cock.
She had a wet wipe in her hand, so that she could spit his ejaculate out, if he ended up coming in her mouth. Sergei was in heaven, watching this platinum blonde submissively service him. He squirmed in ecstasy, and within a couple of minutes he warned her that he was about to come.
Sara made no attempt to remove her lips from his cock, and seconds later, Sergei erupted into her mouth. He came with a loud growl, and spurted twice between her lips. He was trembling as he came, and continued to shake for a few seconds. She removed her lips slowly from his cock, and looked up at him. He looked very satisfied, and he thanked her profusely.
Even though Adrian had asked her to give him a quick birthday blowjob, Sara decided otherwise. She found his naivety very attractive in such a calculating world, and she decided to give Sergei an extended "girlfriend experience."
So, she opened her mouth wide, gazed at him adoringly, and swallowed his load. She knew it was safe to do so. Adrian had reviewed Sergei's medical records, and determined he posed no health risk to her. However, it still seemed so dirty to swallow another man's semen, and this thought stirred her arousal.
After Sara had swallowed his jizz, she lowered her head into the old man's lap, and started to lick him clean. She had given Adrian dozens of blowjobs, in the back of this car. After Adrian had blown his load, he would critique her performance. His honest feedback, had made her a better cocksucker, and Sergei was now the beneficiary of this tutoring.
Sara occasionally looked up at Sergei. He was watching her so intently, that she decided to give him a better visual. She arose from her knees, and asked him to move over into the corner of the limo. After he was comfortably seated, she laid down across the wide leather rear seat, and rested her head in his lap.
She hiked her skirt up over her tight little ass, so he could see the straps of her garter belt, and her g-string. Then she arranged her long platinum blonde hair, so that her pigtails spilled down her back. Lastly, she placed one of her manicured hands, across his upper thighs.
Sara knew that men were visual creatures, so once she was posed seductively, she continued to clean Sergei's cock with her lips. She stroked his thigh, as she licked the remnants of his semen from his cock. He really wasn't in any need of much cleaning, but she just wanted his birthday blow job to be memorable. Plus, the combination of the wine and the MDMA, had fully kicked in, and she was very horny. She loved the effect that she had on Adrian, and was curious if all men would respond to her sultry ways.
Sara kissed and licked Sergei's cock for a few minutes, until he was completely flaccid. Then she sat up slowly, and smiled sweetly at the old man. He was smiling broadly, apparently ecstatic with his birthday gift. She had brought a toothbrush and some mouthwash with her. So, she freshened up in the back seat of the limo, before spitting the mouthwash into a glass. She reapplied her red lipstick, and turned her focus back to Sergei.
Sergei started to reach over for his underwear, but Sara placed her hand tenderly on his outstretched arm.
"Relax, Sergei," she said softly. "There is no hurry. Maybe we can talk and cuddle for a while?"
Sergei seemed very happy with this latest development, and Sara snuggled up close to him, like she was his girlfriend. He put his arm around her, and she rested her head on his shoulder. She had one hand on his chest, absentmindedly stroking him through his tailored shirt.
As they sat together in the limo, Sara started to feel sorry for Sergei. He was living in a foreign country, working hard every day to provide for his family. At his age he should have been retired. They started to talk about his family, and when he planned to stop working.
"I want to retire now," Sergei began. "I have the means to, as living in the Ukraine is very inexpensive. However, I don't want to let Adrian down, so I continue to drive for him. I gave him my notice twice in the past year, but he persuaded me to stay. Adrian told me that I was irreplaceable, and increased my salary significantly. I feel obligated to remain as his driver, even though I am ready to go back to the Ukraine."
Sara kissed Sergei tenderly on the cheek, and told him he was a good man. It was at that point, that Sara decided that she was going to give Sergei the best birthday of his life. Partly because he was a genuinely good man and they were hard to find these days. But also, because that prick Adrian, had manipulated Sergei to stay in a foreign country, away from his family, past his retirement age, using guilt. She was going to make Adrian regret his birthday blowjob idea.
Sara nuzzled up against the side of Sergei's neck, and began to talk dirty to him, as she stroked his soft cock. She felt his cock twitch, and thought that maybe the old man could come twice this afternoon. They kissed gently and talked intimately, as she continued to caress his slowly growing cock, with her beautiful fingernails.
She started to unbutton his silk shirt, and helped him out of it. He wasn't muscular like Adrian, and she recoiled slightly at his fat belly. However, she was determined to make this event memorable, so she gently licked and nibbled his nipples, as he started to harden in her hand.
Sara looked at Sergei and said, "Would you like to see if I can make you come again? No pressure, but I am enjoying our time together, and it seems like you are getting hard again."
Sergei nodded his head enthusiastically, and she could see desire in his eyes.
As Sara kissed his chest, Sergei reached over, and for the first time since they got into the back seat, he touched her. Just a gentle tickle of her shoulders at first. Then encouraged by her moans of appreciation, he started to caress the back of her neck. The MDMA had really kicked in by now, and she felt herself getting aroused by his soft touch. Adrian never touched her like that, softly and with consideration for her needs. Adrian just stuck an egg in her ass, and got her off while she sucked his cock.
Sergei moved his hand behind Sara's ear, and caressed her there, which felt divine. She stopped kissing his chest, and moved so that she was sat on his lap. His cock was erect now, and she could feel the warmth of it next to her thigh. She put both arms around Sergei's neck, and rested her head on his shoulder. Then she relaxed and enjoyed the physical stimulation of his soft touch.
Sergei stroked her shoulders and neck for several minutes, and she realized he was making her wet. It had been months since someone had actually put an effort into making her feel good. Sergei moved between the erogenous zones in her elbow crooks, and behind her knees, amongst other places.
Sara had never had an orgasm in her entire life, prior to Adrian inserting that aluminum egg into her ass. However, as she relaxed and enjoyed Sergei's gentle, unrushed touch, the MDMA and the wine were working together to bring her close. He caressed her for several minutes, as she laid with her head on his shoulder, and her eyes closed enjoying the moment. It wasn't ideal that it was a sixty-five year old man, that was driving her wild with pleasure.
However, the alternative was to let Adrian back in the rear seat. The tenderness would end immediately, as Adrian would want to fuck Sara's ass, as she wore her schoolgirl uniform.
Sergei caressed her softly, and she had goosebumps all down her back, and her breathing was getting ragged. He had noticed her arousal, and began to occasionally caress her breasts, and her butt-cheeks. That felt even better, and she wondered if she might have her first ever non-mechanical orgasm.
Sara never got to find out. The intercom switched on, and Adrian's voice came over the speaker.
"Where to ma'am?" he asked, apparently getting restless at the amount of time the birthday blowjob was taking.
Sara was enjoying herself way too much to get interrupted, so she said simply "Little Laguna Beach" and waited for Adrian's response.
Adrian obviously didn't want to spoil Sergei's birthday treat. His driver had worked tirelessly for him for thirty years. If his birthday celebration ran long, so be it.
"Yes ma'am" he said tersely, and she could tell he was pissed.
Little Laguna Beach is a private beach in Orange County, with restricted access. Adrian had a gate key, and had taken my wife there one evening, fairly recently. Sara had angered Adrian, and he had very roughly fucked her ass, in the back seat of the limousine. Then, right as the sun approached the horizon, he came in her ass and told her to enjoy their first sunset together. This was the first time his mean streak towards my wife had surfaced. Now, as the three of the sped towards the beach, it was Sergei's turn to enjoy the sunset.
The limousine exited the freeway at the next off-ramp, and then got back on the 405 heading South, towards Laguna Beach. Adrian had interrupted their tender foreplay, and Sara took this opportunity to reach over to the holdall, and grab her remaining ecstasy tablet. As she did this, she noticed Adrian's Apple Watch inside the bag. She picked it up, and making no effort to conceal her happiness, giggled excitedly. Then she discretely swallowed the MDMA pill.
Sergei had taken Sara a long way down the road to orgasm, and this little remote control would help her over the edge. She never told Sergei the significance of the watch, as she put it on her wrist, and he never asked.
"Where were we baby?" she asked him sweetly.
Sergei continued to caress her breasts and buttocks with a light touch, and she rested her head back on his shoulder, to focus on her pleasure. As she put both hands around his neck, she tapped the face of the watch, selected the app that controlled the egg and fired it up. She was already aroused thanks to Sergei's magic touch, but the anal stimulator amplified all of her pleasure. Sara rocked slowly in Sergei's lap as she felt her juices start to flow.
Her sensual movement had the unintended consequence of making Sergei fully erect, and she felt his stiff cock, twitching between her legs. Sara picked her head up from his shoulder and looked him in the eyes. The reality that he was sixty-five years old hit her as she faced him. It was much easier to enjoy his gentle touch, when she couldn't see him. She kissed him tenderly on the tip of his nose.
"Would you like to make love to me baby?" Sara whispered to him.
Ever the gentleman, he responded quietly, "more than you could possibly imagine."
Sergei's gentle demeanor flattered her, and she tried to ignore his physical appearance, and focus on the fact that he was a good man, and a tender lover. She reached under her tiny little schoolgirl skirt, grabbed the tip of his erection and moving her panties aside, mounted him.
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Sara stopped her story briefly, to tell me that Sergei had a decent size cock. She couldn't resist kicking me in the nuts.
She giggled as she said, "way smaller than Adrian's of course. But bigger than yours."
Sara seemed to enjoy fucking with me, and the alcohol always emboldened her. I sat on the edge of my chair waiting to hear the rest of the story. My wife could sense my anticipation, and went to get another glass of wine. When she returned, she continued with her story.
Sara told me that she was very wet when she mounted Sergei, and his cock slid right inside her pussy. Sergei continued to softly tickle her ass cheeks, as she bounced up and down on his lap. He was so gentle and affectionate, the exact opposite of Adrian, who just took what he wanted. Sara had her first orgasm within a couple of minutes on Sergei's lap.
After she came, she continued to ride him, with her anal stimulator buzzing away in her asshole. He sat there passively, with his hands gently caressing her shoulders and the back of her neck. Sara came again shortly afterwards, and was very vocal the second time. She wanted Adrian to know she was getting pleasured in the back of the limousine. Shortly after her vocal orgasm, the limo came to a halt. Sara assumed the worst. Adrian had grown tired of this little game and wanted her back.
However, she heard him exit the car, and then the sound of the gate being unlocked. Sergei had unlocked the gate the last time they were here, while she sucked Adrian's cock. Now, with the roles reversed, Sergei was the one enjoying her. The limo moved forward a few yards, and then Adrian left the vehicle to lock the gate behind them. As soon as Sara heard the limo door close, she got on the intercom.
"Park in exactly the same spot as before please," she instructed the driver.
"Yes ma'am" came the terse reply, and she noticed that all of the fun had drained from Adrian's voice.
"Someone's pissed," she said to Sergei.
Sergei responded very uncharacteristically, "Fuck him!"
Adrian parked the limousine in the exact same spot, facing the ocean. It was about an hour before sunset, and Sara was very happy to be back at this beautiful spot, under completely different circumstances. She kissed Sergei tenderly and then put her lips to his ear.
"Are you ready to come baby? I have already come twice," Sara whispered.
"I want this to last as long as possible, Sara," he replied.
Sara was happy to hear this, as she also wanted this encounter to be prolonged. She was really enjoying Sergei's soft touch, and mused whether or not she needed Adrian's dominant style of sex, to achieve fulfillment.
Sara continued to bounce up and down on Sergei's cock. She had two more vocal orgasms on his lap, before she slowly dismounted him. She removed her plaid panties that she had previously pulled to the side. She showed Sergei how wet they were, before she tossed them on top of the holdall. She seductively removed her crop top, freeing up her breasts for his enjoyment. Then she turned away from Sergei, and mounted him in reverse-cowboy position.
This was much better for her. Sergei's tender hands now roamed freely across her breasts, stomach and pubic area. Her nipples were erect, and he caressed them gently.
This was in stark contrast to Adrian, who was always grabbing, groping or biting her. Even the young college kid who she had to show her tits to, had flicked her nipple aggressively. Sergei by contrast, caressed her, and she was responding very favorably to his touch. As his hands moved down to her stomach, he tickled her gently just above her pubic area. Her stomach muscles started to tighten, a clear sign she was going to come again. Sergei put his lips behind her ear and started complimenting her.
"Sara, you are so beautiful, so soft to the touch," he began. "Your eyes are amazing and your smile makes my heart flutter."
This is what Sara needed to hear from her lover. Not a barrage of insults like "slut" or "cocksucker" that Adrian would rain on her, just before she came. Sergei was telling her he would never forget this day, as long as he lived, and this beautiful acknowledgment took her over the edge again.
Sara leaned her head back into him, so that he could nibble her ear, as he flattered her. Then she dug her high heels into the carpeted limo floor, and had another orgasm. She cried out Sergei's name as she came all over his cock. She rode him to three more thunderous orgasms, before she finally asked him to come for her.
"What position do you want me in Sergei?" she asked him.
He was too much of a gentleman to answer, and she really wanted him to have his greatest pleasure, so she began to outline his options.
"Doggy-style?" she offered, starting with most men's favorite.
She didn't get much response to her surprise. When she got to missionary, he nodded quietly and she beamed at him.
"My favorite" she said. "The most intimate position between two lovers."
Sara dismounted Sergei and slowly knelt before him. She told him she would clean him up first, as her juices were all over his cock. She used a wet wipe to get him respectable, and then helped him up from the rear seat. He was naked now, and his sixty-five year old body betrayed his age. He knelt on the floor by the rear seat, his erection twitching between his legs. She was amazed that this old man had so much stamina.
Sara gave herself a quick wipe between the legs, and then laid down on the leather seat at the rear of the limo. She opened her legs to invite him to fuck her, and he inched forward on his knees, until he reached her. He got to his feet, carefully climbed on top of her, and slid inside her.
The anal egg was still humming away inside her ass, but she had turned the speed down, as she had come about eight times already. Sergei started to thrust inside her, and she wrapped her legs around his back. He was looking in her eyes now, captivated by her beauty. She smiled sweetly at him and started to whisper gently in his ear.
"Make love to me Sergei. Come deep inside me whenever you are ready. You are a magnificent lover and I think you made me come eight or nine times. I wish we could be lovers and fuck every day."
The combination of her beauty, her schoolgirl outfit and her seductive dirty talk finally did the trick. Sara reached around and raked her nails across his ass, as he unloaded deep inside her. Sergei groaned and squirmed with pleasure as he came inside her. They stayed coupled for several minutes, kissing and basking in the moment. It was a stark contrast to how Adrian fucked her. As soon as he ejaculated, he withdrew and made her suck him clean.
Finally, after several minutes of kissing and intimate small talk, Sergei withdrew from her.
"Can we snuggle and watch the sunset together?" Sara asked him.
So, they sat in the seat facing the ocean, him still naked and her in her schoolgirl outfit. She put the crop top back on, but assured him she was in no hurry to leave. She wanted to relax and talk while they waited for the sunset.
They talked freely about many things. English was a second language for Sergei but they managed to communicate sufficiently.
"I really had a great time with you tonight, Sergei," Sara said softly. "I wasn't expecting it to be so romantic and fulfilling."
"How did you even get in this situation, Sara?" the old man replied. "I can't imagine my birthday treat was your idea."
"Adrian is blackmailing my husband and I," she said candidly. "Has been for the last few months."
"Yes, Ivan told me all about your trip to the college bar. He was pissed at the way Adrian treated you. So disrespectful to make you pleasure yourself in front of a complete stranger."
Sara hung her head with shame as Sergei touched a nerve. He apologized and offered to change the subject.
"No," Sara replied, "it feels good to talk to someone about it. I haven't told anyone before tonight."
"What leverage does Adrian have over you?" Sergei continued, now that Sara had given him the green light to talk about it.
"Family, of course. My Achilles heel. Adrian, Chris and I had a spontaneous consensual, intimate evening and Adrian has some compromising photos of us both. He is threatening to send some of my photos to my family. They live in the South, are extremely racist and would probably disown me."
"Family is the most important thing in the world," Sergei said with conviction. "You should fly home and tell your family what you have done. Pull the bandaid off. It will sting, but then you will be free of the blackmail. Your family will eventually forgive you."
Sara told Sergei that she wished there was a way out for her, but her family were very racist and would never forgive her.
"Believe me, your family will forgive just about anything. State Prisons are full of child molesters and murderers. Yet every weekend these abominable human beings get family visits. Blood is stronger than anything."
"I wish I could," Sara said sadly. "I wish it were that easy."
"Consider this then, Sara," Sergei said, coming at it from another angle. "How far will you allow Adrian to take you? Public nudity? Group sex? Physical transformation?"
"I know Adrian has plans to increase the size of my tits," she responded quietly. "I am hoping just to a 'D' cup, although he told the young college guy that copped a feel, that he was thinking about 'E' cups. I hope Adrian was just showing off. I would look ridiculous with 'E' cups. I am happy with my current 'C' cups."
Sara lowered her head in shame, at the thought of actually having to walk around with "E" cups, on her tiny frame. The possibility of this physical transformation made her shudder, and she continued in a subdued tone.
"I fully expect him to give me a facelift, too. I am much older than his usual girlfriends, and he has already told me that he likes his bitches young. He looked at me differently tonight, with more desire in his eyes, at the way I am made up so youthfully."
"You should ask yourself, if you are prepared to give control of your physical appearance, to another human being. So far, the changes Adrian has made to your appearance, are reversible. You are right about one thing though," Sergei said in a paternal manner, "you will look ridiculous with 'E' cups. Please don't let him do that to you."
"I don't have much choice Sergei," Sara said ruefully.
"Adrian is not a good man, Sara," Sergei said to her surprise. "I don't know what your agreement is with Adrian, but he is seeing other women too."
Sara recoiled at this revelation. Adrian was supposed to be shielding her from the risk of sexually transmitted diseases. How could this work if he was fucking other women? Sara wanted to ask Sergei who Adrian was fucking but didn't want to put him in a difficult situation. He worked for Adrian, after all.
Shortly after the subject changed, Sergei told Sara some pretty harsh truths about Adrian.
She learned that Adrian had referred to her as a "slut", the night that she had orgasmed on her knees in his driveway. She learned that Adrian had given Sergei her bridal panties, after making her hand them over in her driveway. This shocked my wife and she asked if he still had them.
His response made her smile and blush. "I discarded them that evening. I would have treasured them for life, if you had taken them off and given them to me personally."
Sara also learned something that really pissed her off. The night that Sergei drove to rescue Stacey and her from the dive bar, hadn't ended for Adrian, after he ran my wife home. Sara had sucked Adrian off twice that night. Then she had let him fuck her, when he said he might go to Stacey's for a night cap. According to Sergei, Adrian did go over to Stacey's, right after leaving my wife's driveway.
Sergei couldn't attest to what occurred inside Stacey's apartment, but could share what he had observed. Sara pressed him for the details and Sergei continued. He had dropped Adrian to Stacey's apartment, as soon as they left Sara's house. A few minutes later, Adrian called Sergei. He told him Stacey would be coming to the car to get his Sukebe chair. Adrian owned two of the lewd seats, and kept one in the trunk of the limousine.
Sergei recognized Stacey immediately, as he had given her a ride from the dive bar to a piano bar in Newport Beach, earlier that night. Stacey had come out to the limo dressed extremely provocatively, and in very high heels. Sergei had given Stacey the Sukebe chair, and she went back to her apartment. Shortly after, Adrian called his driver, and asked him to go to an ATM, and withdraw $500. Almost three hours later, Adrian and Stacey had emerged with his Sukebe chair. Adrian asked Sergei to give the cash to Stacey, and the two men left in the limousine.
Sara thanked Sergei for his honesty.
"I won't say anything to Adrian," she assured him. "I don't want to make your job any more difficult."
Sergei's response surprised her.
He said quietly, "I don't care what you say to him. Today is my last day working for him. I am going back to the Ukraine to retire. Talking to you tonight about family, makes me realize that I am away from mine. I am going to book a plane seat and fly home tomorrow. I urge you to do the same."
Sara had an epiphany, thanks to Sergei's kind words of support, and his stark words of warning. She made some spontaneous decisions too. Tonight would be her last sexual encounter with Adrian. She would remain friendly towards him, so as not to anger him unnecessarily. She was going to go home tonight and tell Chris what a good man he was and salvage their relationship. Finally, she was going to ask Chris to fly home with her, and tell her family what a stupid mistake she had made. Hopefully they could forgive her, and Adrian's leverage over her would be gone.
Sara and Sergei embraced as they sat together, watching the sunset.
"I am proud of you Sara, you are making the right decision," the old man said with a genuine smile.
"I am grateful that I met you Sergei," Sara responded lovingly.
It was such an intimate moment, neither of them wanted the evening to end. Sergei took another sip of his whiskey, and my wife noticed he had barely drank any of it.
"A lifetime of being a driver has restricted my use of alcohol," he told her. "Is it time to let Adrian know we are finished?"
Sara was still very horny thanks to the third ecstasy tablet. She wanted to enjoy some more of Sergei's gentle attention.
"Please just stay with me a while," Sara asked him softly.
"I would love to," the old man responded.
They sat there holding hands, and chatting about life, until twilight turned into dark. My wife turned the lights on in the limo, and set the mood by dimming them. Then she asked Sergei to move back to the middle of the rear seat, as she wanted to give him a lap dance. He was still naked, and his cock lay limp in his lap, apparently done for the day.
Sara was still in her heavily accessorized school girl uniform. The only thing missing were the panties, that she had tossed onto the holdall. My wife danced for Sergei as he relaxed naked, sipping his whiskey. She was seductively wiggling her ass and hips for him, like a stripper. She would alternate between dancing in front of him on her knees, and gyrating on his lap.
Sara kissed Sergei passionately, as she ground her pussy against his flaccid cock. She felt it twitch a couple of times, but knew that it was unlikely to get hard again, at his age. She was horny now, and took her show to the limo floor. She knelt on the plush carpet of the limousine, and fired up her anal stimulator. Then she simulated sex in various positions, as Sergei looked on intently. He was thoroughly enjoying the show, and to her amazement, his cock slowly started to rise.
Sara had packed some sex toys in the holdall, in case Sergei was unable to get an erection. Or, worse still, he had rebuffed her offer of a birthday blowjob. She figured she would masturbate for him, if he didn't want any sexual contact. So, she reached into the holdall, and pulled out a large dildo and her leg strap. The leg strap enabled her to secure the dildo to a man's lower thigh, and then mount it. She tossed the strap in front of her, and started to suck seductively on the dildo.
Sergei's cock was rising now as blood flowed to it, thanks to her lewd sexual provocation. She maintained eye contact with Sergei, as she gave the dildo a blowjob. The contrast between her innocent schoolgirl looks, and her lewd actions was exciting him, and his cock was now fully erect. She blew the dildo for several minutes, before looking directly at Sergei's cock, and licking her lips suggestively.
Sergei was erect now and enjoying her dirty show. My wife got on her knees in front of him, and slid the dildo into her wet pussy. The magic egg was still humming away in her anal passage, bringing her closer to orgasm. She was moving her head around, and her long platinum pigtails flailed behind her. She was fucking herself with the dildo as she knelt before him dressed as a schoolgirl.
Her short pleated skirt had risen up her thighs, exposing her plaid garter belt. She leaned slightly forward, and the undersized crop top squashed her tits together. Her beautiful blue eyes were piercing as she caught his gaze. She smiled seductively to indicate her availability to him, should he desire to have another orgasm. He was watching her with lust in his eyes, and this put her over the edge. She had another earth shattering orgasm, and slumped forward.
Sergei was still rock-hard enjoying the show. Sara got on her back next. She spread her legs wide apart, and started to play with her clitoris, as the dildo remained impaled deep inside her. She continued to climax repeatedly on her back, but she never got lost in the moment. She was putting on a show for the old man, and she kept making eye contact with him. Doggy-style was next, and she knew that this position was the most provocative.
Sara started on the floor, facing away from Sergei. Her little skirt barely covered her ass, making no attempt to conceal her missing panties. She had two fingers in her pussy, and was looking back at him over her shoulder, for her next orgasm. She winked at him, licked her lips and wiggled her tight little ass, just before she came.
The final orgasm in doggy-style, she tilted her head all the way back, so that her pigtails flowed down her back and reached her ass. She arched her back and once again wiggled her ass, as if to say "take me." After she came, she laid motionless on the limo floor for a few moments, to compose herself.
Then Sara got on her knees and undid her crop-top. The garment was too small for her, and her tits sprung free when she undid it. She crawled over to Sergei and they kissed tenderly. She picked up the dildo strap, and asked Sergei to lift his right leg slightly, from the leather seat. She slid the strap under his leg just above his right knee, and secured it firmly to his lower thigh. Then she locked the base of her dildo into the attachment on the strap. Voila! Sergei had an eight-inch cock growing out of his leg, and Sara was going to ride it.
She slowly lowered herself onto the dildo, and started bobbing up and down on it. This felt much more intimate than the naughty sex show she had entertained him with. They could kiss and embrace now, as she fucked the dildo. Also her tits were right in his face, and he caressed them tenderly. She had two more orgasms bouncing up and down on his knee, as her kissed and licked her breasts. After she came, they embraced and kissed for a few minutes.
Sara removed the leg strap from Sergei, and noticed that he was still rock-hard. Also, he had been leaking pre-cum, as he watched her sex show. She grabbed his cock and gave it a squeeze and was surprised that his erection felt very strong.



"Sergei," she exclaimed, "how on earth do you possess such stamina?"
Sergei looked embarrassed as he spoke. "Adrian gave me two blue tablets when we shared a non-alcoholic beer together. He told me they were energy pills but I now realize that they were performance enhancing drugs. I am sorry Sara."
"Sergei, that is not your fault. As it turns out, I am very happy that you ended up taking them. We have had quite the encounter," she said genuinely.
What pissed Sara off, was that Adrian would give the old man Viagra, so that she would have to work much harder for Sergei's load. Asshole!
Knowing that Sergei was going to quit after tonight, emboldened Sara. She no longer had to worry about the repercussions on Sergei's employment. Adrian had fallen in love with her, and wouldn't do anything to hurt her. She had given him a specific, albeit extremely short, list of hard sexual limits. She had invited him to test her, to push her boundaries and Sergei was such a test.
However, by turning her quick birthday blowjob into a full blown girlfriend experience, she had turned the tables on Adrian. She wanted to rub Adrian's nose in her infidelity, especially after learning about Stacey. Even more, now that she was aware that Adrian had given the old man a powerful dose of sexual stimulant, to make her job more difficult.
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As Sara knelt in front of Sergei with his cock in her hand, she wanted to punish Adrian. To make him jealous. To make him hear her cries of sexual pleasure, at the hands of another man.
She got on the intercom and said "Newport Beach, please."
Adrian responded. "Are you guys done back there? Are you ready to switch drivers?" he asked in a irritable voice.
Sara responded, "Yes, we are done. However, Sergei has had a few whiskies and fell asleep. He is in no position to drive. We will need to drop him home first and then we can resume our date-night. I just need to drop something off in Newport Beach first, down by Balboa Pier. Let me know when we are at the Pier please."
With that said, she switched off the intercom. Sergei and Sara shared a laugh at Adrian's expense, and waited to see what his response would be. A few seconds later the car started up, and they rolled away from Little Laguna Beach heading for Balboa Pier. Adrian had apparently decided to take the old man home, and then take his frustrations out on my wife's ass.
Balboa was about a thirty minute drive and Sara refocused her attention on Sergei. He was still rock-hard, but now my wife knew why. She placed one hand tenderly on the old man's face.
"Sergei," she told him. "I want to give you everything Adrian ever took from me sexually, if you will permit me."
Ever the gentleman, he quietly nodded his consent. Sara kissed him again, and then started to kiss his neck and nibble his ear. She slowly moved her lips down his body to his nipples, then his stomach and finally to his belly button. She left a trail of red lipstick, as she licked and kissed him. When she got to his cock, she cleaned the pre-cum from the tip of it, with her tongue.
"Are you close to orgasm, baby?" she asked him.
"I have everything under control," he assured her.
Sara sucked his cock for a few moments. She was really enjoying being Sergei's birthday gift, and decided to disobey Adrian's directive, by removing the magic egg from her ass. She did this while kneeling in front of Sergei, and he was unaware of her action. At the same time she grabbed the KY lubricant from the holdall, and quietly flipped the lid open.
Sara wanted Sergei to enjoy every single pleasure she had ever provided Adrian. She removed her lips from Sergei's cock, and held her tits together in front of Sergei's face. He gave her nipples a tender lick, and once again my wife felt herself lubricating internally at his soft touch. She asked Sergei to place his hands on hers, so they were both squeezing her tits together. Then she slowly extricated her hands from under his, and told him to hold her breasts together.
Sara picked up the lube and squirted it all over her tits, and into the gap between them. She slowly lowered her body towards Sergei's stiff cock. Between them, they maneuvered her into position, and his cock slid between her amply oiled tits.
Once he was in position, Sara moved up and down, so that he was fucking her breasts. Sergei remained a complete gentleman, in stark contrast to that aggressive prick Adrian, who had started to really pound away at her breasts, when he was in a similar situation.
Sara allowed Sergei to fuck her breasts gently for several minutes. She alternated between kissing him, and licking the tip of his cock, as it emerged from her pert 'C' cups. Sergei was leaking pre-cum, and Sara would occasionally take his cock-head between her lips and suck it from him. As he approached his orgasm, she gazed into his eyes and started to talk to him.
"Does that feel good baby, fucking my tits? I want you to have your best birthday ever, Sergei."
Sergei let out a little whimper of pleasure, but was pretty much speechless.
"I want to swallow your next load," she whispered seductively.
Then she lowered her head, and took the very tip of his cock into her mouth. Sara started to suck his cock as he fucked her breasts. He stiffened up immediately at the extra stimulation, and she knew Sergei was close. The power she could wield over men through sex, was intoxicating, and she felt herself get even wetter.
Sergei started thrusting between her tits and moaning. He came in her mouth moments later, and she kept her lips on him until he stopped grinding his hips. Sara lifted her head up, and feigning innocence the way Adrian had taught her, opened her mouth and swallowed Sergei's semen.
Sergei tried to kiss her but she stopped him, and asked for a moment to clean up first. She brushed her teeth again using bottled water, and then gargled some mouthwash. After she spat the minty liquid in a glass, she sat on Sergei's lap and allowed him to kiss her. He was apologetic for getting too excited, and thrusting his cock before he came in her mouth. Sara would hear none of it.
"Sergei, you have been a perfect gentleman all evening. You have made me feel very special, cherished and respected. You have exemplary manners, a rare quality in a man these days."
They kissed and muttered sweet nothings to each other. His gentle nature and respectful behavior, had made her forget his physical appearance, and she was genuinely enthralled with his company. They were touching each other now, and kissing like they were on a prom night date. Their intimacy was interrupted again as Adrian came on the intercom.
He was back in character now, and said cheerfully "Balboa Pier ma'am."
Sara responded "the address I am going to is 235 Balboa Road."
Adrian responded "yes ma'am."
Sergei looked at Sara with an intrigued smile. Being a driver, he had a great memory for addresses. He knew they were heading to Stacey's apartment, and he wondered out loud, how long it would take for Adrian to realize. Sergei told my wife that he didn't want her to make a scene at Stacey's.
Sara laughed and said "I won't make a scene, I promise. I just want to dump Adrian's Sukebe chair at her doorstep. Is it still in the trunk?"
Sergei told Sara that Adrian did indeed keep one of the Sukebe chairs in his limo. It was in the trunk, but Sergei could retrieve it through the rear seat pass-through. They got up from the rear seat, and Sergei released a lever on each side of it. It folded forward, revealing an access hole to the trunk.
Sergei reached into the trunk, and moved the small acrylic chair into the cab of the limo. He folded the rear seat back, and locked it into place. The chair was absolutely spotless. Maybe it was washed after each use. Whatever the case, it was clean like a piece of medical equipment.
Adrian announced sheepishly over the intercom that they had arrived. The last time Adrian was here, he had arrived in the back of the limo, unaware of the landmarks or surroundings. For this reason, he actually parked right in front of the building, before he realized it was Stacey's place. Sara told him to park up and wait.
I imagine Adrian was quite stressed as he waited outside Stacey's house. Sara was going to put the Sukebe chair on Stacey's doorstep. That way, it would be visible to all her neighbors in the morning, and they would know Stacey was an ass-eating slut. Now as Sergei knelt on the limo floor examining the lewd chair, Sara had a better idea.
"I want to do one more thing for you baby, before we have to go home," she told him.
She put her hand on his face and kissed the end of his nose. "Please trust me Sergei. Let me pleasure you one more time, before you leave for the Ukraine."
Sergei was so enthralled with Sara, that he agreed without hesitation. She asked him to sit on the chair and he did so. She told him a little about how the Sukebe chair experience is best enjoyed. She also explained that the rituals start with a bath, for a thorough cleanse.
Smiling she pulled out the wet wipes, and began to clean the brow of his forehead. She wiped his neck down, under his armpits and across his chest. Then she knelt before him and tenderly cleaned his feet, with a fresh wet wipe. Sara imitated the submissive nature of Asian women, that she had seen in porn videos depicting erotic massages. She spread his legs slightly apart and cleaned his cock thoroughly. Then she reached under him and cleaned his balls and scrotum.
Sara used a fresh wet wipe for each area, and Sergei told her it felt like a sponge bath he had in hospital once. She walked around him and knelt behind the chair. Reaching under his buttocks, she cleaned his taint, and then made several passes on his ass. He wasn't very hairy under his ass. Not waxed like Adrian, but trimmed and well-groomed.
Once she was sure he was squeaky clean, Sara disposed of the used wet wipes and cleaned her own hands with a fresh one. She laid a cushion on the floor in front of him between his legs. Then she moved behind him, knelt down, and started to kiss the back of his neck.
As she nibbled his ears she whispered, "Sergei, you are a magnificent lover. I came so many times that I am truly satiated. This evening is coming to a close, and I want the rest of it to be all about you."
Sergei started to breathe hard now, as Sara moved her tongue and lips slowly down his spine. She was kissing his back, and licking him with short gentle strokes of her tongue. She was moving tantalizingly slowly, and it took her several minutes to reach the top of his butt-cheeks.
When she got to his buttocks she roamed all over them, alternating between licking, kissing and nibbling them. He had goosebumps all over his ass from the heightened arousal. She gently licked between his ass-cheeks, right at the base of his spine. He let out another whimper of pleasure.
Sara abruptly removed her tongue from his spine base, and he heard her moving and shuffling behind her. A few seconds later he could feel her warm breath under his nuts. She didn't touch him yet, but just breathed on him, to let him know she was positioned underneath him. She waited several seconds, before making actual physical contact with him. She could sense his anticipation as he sat on the Sukebe chair, breathing heavily.
Finally, after what must have been an eternity for him, Sara extended her tongue and lightly grazed his nuts with the tip of it. Sergei jumped and they both giggled.
She licked his nuts gently again. "How does that feel Sergei?" she asked.
He responded with a moan of pleasure, so Sara continued her little game of sexual torture. Every few seconds she licked a slightly different area of his balls, to keep him guessing. Next she nibbled his scrotum which he reacted favorably to. She moved on to sucking his nuts holding them in her mouth for several seconds at a time. She teased his balls for nearly fifteen minutes before emerging face-first from under the chair.
He was looking down at his cock, when he saw Sara's face appear from under his balls. She was smiling up at him, her piercing blue eyes seeking his approval. She moved her lips to the underside of his cock, and gave it a tender kiss. Then she moved the cushion into a comfortable position, and rested her head upon it for support.
Sara arranged her platinum pigtails, so that they rested either side of the cushion. They were still held in place with the long plaid bows. Her head was the perfect height, resting as it was on the cushion. She started to kiss the shaft of his cock, as it draped over the front of the chair. It twitched a little as she nibbled the underside.
Sara said quietly, "Do you have one more load for me left in your nuts, Sergei?"
Sergei was looking down at the incredible visual below him. He could see my wife's pretty eyes, as she worked on the shaft of his cock. The acrylic chair was completely see-through, so he was able to see her breasts jiggling around, as she was without her crop-top. Her red fingernails were stroking his nuts, as she licked and nibbled his shaft. He was semi-hard now thanks to the Viagra. Sara took his cock-head in her mouth and started to suck him off. She was intentionally making lewd slurping sounds, hoping that Adrian could hear her.
Once Sergei was almost hard, Sara slid out from under the chair and knelt on the cushion. She kissed him briefly, and then lowered her head into his lap and continued to blow him. She sucked his cock until he was completely erect. Then she turned around, so that she had her back to him, and laid down on her back on the limo carpet.
She gave him one last adoring look that she normally reserved for Adrian. Then she slid back under the Sukebe chair, head first, so she was facing in the opposite direction. Sergei felt her soft lips nibbling his scrotum again, and looked down to admire the new visual.
Sara's legs protruded from the front of the chair now. He could see her tiny pleated schoolgirl skirt. It was so short, that it offered no modesty. Her garter belt straps were visible again, as she had raised her knees and dug her heels into the carpet. He could see her stomach was tight and lean from working out regularly.
Sara extended one of her hands under the chair, and was stroking his cock with her nails to keep him hard. She continued nibbling his nutsack and then slowly moved her tongue back to his taint. He sucked in his breath at this new sensation, and my wife softly kissed and licked this sensitive area.
Sara teased him like this for a few moments and then flipped open the bottle of KY lube. She removed her hand from his cock, and poured a little lube on it. Then returning her now lubricated hand to his cock, she slowly jerked him off. She shuffled back a couple more inches and started to breathe lightly on his asshole. Sergei was stiff again now with anticipation. She blew a couple more times softly on his ass, and then kissed his butthole.
Sara withdrew her soft lips from Sergei's asshole and asked the old man, "Does that feel good, Sergei? Are you ready for me to rim you?"
Sergei let out another whimper of pleasure, but couldn't find words to accompany it. He was just overwhelmed with the pure physical delight of Sara's attention to his nether regions.
Judging by his reaction, he liked this new stimulation, so Sara extended her soft little tongue, and started to tenderly lick his ass. She smiled as Sergei stiffened up, and she heard him suck in a deep breath through his gritted teeth.
Sara had only ever rimmed one man before, and Adrian had responded favorably to her efforts. She gave Sergei the same treatment, licking around his asshole, nibbling his taint and kissing the entrance to his butt. Finally, after much teasing she stuck the tip of her tongue inside his asshole. She continued to jerk his cock to keep him erect.
Sara rimmed Sergei for over half an hour, worshipping his ass, nuts and taint, as he squirmed and whimpered on the Sukebe chair. It seemed like a very fitting payback. They were parked right in front of Stacey's front door. The same location that Adrian had recently enjoyed Stacey's attentions, as he relaxed in the Sukebe chair. Sara prayed that Adrian, that arrogant asshole, could hear Sergei's whimpers of pleasure as she serviced the old man.
When Sara came up from under the chair, Sergei's cock was in serious need of relief. It was swollen and blood engorged, from the teasing he had endured. He was leaking copious amounts of pre-cum, and she had his seminal juices all over the front of her schoolgirl skirt. Sergei's breathing was ragged, he was sweating, and he looked like he was in danger of collapsing, from the overwhelming stimulation.
Sara wiped her face clean with a wet wipe, crawled over to Sergei and resumed sucking his cock. She assumed he was ready for his final orgasm, having been kept right on the edge for over thirty minutes.
He did manage to whisper hoarsely, "Sara, I am close."
Sara removed her lips from his cock and kissed him on the tip of his nose.
"You have fantastic staying power," she told him. "but I am happy that you are close, Sergei," Sara said tenderly.
Once she was satisfied that Sergei was going to have another orgasm, she got on the intercom.
"Home please. No sign of that bitch Stacey," she said.
Adrian's response was his usual "yes ma'am" as he started the car.
He just wanted to drop Sergei off, and get a piece of my wife's ass for himself. The car pulled out of the residential street and headed for San Clemente, about forty minutes south.
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Sara allowed Sergei a few minutes to compose himself. She gave him a bottled water and knelt before him, teasing his inner thighs with her manicured fingernails.
"Are you ready to come again?" she asked him, once his breathing returned to normal.
He nodded enthusiastically and Sara smiled and said, "it will be my honor to get you off again, Sergei."
Sara grabbed a condom from her holdall and put in on Sergei's erect penis, using just her mouth. He seemed quite surprised with this development, but agreeably went with her program.
"Trust me, this will make sense," she told him.
Sergei was having the time of his life, and was happy to do whatever she wanted at this point. After Sara put the condom on him, she helped him out of the low-slung chair. She moved to the back seat and laid the top half of her body on it. Then she wiggled her ass, to let him know how she wanted him to have his final orgasm. He knelt down behind her and positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy.
Sara was very wet and he slid right in and started to fuck her doggy-style. She removed the bows from her pigtails, and her long blonde hair cascaded down her back. She arched her back submissively and turned back towards him.
"Fuck me Sergei," she whispered.
He needed no more invitation and started to move in and out of her in a steady rhythm. Once Sara felt that the condom was sufficiently lubricated with her juices, she reached behind her back. She placed one hand on his stomach, and stopped him thrusting into her. Then she removed her hand from his belly, reached under herself, and slowly withdrew his stiff cock from her pussy. She moved it to the entrance of her ass, and looked back at him with a devious smile.
"One last hole you haven't enjoyed yet! This will really piss Adrian off," she told Sergei with a giggle. "He is very territorial about my asshole, and will be extremely jealous when I tell him you enjoyed a piece of it."
Sergei placed his hands gently on Sara's ass, and very slowly inched forward. Adrian fucked her ass regularly, and prior to this moment, was the only man to ever do so. My wife also spent a lot of time with the aluminum egg lodged in her anus. So Sergei was able to enter her tight sphincter, with relative ease.
"Does that feel even tighter than my pussy?" Sara asked him.
It felt much tighter than her pussy, and he said quietly, "Sara, this feels incredible!"
A few weeks ago, when Adrian had first defiled this beautiful woman, Sergei had said that she was his dream girl. Now he was fucking her in the ass, in Adrian's limo, on his very last day of work.
Ever the gentleman, Sergei asked, "Are you completely satisfied Sara? I am getting close."
Sara looked back at him and said "this is all about you Sergei. Come whenever you are ready."
Sara wasn't quite finished with the birthday surprises. She picked up the vibrating egg and set it on a medium speed. Then, buoyed by her success using this trick on Adrian, she placed the egg under Sergei's nuts. This elicited the most response of anything she had tried all evening.
Sergei stiffened up immediately and grunted "oh my, that feels amazing."
Sara started to talk to Sergei, as he fucked her in the ass. She knew he was too much of a gentleman to respond to filthy talk, so she kept it clean.
"You are a fantastic lover, Sergei," she began. "I love your gentle touch, it feels so good to have you inside my tight ass."
He kept his hands on her butt, as he fucked her doggy-style. She wiggled her ass and tossed her hair around, as she continued to flatter him.
"I wish we could make love every day Sergei. I could get used to being under the Sukebe chair, worshipping your nuts!"
Sergei stiffened up, let out a loud groan, and had a strong orgasm into the condom he was wearing. He thrusted deep into Sara's ass several times, emptying his nuts into the prophylactic. My wife continued to wiggle her ass, and grind back against him, as he struggled to control his heavy breathing. Finally he fell forward and rested his weight on her back. He was completely spent, having come four times.
After Sergei recovered, he withdrew his sheathed cock from Sara's ass. She turned towards him and grabbed his penis. She removed the condom, and tied a knot in the open end of it. Sergei looked confused, and once again she told him to trust her.
She kissed him tenderly and said, "you are a gentleman and an amazing lover. I am going to make Adrian very jealous."
Sara looked out of the window of the limo, as it sped south towards San Clemente. She recognized the Volkswagen dealership in San Juan Capistrano as they passed it, and told Sergei they were about ten minutes from home. As she gathered her stuff together, she felt melancholy that she would never see this sweet old man again.
Sara put her crop-top back on, and adjusted it so that her tits were on display. She straightened her tiny pleated skirt, and noticed that there were visible semen stains all over the front of it. This was from Sergei leaking pre-cum profusely, as she rimmed him. She put the Sukebe chair right by the limo door, so that it would be the first thing Adrian saw, when he opened the door.
Sergei chuckled as she arranged things, to rub the evening's events in Adrian's face. Sergei had nothing to lose. He was quitting his job tonight. My wife undid the knot in the condom and put her finger inside it. She scooped up some semen and painted her nose and lips with it. Sergei laughed as she repeated the action, and coated the top of her breasts with the shiny fluid.
Sara coated her neck with Sergei's jism. Then she poured the remainder of the contents of the condom into her hair, at the very front, so that it was clearly visible.
"If you hadn't spent the evening with me, how do I look?" she asked him.
"With respect, well used," he responded with a laugh.
"Take a photo of me Sergei," Sara asked him, as she handed him her phone.
Sara knelt on the limo floor, lowered her head slightly so that the semen in her hair was visible, and looked up submissively at the camera. Sergei snapped a few photos and handed the phone back to her. She selected the picture that best conveyed her defilement, and sent it to Sergei. She also sent him the cutest, most innocent photo of her in her schoolgirl outfit, taken by Adrian, prior to her prolonged encounter with the old man.
Sergei admired the before and after photos, shook his head in disbelief, and thanked Sara for the best night of his life. Sara responded that she had thoroughly enjoyed his company, and hoped that Sergei would share the two photos with Adrian, after he quit.
The car exited the freeway, shortly after she had covered herself in Sergei's ejaculate. A few moments later, Adrian came onto the intercom.
"We are at your house baby. Why don't you freshen up, and I will drop Sergei off and pick you up in an hour."
Sara responded that Sergei had worn her out, and she needed to sleep. When Adrian opened the limo door a few moments later, he recoiled in shock. The first thing he saw, was Sergei relaxing naked on his Sukebe chair. There was a cushion placed strategically under it, and a bottle of KY lubricant lying by the side of it. It was obvious that Sara had given Sergei a rimjob.
Sara fake-stumbled out of the limousine, acting very intoxicated. She was wearing her schoolgirl uniform, and there was semen all over the front of the skirt. She slurred her words and tried to kiss Adrian. He recoiled as he saw she had semen on her lips and nose, that appeared to be fresh. It hadn't even dried yet.
As Adrian looked her over, he kept noticing additional signs that Sergei had completely defiled her. Sara had his come on her neck, and all over her tits. Sergei had apparently tit-fucked her too. When she stepped into the light she lowered her head, and apologized to Adrian, while slurring her words. With her head lowered, Adrian noticed semen in her hair, for fuck's sake.
"What the fuck?" Adrian said under his breath, and clearly in a daze.
How many times had this old man fucked his girlfriend, and in how many ways? My wife turned her attention to Sergei.
"Thank you for a wonderful birthday celebration," she told him. "You were amazing. Maybe we can do this again next year. Even better every year!"
She reached in and grabbed her hold-all. As she bent over, her short skirt rode up over her ass-cheeks, and Adrian could see that she had lost her panties. He also noticed that she had quite a lot of lube around her asshole. Adrian's face clouded over, as he questioned whether or not Sergei had sodomized his future wife.
Sara kissed Sergei tenderly, and thanked him again. Then she retrieved her panties from the holdall, and gave them to him. He smiled at her as he took them.
Sara turned to walk up her driveway, and walked a few steps, seductively wiggling her ass. Then she asked Adrian to help her with her trench coat.
"My husband doesn't deserve to see me completely defiled like this," she said to a very pissed off Adrian. "He is a good man, ten times the man you are. I am going back to my husband tonight to tell him just that. Good night, Adrian."
As Sara limped towards the front door, she feigned discomfort.
She turned back towards the two men and exclaimed, "Sergei, you animal, I can barely walk."
Adrian looked at her with an open mouth, as he realized that Sergei had plucked the forbidden fruit, and had fucked Sara in the ass.
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THIS STORY IS A SEQUEL TO THE "MY BEST FRIEND DATES MY WIFE" MULTI-PART SERIES. I RECOMMEND READING THIS SERIES FIRST TO UNDERSTAND THE CONTEXT OF WHY MY WIFE IS SUBMITTING TO MY BEST FRIEND.
Adrian was livid at the stunt that Sara and his driver, Sergei, had pulled on him. He grilled Sara about the events of the evening, and was particularly pissed about the fact that Sergei had enjoyed anal sex with Sara. The old man had butt-fucked Adrian's fiancé, a sexual act which was supposed to be totally off-limits, to all other men.
Furthermore, Sara had told Adrian, that I was ten times the man that he was, which did not sit well with him. His anger increased when Sergei quit the following morning to return to the Ukraine. Especially when the old man sent two pictures of Sara in her schoolgirl uniform, before and after her defilement. Sara helped Sergei with the caption.
Designed to further inflame Adrian, it read, "Sara, your future wife. Her asshole, my birthday present!"
Sara later told me that she had to suppress her laughter, when a very pissed off Adrian shared the photos with her. Adrian had fallen for Sara, so she knew he wasn't going to hurt or punish her. She warned me that Adrian was on the warpath, and I tried to stay out of his way. Apparently his anger had also accelerated his timeframe, because later that morning Adrian called me at work.
"Have you made the decision to divorce Sara?" he began aggressively.
"Respectfully Adrian, I thought I had three months to make up my mind. I still have at least two weeks left," I replied trying to diffuse his anger.
"Things have changed, I need your answer today. In fact I need it now," he continued.
I could tell he was very agitated, and I knew why. Adrian had offered a birthday blowjob, courtesy of Sara, to his sixty-five year old driver. Sara ended up giving Sergei a multiple-hour girlfriend experience, in which he came four times, and enjoyed all of Sara's holes. Adrian was furious at them both for fucking with him. However, Sergei quit the following day, and Adrian was falling in love with Sara, so it was my ass he came to punish.
I decided to stall him. Sara had come home last night tipsy, and high on ecstasy, after an unexpectedly enjoyable sexual encounter with Adrian's driver, Sergei. Apparently, Sergei and my wife had a conversation about the importance of family, and Sara had decide to go and visit hers. She planned to tell them of her consensual sexual encounter with Adrian, and of the resulting blackmail attempt.
Sara wanted me to fly home with her for moral support, and I agreed. Sara was giddy about her impending freedom from Adrian, and told me she wanted to join the Mile High Club, on our flight to see her parents. We booked a flight for the upcoming weekend, and I was excited at the prospect of fucking Sara in the airplane bathroom.
She would never have done such a thing, prior to meeting Adrian. It would also be nice to beat that asshole to the punch, with some sexual experience with Sara. I knew they hadn't fucked on an airplane yet! We had a great conversation about our future, and Sara vowed to give Adrian up as a sexual partner. In fact, we agreed to end our open marriage, and be a monogamous, committed couple. So, it was for this reason that I decided to stall Adrian.
"I just need a few more days," I told him. "I want Stacey to tell me in person, that she is on board with being my live-in girlfriend, before I commit to the divorce. Can I let you know for sure, after the weekend?"
This did not sit well with Adrian.
"You are going to fucking regret stalling me, you little prick," he yelled down the phone, before he hung up on me.
I tried to call him back several times, to reason with him, but he wouldn't take my call. I was stressed out and sick with worry, as I wondered which of the incriminating photos he would send, and to whom. He was very wealthy and well known in our relatively small town. In a series of co-ordinated moves, he began to reduce my standing in the community.
Less than an hour after I tried to stall Adrian, he emailed a compromising photo of me to my personal assistant. Melody was a recent college graduate, just twenty-two years old, and in her first job out of school. She didn't deserve to get that photo, and reacted with disgust when it arrived in her email inbox. The photo was of me naked, and on my knees, rimming a muscular black man. My nose was buried in Adrian's asshole, so my face was not recognizable.
However, the accompanying note stated, "Melody, this is what your boss, Chris, gets up to on the weekends."
Melody came to my office door very freaked out, and on the verge of tears. I managed to calm her down, and tried to get her to close my door and talk to me. However, she didn't even want to be in the same office as me. She did agree to come with me to the conference room, as long as the Human Resources Manager was with us.
It was a nightmare how quickly this escalated, and within ten minutes of Melody receiving the email, the three of us were in the conference room. Melody shared the picture with me and Martha, the HR Manager. As soon as I saw the photo, I knew I was cooked.
Even though my face wasn't recognizable, the very distinctive wallpaper in my home office was. Martha and I had worked together for a long time, and were friends. As a senior manager in the company, I had entertained other senior managers at my home several times, and Martha had been to my house on more than one occasion. She instantly recognized my home-office, and gave me a dirty look.
To her credit, she didn't say anything in front of Melody, but it was clear to me that I was finished. Melody wanted to go home for the day, and was hinting of filing a sexual harassment lawsuit. She was excused, and left without making eye contact with me.
Martha turned to me to offer advice. She told me that as the HR Manager she was required to file a sexual harassment report. However, as my friend, she advised me to quit immediately.
"Do not allow them to fire you and have the stain of sexual harassment follow you around," she told me bluntly. "If you get terminated, you will have to attend an unemployment benefits hearing, to qualify for any payments. This will open up another can of worms," she continued. "Your best option is to quit."
I trusted her implicitly, and handed in my notice. Martha got the IT guy to delete the picture and email from Melody's computer, and the main server, as if it had never occurred. Twenty minutes later, I was out the door, having worked there for most of my adult life.
My monthly income was reduced dramatically. It now consisted of a few hundred dollars a month, from dividends and interest from my investments. We had been living month to month for a long time, although I kept Sara in the dark about our financial issues.
The harsh reality was that she was a high maintenance Orange County woman, and I could no longer afford her. I had no idea how to break the news to her, especially as we were on the verge of a reconciliation. She had just vowed to dump Adrian as a sexual partner, we were scheduled to fly and see her parents this weekend, and now this new development could fuck everything up.
My next call was to Adrian. I wanted to scream at him over the phone. However, he had just given me a stark indication of the damage he could wreak with my life, so I tried to remain calm. The purpose of my call was to talk to him about my finances, and it went straight to his voicemail.
He managed the finances of a few NFL players, and had wrapped my small portfolio in with the millions of dollars of NFL money. This gave me a much higher return than I could get from Bank of America, but it also meant I had to meet with him to release my money. He was a total dick about it. I left him several messages before he even called me back. Then, the earliest he could meet with me was later this week.
We made an appointment and I showed up at his office on time. He kept me waiting for thirty minutes, before his secretary was asked to let me in. I was enraged by the time I got to see him, but again, it was in my best interests to be calm, or at least, act calm.
We got down to business, and I told him I needed to cash in my CDs, sell my stocks and get access to my 401k retirement money. He gave me a very condescending speech about the financial penalties I would incur, from the early termination of my CDs.
Then a similar "don't do it unless you have no other options" speech about getting out of the stock market, during a bad run for the Dow Jones. He was just fucking with me. He knew I had quit my job, to avoid being terminated for sexual harassment. He had sent the compromising photo to my assistant, that started the whole mess.
Adrian knew I had no other options. He knew I needed the cash. Today. He also told me that it was his duty to inform me, that he would make a commission from my transactions today. This was another kick in the nuts, to know that Adrian would profit from my loss.
Adrian processed the paperwork, and then dropped the final bombshell. Sara would have to sign all of the paperwork too. Fuck! I was really trying to keep this low-key. Now that I had no income, I just wanted some cash in the bank to stay afloat. I nodded my head dejectedly, and reached for my phone to call Sara. Adrian told me he would handle it, and called his secretary to get Sara on the phone. Sara called him right back.
They had a brief phone conversation, before Adrian said, "Chris is here in my office, trying desperately to scramble some cash together."
I really wanted to go across the desk at him, but I knew I was no match for him physically. That is the reason why I hid behind the plantation shutters like a total pussy, as my wife sucked him off in her new yellow dress. That is the reason why I picked up his empty beer cans, after he kicked them across my office floor. That is the reason why I stayed hiding behind the bathroom door, as he urinated all over my wife in the shower. I was scared of a physical confrontation with this man. I knew I could never win a fight against Adrian.
Sara showed up a few minutes later, in a lovely pink silk dress that I had never seen before. She had acquired a lot of new clothes recently, courtesy of Adrian. Clothes that were way out of my budget. She kissed me on the lips, right in front of Adrian, as if to reaffirm her change in priorities. Then she leaned across the corner of Adrian's desk, to give him a friendly hug.
As she bent forward, I could see the straps of her garter-belt and her tiny thong underwear, through the silk of the form-fitting dress. I felt my cock stir in my pants, at the thought of Adrian taking her from behind in this dress, on their weekly date-night.
Then it hit me, those days are over. My wife is mine again, not his fuck-toy anymore. This was going to take some getting used to. We would break the news to Adrian together, after our weekend visit to Sara's parents, to discuss Sara's interracial affair. We were fully committed to telling Adrian to get the fuck out of our lives, and I couldn't wait to see that asshole's face when he realized Sara and I were reunited.
After the pleasantries were completed, Sara sat right next to me, and we held hands in solidarity. It was my turn to make Adrian jealous, and I was reveling in it, as we started the paperwork. Sara and I kissed in front of him a couple of times, just a light peck on the lips, but it was clear we were reunited. I felt like I was getting under Adrian's skin, because he excused himself under the pretense of getting another form from his Secretary.
As soon as he left the office Sara spoke. "Baby, I booked us a hotel room for tonight, to celebrate our new commitment to each other. If money is a little tight right now, I can cancel it."
It would have been smart, from a financial perspective, to cancel the room. I had just lost my job, and apparently Sara had splurged on the Honeymoon Suite. However, the thought of fucking my wife doggy-style, in her pink silk dress and garter-belt, clouded my judgment, and I told Sara to keep the reservation. I would tell her about my job loss tomorrow, after our fun night together, I reasoned.
"Thanks baby," she beamed. "Tonight will be all about you. I will get on my knees and suck you off later. My bag is already packed. I have some new lingerie to wear for you, and I got my schoolgirl costume back from the dry-cleaners. You deserve it!"
My cock jumped around in my pants, as I visualized Sara kneeling before me in her schoolgirl uniform, with my cock in her mouth. I just couldn't wait to check into that hotel, whatever it cost.
A few moments later, Adrian returned to the office with another piece of paper, and a smile on his face. He put the new form on the desk, and began to complete the application. One of the questions was concerning whether the disbursement was due to a hardship. Apparently, some of the early-withdrawal penalties could be waived, if the reason for the withdrawal was hardship. Adrian made a check-mark on the application form, to indicate that a hardship was involved.
"Why are we making a hardship claim, baby?" Sara asked, looking at me for clarification.
Adrian, realizing that I hadn't told Sara about my job loss yet, sensed an opportunity to drive a wedge between us.
"Well, Sara, as you know, Chris is currently unemployed due to a sexual harassment claim from his personal assistant, Melody," Adrian began cheerfully. "Unexpected job loss is one of the accepted hardship cases. Particularly, as the nature of his departure from his job, will seriously diminish his employment prospects," he added with a smirk.
Sara immediately removed her hand from mine, and said, "Is this true?" while glaring at me. "Not the part about you fucking Melody," she clarified, "the part about you being currently unemployed? How are we going to pay our bills? How are we going to eat? Will I have to give up my Mercedes?"
Sara's lack of interest in my relationship with Melody, was very short-lived. "You are fucking Melody? I mean our marriage is open, and technically you are allowed a little on the side, but your twenty-two year old assistant? Really Chris? How long has this been going on? Do you fuck her at work? Did she suck you off to get the job in the first place?"
She peppered me with so many questions at once, I didn't know where to start. I guess I decided the most important thing, was to let Sara know that the allegations were completely unfounded.
Before I could speak, Adrian chimed in, "I am impressed Chris. Melody is hot! I didn't think you had it in you, to have a little side-piece. Especially at work. I bet you tap that ass very regularly. Respect! That bitch is fresh out of college."
I shuffled uneasily in my seat, and Sara's body language changed completely, as she folded her arms and turned away from me.
Adrian continued, "Guys, I do have other appointments today. We can get this paperwork done, or we can continue with our impromptu marriage-counseling session, but we don't have time for both."
"Let's finish the paperwork, Adrian," Sara said coldly. Then glaring at me she said, "We still have an open marriage, and if you want to play that game, so will I!"
Adrian finally shut up, but the damage had been done. Sara and I were going to have a difficult conversation later that day. I could tell Sara was raging, but she accepted that we needed to focus on the task at hand, and she started to sign her portion of the documents. After everything was signed by Sara and I, Adrian handed me a copy of the paperwork.
"You can expect a check within about three weeks," he said impassively.
"Three weeks, Adrian?" I said angrily. "Why so long? I thought we were getting our money today."
"Well, the check request has to be signed off by me, and then by the District Manager. That will take a few days, as we are both extremely busy. After that, it gets mailed to the Audit Department for review and approval," he said condescendingly.
"Can't you expedite the process Adrian?" I replied. "You are supposed to be the big shot around here. Pull some strings, I need this money as soon as possible."
Sara intervened, recognizing that my disrespectful tone was likely to slow down the process, rather than expedite it. She told me to leave Adrian's office, so she could talk to him with a cooler head.
"Go and have lunch with Melody," she said in a bitchy tone, as Adrian looked on smugly. "I am going to try and persuade Adrian to help us out," she continued, resting her hand on his arm, to make me jealous.
Adrian looked at me dismissively, and said "Ouch!" with a laugh, as it was apparent to us all that Sara was back on Adrian's team.
Then turning to Sara, he said, "I am sure we can come up with some mutually beneficial arrangement, Sara. You know, you scratch my back, I'll scratch yours."
I could feel rage and jealousy surging through my veins, but we all knew I was too much of a pussy to do anything about it. So, I left Adrian's office angrily, and sat in the waiting room with his secretary. About twenty minutes later, an older man in a very expensive suit went into Adrian's office. Whoever he was, it appeared he was part of my check release. He emerged from Adrian's office several minutes later, looking quite flushed.
On the way out, he shook my hand and told me they were expediting the process. He had signed off as the District Manager, and they were going to scan the documents and fax them to the Audit Department for review, and approval within the next few days.
I thanked him for his help and he responded "Don't thank me, thank Adrian. He has pulled out all the stops to make this happen quickly."
Well, that wasn't going to happen, but whatever. I sat in that waiting room for an hour, stewing in my own juices. Progress was being made, but it was killing me that my wife was in Adrian's office, persuading him to help us out, whatever the fuck that involved. His secretary eventually got called into the office, and emerged with a stack of scanned documents that she was going to fax directly to the Auditor.
"Sometimes, old school is quicker," she said with a smile. "Normally we scan and mail documents, but Adrian has pulled some strings. There is an Auditor waiting by the fax machine to speed things up."
I needed to get some fresh air, so I left the office and got into the elevator to leave the building. I went to the local park to wait for some news.
Ninety minutes later Sara texted me, "Where are you? I have our check!"
This was fantastic news. The check had taken less than three hours to process, down from the original estimate of three weeks. I met Sara by the front door of Adrian's investment company. I could tell she was still angry at me, and we shared an awkward hug.
I asked how she had pulled this off, and she responded with a wry smile and an ominous, "don't ask."
We had arrived in separate cars, and Sara suggested that I go to the bank and deposit our check, while she would head home. I offered to walk her to her car, but she told me that it was not necessary. When I became more insistent, she admitted that Adrian was just about finished with his work, and was going to drive her home.
I knew better than to argue with Sara about her relationship with Adrian, right now. She was pissed at me for losing my job, even though we hadn't had a chance to discuss the details yet. Apparently, we still had an open marriage, and if Adrian wanted to drive my wife home, I was powerless to stop him. I nodded my consent just as Adrian came out of the building.
"Did you cancel the hotel room?" I asked wistfully.
I wanted Sara to say that she had changed her mind, and that we were still on for the Honeymoon Suite. However, she averted her gaze from mine, and shuffled around uncomfortably.



"I gotta go," she said quietly.
"Sara, did you cancel the room?" I asked again, my concern being us getting charged for a room we didn't use.
She gave me a look of pity, and I knew what was happening before she verbalized it.
"I did call to cancel, but they were going to charge us a twenty-five percent late cancellation fee. Adrian persuaded me to keep the reservation for tonight."
"Keep the reservation?" I said angrily, "is he planning on staying there tonight?"
"Well, we both are," Sara said quietly, clearly uncomfortable with the way this conversation was heading.
I was lost for words. I tried to process who exactly was staying in the Honeymoon Suite tonight, but Sara did not want to talk about it any more.
Adrian noticed us having an awkward conversation, from his vantage point at the entrance to his investment firm. Never one to avoid confrontation, he strode confidently towards us. Once he joined us, he put his arm around my wife and gave her a peck on the cheek.
"Let's go Sara," he said. "I just got off the phone with the hotel and arranged an early check-in. Let's get your bag from your car and your dry-cleaning," he said with a smirk.
Sara couldn't make eye contact with me, and didn't even say goodbye. She turned and walked towards the curb, with Adrian's arm around her. I watched her tight little ass wiggle seductively, in her form-fitting silk dress. I did a double-take, as it appeared that she wasn't wearing her panties anymore. I could see the straps of her garter-belt through the form-fitting dress, but apparently she had been relieved of her thong. She waited on the curb for a few seconds with Adrian, and he rested his hand possessively on her ass, to fuck with me.
Sara seemed intent on making me jealous too, in light of the Melody debacle. She moved in closer to him, and kissed his neck. He put his arm around her shoulders, leaned into her, and they shared a tender, open-mouthed kiss, as I watched from across the sidewalk. His car pulled up to the curb moments later, Adrian gave me the finger, and the two of them got into the stretch limousine.
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After I deposited the check into our bank account, I felt a sigh of relief. Even though I now had zero income, at least we had $92,000 in the bank, after we had paid the taxes and early withdrawal penalties on the CDs. Adrian had saved me a few thousand in penalties on my 401k withdrawal, by checking the hardship box, but I felt zero gratitude towards him. Thankfully, Sara and I weren't going to be homeless and hopefully I could find another job quickly.
I went home and took a shower, as I had been sweating with rage during my meeting with Adrian. I couldn't believe how much he had turned my life upside down. I was so mad at him for sending that photo to Melody, and then telling Sara that I quit my job, because they found out I was fucking my assistant.
I was powerless to fight back, and vowed to stay out of his way as much as possible. Sara had been gone for two hours now, and I tortured myself, visualizing her kneeling before Adrian in her schoolgirl costume. That was supposed to be my treat tonight. Instead, Adrian was enjoying my wife in the Honeymoon Suite, with her new lingerie and her highly accessorized schoolgirl uniform. I ate dinner alone and settled in to watch some television.
Around 10pm, I went to brush my teeth, and on the spur of the moment looked inside the drawer in the bathroom. Sara's beloved magic egg and the Apple Watch were both gone, and I knew she was in for a very pleasurable hotel stay. I felt sick to my stomach and powerless to react.
Sara was going to punish me for fucking Melody, and it didn't even happen. She would be back in the morning, bright and cheerful, eager to share the details of her night in the Honeymoon Suite. This new arrangement was killing me, and I moved closer to accepting Adrian's deal.
I was sleeping when Sara finally got home. I heard Adrian's limo come up my gravel driveway. I looked at the clock and saw that it was 5am. I looked out of my bedroom window and watched as Sara stumbled out of his limousine. She was quite drunk and Adrian helped her to the front door. By the time I threw some shorts on and got to the front door, his limo was gone.
Sara had changed out of her tight silk dress and matching garter-belt. She looked like a completely different woman, than the sexy blonde who had leaned across Adrian's desk a few hours earlier, and negotiated the early release of our check. Her hair was still damp, and she was wearing grey sweats and sneakers.
I asked her if she wanted some coffee, but she giggled and said she was going to have another glass of wine. She was already quite drunk, but I didn't press the issue. I poured her a glass of Chardonnay, and brewed a pot of coffee. We sat together at the breakfast table and talked for a while.
I use the word "talked" loosely. I peppered her with questions and she responded incoherently, slurring her words and giggling like she was high. Her eyes were glazed over, and I knew he had "plied her with drugs again", in her words. That slut had probably sucked his cock for a hit of ecstasy, I thought angrily.
I needed to get my emotions in check, as I could feel rage and jealousy surging through me. I took a couple of deep breaths, and remembered that I loved this woman very much. I also had to remind myself that we were in an open marriage, by mutual agreement.
I continued with the questions, knowing that in her compromised state, she would be more likely to tell the truth.
"Did you have fun at the hotel?" I asked, unable to conceal my jealousy.
"Adrian told me it is unladylike to talk about our honeymoon," she said with a smile. "But he did want me to thank you for providing us the hotel room. I imagine that Honeymoon Suite has seen a lot of depravity over the years, so, without getting into the details, let's just say we held our own."
"Providing him with the hotel room?" I asked incredulously. "Did he end up leaving the tab on our credit card?"
Sara shrugged her shoulders, as if to let me know she didn't give a fuck who financed her lifestyle.
"Figure it out with Adrian," she said in a bitchy tone.
Adrian had really humiliated me by enjoying Sara's delights in the Honeymoon Suite. I assumed he had fucked my wife in her new lingerie and her schoolgirl costume. It was an extra kick in the nuts to learn that I had possibly paid for the room. Sara seemed to be enjoying my consternation. I focused on getting my emotions in check and resumed my line of questioning.
"Why did you change out of your lovely pink dress, Sara?" I asked her nicely.
"No reason," she said with a giggle.
When I pushed her for an answer she said, "Adrian doesn't want you to see me in my nice, expensive clothes anymore. I am expected to wear sweats and baggy t-shirts around you."
"Asshole!" I said under my breath.
Sara seemed to enjoy playing this game of making me jealous. "Besides," she continued with a cruel smirk, before cutting herself off.
"Besides what?" I asked her, regretting the words the moment they left my lips.
Sara took a large gulp of her wine and looked right into my eyes. I could see disdain for me in them, for the first time since I had known her. Then she let me have it.
"Did you quit your job because the accusation of sexual harassment was true? I don't care if you are fucking Melody, as the constraints of our marriage allows us both some sexual freedom. God knows, I enjoyed some tonight," she said cruelly.
"My concern is," she continued, "I know we only have enough money for a few months of living expenses. I am not prepared to reduce my lifestyle, because you messed up your employment prospects, by fucking your assistant."
I recoiled at her sudden verbal assault, and reacted foolishly by saying "is there anything else you want to get off your chest Sara?"
You shouldn't ask someone for the truth when they are drunk, unless you really want to hear it. And I did not want to hear the next few things she shared with me. She shared in graphic detail, how our check got processed in three hours, instead of three weeks.
Sara took great delight in seeing me jealous, as she had felt the same emotions upon hearing of my supposed affair, with Melody. As I heard the story unravel, I knew Adrian had used her jealousy about the Melody incident, to his advantage.
Sara told me that after I left the office in anger, Adrian started right in on her, probing her fresh wounds.
"Didn't think Chris had that much game, Sara," he said coldly. "Melody is way out of his league. There is no way he seduced her. It must have been a quid pro quo deal. Maybe she fucked him for the job opportunity? Lucky bastard!"
"Are you fucking anyone else, Adrian?" Sara asked. "You promised me you would adhere to safe sexual practices."
"No, baby," Adrian started. "Stacey called me at work one day, and begged me to lend her five hundred dollars, to pay her car payment. I agreed to give her the money, as she seemed desperate. When I dropped the cash over to her place, I impulsively made her give me a rimjob in return."
"Did you end up fucking her or kissing her?" Sara asked, as the thought of Stacey trying to steal Adrian from her, pissed her off.
"Of course not, baby. One of your hard limits, is safe sex. I won't violate that agreement. I don't know why I did it. Seeing her all dolled up, as if she thought she could manipulate me, made me want to thoroughly debase her. So, before I gave her the cash, I told her I expected a rimjob in exchange. I even made the bitch go and fetch the Sukebe chair from my limo, while I showered. I never kissed her, or touched her in any intimate way. I just sat on my lewd chair, and forced her to eat my ass."
Sara smiled at the thought of her beautiful, young friend, reduced to lying under the Sukebe chair, eating Adrian's ass, in exchange for her car payment.
"That is the only sexual contact I have had with anyone else, since the night of our threesome," he said softly.
Adrian's response seemed genuine, and matched up somewhat with Sergei's story, so Sara gave him the benefit of the doubt.
"So, are you going to force me to give you a rimjob, in exchange for helping us expedite our check release?" Sara teased. "Or do you have some other payment in mind?"
"Sara, you are a sexy little bitch, but I am too busy to speed up your check," Adrian said dismissively. "I will give you a few thousand dollars in cash to tide you over, and you can use my Maserati, if your car gets repossessed. However, I want your pussy of a husband to sweat waiting for his money."
Sara walked over to Adrian and snuggled up very close to him. She put her lips to his ear and placed one hand on his crotch. She gave his erect cock a quick squeeze and whispered in his ear.
"Your big brain and your little brain need to get on the same page," she teased. "It appears your cock is very interested in getting rewarded for helping me out. What exactly does expediting the check entail?"
"I need to make two phone calls," Adrian admitted with a laugh.
"Well, Adrian," Sara said seductively, "if you will be generous enough to find the time to make two phone calls, I will be very sweet to you. Who is the first person you have to call?"
"I need to call John, the District Manager, first. He will have to authorize the withdrawal." Adrian said, with a broad smile, knowing exactly what Sara's version of being sweet, entailed.
Sara already had her hooks in him. Adrian folded instantly at the prospect of a quickie with my wife, especially as I was waiting right outside his office door. Sara walked behind Adrian's desk and pulled his chair out from underneath it. She sank slowly to her knees and let her form-fitting dress ride up her toned thighs. Then she crawled under his desk and looked up at him innocently.
"Do you think you can focus on the business at hand, while I suck your cock during this very important phone call?"
Adrian wasted no time getting comfortably seated in his large leather chair. He spread his legs wide apart to allow Sara access to his stiffening cock. As she slowly undid his zipper he made the first call. Adrian was asking his boss John, the District Manager for a big favor.
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The usual check release process took three weeks. The paperwork typically sat in this office for about a week, before it got mailed to the Audit Department. If Adrian could get his boss to come and sign it right now, that would cut a week from the time. Sara told me that she gave Adrian a very tender blowjob as he spoke to his boss.
"Hi John, you know I wouldn't ask for your help, unless it was for a VIP client. Can you sign off on a check release for an emergency withdrawal?"
The investment industry is very rigid in its hierarchy, and it was quite an unorthodox request. However, Adrian was the golden boy within the company. He managed hundreds of millions of dollars for NFL players, and continued to add to his roster every year. For this reason, his boss told him he would be there in twenty minutes.
Adrian hung up the phone and told Sara the good news. He watched her, as she worked to reward him, for the first phone call. She looked so submissive kneeling under his desk, sucking his huge black cock through his zipper.
She was wearing a brand new pink dress, that Adrian had just bought for her. Adrian wanted her to look nice and wholesome for his boss. So, he told Sara that he was close to orgasm, and to be careful not to get any of his semen on her dress. Luckily, she managed to swallow his load, without spilling a drop. She cleaned him up with her lips, remaining under the desk until he was flaccid.
"I wonder if Melody cleans Chris' cock so thoroughly, after she sucks him off under his desk?" Adrian said with a laugh, as he enjoyed fanning the flames.
Then he extended his hand to Sara and helped her to her feet. Sara straightened her garter-belt straps, and pulled the hem of her silk dress down. She left the office and went into his private bathroom to reapply her lipstick. When she emerged a couple of moments later, she was the picture of innocence.
Adrian and Sara shared a laugh, and he said "is your pussy of a husband still outside the office door?"
Adrian sat at his desk and made a second phone call. He called the Audit Department, and told them that they had a VIP client, who was cashing out some investments. They needed to expedite the check, and had already done as much as they could on their end. The District Manager had dropped everything to sign the release paperwork, and had indicated that they could save time, by faxing the documents directly to the Auditor, for immediate review, and hopefully approval.
Adrian asked the Auditor if this was acceptable to him, knowing full well that the answer was yes. However, the Auditor asked for a cover letter from the District Manager himself, requesting the check approval. Adrian got a direct fax number, and said he expected to fax the documents within the next thirty minutes.
Sara told me that when Adrian hung up the phone, she laughed and thanked him. My first thought was that she had just sucked him off. He should be thanking her!
Sara continued with her story. Adrian explained that they were only halfway there. Sara needed to convince his boss to sign a cover letter, requesting an immediate review, and approval of the check release. Sara told Adrian to draft a cover letter, and she would get John to sign it.
A few minutes later the District Manager strode confidently into Adrian's office. He never knocked on the door, such was his stature within the organization. The two men exchanged pleasantries, and Adrian introduced Sara to John, his boss. Sara told me that John was quite enamored with her, and was openly checking her out. I thought it was so cute, that she still hadn't figured out that all men were enamored with her. She was a very sexy woman, especially now that she an expensive new wardrobe to highlight her desirability.
Sara told me that she flirted shamelessly with John, pulling out all the stops. He sat on the large leather sofa and reviewed the documents, that required his signature. Sara feigned interest in the legal paperwork, and purposefully asked John a couple of very dumb questions. He seemed captivated by this blonde airhead, and began to explain the documents to her. He rested the paperwork on his knees.
Sara told me that she moved closer to him, hiked her skirt up, and knelt on the floor next to him, to view the paperwork. John shifted uneasily on the sofa, as he got an eyeful of Sara's tits. Adrian knew what Sara was up to, and smiled at her power of seduction. Adrian excused himself saying he needed to make a few phone calls. He walked into the conference room that adjoined his office, and closed the heavy oak door.
Sara said once Adrian left, she increased her flirtation with John. As she knelt in front of the investment banker she started to flatter him.
"Where did you go to school, John? Does your job require certain qualifications? How old were you when you realized you were smarter than most people?"
He was enjoying Sara's attention, and she kept looking up at him, with her practiced innocent smile. She suspected he had an erection by now, and moved closer to John.
She placed one of her manicured hands on top of the paperwork, that was in his lap, and let it rest there way too long. When she saw the paperwork move in his lap, her suspicions were confirmed. Sara removed her hand from the top of the papers, and grabbed a cushion from the sofa. She placed it carefully on the floor right next to John's foot, and knelt on it. John was very apologetic and patted the sofa next to him.
"Please Sara, have a seat. You must be getting uncomfortable in that position."
Sara told me that she looked up at John, shyly.
Then in a girlish voice, she said, "I think it is appropriate that I remain on my knees, John, as I have a huge favor to ask you."
John swallowed hard, and the paperwork on his lap moved again. Sara said that he was visibly aroused now, and so she slid one hand under the paperwork, and gently squeezed his erect cock. Now that she had his undivided attention, she stroked his cock through his suit pants, with her fingernails. He started to breathe a little heavier, and she began to seduce him with her words. She was an expert at getting inside a man's head, and she played John like a fiddle.
"What favor are you going to ask me? What do you want, Sara?" John said softly.
"What I want, and what we can do with my husband just outside that door, are two different things," she began.
John was captivated by her forward approach, and asked her again what he could do for her.
"You could start by taking me to dinner, John. Somewhere very expensive that my husband could never afford. Somewhere quiet and romantic, where we could get to know each other."
She continued to stroke his cock through his suit pants, and his breathing got more labored.
"Are you married John?" she asked.
He told her he was widowed two years ago, and just about ready to start dating again.
"Perfect," she replied in a sexy voice. "Would you like to take me out and show me off John? I can be the perfect arm-candy for a powerful man like you."
Sara told me that she scooted closer to John, and put her lips right next to his ear. She continued to whisper sweet nothings in his ear, and occasionally nibbled his earlobe. She increased the pace and friction of her over the clothes handjob.
"How would you take me John, if my husband wasn't outside that door?" she whispered. "Would you bend me over Adrian's desk, and take me doggy-style? Hike my skirt up over my tight little ass, and fuck me? I am wearing a garter-belt and stockings. Or are you more of a blowjob guy? I would love to give a powerful well dressed man like yourself a loving blowjob. Maybe after we go to dinner you will let me suck your cock on the ride home?"
She gave his earlobe a nibble and continued teasing him. "If my husband wasn't here, I would give you the dirtiest lap dance you have ever had. Then I would pull my panties to the side, get on your lap and you could slide into my tight little pussy. It is clean shaven and very wet right now."
It took a few minutes. However, right as Sara asked John if he had ever enjoyed fucking someone in the ass, he exploded in his pants. He let out a groan as he ejaculated. Sara kept stroking his cock, until he finally put his hand on hers to stop her.
"You fucking stud, John," Sara whispered as he caught his breath.
Sara slowly arose from her knees, making no attempt to pull the hem of her dress down. John was getting a great visual of her matching garter belt straps, as she left the office, and went into the conference room. She sauntered back in to the office a few minutes later, with a bottle of water for John, the check release paperwork, and the cover letter.
To his surprise, Sara knelt right back on the cushion before him. She handed him the water, and asked him for his phone number. After they exchanged phone numbers, she handed him a pen. He signed the check release paperwork, and the cover letter for the fax machine. Sara remained on her knees, with her hand intertwined with his, promising him all kinds of sexual delights, until Adrian entered the office.
I was rock-hard listening to my wife tell her story of how she got our check release handled. That also explained why the District Manager, who I now know is John, was so flustered when he shook my hand. My wife had just knelt before him, and made him come in his pants!
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Sara told me that shortly after John left the office, Adrian's Secretary came in and grabbed the paperwork, to fax it to the Auditor. She returned a few moments later, to inform Adrian that I had left the building to get some fresh air. Sara sat on the sofa and she and Adrian chatted amiably as they waited for the check.
Sara had obviously made a great impression on John, as she got a text from him shortly after he left Adrian's office. Sara took great delight in rubbing it in Adrian's face.
"Look baby," she teased, "John asked me out to dinner on Saturday night. He made reservations for Vine, in San Clemente. I have never been, but I hear it is a really upscale place. He also has reserved a limousine, so that we can enjoy a cocktail in the car."
Adrian told Sara "there is no way you are getting in a limo with that prick."
Sara laughed and said, "I will decide between now and Saturday. You know how much fun I have in limousines."
Apparently, Adrian had felt jealous and quite territorial with Sara, after her unexpected sexual interlude with his boss. These feelings were exacerbated by the text from John. As he struggled to control his rage, he commanded Sara to walk over to his desk. She got up off the sofa and walked seductively towards him, aware of the jealousy she had aroused in him.
"Bend over my fucking desk you prick teaser," he said aggressively.
Sara complied immediately, sensing that this was not a good time to resist Adrian.
Adrian got up slowly from his office chair, and Sara noticed his erection straining against the fabric of his suit pants. He walked around the desk and stood right behind her. Sara told me she heard Adrian's zipper open, so she wiggled her ass, to signal her availability to him.
Then she said "is that you John?"
This enraged Adrian, and his demeanor changed immediately. He kicked her legs roughly apart, hiked her pink dress up over her ass, and ripped her panties off. Adrian's possessiveness had aroused Sara and she had self-lubricated. It made her very wet when he had asserted his right to deny John access to her. Adrian lined the tip of his erect cock up with her wet pussy, and thrust deep inside her.
It was angry, violent sex with Adrian's only goal being his orgasm. Sara told me it felt very similar to make-up sex, fueled by an underlying rage.
The last time she had seen Adrian's jealousy surface like this, was on my birthday dinner. Adrian had treated Sara and I to a nice dinner, and got possessive when he saw us together. He ended up fucking Sara over the sink in the restaurant bathroom, and came uncharacteristically quickly.
Now in his office, Adrian fucked her very aggressively, and kept slapping her ass.
"Your ass belongs to me," he shouted at her. "I own you. I control access to your mouth, pussy and ass, not you. Don't fuck with me Sara. You go anywhere near that prick and I will ruin you. How do you think the members of your PTA would respond to seeing the latest photos Sergei sent me of you dressed as a slutty schoolgirl? Don't test me, bitch."
Adrian was highly agitated by her flirting with John. He pumped into her for just a few strokes, and then erupted inside her. Apparently, seeing her on her knees in front of his boss, had evoked some feelings of jealousy and ownership. He wanted to claim back his prize by shooting his seed deep inside her. After he came inside my wife, he removed his cock, slick with their combined juices.
"Clean my cock you slut," he said aggressively.
Sara told me that she knelt before Adrian and started to suck his cock. He was still agitated and called her a few choice pejoratives. Sara confessed to me that his overt threat of blackmail frightened her, and she didn't want to end up going down that road.
However, his disrespectful treatment of her, aroused her immensely, and she was loving his take-charge attitude. After several minutes on her knees, Adrian had composed himself and had his jealousy in check.
He offered her his hand and helped her to her feet. Once Sara was standing, she straightened her dress. She picked up her ripped panties, walked into the adjoining bathroom, and tossed them into the trash can.
When she returned to his office, Adrian was remorseful and apologetic. He said he was sorry for his jealous outburst and disrespectful treatment of Sara. She put her finger to his lips to silence him, and kissed him tenderly.
"Adrian, I love the way you just asserted your rights to my pussy," she told him. "You do own it. You alone control access to it. You can fuck any of my holes any time you like. Or gift me to anyone you wish, anytime, as long as they are tested. You own me, and it excites me to no end when you assert your rights to me. You don't need to keep threatening me. I know the leverage you have over me. I will be an obedient plaything for you and your friends."
After the power dynamic between them was restored, they sat together chatting and occasionally kissing. Adrian was falling for my wife and they both knew it. The check was ready about an hour later, and shortly after that, Sara called me with the good news.
"You know Chris," Sara told me, as she continued to share her story, "when we shared a hug in front of Adrian's building, I could feel his semen dripping out of me and running down my inner thighs. My ass cheeks were still burning, from the vicious spanking Adrian gave me, as I bent over his desk. I had an overwhelming urge to force you to join me and Adrian in the limo. I wanted Adrian to witness you eating his jizz from me. I wanted you to know that Adrian had ripped my panties from me."
She laughed cruelly when she said this, and her disdain for me was palpable. Sara was on a roll now. She was quite drunk, high from the MDMA she had taken earlier, and full of contempt for me.
"Getting back to your original question," she continued with a smirk, "the real reason I changed clothes, is because Adrian ejaculated all over the back of my new dress, when he fucked me doggy-style in the limousine. You are going to regret your affair with Melody by the time this is all over."
I tried to explain the actual details of my termination from my job. However, Sara was drunk and high as a kite and wasn't having any of it.
"There's no smoke without fire," she said more than once. "Why didn't you even appeal your termination, if you are not guilty of sexual harassment? Adrian said you have probably had a quid pro quo relationship with the young girl, ever since you interviewed her for the position."
I didn't know what to say. Adrian was taking Sara from me, minimizing his role in my job loss, and fanning the flames of my non-existent affair with Melody. Sara was apparently along for the ride, and she was enjoying rubbing it in my face.
I had anticipated this scenario for the last few years, and was mentally prepared by the time it started to unfurl. Sara and I had evolved from a happily married couple, to a bit of a mismatch.
Sometimes when Sara and I met new people, you could see the look on their faces, as they tried to process how the two of us were even a couple. Our fifteen year age gap was more obvious, the older we got. Sara was getting better looking each year, due to the amount we spent on her maintenance. My appearance and physicality were diminishing, along with my self-confidence. We seemed like an odd couple, although it wasn't always that way.
When I first met Sara, I had just turned forty years old. She was twenty-five, and working at the makeup counter at Nordstrom. I was at the height of my professional career, making close to $200k a year. I surfed regularly, and was in decent shape physically. I hadn't dated a lot of different women, but I had been in a few long-term relationships, and knew how to treat a woman like a lady.
Sara and I hit it off immediately, and started living together shortly after we started dating. Our love-life was good, although she wasn't the easiest woman to bring to a climax. I now know that she faked every orgasm she ever had with me, and Adrian was the first lover of hers to get her to climax. Sara and I ended up buying a larger house together, in a nicer neighborhood, and I was very happy when she accepted my marriage proposal.
Shortly after we were married, I hurt myself badly while surfing. I injured my back and neck, and my mobility was severely limited for several months. It was really tough for me to sleep due to the pain, so Sara and I slept apart. We didn't have sex for almost two years, as any physical activity was extremely painful for me. Sara blossomed as she hit her late twenties. She had a lot of young girlfriends at Nordstrom, and would go out frequently after work, for drinks or to go dancing. I was fine with this arrangement, and didn't want to go out clubbing, even though she always invited me to join her.
One night she went out with a group of girls from Nordstrom and didn't come home. She did text me to tell me that she was staying at her friend Stacey's house, but I had taken some painkillers and gone to bed.
Long story short, Sara had sex with someone closer to her age, and spent the night with him at Stacey's. She was very remorseful when she got home, and assured me that she had used protection. She told me she had drank too many cocktails, and made a bad decision. We had a long discussion about the state of our marriage, and came to the conclusion that we were in different places in our lives.
We mutually agreed to have an open marriage, in which either of us were free to have other sexual partners, as long as we engaged in safe sexual practices. Sara quit her job at Nordstrom, shortly after her she first cheated on me. We didn't need the money and she felt her young friends were a bad influence on her.
As soon as she stopped working and had much more free time on her hands, she started to spend much more money. It didn't bother me too much as I was making a lot at the time. Plus, I had a "trophy wife" and they were supposed to be expensive.
Sara spent money on clothes, makeup, nail extensions, tanning, Botox and all the other things that high maintenance Orange County women buy, to look young and cute. By the time she turned thirty years old, she looked and acted like a Newport Beach trophy wife. She had the accompanying expectations, and I came to the horrible realization that I could no longer afford her.
I knew that Sara loved me very much, but was also realistic enough to know that she would bail, if there was a drastic change in our lifestyle. My injury had forced me to stop surfing, and I lost a lot of muscle-mass and definition. Around this time I also started to lose my hair, and with it, some of my self-confidence.
Sara asserted herself as the dominant partner in our love life, and I enjoyed submitting to her when we made love. Sara did tell me that she wished I would dominate her occasionally, but I was never comfortable with this, and it just never happened.
I refinanced the house twice, as Sara was spending more than I earned. I didn't have the heart to tell her that things were going south financially for us. When the financial crisis happened in 2008, I lost all the equity in our house, and took a beating in the stock market.
She was thirty-four at the time, and had got the partying out of her system. She was fine with my diminishing physical capabilities, and told me that she was very happy in our marriage, open as it was. I always felt that if the right wealthy guy came along, she would probably move on. She loved me, but with all the options available to her, she no longer needed me.
Sara got a lot of proposals, both decent and indecent. The decent ones happened at the gym, at the grocery store, even when she was cruising around in her convertible Mercedes Benz.
The indecent ones? The plastic surgeon who periodically injected her with Botox, asked her out. The dentist who worked on her veneers wanted to treat her to dinner. Even her gynecologist had the balls to ask her to go on a month-long vacation with him, to the Maldives, four months in advance. He had chartered a private jet, and asked Sara if she had ever been there before.
He was staying at the Four Seasons Resort, and said he would love her to accompany him. He joked that he had always wanted to join the Mile High Club, just so that he could add the initials MHC to his business cards, alongside his numerous other credentials. Sara told him she would think about it.
It was a kick in the nuts when she told me that she was contemplating going there with him. It was on her bucket list she told me, going to the Maldives and joining the Mile High Club. Plus, she added cruelly, there was no way I could ever afford to take her there.
We looked up the room-rate at the Four Seasons Maldives, and the rooms started at nearly two thousand dollars a night. I told Sara that the good doctor would expect sexual favors in return, and she responded that he was sixty-two years old. How much sex can a sixty-two year old need, she asked me. I marveled at her naivety, in the era of Viagra and internet porn. Sara saw him again about two months before the upcoming vacation, and she told him she was closer to getting hubby's approval, which was a total lie. However, emboldened by her response, her gynecologist performed a full vaginal rejuvenation on her, at no cost.
He told her that she "could resume sexual activity within four to six weeks. Just in time for your vacation," he said with a wink.
There were rich men everywhere trying to steal my wife. I kept our financial woes from Sara, but things were going steadily downhill for us. She was a very desirable woman, and she wielded her sexuality as a tool to attract men. As my self-confidence withered, hers soared from all the attention she received from wealthy suitors. I could feel her underlying disdain for me, but it didn't really surface until I lost my job, accused of sexually harassing my assistant.
Sara let me have it. She told me that I could fuck Melody as often as I wanted as we had an open marriage. However, she was not going to lower her lifestyle, just because I had lost my job, because I couldn't keep my dick in my pants. I ran some numbers, and came to the conclusion that I could no longer afford Sara.
I really didn't want to give Sara up, but she seemed intent on finding a rich man to take care of her. Adrian emerged as the obvious choice. He was rich, attractive, and he and Sara had off the charts chemistry. He was the first man to make Sara orgasm. In fact, he had made her orgasm multiple times, in their encounter on our Anniversary. It was no surprise to me, that he was finally exerting pressure on me to give Sara up. He could afford to finance her lifestyle, he knew she responded favorably to his dominant streak, and he was ready to mold her into his perfect fuck-toy.
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It was almost 6am by the time Sara got into bed. She fell asleep immediately, and I realized that she and Adrian had stayed up all night in the Honeymoon Suite. It really bothered me that Adrian had enjoyed Sara all night, especially as I knew she had purchased some new lingerie to wear for me. No doubt he had fucked her while she wore it.
Also, she had got her schoolgirl uniform back from the dry-cleaners, and was planning on giving me my first blowjob to completion. I am sure she knelt before him and sucked his huge black cock, as he admired her plaid hair bows that held her pigtails in place.
What bothered me the most though, was the nagging doubt over who had paid for the hotel room. The charge hadn't appeared on my credit card yet, and it was eating me alive. I ended up leaving the house at 6.30am and driving to the hotel. The reservation was initially made in my name, so the check-in desk had no problem printing me an itemized bill, after they asked me for identification.
The young receptionist handed me the bill and I left the hotel to dissect it. Well, the bill had definitely been settled using my credit card. That prick, Adrian, had enjoyed my wife all night, and allowed me to pick up the tab for the room. As I looked over the itemization, I could feel myself getting more enraged.
They had ordered two bottles of Dom Perignon, strawberries and whipped cream, some Godiva chocolates and three adult movies. Adrian had turned a $299 hotel stay into a $950 bill on my credit card. I sat in my car and couldn't contain my curiosity. I know it is detrimental to my well-being to obsess about Adrian's affair with my wife, but I needed to know.
I reentered the hotel and approached the young lady at the check-in desk. She was very accommodating, if not a little surprised at my request to know which adult movies had been viewed. Especially, as she had checked Sara and Adrian out of the hotel, less than two hours before my arrival. Aware, as she was, that I had paid for another man to stay in the Honeymoon Suite, she kept it professional.
After a few keystrokes on the computer, the young woman reached for a piece of hotel stationary, and hand-wrote the three titles on it. She folded the piece of paper in two, handed it to me, and told me to have a nice day. She then turned and left the reception area, stating to no-one in particular, that she was going to take her break. It was still early in the morning, and nobody else was checking out yet, so I figured she just wanted to extricate herself from my increasingly strange line of questioning.
I left the hotel and went back to my car. I opened the piece of paper and my mouth fell open as I read the titles of the porn movies my wife and Adrian had rented. Clearly selected to elicit some reaction from me, if I saw them itemized on the bill I was paying, they were "My wife and her black boyfriend," "Dreams of a cuckold," and "A blonde schoolgirl takes a black lover."
Later that morning I had an appointment with the bank manager. My plan was to apply for a home-equity line of credit. I knew that we didn't have much equity in our home, as the current depressed housing market had reduced its value. However, if I could tap the estimated forty thousand dollars of home-equity, it would definitely take some of the financial pressure off of me.
I had a good banking relationship with my mortgage holder, and I knew the Manager personally. He told me that he would expedite the appraisal, and I should have an approval within three days. This was the first good news I had heard in a while, and I was in a good mood when I got home. This elevated mood didn't last long unfortunately, as my doorbell rang mid-morning and it wasn't good news.
There was a process-server on my doorstep and as soon as he said "you have been served" I knew he was holding a lawsuit. I took the envelope inside wondering who the hell was suing me, and for what? I got my answer seconds later as I read the preamble of the legal document.
In short, Adrian was suing me for an injury he sustained in my home, on the night of our threesome. My blood was boiling as I continued to read the legalese. Apparently, Adrian had tripped over the carpet in my home-office, and sustained a groin injury. A groin injury for fuck's sake. Ironically, the only person who sustained a groin injury that night was Sara, from being fucked all night in multiple positions, by Adrian.
My insurance company was very sympathetic, telling me that there are a lot of frivolous personal injury claims. They knew I had security cameras in my home-office. I had disclosed this to them, on the advice of my insurance agent, to reduce my insurance premium. They told me to forward them the footage from my office cameras, from the night in question. They could then review the tapes, and determine if Adrian had actually tripped over. If he had not fallen over, they might even be able to prosecute him for insurance fraud.
Adrian, as always, was one step ahead of me. There was no way I could turn over those tapes, and he knew it. When I told my insurance agent that I wasn't willing to release the footage to the insurance company, he was very understanding. He told me that many people have concerns about their privacy, and are reluctant to hand over footage from inside their homes.
He offered to come to my home and view the tapes. Then he could write a report stating what he had seen. Many times, he told me, the mere mention of security cameras result in the withdrawal of personal injury lawsuits. I had known my insurance agent for almost thirty years, and trusted him implicitly. When I told him I couldn't let him even view the tapes, he seemed very confused. He told me that my insurance company wasn't obligated to settle the claim, or even defend me against it, if I refused to co-operate with them.
My head was spinning now, but it got worse. Shortly after lunch, I got served with a second lawsuit. Adrian was now claiming that Sara had damaged the side of his limousine, in my driveway, on the same night as our threesome. This second accident had happened a few hours later, according to the lawsuit.
The document stated that Sara had walked Adrian out to his car, and had tripped on her high-heeled shoes. She had apparently stumbled forward and landed on her knees. As she tried to get up from her kneeling position, the lawsuit maintained, she had scratched the side of his limousine.
I knew that sneaky fucker had me cornered again. Part of the legal accusation was true. Sara had been on her knees next to the shiny black limo, but she hadn't tripped to get there. She had sunk slowly to her knees on Adrian's command of "kneel". It was conceivable that she had scratched the paint on his limo, as she had slumped against the car, after she had orgasmed one last time for Adrian.
Once again I called my insurance agent. We had a very similar conversation as before, although he could not understand why I wouldn't release the exterior camera footage. Or even let him view it, at my house. He called me later that day, to let me know that the insurance company had closed both lawsuit investigations, based on my non-compliance with the requests for security footage. Effectively, I was on my own to defend against these two lawsuits.
It got worse. Adrian texted me to let me know that if I took another job, he would send some more photos to my new coworkers. The new photos would instantly reveal me as "the submissive ass-eater". This threat eliminated the option of new employment for me, for the foreseeable future, as any company would expect a senior manager to update their LinkedIn profile, upon getting hired. There was no way I could keep my new job a secret from Adrian, in the age of social media.
Then, the straw that broke the camel's back. My mortgage company called to let me know they couldn't process my home-equity loan application, until the two pending lawsuits had been satisfactorily resolved. This meant either settled, withdrawn or dismissed by a judge.
My life was circling around the drain, and with no options left, I went to Adrian with my cap in hand.
"Did you bring your Barbie Pink lipgloss?" was the first thing that asshole asked me.
He made me detail all of my financial and legal woes, as he sat impassively behind his massive leather topped desk. I knew that he had fucked Sara over that desk yesterday, after I had left to get some fresh air. I tried to put it out of my mind. Without success! Lewd thoughts of my wife's form-fitting silk dress riding up over her tight little ass, and exposing the straps of her garter belt, filled my mind. Adrian's hands were all over her, as they fucked and he spanked her ass. He had ripped her panties off and discarded them on the floor.
My eyes scanned the room and I saw a large leather sofa. It matched the description of the furniture on which the District Manager had sat, as Sara gave him an over the clothes handjob. Adrian, that asshole, had even positioned the cushion on which Sara had knelt, on the floor, right next to the sofa. As if to scream, Sara knelt here! I was imagining her tiny manicured hands, teasing John's cock through the pants of his suit, as she knelt before him.
Adrian snapped his fingers and brought me back to reality.
"Focus," he said in a commanding voice. "Tell me what you want from me, and what you are willing to give up."
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I had never known anyone whose life was turned upside down so rapidly, and the stress of losing everything was killing me. I was unemployed, with no prospect of a job, thanks to Adrian's threats. I had no income, just a few months worth of living expenses in the bank.
I had two lawsuits against me. Even though, they were both frivolous, my insurance company had backed away from defending me. Also, I couldn't afford to defend against them myself. Adrian would undoubtedly draw me into a protracted legal battle, that might cost more that the damages he was requesting.
He wanted eight thousand dollars to repaint the side of his limousine, plus his legal expenses of two thousand dollars. For his groin injury, he wanted one hundred thousand dollars. This exorbitant amount was due to his "loss of flexibility" which was paramount to his potential future earnings, if he ever decided to return to the NFL as a conditioning coach.
We both knew it was total bullshit. He made more in one month, managing the investments of current and former NFL players, than he made annually as a coach. He had me over a barrel, and we both knew it. He held my financial, professional and marital life in his hands.
I began, "Adrian, I am begging you."
This prompted him to cut me off immediately.
"This is not the first time that someone has begged me for something. In fact, Sara has begged me many times before. She even kissed my shoes, when she begged me for another orgasm. I could see the desperation in her face when she knelt and kissed my expensive Italian loafers."
"You don't look particularly desperate," he continued. "In fact, I can deduce that your predicament is not bad enough yet, to actually beg me."
I knew he was telling me, in a circuitous manner, to assume the begging position. Gritting my teeth, I lowered myself to my knees in front of this powerful black man, as he watched with a smug look on his face.
Once I was kneeling in front of Adrian, he smirked at me and said, "continue."
"Adrian, I beg you to withdraw the lawsuits you filed against me. I apologize if Sara scratched your car but it certainly wasn't intentional."
Adrian listened without emotion, as I knelt before him and apologized. Sara certainly hadn't intended to damage his door in any way. She had collapsed in a heap after having her final orgasm of the night. She had been on her knees next to his limousine. It was a total accident.
"Surely, she couldn't have inflicted eight thousand dollars worth of damage, by slumping against the side of your car?" I reasoned. "Maybe it will buff out," I added weakly.
Adrian laughed at my last remark, as I was grasping at straws. However, he did agree to consider withdrawing this lawsuit.
"Continue," he said enjoying watching me squirm in front of him, on my knees.
"Would you please withdraw your lawsuit regarding your groin injury? I can't let the insurance company view my security cameras, for obvious reasons. They are refusing to settle the lawsuit or to even defend me. This will bankrupt me."
He laughed and said, "Why do you think my injury occurred in your home-office?"
"Adrian," I continued, "I know you have completely outsmarted me and have me over a barrel."
Then, taking care to show as much deference as I could to this man, I outlined a few other possible reasons for his groin strain.
"Adrian, maybe your groin strain didn't happen when you tripped over my carpet. Maybe it occurred when you had to spread your legs wide apart, to allow Sara to suck your cock under my desk. Maybe it occurred when you put your foot up on my chair, the first time Sara rimmed you. Maybe it occurred when you put your foot on the top of my desk, to allow Sara and I to share the privilege of rimming and blowing you, at the same time."
My obsequious nature was amusing him, and he raised his hand with a smile, to cut me off.
"You make some very compelling arguments. Perhaps you should have been an attorney? That aside, as a financial advisor, I submit to you that part of your financial distress, is due to your frivolous spending. If you do end up going bankrupt and losing everything, the bankruptcy court will take a very dim view of your recent splurge."
"Recent splurge?" I asked, completely unaware of what he was talking about.
"Last night's Honeymoon Suite indulgence," he said smugly. "The last hurrah of a desperate man who knows he is going under. Sometimes criminal charges are filed against people who intentionally stick it to their credit card companies, right before they file for bankruptcy."
"Adrian," I said looking up at him from my kneeling position, "I didn't even stay in that room. You fucking my wife in her schoolgirl uniform, was hardly my last hurrah."
"Semantics," he said dismissively. "The notion that you paid for the Honeymoon Suite for your wife and her black lover to enjoy, is so implausible as a defense against bankruptcy fraud. You would get laughed out of court, and the seedy details of my night with Sara, would become a permanent part of the court record. While that would make a salacious read, I can assure you that you wouldn't want last night documented in a deposition."
I lowered my head as his words rang in my ears.
"Have you even seen Sara's schoolgirl uniform yet?" Adrian asked cruelly. "Even on the dry-cleaning hanger?"
I shook my head to acknowledge that I had yet to even see the Trashy Lingerie schoolgirl ensemble, and its accessories. Adrian laughed aloud at me.
"Two men have already butt-fucked your wife, while she wore that tiny plaid schoolgirl skirt. One of them was a sixty-five year old man. I will send you a photo of Sara dressed up in her schoolgirl uniform, so that you at least know what she looks like when she services me, and the men I share her with."
Moments later I heard my phone ding and Adrian said, "You are welcome," with a smirk. "So easy to send photos these days," he said ominously, alluding to the compromising photos he had of me and Sara.
"Consider the cost of my hotel room, money well spent," he continued. "Twelve hours with your wife completely emptied my nutsack, but it also cleared my head. Sara persuaded me to cut you some slack. As a good faith gesture, I will take my foot off your neck. I will withdraw the lawsuits, and draft up an agreement to release you of any potential future litigation, from me or any of my agents."
I thanked him profusely, and then he started to speak again.
"In exchange for my generous concession, I want three things. First of all, I want you to give my limousine a full detail, to see if the scratch will indeed buff out. Secondly, I want Sara to give me a Kogan Massage once a week, to see if that might help my groin injury. Lastly, I want Sara every weekend."
His demands were so unreasonable, that I wanted to throw up. However, we both knew my answer, before I even nodded my head in agreement. Adrian walked over to his credenza, and selected a Manila envelope, from the pile of files he was working on. He withdrew a typed agreement from the envelope, and handed it to me. I read it on my knees.
The document outlined his plans to withdraw his lawsuits, and to refrain from any future litigation against me. He asked me if I had any questions. I had no clue what a Kogan Massage was. However, I didn't want to ask him, because whatever it involved, Sara was going to do it. I was better off not knowing, I rationalized.
I told him I had no questions, and I nodded my agreement. He took the document from me, and invited me to stand up. I had been kneeling for several moments and my legs were shaky as I stood.
Adrian signed it with a very expensive Waterman pen, his signature as flamboyant as his custom suits. Then, in an attempt to enforce the financial gulf between us, he pushed a small container full of bic pens towards me. I found one that hadn't been chewed too badly, and signed my name next to the section that detailed his weekend rights to my wife.
The disclosure was worded as a request from me, for him to take Sara somewhere nice, every weekend. Somewhere that I couldn't afford. In the comments section, Adrian wrote that I had agreed to detail his limousine. Also that Sara was to provide him with a weekly Kogan Massage, until his groin injury had improved.
We both initialed that area, although I did have some questions about the location, and duration, of the weekly massage. Wisely, I kept them to myself. I had to swallow my pride, as he handed me a copy of our agreement, and dismissed me with a wave of his arm.
When I got to my car, my emotions were all over the place. I was relieved to have the threat of the lawsuits removed, disgusted at myself for being so submissive to him, and worried at what I had committed, on Sara's behalf. I looked up the words Kogan Massage on my phone, and was relieved to find out it was only a testicle Massage. How bad could that be?
I didn't even want to see the picture of Sara in her schoolgirl uniform. However, my curiosity got the better of me, and I opened the attachment. There were actually three pictures of Sara.
The first one was beautiful. Sara was kneeling on the floor of the limousine looking up through her platinum blonde bangs. Her piercing blue eyes contrasted spectacularly with her almost white hair, and her makeup made her look about twenty years old. The crop-top was way too small for her and forced her tits together. The pleated plaid skirt was so short, that I could see her garter-belt straps, and a glimpse of her matching panties. The level of detail was exquisite, little red bows seemingly placed everywhere to feminize Sara. Her hair was in pigtails, which made her look even younger. I adjusted my crotch as I got an erection. I couldn't believe I had come so close to a night in the Honeymoon Suite, with this enticing beauty.
I opened the second attachment and recoiled at the state of my lovely wife. In this photo Sara was looking submissively up at the camera. I immediately noticed semen on her nose and lips. Her eyes were glazed over too, even more than usual. This was the night of her encounter with Sergei, and Sara had taken three ecstasy tablets, instead of two. There was semen splattered across her tits, down the front of her pleated skirt and on her neck. I glanced up at her hair and noticed a large pool of ejaculate matted into her platinum locks. Sara had told me that the photo was staged using a condom full of Sergei's semen. However, Adrian thought it was real to this day and I know it pissed him off. The photo looked very real to me.
The third attachment was the biggest kick in the nuts. In this photo, Sara was looking directly at the camera, with a huge smile on her face, wearing her heavily accessorized schoolgirl costume. She was sitting at a beautiful table adorned with flowers and a large ice bucket, with a bottle of Dom Perignon chilling in it. She had a champagne flute in one hand and was eating a fresh strawberry with whipped cream on it. Apparently, it was taken last night, when Adrian spent $950 of my hard-earned money, entertaining Sara in the Honeymoon Suite.
I don't know how many photos Adrian took in the Honeymoon Suite, before he managed to get this one. However, it revealed so many details of their night together, that I very much doubted that it was by luck. This photo had been meticulously staged, and it was only after I started to zoom in, that I could even see many of the clues.
Right behind Sara there was a big screen television on the wall displaying an interracial porn movie. The screen showed a muscular black man sitting on the edge of a bed, as a young blonde, dressed as schoolgirl, knelt before him and sucked his cock. Her hair was platinum white and arranged in pigtails, a mirror image of what Sara was wearing. I am guessing that this was a scene from the cinematic masterpiece, that he had rented using my credit card, titled, "A blonde schoolgirl takes a black lover."
On the back of one of the chairs that surrounded the table, was draped a pink silk and lace chemise. It looked brand new, and I wondered whether it was the new lingerie that my wife had originally purchased to wear for me, at this hotel. When I zoomed in on this beautiful nightgown, I could see semen all across the top of it. Evidently, Adrian had ejaculated all over my wife as she wore this sexy garment. Then that prick had taken the time to drape it over the chair, in such a way, that I would notice his cum all over it.
As I continued to scan every detail of the photograph, I noticed Sara's slut collar positioned just so, on the back of another chair. Then, in the corner of the photo, her new plaid schoolgirl panties were hanging from the doorknob of the bathroom door. I know they were new, because Sara gave her original pair to Sergei, the night he enjoyed all of her holes!
I spent a few moments alternating between the three photos of my wife. As I took in every lewd detail, I realized that I loved the second photo. It elicited all kinds of sexual responses from me, and I let out a little whimper, as I realized I had just found my new screen-saver. When this nightmare was over, I vowed to come all over Sara's face as she knelt before me, dressed this way.
I also vowed never to kneel before another man again, as long as I lived.
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Three days later, I was back on my knees in Adrian's office. Evidently, I was not cut out to be an attorney, because I had missed a very crucial legal distinction, and I needed Adrian's help to fix it.
After my prolonged begging session of three days ago, I went to my mortgage holder with the great news. Adrian had withdrawn his lawsuits against me. I had the signed document from him, and the loan officer said everything was in order. However, at the last minute, there had been a bit of a hiccup. Because the lawsuit had been filed already, they needed Adrian to send them a specific Orange County form, an affidavit that outlined his intent to withdraw the lawsuit. The mortgage company had the necessary form, and they gave it to me. I just needed Adrian to sign it.
I made an appointment to see him, and the bastard kept me waiting for thirty minutes. To my surprise, as I waited in the reception area, Sara emerged from his office. She looked really cute, dressed as she was in a tight Lycra dress, that was baby blue in color. She also looked very embarrassed, and scurried out of the waiting room without making eye contact with me. I called her name twice but she didn't look back and was gone.
Adrian's Secretary told me that Adrian would "see me now", with a smirk that she made no attempt to suppress. I entered the room, and he was leaning casually against the front edge of his desk. There was a small cushion on the floor in front of him. I wondered if Sara had been kneeling on it, prior to me coming in to his office. Or if he had just placed it there for me. Adrian gestured to the pillow, and because I desperately needed his help, I knelt on it.
"What do you need from me this time, Chris?" he asked impassively.
"I just need you to sign one more form, Adrian. Then I will be out of your hair," I told him, with as much deference as I could muster.
Adrian stood up straight, his 6 foot 2 inch frame towering over me. Then he zipped up the fly of his pants, which pretty much answered any questions I had about Sara's use of the cushion, prior to my entry. Adrian walked over to me and took the piece of paper from me.
"I will sign your form, and email it directly to the mortgage broker," he began. "I knew you were missing it three days ago, so I have had time to figure out what I want in exchange."
I lowered my head in defeat, awaiting the worst.
"In exchange for helping you to successfully process your home-equity loan, I want one of my weekend visits a month with Sara, to be a long weekend. I plan to take her to different cities, book into very nice hotels, and re-enact our Honeymoon Suite encounter. You will be responsible for researching and booking the hotel suites, once I tell you which city we are heading to. You can even use my credit card this time. I know you can't afford to pay for our hotel rooms all the time," he taunted.
I wasn't exactly sure what a long weekend was, but I was in no position to negotiate, so I nodded yes. He placed the piece of paper on his desk, and signed it. Then he asked me for the direct contact email of my mortgage processor. I remained on my knees on the cushion, as I tried to extract my phone from the front pocket of my jeans. This was easier said than done, and Adrian seemed to enjoy watching me struggle.
Once I had retrieved my phone, he extended his hand expectantly.
I was a little confused until he said, "Give me your phone."
I handed it to him and he tapped the front of it. The phone illuminated and revealed the picture of Sara in her schoolgirl costume covered in semen, which was my new screen saver.
"Sara told me you had this picture as your screen-saver," he said. "I just had to see it for myself. You are such a fucking pussy Chris."
Adrian handed me back my phone, and I felt my face get very flushed. I gave him the email address, and he sat down at his desk and turned on his computer.
I remained kneeling on the cushion, but my eyes started to wander as he was looking at his screen. I noticed the Pretty Little Thing, Barbie Pink lipgloss container first. It was on his desk, right behind where he had been leaning. What the fuck? Had Sara been wearing it, as she knelt on the cushion, before I entered the office?
That asshole had kept me waiting for thirty minutes. Was my wife in here blowing him, while I waited patiently outside the door? I averted my gaze downwards and noticed a pair of silk panties, under the front edge of his desk. They were very small, Sara's size, and the exact same shade of baby blue, as the dress she had been wearing, when she left his office a few minutes ago.
I felt like I was having a full blown panic attack, and was getting dizzy with anxiety. Adrian got up from his desk, and removed his suit jacket. He walked back over to where I was kneeling, and stood in front of me. He was way too close to me, and it was then that I noticed pink lipgloss, on the buckle of his Prada belt. He handed me the signed form, and told me that it had been emailed successfully.
"Anything else?" he asked.
I shook my head to indicate no, but couldn't take my eyes off of his lipstick-stained belt buckle. I must have been staring at his crotch too long, because Adrian reached behind him, grabbed the Barbie Pink lipgloss and handed it to me.
"The next time you are on your knees in my office, begging me for help, wear this," he told me in a menacing voice.
I swallowed hard at the indignity of that thought. Me, an adult businessman and homeowner, kneeling before another man, with my lips glossed.
"Now get lost, and take Sara's things with you," he said dismissively.
I already had the lipgloss, so I reached forward and grabbed her baby blue thong from under his desk. Then I got up from the cushion.
"You can put the cushion back on the sofa. I have no more meetings today that will require anyone to kneel before me," he said with a laugh.
I got out of there as quickly as I could, thankful that he hadn't glossed my lips and fucked my face. When I got in the elevator I was alone, so I looked at Sara's panties. There was no sign of his semen in the crotch, but they were soaked with Sara's juices. It was killing me that my wife had self-lubricated, as she sucked Adrian's cock, knowing full well I was just outside his office door.
I tried to focus on the positive. My home-equity loan was going to be approved. I got a call from the mortgage broker late that afternoon. It wasn't the great news that I expected. They were about to approve the loan, based solely on my past payment history, and my exemplary credit score. However, Adrian emailed them stating that I was currently unemployed. They had verified that I had just quit my job.
Also, off the record, Adrian informed them that my sudden departure from my job of twenty-five years, was due to a sexual harassment claim from a young woman. This would obviously diminish my employment prospects. The loan processor told me I could reapply, as soon as I was employed again.
I cried once I hung up the phone, for the first time in almost twenty years, since my parents were both killed in a car crash. I didn't know what to do. I had no one to turn to, but I needed help. I ended up getting drunk and crying on Sara's shoulder. She allowed me to vent, but I could sense detachment on her part. She wasn't really that concerned about our situation, as she always had Adrian to fall back on.
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In the morning I felt like shit. I slept in until 11am, which was highly unusual for me. Sara was nowhere to be found, so I moped around the house, took a shower and made some lunch. After I had eaten I felt better, although in the light of day, my options seemed very limited.
Sara got home around 2pm. She was wearing sweats and her hair was damp, as if she had just showered. She told me that she had been at Adrian's, negotiating on my behalf. I scoffed, knowing full well what that entailed. Then she dropped the hammer.
"We have an appointment with Adrian at 7pm tonight," Sara began. "He is expecting both of us to be there. You need to shave, and get dressed up. Wear your best suit. You need to make a good impression on Adrian today," she told me, like it was a job interview.
"I will meet you there, as I have a couple of errands to run first," she continued.
I shot her a quizzical look, and she repeated her new favorite phrase, "Don't ask!"
I am not sure what kind of errands Sara had to run. However, apparently it required being chauffeured around San Clemente, because Adrian's limousine came up my gravel driveway around 2.30pm. Adrian wasn't in the car. I noticed it was the younger, physically imposing driver that looked like a bodyguard, who opened the rear door for my wife. She looked very ordinary in her baggy sweatpants and damp hair.
The limo disappeared down my driveway, and I shaved and prepared myself for the upcoming meeting. I wore my nicest suit, although it was tatty compared to Adrian's bespoke tailored suits. I got to his office right before 7pm and I was very nervous. There was no sign of Sara as I waited with Adrian's secretary, which made matters worse. At exactly 7pm, the secretary told me that we could go in to the office now.
As I walked into the office, I was stopped by the young bodyguard looking driver and searched. He patted me down thoroughly, to ensure I was neither armed, or wearing a wire. Then the secretary led the way through his office, and into the conference room, that was adjacent to it.
The bodyguard followed us, and motioned to Adrian saying, "He's clean Sir, no pink lipgloss today!"
There were a few men already in the room, and they laughed openly at this revelation. It was apparent to me, that the lipgloss story had obviously been shared with the men.
A long conference table dominated the room. On one side of it, sat Adrian and several well dressed men, who were introduced to me as his legal team. I recognized one of the men, from Adrian's limo, the day I had shown up with pink lipgloss in my pocket. He smirked at me, when I made eye contact with him.
I sat across the table from Adrian and his team of lawyers. The secretary sat next to me, and patted me condescendingly on the arm.
"I will take notes in shorthand," she told me. "That way if you have any questions afterwards, we can refer to my notes for clarification."
There were four attorneys sitting with Adrian, which seemed excessive for whatever this was.
"Sara is running late, so we will start without her," Adrian announced, taking control of the room. "She has already been briefed on the situation, and is comfortable with it."
One of the lawyers brought me up to speed. After laying out in excruciating detail, my current legal, financial, employment and marital woes, Adrian had decided to make me a very generous offer. If I initiated divorce proceedings against Sara in the next couple of days, Adrian would allow me to come and work for him as his personal assistant. He would give me a six month contract, which would match the time between filing for divorce and finalizing the divorce in California. He would match my salary and any benefits from my previous management job.
During this six month time period, Sara could come and go as she pleased, between our two households. However, as specified in our recent agreement, she would spend every weekend at Adrian's, including the one long weekend a month, previously agreed to. I would be off every weekend too, and enjoy one long weekend a month, to coincide with Sara's.
I had some major concerns about working for Adrian. I understood his motives. He could keep a close eye on me if I worked for him. Also, to a certain extent, he could mitigate any potential damage I could do to his relationship with Sara, particularly as we were still legally married. Lastly, he could keep me humble and diminish my status in Sara's eyes.
That said, it was a lifeline to me. Without a significant, immediate income, I was bankrupt. I would lose the house within a few months and would be couch surfing within my small circle of friends. My car payment was also unsustainable for long, and I would be forced to take public transportation to look for work. I decided to swallow my pride and accept his offer of a steady income. Before I could speak, the door to the conference room slowly opened.
All eyes turned to the door, as Sara came in cheerfully and announced, "Sorry I am late everyone."
She looked stunning. Her errands had apparently included a trip to the beauty salon, because she was all dolled up. She was wearing a very expensive looking silk suit. It fit her perfectly, and had obviously been tailor-made for her. The material was beautiful, and it was an exquisite shade of light blue. The skirt was quite short, and flattered her toned legs.
Sara had on matching high heels, and a light blue bow on top of her head. Her nails were perfectly manicured, and her hair was much longer and another shade lighter, basically platinum, verging on white. She was also wearing her piercing blue contacts, and her eyes looked fantastic. The room went quiet as everyone took her in.
She flashed a broad Hollywood smile, her white veneers contrasting against her bronzed skin, as she lapped up the attention. Then, with a skip in her step, she walked right past me, and sat next to Adrian. This was the moment when I finally realized I had lost my wife, and I resigned myself to getting the best deal, in exchange for her.
The room returned to business after Sara was seated, although I noticed all of the men were still checking her out, several minutes later. The attorney who was giving the presentation continued. After the six months were up, if everyone had kept their end of the deal, Adrian would renew my employment contract, pay me up front for my services, and let me be free.
On the day that the divorce was finalized, I would receive my one hundred thousand dollar divorce settlement, the security footage, and the NDA that he had mentioned in the limousine. Six months later I would have proof of employment for the past twelve months, which would be sufficient to qualify for my home-equity credit line, and get my life back on track.
Adrian interjected "you need to be on your own two feet after twelve months. I am not going to support you for life. You are not my wife. You just sucked my dick a couple of times."
The whole room erupted in laughter when he said this.
Even Sara looked at Adrian admiringly and said "Good one baby!"
The attorney waited for the laughter to subside, and then continued.
"Adrian still exerts his right to limit Chris' sexual activity, to the pocket pussy."
I blushed at this public revelation, especially as there was another round of laughter from the lawyers.
Adrian's Secretary put her hand over her mouth, and muttered "Oh my!"
Once the laughter subsided, the attorney continued.
"Adrian will generously provide Chris with an alternate sexual outlet."
The attorney paused for dramatic effect, and my heart quickened as I knew Stacey was in the deal. I would get to fuck that beautiful slut after all. Finally, a win!
"Adrian will purchase a realistic latex sex doll for Chris, once the papers are signed. You can customize it Chris. Even specify platinum hair and blue eyes if that is your thing".
A few more sniggers emanated from around the room, and I lowered my head in humiliation.
I did notice that there was no longer any mention of him paying off my house, and assumed he had adjusted the deal in his favor, to punish me for my indecision. Stacey was also absent from the deal, apparently replaced by the lookalike sex doll. Adrian had said he wanted to keep the mention of Stacey away from the lawyers, so maybe she was still in the deal. I think he also wanted to keep any mention of Stacey, away from Sara, in case she got jealous. I reluctantly agreed to the terms and signed the documents.
After I left the conference room, my sense of loss was overpowered by my sense of relief. Adrian had been pressing down on my neck so hard, I could barely breathe. He had backed off, as soon as I traded Sara's tight little ass to him, for one hundred thousand dollars. I could now get on with my life as Adrian's personal assistant, whatever that entailed.
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THIS STORY IS A SEQUEL TO THE "MY BEST FRIEND DERAILS MY LIFE" MULTI-PART SERIES. I RECOMMEND READING THIS SERIES FIRST TO UNDERSTAND THE CONTEXT OF WHY MY WIFE IS SUBMITTING TO MY BEST FRIEND.
As our trial separation evolved, Adrian assumed the reigns of our marriage. He imposed more and more restrictions on us, and took more control of my wife. Sara loved the humiliation that came from being Adrian's sex slave. I hated his dominance of her, and asked her to leave him multiple times. My pleas fell on deaf ears.
"You destroyed any chance of reconciliation, when you decided to have a sexual relationship with your young assistant, Melody," she told me repeatedly.
"Besides," she taunted, "I am acting under the threat of blackmail."
I knew it was way deeper than that. Sara stayed at Adrian's every weekend, per our written agreement. However, the length of her weekend visits kept getting longer. Initially, she went there on Saturday morning, and returned home late Sunday evening. I could handle her being in his bed for one night a week.
Then Sara announced that it was easier to spend Friday night there also, as it was a lot of packing and unpacking, for one night. So his limo would pick her up early Friday evening, after we had enjoyed a nice dinner together.
Sara would return home very late on Sunday night. Adrian would return her in a horrible state. She would enter our home looking well-used, mostly drunk and high as a kite. She often had semen on her body or clothing, and her legs were like jello, from all of the orgasms she enjoyed on the ride home. She would basically fall through the front door. I would help her up the stairs, run her a bath, and then she would go straight to bed.
After just three weekends, Sara said, "I think it would be easier on all of us if I came home early Monday morning."
I couldn't disagree. Now that she was gone every weekend, I had to make some adjustments. It meant I saw Sara mostly at work, in Adrian's house.
"Would you consider spending less time at Adrian's house?" I asked her one day.
Sara looked at me like I was crazy. "Adrian has a swimming pool, a home gym, a chef and a large sun deck. Why would I want to spend my days in our modest home, instead of his luxurious house?" she asked incredulously.
I wanted to add easy access to drugs to her list, but didn't want to get into a fight about it. We both knew that Sara was taking way too much ecstasy and cocaine, and that Adrian made it readily available for her. The MDMA made her much more pliable sexually, and the cocaine helped with her weight loss. When she was at our house she was strung out, and very irritable. She was actually easier to be around, when she was under his roof.
This weekend routine continued for the first few weeks, but then Adrian moved the goalposts again. Adrian liked to go out for a fancy meal on Friday nights, to celebrate the week's accomplishments. Sara loved fine-dining and I couldn't afford the restaurants he frequented, so she often accompanied him. Then, often became always, and before I knew it, the new normal was established.
His limousine picked her up at 9am on Friday morning, to go and get her hair and nails done, for his weekend enjoyment. He would return her on Monday morning, in a much more reasonable state.
Sara was subjected to a very elaborate preparation routine for him, on Friday. She had nail extensions added to her slender fingers, painted according to Adrian's desired weekend color. Her platinum hair had grown out to a slightly longer length than the wig she wore for months. Every Friday, her hair stylist washed and added color as necessary to her hair, so that it remained uniformly platinum.
Her hair was styled according to Adrian's plans for her. Sometimes, perfectly straight, sometimes curly and wavy, occasionally pigtails if he needed her to look youthful. Her makeup was next, and this had the greatest variety of looks.
If he was taking her to the ballet, for example, he wanted her to look classy. If he took her along to close a deal, she needed to look professional, but absolutely available to do whatever it took to make it happen. Adrian often dangled the prospect of sex with Sara, in front of prospective clients, although she hadn't actually had to deliver on the implication yet.
"It is just a matter of time," Adrian assured her, "before I throw you in, to sweeten a deal. The lucky recipient will be tested, of course," he added.
Sometimes the makeup team were tasked with making Sara look like a twenty something college girl, and they succeeded again and again. Incidentally, this look was often paired with the pigtails.
Once she was made up to his specific orders, she was free until he got home from his last appointment. She would often use this time to lay out by Adrian's pool, and sunbathe naked. He made her go to a tanning salon on the days that she was at my house, but she was happy to add some natural color, by his pool. She had to sunbathe naked, because he had forbidden Sara to have any tan lines.
Sara would have a masseuse come by Adrian's house on Friday afternoon. During the two-hour session, she would also be subjected to a deep colon-cleanse. Adrian always fucked my wife's ass on the weekends, and this invasive cleanse was more sanitary than an enema. Plus it helped her to make her weight goal.
I use the word "goal" loosely. It was a requirement. Under the guidance of a nutritionist and a personal trainer, my wife was tasked with a twenty pound weight loss "goal." I told her I thought she was perfect the way she was. At 5 feet 8 inches she weighed 135 pounds, before Adrian got involved in her fitness program. He was adamant that Sara be 115 pounds, and she had responded well to his strict regime.
After the colon-cleanse, Sara would shower. Then as she returned naked to the massage table, Sara was oiled from head to toe in scented moisturizer, so that she was soft and smelled divine for Adrian. Unbeknownst to my wife, Adrian paid the masseuse to be very touchy-feely with her, focusing on her arousal via Sara's erogenous zones. She would also pamper my wife's nipples, vagina and anus with extra tender attention.
Finally, under the guise of ensuring her availability for Adrian, Sara's vagina and asshole would be thoroughly lubed, by the masseuse. This was very humiliating for my wife, and she begged Adrian not to subject her to this. He demanded that Sara submit to this weekly violation, and she would often leave the massage table with erect nipples, and a very wet pussy.
Sara hated the violation that occurred during her weekly massage. Although ostensibly she was being prepared for Adrian's enjoyment, the manner in which she was probed and fondled, was degrading. Especially because she could not stop herself self-lubricating, during the humiliating session.
Even more demeaning, was Sara's required weekly Kogan massage, that I had agreed to, in exchange for the dismissal of Adrian's lawsuits. Sara found this to be more distasteful, because she hadn't even agreed to it. I had traded her sexual services for my benefit, and that pissed her off. Once she found out that I didn't even know what a Kogan massage was, when I agreed to her performing it on a weekly basis, she became even more enraged.
Adrian loved the humiliating ritual, and had a very specific process that he expected Sara to follow. First up was the physical transformation. Kogan massage originated in Japan, and there are not too many blue-eyed platinum blondes, in that part of the world. For this reason, Sara was required to undergo a dramatic change in appearance, prior to servicing Adrian. She had a long straight black wig, made of real human hair, that made her look Asian, at least from behind. Sara wore dark brown eye contact lenses to obscure her blue eyes, and her makeup would be done using darker foundation, to give her an exotic look.
Submissive behavior is a large part of the Tokyo, sex for sale industry, and Adrian made sure that Sara learned all of the techniques, to make a man feel like he was being worshipped. Sara would be kneeling when Adrian entered the room. He would be naked except for a towel, having just got out of the shower.
Adrian would approach Sara, as she knelt before him in a silk kimono. When he reached her position, she would further submit herself, by bowing until her forehead touched the floor. She would then kiss his bare feet until he told her to stand. Normally, this would entail one or two kisses of submission, before he allowed her to get up from her knees.
Occasionally, he would allow her to kiss his feet for several moments, as if to remind her that she was his plaything. Sara hated this part of the ritual, and when she told me about it, I was pissed. I say "pissed" but that would imply that I would have the balls to do something about it, which I most certainly did not. I did tell Sara that I would never kiss that asshole's feet, but that didn't really make her feel any better.
After he was bored of her soft lips on his feet and toes, Adrian would command her to stand. Sara would remove his towel, fold it perfectly, and invite him to lay on the massage table. After he was comfortable, the Kogan massage would begin.
Sara would fetch a large bowl of hot water and a wash cloth. She would wash his genitalia thoroughly first, and then lay the hot washcloth across his testicles. The heat would relax his balls, and draw them away from the body, enlarging them, just as exposure to cold, makes a man's nuts shrivel and retreat inside the body, in search of heat.
Once Adrian's balls were warm, Sara would rub Nuru gel all over them, and start to massage and separate the testicles. Adrian would relax on the massage table as she worked her magic. I think it was the one hour in the week when he actually turned his phone off. He would be undisturbed, and ever so relaxed. He would occasionally even fall asleep. After a prolonged testicle massage, Sara would lovingly suck his nuts, while he decided how he wanted to come. He never fucked her during his weekly massage.
"This is all about me," he told her one day. "My time to switch off and relax. It was very generous of Chris to offer you to me, in exchange for my withdrawal of the lawsuits," he said to her, on more than one occasion.
Today he wanted to use the milking-table, he told her, as she nibbled and sucked his nuts. Sara's heart sank, as this was her least favorite way to bring Adrian to orgasm. Even though he never fucked her during the massage session, most of the other ways he got off, had some degree of intimacy.
Sara would sometimes give Adrian a handjob to completion, talking dirty to him and maintaining eye contact, which felt like they were connected. Sometimes he would put his feet up flat on the table, and she would eat his ass as he jerked off. Sometimes she sucked his cock as they stared at each other, which she enjoyed immensely. Another favorite was Nuru body to body massage, in which she slid all over him, covered in Nuru gel until he ejaculated, usually between her tits.
However, the milking-table removed all the intimacy from the act. It was basically a glory-hole. The massage table had a small removable plate about halfway down the length of it. Adrian would turn over on his stomach, and once the hole was uncovered, his cock and balls would emerge underneath the table. Sara would scoot under the table, and become some anonymous cocksucker. Adrian couldn't see her, but would just feel her eager lips and hands on his cock and balls, trying to coax a load out of him.
Who knows what he thought about when he climaxed this way? There was a large monitor on the wall, and he would often watch porn when she was under the milking- table. This pissed Sara off, and she complained to me about it.
"What the hell can I do about it Sara?" I asked in frustration. "Adrian will kick my ass if I try and defend you. He will probably put me under the table, to show us who is the boss," I added with a shudder.
I wish I had never said anything to Sara about it, because it obviously gave her ideas. A couple of weeks later, Sara completely rearranged the massage room. She told Adrian it was to make it more "feng shui", but I found out the real reason, about twenty minutes before his weekly Kogan massage.
Sara cornered me, and thrust a long black wig and a silk kimono into my arms.
"Strip naked and put this on," she told me firmly, in a voice that left no room for discussion. "You got me into this mess, you can help me out today."
Once I was wearing the Kimono, I could see it matched hers exactly. Our black wigs were identical too, and after Sara straightened and adjusted mine, we looked very similar from behind. She sprayed me down with some of her perfume, and told me to wait out on the balcony, that was accessible from the massage room.
She had moved the massage table next to the balcony door, and had replaced the massage table cover with a larger sheet, that extended almost to the floor. I could see her plan as soon as I walked into the room, and I didn't like it at all. I walked out onto the balcony, and waited silently for Adrian to enter the room. Sara left the balcony door open, so I could see their shadows through the lace curtain. I didn't see Sara's head for several moments, and assumed she was kissing Adrian's feet.
Adrian enjoyed a blowjob that day, and I waited out on that balcony like a fucking pussy, as my wife sucked him to completion. With the door open I could hear him talking dirty to her, and the lewd sounds of a devoted blowjob. Two weeks in a row, I waited on the balcony in my silk kimono and black wig, to see if Adrian wanted the milking-table option. It was very emasculating to listen to them engage sexually, especially as Adrian tit-fucked my wife the second week.
Finally, on the third week, Sara talked Adrian into the milking-table.
"Baby, why don't we put some porn on the big screen, and you can relax, while I crawl under the table and take care of my man!" Sara said seductively.
"Great idea Sara," Adrian said, as he rolled over to lay on his stomach.
I heard the flap open, and I assume Adrian adjusted his position, so that his cock and balls were accessible from under the table. Sara put on some interracial porn and turned the volume up. That was my cue, and I crawled into the massage room through the balcony door. As I scooted under the milking-table, Sara gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up, and crawled out onto the balcony to relax, while I gave Adrian head.
If it felt emasculating the first time I sucked Adrian's cock, on our Anniversary threesome, this was much worse. First of all, Adrian never ejaculated in my mouth the first time I blew him, but this was definitely going to be a blowjob to completion. Secondly, the anonymity of the whole sex act, made me feel like I was at a glory-hole. Adrian's cock was recognizable to me, since it was jet-black and very large, but other than that it was just an anonymous cock, and it was my job to suck it off.
I would like to say that I brought Adrian to a very quick climax, through a skillful application of my lips and tongue, but in truth, he was a very tough come. I think he probably enjoyed so much sex, that he wasn't going to blow his load in my mouth, just because I worshipped his cock and balls. I really had to work for his load, and spent as much time on his nuts, as I did on his thick, black shaft.
Finally, after almost thirty minutes, he ejaculated into my mouth, without any warning. Adrian must have an amazing capacity to produce semen, because every time he comes, it is a massive load. I choked a little at first, but quickly regained my composure, and swallowed his cum.
"Fuck yeah, Sara, you bitch," he said derisively, blissfully unaware that I had swallowed his load, not my wife. "Clean me up, baby. I am going to lie here and relax for a while."
I did clean him up. For several minutes, as I waited for Sara to crawl into the room, and switch places with me. Adrian would fuck me up, if he looked under the table and saw me under there, instead of my wife. Finally, after an extended clean-up session, Adrian's cock was flaccid, and I could hear him snoring.
Sara must have heard him too, because her face appeared under the table cloth, and then she joined me under the table.
"Keep sucking," she whispered.
"What?" I said very quietly.
"Keep sucking Adrian's cock, baby. Get him hard again. He will want to come twice today."
We couldn't have much of a conversation under the table, with Adrian sleeping a few inches above us, but Sara did manage to convey to me that Adrian was always busy. Normally, he would enjoy the Kogan massage, blow his load, and then be off to his next appointment. The fact that he had chosen to take a nap, was indicative that he had some spare time this morning. So, he would want to get off twice.
"Why me?" I asked. "You suck him off, Sara."
"Do you want me to wake him up, and see how he feels about the fact that you tricked him into coming into your mouth?" she asked me.
That thought genuinely scared me, so I put my lips tenderly around his cock-head, and started to suckle his soft cock. I had expected Sara to go back out onto the balcony, but she watched me intently, as I brought Adrian's cock back to life. After several minutes of me lavishing attention on his cock and balls, he was erect. And, apparently awake!
"Get your ass up here Sara," he said assertively. "I want to tit-fuck you next."
Sara gave me a wry smile, and emerged from under the milking-table. I heard her tell Adrian to turn over, and his cock disappeared through the hole. I waited until Sara had lubed up her tits, and the table started to rock, and then snuck out onto the balcony. About thirty minutes later, Adrian had a very vocal orgasm between Sara's tits, and shortly afterwards he left the room to take a shower.
"All clear," Sara said cheerfully, as I entered the massage room, to return to my work.
She was a mess. She had lube all over her tits, and Adrian's semen on her tits, neck, chin and face. I could see her eyes were totally glazed over, and she was high as a kite on ecstasy.
"See you next week," she said with a giggle. "Same time, same place, same cock!"
We settled into this weekly routine of taking care of Adrian during his Kogan massage. I spent most of the sessions waiting on the balcony, which was very emasculating. Sitting there for over an hour, in a long black wig and a silk kimono, having been sprayed with a liberal dose of Sara's perfume, waiting to see if my wife's lover wanted a milking-table blowjob, was very demeaning.
Sara tried to talk him into the milking-table every week, but Adrian liked variety and he had too many other options available to him. When it was my turn "at bat", I did my best to provide him a loving cock-worship session, and took pride in the fact that I could get him off quicker than Sara could.
Adrian gets bored very easily when it comes to sex, and so we constantly came up with new ways to make him feel good. One day, when it was my turn under the milking- table, I used the vibrating egg on his nuts, and was rewarded with a huge load within a few minutes of this new stimulation. After he ejaculated in my mouth, I kept the aluminum egg on his balls, and a few minutes later, he came a second time without getting soft. Needless to say, that magic egg accompanied me each and every time I was under the milking-table.
I didn't think Adrian would like it if he found out that I was under the table, sucking his cock. However, I severely underestimated his sexual needs, because a few weeks later, Sara was sick with the flu. As the weekly Kogan massage appointment approached, Sara was tasked with finding a replacement "set of lips" for Adrian to ejaculate between.



"I don't care what she looks like, Sara," Adrian said dismissively. "Find some bitch, gloss her lips, spritz her with my favorite perfume, and stick her under the milking-table to suck me off!"
"Chrissy could do it!" Sara suggested cheerfully.
"Perfect," Adrian replied. "Great idea. Thinking outside the box. Go and break the news to that cocksucker, Chrissy. Good job Sara."
I wasn't particularly thrilled about Adrian enjoying a blowjob from me, as he relaxed on the milking-table. I was even less excited about the fact that I had been referred to as Chrissy. However, Sara made it a bit more tolerable, as she took care of the pre-massage rituals, and got Adrian situated on the table first. At least he didn't expect me to kiss his feet, prior to crawling under the milking-table. I would have told him to fuck off, I assured myself.
"He's ready sugar lips," Sara taunted. "Oh, and no magic egg today," she continued as she removed the vibrating egg from my hand. "Adrian is going to make you work hard for his load."
As Sara watched me kneel, she smirked. I crawled into the room on my hands and knees so Adrian never actually saw me.
When I got under the table, I noticed his cock was flaccid, and there was some ejaculate around the tip of it. At first, I thought it was pre-cum, but on closer inspection, I realized it was semen. That asshole had just jerked off!
I should have known Adrian would make it as difficult as possible for me. He just couldn't resist fucking with me. I resigned myself to the fact that I was in for an extended session under the milking-table, and got to work. As Adrian relaxed on his stomach, I sucked his nuts, trying to get his cock to stir. It was silent in the room, as he had dispensed with the additional stimulation of pornography. No egg, no porn, I was on my own this morning.
I tried to think of any tricks to get him hard, but my options were pretty limited. I had no toys, access only to his cock and nuts, and I didn't think he would want to hear my masculine voice. So, I started to give him a very wet blowjob, making as many lewd sounds as I could. I slurped his cock, moaning in pleasure as I did so. I felt like such a bitch, trying to pleasure this asshole, as he relaxed on his stomach.
After several minutes of lewdly sucking and slurping on his cock, he started to get
erect. I continued to blow him and caress his nuts, and about twenty minutes later, I felt his balls constrict. Sensing his orgasm was fast approaching, I removed my lips from his cock and started to suck his nuts. He moaned appreciatively at the new sensation, but I could tell I had delayed his orgasm.
It felt pretty good to deny that prick his release, and I decided to edge him this morning, instead of just getting him off. So, I forgot about the time and focused on getting him close to, but never over, the edge. I spent a lot of time running the tip of my tongue across his scrotum, and all the way up his erect shaft. I continued to moan as if pleasuring this man was my life's goal. After several minutes of tongue bathing his genitals, I took the tip of his cock between my lips and sucked him tenderly. He was leaking now and, I suspected, back on the road to orgasm, so I stopped sucking him again and resumed the tongue bath.
The milking-table takes away a lot of the options that a man typically has, to accelerate his orgasm. Adrian was unable to grab my ears, or to put his hand behind my head, or even to thrust into my mouth and fuck my face. He had to lay there passively as I worked on his orgasm, under the table.
It was his turn to moan now, as I mercilessly teased his blood-engorged cock. It was throbbing, the veins noticeable in the shaft, and his balls were swollen from the extended edging session. I transitioned from the tongue bath to just planting soft kisses all over his cock and balls. I heard him sigh in frustration, and felt very satisfied that I was getting the best of him.
Under normal circumstances, Adrian would have called Sara back into the massage room to finish him off, but she was sick with the flu and was not available to him. I wanted him to either leave the room with blue balls, or ask me to finish him off.
To Adrian's credit, he didn't break easily. However, after about ninety minutes of me edging him, he whispered hoarsely.
"Chrissy, I am ready to come."
I didn't respond, but just continued to lick the shaft of his cock as if it were a popsicle.
"Chrissy, please," he asked, the desperation palpable in his voice.
Hearing him say "please", was about as close as I was ever going to get to him begging me, so I took the victory and engulfed his cock in my mouth. I put my face as close to the underside of the milking table as possible, so that he could lift his cock up from the table slightly, yet still be between my lips.
Once he realized what I had done for him, he began to thrust his hips into the massage table, and fuck my mouth. A few seconds later, he erupted with a very loud groan and I got a mouthful of his semen as a reward for my efforts.
"Holy Christ, teach Sara how to do that," he said with a satisfied laugh. "That was incredible, baby."
I don't think he realized that he called me "baby", but Adrian had found a new favorite cocksucker, and from that day forward, I accompanied Sara to her weekly Kogan massage appointments. I was mostly there in an advisory capacity, which pissed Sara off. We were already drifting apart, but this definitely accelerated our breakup. I used it as an opportunity to get back at Sara and she hated it.
"Don't rush it, Sara," I told her cheerfully one day, after she had already been edging Adrian for close to two hours. "You know Adrian likes it when you tease him before he comes."
Sara flashed me a glare, clearly over this extended session of worshiping Adrian's cock.
Of course, Adrian pushed the boundaries constantly, and with me hidden out of sight beneath the milking table, his expectations increased weekly. First of all, he wanted a two-girl edging blowjob, so Sara and I worked in tandem to coax his load out of his nuts. This got him off more quickly, as the added stimulation of an extra tongue or pair of lips, did the trick every time.
Next he ordered a pair of Virtual Reality goggles and watched 3D porn as we blew him to orgasm. This increased the level of detachment, as Adrian would put on some headphones, watch porn and enjoy our eager lips and mouths under the milking-table. Sara hated his favorite way to come, as there was zero intimacy involved in being a cum-receptacle for Adrian. We would crawl under the milking-table, still legally married, and service this huge black cock, as a couple, every single week.
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After Adrian offered me a job as his personal assistant, I felt relief. At least from the financial side of my woes. My legal woes had already been eliminated, as Adrian agreed to withdraw his lawsuits against me. My marital woes still existed, and were not going anywhere as long as I worked for him. Adrian had Sara wrapped around his little finger, and took more liberties with her as time progressed.
I wasn't sure what my job entailed. However, I had spent my entire career in sales management, and figured I would be a welcome addition to his investment team.
Adrian had recently started his own investment brokerage. He had all of the necessary qualifications and licenses to branch out on his own, and every one of his NFL contacts moved their money into his new company. Sara told me that Adrian left his old job because she had given his boss, John, a handjob, albeit through his pants. If this was true, it certainly enforced Adrian's reputation as a jealous man.
Adrian generously matched my previous salary of twelve thousand dollars per month.
"I don't need your sales ability," he told me. "I just need someone I can trust, to help me around the house."
That seemed easy, so I agreed to help him with his new home-based business. On my first day at my new job, I showed up in a suit trying to act professional, and convey my intent to work hard in Adrian's best interests.
Adrian laughed when he saw me. "You're a bit overdressed to clean my swimming pool, buddy," he said condescendingly.
I was embarrassed and accepted his offer of a change of clothes. I must admit, when he handed me a really small pair of yellow silk speedos, I had some reservations. I put them on and looked in the mirror. I looked fucking ridiculous. I guess that was the purpose.
However, my options were limited, so I came out of the pool house, and grabbed the net to clean the pool. As I walked towards the pool, I saw them. My wife and Adrian relaxing under a large parasol, on a pair of loungers, shielded from the heat of the sun. Adrian was naked, laying on his front, with his muscular ass in full view. Sara was dressed in a hot pink two-piece thong bikini, and matching pink high heels. She was massaging suntan lotion into his ass-cheeks, and seemed very interested in his pleasure.
I watched them from across the pool and felt jealousy coursing through my veins. I started to dip the net into the pool to fish out the leaves. Adrian turned over onto his back, and I couldn't help notice his huge black cock. Even flaccid, it draped across much of his upper thigh.
Sara picked up the suntan lotion, and started to rub it into his tight, ripped stomach. My jealousy quickly turned to arousal, and I had to look away, as the sight of them together was causing my cock to stir. In my tight silk speedos, I would have nowhere to hide an erection, which I guess was Adrian's plan all along. Once I had my erection under control, my curiosity got the best of me. I left the pool area in search of a better vantage point, from which to watch Adrian enjoy my wife.
I ended up in one of the guest bedrooms that overlooked the swimming pool. I was peeking through the plantation shutters, as Sara rubbed suntan lotion into Adrian's stomach and upper thighs. Adrian looked around the pool area as if to gauge where I was. Once he seemed comfortable that I was no longer in the vicinity, he reached for Sara's hand and placed it on his cock.
Sara gave his cock a playful squeeze and it stirred into life. She didn't seem that concerned about my whereabouts, and began to tickle his nuts as she slowly caressed his rapidly growing cock. I know my wife has dainty hands, but his ebony shaft looked massive as she coaxed it into life. Adrian was apparently, "a shower" and "a grower", because as impressive as his cock was when flaccid, it hardened into a magnificent specimen.
Adrian placed one hand on the top of Sara's head, and she lowered it submissively and took his cock in her mouth. He laid back on the pillow of his lounge chair, and put his hands behind his head. He was wearing sunglasses, so I couldn't see his eyes, but he appeared to be looking right at me, through the plantation shutters. I instinctively moved away from the window, and Adrian's head turned in another direction. Had he noticed me peeking at them from the window, I wondered?
I got my answer when I returned to peek through the plantation shutters. Adrian's head swiveled immediately in my direction, and I froze. He maintained his focus on me as Sara sucked his cock. I figured if he got up, I could leave the bedroom and be downstairs before he reached the house. I would categorically lie about watching him. Adrian moved one of his hands from behind his head, and rested it possessively on Sara's ass, as if to signify ownership of my wife.
He appeared to watch me intently as he got his cock sucked. After a few minutes of enjoying my wife's lips on his cock, Adrian said something to her. She stood up from the lounger, and he positioned himself so that I had a perfect view of his erection. He dropped a towel on the ground, and Sara knelt before him. I didn't dare to move, in case I confirmed my position behind the shutters. Adrian positioned the two of them so that I got a perfect view. They were only partially shielded from the sun now, and I had a much clearer view in the light of day.
He lifted one foot up and placed it on the lounger. Sara got the message immediately, and adjusted her position slightly, so that she could nibble his nuts and lick his taint. I couldn't have had a better view, as he had painstakingly maneuvered them into my line of sight. I had a full erection, watching my wife worship Adrian's swollen black nuts, and I was tenting in my small speedos. Adrian was admiring Sara now, looking down at her and talking to her.
I realized that I was being paranoid. He had no clue that I was watching, and I continued to enjoy the show. Sara ventured deeper under Adrian's nutsack, and finally began to lick his asshole. She put one of her manicured hands under him, and rested it on his buttocks for support. Her other hand was resting on his stomach, so that she could maintain her balance as she rimmed him. The sunlight reflected off of her wedding ring, drawing my focus to the large diamond. Sara rarely wore her wedding ring anymore. I wondered if Adrian had asked her to wear it, so that he could rub it in my face that she was still legally my wife, as he enjoyed her.
Sara was under him now, her tongue deep in his asshole trying to maximize his pleasure. Adrian said something else to my wife and she reached out to grab the suntan lotion, without removing her face from under his balls. Using one hand, she flipped the lid of the plastic bottle open, and squeezed a large blob of it onto Adrian's cock. She discarded the bottle and started to slowly jerk Adrian off, as she lovingly rimmed him.
A few minutes later, I assume he must have told Sara that he was getting close, because she emerged from under him, and started to suck his cock. Adrian looked back up at me through the plantation shutters, and removed his sunglasses. It was then that I realized, he knew I was hiding there watching them. I didn't move an inch. I stayed motionless, in hiding, like a total fucking pussy, as my wife tried to coax a load out of his jet black nuts. Adrian was smirking at me now, enjoying the position he had me in.
A few moments later, he withdrew his cock from Sara's mouth, and started furiously jerking himself off. Sara tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide, inviting Adrian to ejaculate all over her pretty face. Seconds later, Adrian gave me the finger as he erupted, and several ropes of his come landed on my wife's face and hair.
Adrian grabbed a towel, covered his still-erect cock, and ran towards the house. As soon as I saw him start running, I bolted out of the guest room and headed down the stairs. Adrian intercepted me as I reached the last step, and started to berate me. I was genuinely afraid of him when he got angry, and in order to avoid conflict, I knelt before him to convey my submission.
This was how Sara found us, as she came into the house behind Adrian. She was wiping semen from her face with a wet wipe, but still had a considerable amount of his ejaculate pooling in her hair.
Adrian was towering over me wearing just a towel, and I was kneeling before him, in a yellow silk speedo. I had an obvious erection and pre-cum stains all over the front of my tiny bathing suit.
"He was watching us being intimate, Sara," Adrian announced angrily. "Fucking cuckold."
Sara let out a little giggle as she noticed my erection.
"He got hard watching us," she said. "What a pussy."
"You pull that shit again and you will regret it," Adrian said menacingly.
Sara giggled again, and handed me the soiled wet wipes to dispose of. I guess that was my first indication of how things were going to work in Adrian's house.
My new job as Adrian's personal assistant didn't require any of my sales ability, after all. It was mostly menial work, designed to keep me humble, and to enforce that Sara now belonged to Adrian. In addition to cleaning his pool and jacuzzi, I was responsible for his fleet of cars. Sergei, the Ukrainian driver, had quit the day after he had enjoyed Sara's birthday gifts to him. I was now Adrian's driver, and had to ensure that his cars were clean, and fueled regularly.
Part of our written agreement was that I had to detail his limousine. Adrian wanted to see if I could buff out the scratches, that Sara had inflicted on his driver's door. I could barely even see them, even though I looked multiple times, in all kinds of light. I couldn't believe he had sued me for eight thousand dollars in damages to his car, when it looked perfect to me. We both knew that me cleaning his car was just about control. His attempt to further diminish my status in my wife's eyes.
This was confirmed, when he waited until the hottest day of the year, to inform me that today was the day for me to detail his limousine. That shiny black car was massive, and I sweated my ass off in the California sun getting it gleaming. I was on my knees, sweating profusely and cleaning his chrome rims, when he approached me with a chilled bottle of water. I remained kneeling as he handed me the water, and told me to take a five minute break. The water was a godsend, and after I finished the water bottle I thanked him. I resumed cleaning his rims and he just couldn't resist kicking me in the nuts.
He smirked and said, "you are welcome Chris. I love that you and Sara both put such an effort into my rimjob."
It took me nine hours to clean that stretch limo, and by the end of the day, I had a sunburn for my efforts.
Sara and Adrian enjoyed fucking with me. Well, I think Adrian enjoyed it, and Sara, often drunk and high on ecstasy, went along for the ride. Under the threat of blackmail, until my six months divorce proceedings were over, I had to suck it up. Adrian held all of the cards and we both knew it. I just wish he hadn't been such a prick.
He made me clean his office, as Sara sucked his cock under his massive desk. Lewd slurping sounds would emanate from my wife, positioned as she was on her knees, hidden from sight. Adrian often inserted the magic egg into Sara's anal passage, before she sucked him off. On those occasions, I would hear her muffled cries of ecstasy, as she climaxed again and again, while she blew him.
As he learned to trust me more, he added Sara's laundry to my list of chores. I frequently found her expensive lingerie in the hamper, covered in semen. Adrian had me make his bed and launder his sheets. He had very expensive 800 thread count Egyptian cotton sheets, and there was often semen all over them, too.
My wife stayed at his house every weekend, and her panties were often discarded in his bedroom. I fetched his dry-cleaning, and took his shoes to the cobblers for a polish. I would pick up lunch for Sara and Adrian, and bring it to them by the pool. Sara couldn't talk to me when I was working, but would occasionally offer me a sympathetic glance. Once or twice she mouthed the word "sorry" to me, if Adrian had been particularly disrespectful.
For the most part I kept my distance from Adrian and my wife. Then, after several weeks of our new arrangement, the inevitable happened. The three of us were invited to a social event, an out-of-state wedding.
As Adrian's personal assistant, I was responsible for opening his mail. The invitations arrived separately in the mail, the custom gilded envelopes giving some clue that something important was inside. One of the invites requested the pleasure of Adrian and Sara at the upcoming nuptials. The second invite was addressed more generically to Adrian's personal assistant, which as I understood it, was me.
I decided immediately I was not going. That this was a hard limit for me. Adrian had finally pushed me too far. I probably didn't even know any of the invited guests. I didn't even know the bride or groom, for fuck's sake. Why the hell would he give any indication that I would be happy to attend a wedding, for someone I didn't even know?
I was excited to tell Adrian I definitely wasn't going to Las Vegas with them. One hundred percent not going to happen! I marked the first invite to Adrian and Sara "accept, with pleasure" and on my invite I checked the box that said "declines, with regret." I left the two envelopes in the outgoing mail basket, unsealed, for Adrian's review and approval.
Two days later, as I stood facing the mirror at Adrian's favorite tailor, it was obvious to all that my resistance to attending the wedding, was futile. I was being measured for a new custom-made suit, for my upcoming trip to Vegas. I owned a couple of cheap suits but Adrian said they reflected badly on him, and insisted on treating me to a bespoke tailored one. The wedding was five months away, but Adrian wanted to make a point. Everyone needed to know that I was going to attend the Las Vegas wedding, against my will.
I thought my new suit was very nice, until Adrian strolled into the room. He was wearing a beautifully crafted silk suit that was form-fitting, and showcased his imposing physicality. He made quite an impression as he entered the mirrored fitting room. My wife was in tow, and followed him until he stood in front of the large mirror, admiring himself. The photographer was also right behind Adrian. My wife moved out of the reflection in the mirror, and the photographer began to take some pictures of Adrian. Adrian noticed a piece of lint on his upper arm, and called Sara's name.
Sara moved over to his side instantly, eager to take care of his every need. She had a lint roller in her hand, and began removing any excess lint from the shoulders of his suit. She wiped the lint from each of his extended arms and then he looked briefly at his neatly pressed pants. Sara seemed to anticipate his next request, because she sank gracefully to her knees, and began to use the lint brush on his suit pants.
The tailor's assistant emerged from the back of the store holding Adrian's freshly polished shoes. He placed them carefully at Adrian's feet, and then told Adrian he would be right back with a foot-stool. Apparently, this was to enable Adrian to tie his shoelaces comfortably. Adrian gave my wife a quick glance, and then focused his attention on his shoes.
Sara immediately understood his silent request, and put the lint brush down on the floor. The tailor's assistant retuned with the foot-stool, but Adrian waved him away. Sara scooted in front of Adrian on her knees, and as he picked one foot up, she slipped his leather shoe on. He rested his foot on her thigh, and she tied his laces for him. Once the shoe was on, he removed it from her leg. Sara repeated her actions and tied the laces of the other shoe as it rested on her, as if she were a foot-stool.
Adrian stepped slightly to the side of her, so that he could see his reflection in the full length mirror. He told Sara to face the mirror and to remain on her knees. Then he placed his hand possessively on the top of her head, resting it right behind the yellow silk bow that adorned her hair.
"One for the road, please," he said to the photographer, and the old man took another picture.
Adrian texted me that photo a few minutes later with the caption, "Sara. Your wife, my bitch!"
I knew instantly it was payback, for Sergei's stunt with Sara's schoolgirl photos. I got an erection as I looked at the picture, again and again. It was like something you would see as the very first picture of an interracial photo shoot. A tall, athletic black man in an expensive tailored suit, admiring himself in the mirror, as a gorgeous platinum blonde knelt at his feet.
The man's suit was graphite grey, made of an Italian silk, and he had a yellow pocket square perfectly placed in the top pocket of his jacket. The platinum blonde knelt submissively at his feet, looking at their reflection. She had a smile on her face, although everyone was wondering what on earth she had to be happy about. Her eyes were glazed over, from the effects of the MDMA he plied her with daily.
Also, there was that now familiar sheen of perspiration on her forehead. This was from the desperation of being kept on the boil for so long. He was resting one of his massive hands on the top of her head, as if to signify ownership of this pretty white woman. The only thing that seemed out of place in this sordid photo, was his watch. You would have expected such a powerful businessman to be wearing an expensive timepiece. Adrian however, was wearing his Apple Watch.
My heart sank, as I realized my beautiful wife already had the anal stimulator in her asshole. That went someway to explain why she was so compliant. Well, that and the ecstasy tablets. Also, she had freely admitted to Adrian and I, that she loved to be dominated and humiliated by him.
She could also have been mistaken for another one of his accessories, as she matched him perfectly. He had on a beautiful fitted silk shirt in the same shade of yellow as his pocket square. The cuffs and collar of the shirt were white and crisply starched. He had a gray tie that matched his suit. Sara was dressed head to toe in the exact same shade of yellow as Adrian's pocket square.
She was wearing a silk pleated skirt and matching silk crop-top. I believe they refer to such a skirt as a "tennis skirt." However, Sara's skirt was short enough to get her kicked out of any tennis court, for public indecency. As she knelt before Adrian, her tennis skirt rode up her toned legs, answering any questions about whether or not she was wearing underwear.
To be honest, no-one in the tailor shop seemed that interested, but I couldn't help sneaking a furtive glance in the mirror. I did catch a glimpse of her matching yellow panties. They matched the yellow garter belt she was wearing to hold up her yellow stockings. Her stilettos were also yellow, and had very high heels. She was wearing a yellow silk choker around her neck and to top it off, the girly yellow bow on top of her head.
She looked so feminine and innocent, almost like a Southern Belle at the Kentucky Derby. Although her current pose, kneeling as she was at the feet of a black man, would not have gone over well in that Southern state.
I had seen a similar photo session recently on Blacked.com. A young woman, kneeling innocently at the feet of an athletic black man, who was wearing a tailored suit and a very expensive watch. In the next photo he had her across his knee. Her submission to him was detailed in the next few photos.
They depicted him lifting her short skirt up, pulling her panties down to her ankles, and spanking her ass. In the next picture, she was kneeling before him sucking his cock through the zipper of his pants. Obviously this wasn't going to happen in this busy tailor shop. However, the power dynamic between Adrian and Sara, was the same as in my pornographic interracial photo shoot.
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After the picture was taken, Adrian removed his hand from the top of Sara's head, and casually sauntered out of the room. She remained on her knees for a few seconds, and I could see she was breathing hard. When she got up she was visibly flushed, and I could tell she was responding favorably to Adrian's dominant behavior.
A few seconds later he called out her name, and she hurried back into the dressing room area. I paid Adrian's bill, as I was now entrusted with one of his credit cards. After the tailor was finished processing the payment, I walked back to the dressing room to let Adrian and Sara know we were done.
There were about eight dressing rooms available for customers to try on their prospective purchases. Three of them were occupied, indicated by the red arrow on the outside door handle. I had no clue which dressing room Adrian was in. Each of the three that were occupied, had a half-length wooden door that went from the ceiling, to about twelve inches above the floor.
As I walked down the corridor, I was able to see the feet of a man wearing black socks, in one dressing room. This wasn't Adrian. He had been wearing yellow socks, to match his shirt. I peered under the second door gap, and could see the ankles and feet of a white guy. The last dressing room on the right, with the half-length wooden door, was also marked as occupied. I approached it quietly, and was just about to let them know that we were all paid up, when I heard my wife's voice.
"Adrian, please, not here. There is no privacy here. Everyone will hear us."
"They don't care what I do," Adrian said with his typical bravado. "I am probably their best customer. Now, you need to thank me for treating your bitch of a husband to a new suit."
"Adrian, let's wait until we are in the limo, and I will do whatever you want," Sara responded weakly.
"I am not asking you Sara, I am fucking telling you," Adrian replied, in a very assertive voice. "If you won't do it, go and get Chrissy. He can thank me personally."
"Leave him alone, Adrian," Sara said, apparently defending me. "Haven't you taken enough from him already? I will do it."
I couldn't see much under the low-hanging door. However, as I waited silently for the right moment to interrupt them, the soles of a pair of yellow stilettos became visible under the door.
My mind was racing, trying to process why my wife was kneeling in that dressing room. Right about the time that I realized what was unfolding, I heard a zipper being undone. Adrian was going to make my wife suck his cock, to show her gratitude for my new suit.
Then Adrian, in a much more pleasant voice, said "Good girl Sara."
They weren't making much effort to be discreet about it, and the staff all vacated the rear of the store, and let them enjoy themselves. I guess Adrian had just dropped nine thousand dollars on three suits, and they didn't want to jeopardize any future business.
I heard the unmistakable sounds of someone sucking a cock. The lewd slurping sounds were much louder than when Sara had first sucked Adrian's cock, under my desk a few months ago, and I knew why. My wife told me that she had given Adrian dozens of blowjobs. Apparently after he ejaculated in her mouth or on her face, she would be required to remain on her knees. Then, once he had regained his composure, he would critique her performance.
Adrian knew that he was the only guy she had sucked off to completion, so he did cut her some slack. However, he had repeatedly told her that the noise of a blowjob was a turn on for him. Also, he told her to be more vocal, act like you love sucking my cock, behave as if my cum is a life-saving drug for you.
Sara had obviously taken his advice to heart, as there were some loud slurping and sucking sounds coming from under that half-length door. She was also being quite vocal.
"I love sucking your cock, Adrian. I want to blow you every day. I can't wait to taste your cum when you shoot your load," echoed down the hallway, as Sara worshipped her man.
I noticed earlier on, when Sara knelt before him for the impromptu extra photo, that she was lightly perspiring. She only did this when she was extremely aroused, and was being denied the pleasure of an orgasm. Also, this had never happened prior to Adrian sticking that aluminum egg in her ass. He was using this desire, along with the ecstasy pills, to make her more compliant. It was obviously working, as she continued her vocal blowjob in the dressing room.
The other two customers in the dressing room had already left. The tailor closed the door between the dressing room and the main showroom, to give them privacy. They were unaware that I was still there lurking by the door.
I heard Adrian say "I am close, slut. I just dropped fifteen hundred dollars on a suit for your pussy of a husband. You guys owe me. Get ready to swallow my load."
Then the unmistakable sounds of Sara coming, came from the dressing room. Her cries were muffled, so I am assuming she still had his cock in her mouth.
She came hard for several seconds, and then stopped blowing him long enough to say, "Please, Adrian, let me come again. I am begging you. Just one more orgasm."
This was his pattern, to make her beg him for her reward. He allowed her to come most of the time when she sucked his cock. This enforced his desirability in her mind, and linked her pleasure directly with his.
"One more Sara, then we have to split," he told her.
I heard her come again a few seconds later, and she was much more vocal this time. I wondered how long he had kept her on the boil, that he was able to bring her to orgasm, pretty much on command.
After she came, I heard the renewed slurping sounds. Shortly after that, his grunts as he ejaculated, presumably in her mouth.
"Fuck yeah, Sara, you dirty cocksucker," Adrian growled as he came in my wife's mouth.
There was a short period of silence as they both recovered from their orgasms.
Then I heard his zipper being done up and Sara said "thank you Daddy for the new suit."
Fuck! That was emasculating, hearing my wife suck off another man, and then thank him for my new suit. I assumed that I would have a couple of minutes to make my exit, but suddenly the door flew open. Adrian stepped over my wife and started down the hallway to the main showroom.
"We good to go buddy?" he asked me as he strode past.
I nodded yes, and instinctively went to help my wife.
I helped Sara up from her knees, and immediately noticed how light she felt. She looked thinner too, and much more toned. I straightened out her pleated tennis skirt, and helped her make herself respectable. She had some of Adrian's cum on her lips and chin. Her silk crop-top was also stained with his semen, in several places. However, her erect nipples poking through the skin-tight top, drew my attention away from the jizz stains.
Sara asked me to get her yellow leather jacket from the chair, by the mirrors in the front showroom. I returned moments later with it. I watched as she reapplied her lipstick, put the jacket on, wiped the perspiration from her brow, and finally looked to me for approval. She did look much more respectable than just two minutes ago, but I could tell she was still in a high state of arousal. Luckily the jacket did a great job of concealing both her erect nipples, and Adrian's semen stains all over her tits.
Sara looked me briefly in the eye, her piercing blue eyes contrasting beautifully with her platinum hair. Her eyes were still glazed over, and I wanted to ask her if she was taking ecstasy every day. However, we were interrupted by Adrian shouting my wife's name loudly. She brushed past me down the hallway to rejoin her man. We bid farewell to the tailor and his staff, with no mention of my wife having just thanked Adrian for my new suit.
As I was now his driver, Adrian and Sara waited at the entrance to the tailor's, while I pulled the limousine around to the front. I wasn't required to wear a uniform, but was expected to treat Adrian with deference in public. I opened his door for him and he stepped into the limo.
Once he was comfortable, he motioned for Sara to join him. As she stepped into the rear seat of the car, I again noticed that her legs were thinner, and much more toned. She was working really hard to get to Adrian's required weight, and she was starting to look more and more like a true trophy wife, with each passing month.
I drove Adrian and Sara back to his place. Once we got up his large driveway, I opened the door for him, and he asked me to freshen up the limo. Sara and Adrian got out of the back seat, and he walked ahead of her, towards the front door. Sara made eye contact with me, and mouthed a silent "sorry" as she walked towards the house. Her eyes had that glazed over look, that I normally associated with drugs.
Sara looked so classy and beautiful in her yellow outfit, topped off with the feminine hair bow. However, when she walked past me, I allowed my eyes to briefly follow her, and noticed a large wet spot on the back of her yellow pleated skirt. What the hell? Had she peed herself?
I did wonder what she had apologized for. Maybe the fawning over Adrian at the tailor's? The way she removed the lint from his suit like a doting wife, before he had his first photo taken? The way she knelt before him, and applied the lint brush to his pants? The way she helped him put on his shoes, as she knelt before him? The way she submissively knelt before him, as they took the impromptu photo? The way she permitted herself to look like a mere accessory, dressed as she was head to toe, in the exact shade of yellow as his pocket square? The way she sucked Adrian off in the public dressing room?
As it turned out, she had even more to apologize for. Even though Sara had just sucked him off in the dressing room, and Adrian's house was less than thirty minutes from the tailor's, that selfish prick couldn't wait to get balls deep in my wife. A gentleman would have waited until they got back to the comfort and privacy of home, before making love to Sara.
Adrian, acting solely on his wants and desires, fucked my wife in the back seat of the limo, as I drove them home. I never heard them having sex, so presumably he didn't permit my wife to have an orgasm. As vocal as Sara is when he gets her off, surely I would have heard that. No, judging from the evidence in the limo, he had bent her over the rear seat and taken her doggy-style.
The first thing I noticed, was a tiny yellow silk g-string, that had been casually discarded on the floor of the limo. It was lying behind a cushion, that was strategically placed against the base of the rear seat. Presumably, my wife had knelt on this as Adrian fucked her from behind. There was no sign of the aluminum egg, so that was a relief. At least he hadn't fucked her ass.
Sara definitely had the egg buried in her anal passage thirty minutes ago, because she orgasmed as she sucked Adrian off. She was unable to have an orgasm without the egg, so I could deduce that she was wearing it in the dressing room. If he had removed her egg, so that he could enjoy her tight little asshole, he would have left it in the limo for me to sanitize. They had done that several times before, so I could safely say he hadn't sodomized my wife today. Well, at least not in the brief car ride home.
There was a small mirror on the back seat with a white residue on it. I shuddered as I contemplated what other drugs Adrian had my wife dependent on. It wasn't ecstasy, as Sara always took that in a pill. Maybe this new drug was to numb the pain my wife must have felt, from being another man's whore? Maybe it was to facilitate her required weight loss, which was happening with remarkable speed before my own eyes?
There was a large pool of their combined juices on the rear seat of the limo. I imagine it leaked out of her as they composed themselves, after he had fucked her from behind. Some of it had dripped on to the cushion that my wife had presumably knelt on, when Adrian fucked her.
The large wet spot on the back of her skirt, made sense now. Apparently, Adrian had wiped his cock off on the back of her skirt, when he withdrew it from her wet pussy. He had done this before, to protect his expensive suit from getting any semen on it. At least he didn't wipe his cock clean using her hair, I thought. The night of our threesome, as Sara gave Adrian a goodnight blowjob at our front door, he had wiped her saliva and his semen from his cock, using her hair that was wrapped around his fist.
After, I had taken in the aftermath of their sordid encounter, I got down to the business of clean-up. I removed the stained cushion cover and replaced it with a fresh one. I knew Adrian would not want to see any sign of semen in his mobile office, even though it was his own. I gathered up the mirror and cleaned the drug residue from it.
Sara's panties were next. Thankfully there was no evidence of semen on them. However, a quick check of the crotch, revealed them to be very wet, no doubt from when she came twice, as she blew him at the tailor's. They were also in need of laundering, which had been recently added to my list of household chores. As soon as the car was freshened up, I went into the house to start the laundry.
I wasn't permitted to use the front door, unless I was loading bags into the car, or taking Adrian or Sara somewhere. The large double door opens up into a huge open entry foyer, from which much of the downstairs is visible. Adrian explained to me that it would be better for all of us, if I entered the house through the utility room. This would prevent me from inadvertently disturbing them, if they were "being intimate" as he delicately put it. I had to suppress my anger when he used the words "being intimate."
There was nothing remotely intimate, about the way Adrian continually ravaged my wife. Adrian's house manager, Svetlana, would routinely find my wife's clothes strewn all over the ground floor of the massive house. Svetlana wasn't inclined to touch Sara's clothes, but would come and find me, to tell me about her latest discovery. Svetlana was a stunning young girl from the Czech Republic, with limited English skills, so she would just walk me to the scene of the crime, and point. This was a lot more humiliating for me.
Svetlana and I would walk in uncomfortable silence to where Sara had discarded her clothes. We both knew that this was to accommodate Adrian's phenomenal sex drive. It was always a kick in the nuts to retrieve a pair of my wife's panties, especially as my humiliation was witnessed by the beautiful young Czech girl. I had retrieved Sara's panties from almost every room in that ground floor, under the watchful eye of Svetlana.
On the sofa, under the breakfast room table, next to the piano, in the media room, under his huge custom desk in his home office, on the pool table in the games room. I had even found a pair of her panties on the treadmill. As part of her weight loss program, Adrian ran Sara for forty-five minutes every day, while he relaxed with his coffee. There was seemingly no place in the house where they didn't fuck.
I entered the large house through the utility room, like a domestic servant. I tossed the cushion cover into the laundry basket. Then, I placed Sara's yellow g-string into the lingerie hamper, reserved for the items I was required to wash by hand. As I left the utility room to go into the kitchen, I had to step over the rest of Sara's yellow outfit, that she had been wearing when we got home.
She had discarded the clothes in a pile right by the door. The pile was no more than eight feet from the laundry basket, but apparently it was too much bother for her to toss her clothes in there. I picked up the clothes to sort them into regular and handwash loads.
Sara's yellow crop-top had semen stains all over the front of it, although they had dried. The yellow pleated tennis skirt also had dried stains all over the back of it. These stains were flakier to the touch than the ones on her top. That confirmed my suspicion that after ejaculating inside of my wife, Adrian had withdrawn his cock from her wet pussy, and wiped their combined juices all over the back of her cute silk skirt.
Now it was discarded on the floor for me to launder. Her yellow garter belt, stockings and hair bow, were also in the pile. They had escaped being coated in Adrian's semen, and just needed a quick handwash. As I placed her delicates in the lingerie hamper, I noticed that it was almost full. Realizing it was time to wash Sara's intimates, I ran a sink of cold water, and added some special detergent for silk. I emptied the lingerie hamper onto the floor.
There were several pairs of women's underwear in there that were new, or at least that I had not seen before. Adrian took my wife shopping to Victoria's Secret or Trashy Lingerie all the time, so it didn't surprise me. However, on closer inspection I noticed that there were many duplicate pairs of panties.
This made no sense to me at all. Adrian liked variety, and would never have bought my wife two pairs of the same panties. Then, to make matters even more confusing, the panties were two different sizes, small and extra small. I knew Sara wore a small at Victoria's Secret, or at least she did, the last time I treated her to a few pairs. Maybe she was transitioning into extra small, as she continued to shed weight for Adrian.
I got my answer several minutes later, when Svetlana came into the utility room. I had both hands immersed in the sink, as I handwashed Sara's soiled panties. Svetlana was wearing a cute summer dress that clung to her lithe little body. She had no reason to wear such a sexy outfit around Adrian's house, other than to provide him some additional eye-candy. She was really cute, with her long straight light brown hair and striking green eyes.
She walked up behind me and got way too close. As I kept my hands in the sink, to avoid any suggestion of impropriety on my account, she rested her chin on my shoulder.
Svetlana whispered in my ear. "The extra small panties are mine, handsome. Put them in my room when you are done."
She smelled divine, and I got an immediate erection as I inhaled her scent. She gave me a peck on the neck, just behind my earlobe, causing me to stiffen involuntarily. Seconds later she was leaving, and I watched her tight toned ass wiggle seductively, as she walked through the doorway.
I ended up handwashing all of Svetlana's intimates. There were a few brands that I didn't recognize, that I assumed she had brought with her from the Czech Republic. Then several pairs of newer looking Victoria's Secret panties, and some cute Trashy Lingerie stuff. There were even a couple of pairs of Agent Provocateur, which have always been way out of my budget, when looking to buy a sexy gift for Sara.
I pondered how Svetlana could possibly afford the more expensive intimates, on a house manager's salary. Then I remembered that Adrian was paying me twelve thousand dollars per month, to clean his pool and drive him around. Maybe he was over compensating Svetlana too, in exchange for her being his eye-candy. After I had folded Svetlana's underwear in a neat pile, I carried them to her room.
This was the only room on the ground floor, that I had never been inside before. I knocked on the door, and waited several seconds before entering. It looked like a typical teenager's room, although Svetlana had already graduated College, so had to be at least twenty-one years old. I placed the pile of handwashed panties on the foot of her bed. The neat pile was in stark contrast to the rest of the room, which was, shall we say, "lived in."
Svetlana's clothes were everywhere. There was a really cute pink minidress lying on the floor in a crumpled mess, with its hanger laying right next to it. There were a pair of matching panties next to the dress, and a pair of high heeled stilettos in a matching shade of pink. I put the dress on its hanger and straightened it out. I didn't want to invade Svetlana's privacy, so I hung it on the back of the bedroom door.



I didn't stay in her room for more than a few moments. The bedroom smelled divine and I recognized the scent. It was the same one she was wearing when she snuck up behind me, and told me what size her panties were. Her walk-in closet was open, and from my vantage point by her bed, I did notice that Svetlana had a lot of very short skirts. Also, she had dozens of pairs of high-heeled shoes. I grabbed the pink stilettos from the floor and put them away neatly in her shoe rack.
As I entered her large walk-in closet, I couldn't help noticing her extensive collection of lingerie. The silky undergarments were arranged neatly, in contrast to the rest of her room. They were openly displayed within three open drawers and I felt my cock stir in my pants at the thought of Svetlana wearing this sexy lingerie. Lastly, I picked up her pink panties from the floor, and surmising that they needed laundering, decided to take them to the utility room.
I inhaled deeply through my nose to get a good sniff of her scent, and then left the room, before I did something stupid. A few hours later she found me in the library, putting some books away, that had been scattered all over the large house. She snuck up behind me again and playfully squeezed my butt. I turned round to see her standing in front of me, with an innocent look on her face.
"Thanks for handwashing my panties, handsome," she started. "You folded them so neatly. Did you put my shoes away, and hang my dress up too? That was very sweet of you."
"No problem, Svetlana," I said quietly, as my cock stiffened in my pants.
"I couldn't find my pink panties that were on the floor, handsome," she teased. "Do you have them?"
"On me?" I began, stumbling over my words. "I don't have them on me. I took them to launder them for you. They are in the hamper in the utility room."
"I have so many pairs I probably wouldn't even notice if you took one," she said, looking me directly in the eyes. "It's just I had a date last night, and those pink ones got quite soiled," she said with a giggle, having given me way too much information.
My cock was uncomfortable in my jeans now, and I put my hand in my pocket, and tried to adjust myself.
"Well, thank you then, handsome, for picking up my dirty panties that were on the floor. That was very sweet of you. My bedroom is such a mess. Would you mind tidying up my room as a favor for me, or do I need to go through Adrian?"
I knew immediately that the last thing I wanted, was for Adrian to get involved. That prick would love to make me clean Svetlana's room. So, choosing the lesser of two evils, I said that I would give her room a quick tidy-up.
"Thanks, handsome," she beamed. Then she gave me a peck on the cheek and said, "I owe you one, big time."
I smelled her scent, and my cock continued to throb in my jeans. I think she noticed the effect she was having on me.
She gave me a devious smile and said, "Let me know if there is anything I can do for you, handsome. Anything at all."
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I shifted uncomfortably trying to conceal my erection, and then Svetlana was gone. Just like that. I was hard as a rock, and wanted to jerk off, but that was not an option. When Adrian was in the house, I was at his beck and call. I couldn't disappear for ten minutes to get my rocks off. My erection wore off eventually, and I started to worry about how long I could contain myself, if Svetlana continued to fuck with me. I managed to avoid her for the rest of the day, busying myself by giving Adrian's Corvette a detail.
The next day I was following a check-list of odd jobs, around the house. Next up was changing a light bulb, right outside of Svetlana's bedroom. While I was up on the step ladder, she came out of her bedroom in her pink silk pajamas. She had just sprayed that divine perfume on herself, and stood close enough that I could smell her heavenly scent.
I was on the step ladder, with both hands above my head, fiddling with the light bulb.
"Could you tidy up my room after you are done with the light bulb?" she asked innocently. "Or should I clear it with Adrian?"
Again, I did not want him involved. If he knew I was helping her, by tidying her room and doing her laundry, he would love it. He would piss himself, if he knew I had handwashed Svetlana's delicates.
I was almost at the end of my "to do" list, and I had the time, so I told her it would be no problem. I could feel my cock start to stiffen in my jeans, as her scent was intoxicating. I couldn't really conceal it, positioned as I was, with my hands above my head. She must have noticed, because she moved coyly around at the foot of my step ladder, in her silk pajamas. Then she gazed excitedly right at my crotch, and licked her lips.
"I have some more dirty laundry for you," she said with an innocent grin. "That will save me having to go all the way to the utility room. I will get changed, and then maybe you can get a start on my room?" she continued, flirting shamelessly with me.
I had a full erection now, and was glad to have secured the light bulb in its place, so that I could get down off the ladder. I put the ladder away, and gave Svetlana a few minutes to get changed. This time-out also enabled my erection to subside.
I knocked on her door a few minutes later, and she cheerfully told me to come in. She had changed into some workout clothes, and told me she was going to the home-gym to workout with Adrian, and the personal trainer. In her mind, she was wearing workout clothes, but when I was younger, this outfit would have been normally seen on a hooker. Tiny hot pink Lycra shorts and matching Lycra crop-top, with no bra and matching pink sneakers. She looked hot and she knew it.
She went over to her makeup table, picked up a small pink bottle of perfume, and sprayed herself.
"I will be about an hour," she told me. "Sorry my room is such a mess!"
Her room was a total mess, clothes everywhere.
She handed me three pairs of tiny silky panties with the simple directive, "handwash please."
Then feigning a look of innocence, she picked up her pink silk pajamas from the end of the bed, and shook them over the bed. A tiny pink silk thong fell onto the bedspread. She picked it up, and extending her manicured hand, gave the panties to me.
"These are definitely dirty too," she told me with a sexy smile.
They were apparently the pair that she had just been wearing, because they were still warm, and they smelled just like her. She turned and left the room with a giggle, totally aware of the effect she was having on me. I was very aroused and desperately needed some release. I sniffed the warm panties that she had just given me, and felt my cock throb in my jeans. I threw the dirty laundry by the door, and started to size up her room. This wouldn't take long once I got stuck in. Svetlana was just too lazy to tackle it.
I heard the doorbell ring, and Adrian's voice, as he welcomed the personal trainer in. I knew I had an hour to myself, so started to hastily tidy her bedroom. I was done in less than twenty minutes, and the room looked great, except for a large pile of dirty laundry by the door, and a few clean clothes to hang up in her closet. I ran the laundry down to the utility room, putting the four pairs of panties in the handwash hamper, and the rest in the regular laundry basket.
When I got back to her room, I realized that all that was left was to make the bed and hang up her clothes.
There were two pairs of jeans and a very short Lycra dress to put in her closet. I found where she kept her jeans after opening a few drawers, and hung the dress in the section that contained multiple short dresses and skirts. I couldn't resist having one more look in Svetlana's lingerie drawers, and my cock throbbed as I examined some of the expensive intimates.
After I checked out Svetlana's extensive lingerie collection, my eyes were drawn to a hardback book that was resting on a shelf in her walk-in closet. It looked like a high school yearbook and upon closer inspection, even though it was written in a foreign language, it was exactly that. There were neon page markers hanging out of the side of the yearbook, and when I opened the first page that was marked, it was a picture of Svetlana and her volleyball team.
The only word recognizable to me was "Svetlana" as even her last name had two diacritical marks, or accents, which made pronunciation for a non-native speaker difficult. Svetlana looked so cute in her volleyball uniform. The date was at the bottom of the picture, and I calculated that she was eighteen in that particular photo.
I flipped to the second marked page. Svetlana was pictured with a young man in formal wear, the date suggesting that this was her winter formal. Her date looked uncomfortable, like most young guys do on their formal night, I imagine. He was completely out of his league with this young woman, and they both knew it. Svetlana looked stunning in a green dress that accentuated her tight, young body and made her green eyes pop.
The guy smiled awkwardly at the camera, and I noticed he was holding the bouquet of flowers in front of his crotch, as if he was hiding an erection. Svetlana had that effect on men so I couldn't really blame him.
Moving on, there were a few pictures of Svetlana participating in athletic events and even some academic ones. When I came across the photo of her in a cheerleading uniform, my heart started to race. This picture was taken towards the end of the school year, and Svetlana looked different. She had definitely matured over the few months since the winter formal picture.
Her breasts were larger, showcased as they were by her form-fitting cheerleader crop-top. She was also wearing a red and white pleated cheerleading skirt, that was way too short. Evidently the Czech Republic has a more relaxed dress code than the United States, because this photo wouldn't have passed the yearbook censor in my local high school.
Svetlana's hair was longer and lighter in color, and her confidence shone through her sparkling green eyes. It was as if she had suddenly awoken and recognized her alluring beauty. I couldn't resist taking a photo of this yearbook page with my phone. After I snapped a picture, I put the book back in its place, and continued to snoop through her closet.
The walk-in closet was huge and had shelves that went from the floor to the ceiling. It was packed with clothes, but was well organized. My eyes were drawn to a box on the top shelf that bore the words "Pom-poms" and I realized that Svetlana had probably kept her high school cheerleading uniform.
I started to look through the hanging section of her closet, and quickly located the pleated skirt and crop-top. I removed the hanger from the closet rail and held it up at arm's length. The crop-top was arranged neatly on the top part of the hanger, with the skirt suspended beneath on two wooden clips. There were also two long, red and white silk hair bows, and a very feminine clip-on hair accessory.
My cock was twitching in my pants at the thought of Svetlana wearing this. I kept imagining her on her hands and knees in the doggy-style position, dressed in her high school cheerleading uniform, as I knelt behind her and entered her tight, young pussy. I hung the uniform back in place and left her closet with a boner.
I knew I still had to make the bed, so I pulled back the bedspread, and right in the middle of the bed, was her vibrator and a tiny baby blue g-string. When I picked up the panties to launder them, I noticed that they were wet. Actually they were soaked. She had obviously been masturbating in bed this morning, while wearing them.
I don't know what came over me, but I sniffed them and inhaled the same intoxicating scent that pervades the air, when she is around. I looked in the crotch, and there were traces of her juices all over the liner. Without thinking, I put them in the pocket of my jeans, and finished making the bed. After I made the bed, I fished her panties back out of the pocket of my jeans. I had one more sniff, and noticed that her scent had faded a little.
So, I went to her makeup table, and spritzed a little more of her perfume on them, before leaving her room, with her panties in my pocket. The rest of the day was uneventful, and I left Adrian's house around 5pm to return to my empty house.
When I got home I had a couple of drinks, and recapped my interactions with Svetlana. I knew she was fucking with me, but I was very aroused by it, and couldn't wait to see her the next day. I used the mirroring function on my iPhone, to display the photo of Svetlana in her high school cheerleading uniform, onto my big screen monitor. Then, as I sniffed her scented panties, and admired her toned legs and visible abs, I jerked off to the fantasy of fucking this beautiful young Czech woman.
As I approached my release, I wrapped her silky panties around the tip of my cock, and blew my load inside them. I ended up jerking off into those soiled panties three times, covering them with my semen. In the morning I jerked off to that cheerleader photo again, thinking about Svetlana, and again I jizzed all over those silky panties.
When I got to work the following day, my plan was to handwash Svetlana's intimates, so she had no clue what had transpired. I walked in to work, with her panties in the pocket of my jeans, sealed in a small ziplock bag. Svetlana confronted me as I walked in the front door.
"Pervert! Panty thief!" she yelled at the top of her voice.
"Svetlana, please, lower your voice. I can explain," I started to say.
This only inflamed her and she shouted, "You violated my privacy. You stole my panties from my room."
I tried to deny the whole thing, but she had already told Adrian about my violation of her. A few moments later, I found myself in his office with just him and Svetlana. I stood there humiliated, as Adrian played the video from Svetlana's computer webcam, on a huge monitor. It was excruciatingly embarrassing to watch that video, and highly incriminating. Even though I knew what was going to happen, it shocked me to view my actions in the light of day. Especially as they were driven by lust, as evidenced by my obvious erection.
It showed Svetlana ask me nicely to do some laundry. After she handed me the pajama panties, she left the room. The video showed me sniff the panties she had just handed me, like a total pervert. I wanted them to switch it off, now that we had established I was guilty of violating her privacy. Or at least fast forward it. But no, we watched it unfurl in real time, as Svetlana added her brutal commentary.
Next I was caught on film discovering the light blue panties. Again, a sniff, then a close inspection of the crotch followed by the decision to steal them. Worse still before I left her bedroom, I had another sniff of her blue panties before spraying them with her perfume and sticking them in my jeans pocket. Svetlana asked Adrian to pause the webcam footage at this point. She pointed out that my erection was clearly visible in my jeans, as I reached into the pocket. It was pretty damning stuff caught on her webcam.
"He stole my pink ones yesterday," Svetlana added, completely distorting the truth. "I called him on it and he claimed they were in the utility room. He must have ran down there before me and thrown them in the hamper. That's why I activated my webcam. I knew he would steal another pair."
I was thinking of a comeback, but Adrian stopped me in my tracks.
"Before you make up some bullshit story, Svetlana and I searched the utility room this morning and there was no sign of her blue panties," he began. "Put both hands on the desk," he continued.
I knew he had me over a barrel. Sara was already basically living with Adrian, although she still had some stuff at my place, and did spend some time there. After my perceived indiscretion with Melody, this tape would make Sara leave me for sure. I leaned forward slightly and placed my hands on the desk nervously. Svetlana came up behind me and Adrian stood up to leave the office.
"I am way too busy to deal with this inter-personnel bullshit. Svetlana let me know what you find, and we can come to some arrangement to make you feel safe in your own home."
With that he left the room. Svetlana kicked my feet apart, and started to pat me down like a police officer searches someone. She patted up and down both my legs, getting unnecessarily close to my crotch. Then she felt around my stomach, and put her hands down the front of my jeans.
"I am checking to see if you wore my panties to work," she said dismissively, as she fondled me.
Finally after groping in all of my pockets, she fished her panties out of my front jeans pocket. She had her panties back, and I had a very noticeable erection. She removed them from the ziplock bag, and tossed them on the desk in front of me.
It was obvious that I had jerked off into the panties, and I kicked myself for not washing them, before trying to sneak them back into the utility room. She took a picture of me with my head hung in shame, as the cum-stained panties lay on the desk before me. I was still leaning forward with my hands on the desk.
"Stand up straight," she ordered. "Do you have any more of my silky undergarments on you?"
She didn't even wait for my response. Under the guise of continuing to search me, she felt inside my front pockets. She was very touchy-feely now, and using her manicured nails to caress my cock through my jeans pocket, she brought me to a full erection, that was clearly visible in my jeans. She stepped around the desk, and took some more pictures of me with her panties, and an obvious erection.
She moved the panties to different places, and even told me to hang my head in shame, trying to make me look guilty. After she selected the most incriminating photo, she texted it to me. It was horrible. My face was flushed red with embarrassment. The baby blue panties were lying in a crumpled heap by my right hand, covered in semen. I was hanging my head in shame, but at the same time sporting a very obvious boner in my jeans.
Svetlana got icy cold towards me now. "I will text that photo to Sara if you don't do exactly what I say," she warned me.
"Please Svetlana," I begged, "don't involve my wife. I will comply with your every directive."
Svetlana called Adrian. She had him on speakerphone and told me to be silent.
Svetlana laid it on thick. "Chris has been very disrespectful to me, and did not allow me to search him. When I finally told him that I was going to get you involved, he admitted to stealing my panties, and jerking off on them several times. Right now, he has a visible hard-on, and I don't feel safe with him in the house."
Adrian was obviously over this drama. "Svetlana, you have free reign in deciding his punishment, including whether you want to involve Sara, or even the police."
Then in a stern warning to me, he told me to accept Svetlana's punishment as his own. He didn't wait for my acknowledgement and hung up the phone.
"Your ass is mine," Svetlana gloated. "I knew you would take the bait from the second I asked you to handwash my panties. A real man would have told me to fuck off!"
I was stunned that it was a setup, but when I reviewed my interactions with Svetlana, it made total sense. She had flirted with me and handed me her panties that were still warm. Then she had left her massager and soiled panties for me to "find" knowing I would steal them. Plus she had recorded the whole event as it unfurled. She stood there gloating, as I squirmed awaiting the details of my punishment.
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Svetlana told me to strip naked and I complied immediately. She watched me with an icy stare, and as she glared at me, I noticed that she had the same piercing blue eyes as Stacey and Sara. Her nice green eyes were gone, having been covered by the beautiful blue contacts that Adrian had purchased for her. Her hair was getting longer too, and had transitioned from light brown to light blonde. I wondered if she was also on the path to long platinum hair.
"Hair extensions," Svetlana said, as she noticed me admiring her.
I realized at that point that she was a very perceptive young woman.
Once I was naked, Svetlana looked me over with disdain. I remained silent as she began to talk. Her English had noticeably improved, and I wondered if her language barrier had also been a setup.
"Adrian has given me remarkable latitude in your punishment," she began. "I have decided that you are mainly guilty of poor judgment, brought about by excessive desire. In other words, you make terrible decisions when you are horny. The cure for your behavior, is to effectively neutralize your penis, so that it doesn't drive your decision-making process."
"Wow, her English is really good," I thought to myself, as I tried to absorb what she was telling me.
She tossed a cock-cage on to the desk. This was the second humiliating sex toy I had been exposed to recently, the first being the pocket pussy. I had only ever seen a cock-cage in a porn flick. I didn't know how to put one on, but knew it wouldn't work with an erection.
"Don't worry your pretty little head with the mechanics of it," Svetlana told me dismissively. "I have caged several naughty perverts like you, who tried to steal my silky things," she continued.
This confirmed my suspicion that this whole thing was a setup.
"All you need to do is get rid of the boner," she said laughing.
She reached under the desk and pulled out my pocket pussy and KY jelly. I had enjoyed many fulfilling orgasms inside that pussy, especially during simulated sex with Sara. After a couple of drinks, and with the lighting dimmed to create a romantic ambiance, that pocket pussy was a decent substitute for the real thing.
However, as it laid on the desk, in the cold light of day, it was apparent that the pocket pussy was just a piece of molded plastic. It would be extremely humiliating to fuck it, in front of Svetlana.
"Be right back," she said cheerfully as she left the office.
Moments later she returned with a large bag of ice.
"This will be your last erection until the upcoming wedding in Las Vegas," she said coldly. "You can choose how to get rid of it, either by fucking the pocket pussy, or sitting on the large bag of ice."
"Svetlana please," I said softly, trying to appeal to her merciful side, "the wedding is five months away. You can't be serious."
"I am deadly fucking serious," she said coldly, showing me that she lacked a merciful side.
The pocket pussy option was very demeaning, but the thought of one last orgasm was very enticing, and I chose that option. I lowered my head and pointed at the plastic sex toy.
"Excellent choice, handsome. I want to watch you fuck your pussy," she said excitedly.
She sat in Adrian's leather chair, and put her feet up on his desk. Her blue semen-stained panties were still on the desk, and I looked at them briefly.
Svetlana giggled and said "it's your last orgasm for five months, knock yourself out!"
I picked up Svetlana's silk panties and wrapped them around my balls, for additional stimulation. They still smelled like her, as I had sprayed a liberal amount of her perfume on them, before taking them home yesterday. I lubed up the fake pussy with a generous amount of the KY jelly. Then, under the watchful eye of the beautiful Czech girl, I slowly mounted it.
Once I was balls deep in that tight, lubed pussy, I started to fuck it. Svetlana watched with amusement, as I started to thrust in and out of the pocket pussy.
"Look at me," she ordered.
Svetlana and I made eye-contact, and I could feel my balls start to churn. She had her piercing blue lenses in, and she truly was a beautiful young woman. My cock twitched as she mocked me.
"This is the last orgasm you will enjoy for months," she began. "After that, your only release in the future, will be in that pocket pussy. You are pathetic for stealing my panties, and using them to jerk off."
Her taunts were stimulating me, and I noticed that she was getting flushed also. Apparently, my submission to her was arousing her. It didn't take me long to come, with this beautiful young woman watching me, with a smirk on her face. As I approached orgasm, she told me to look directly into her eyes.
"I fucking own your ass," she said cruelly, and I blew my load into the pocket pussy as she laughed at my predicament.
After I came, I felt an overwhelming sense of shame and embarrassment. Svetlana didn't seem to care, caught up as she was in the thrill of owning me. She removed her feet from Adrian's desk, stood up and came round to my side of the desk. She placed her delicate hand on one of my butt-cheeks, and brought her lips to my ear. She smelled divine, and I wanted to fuck her more than anything else in the world.
She whispered one word to me, "Stay," and left the room.
A few moments later she returned wearing her pink silk pajamas. She had sprayed herself with her perfume that I loved, and I felt my cock twitching in the pocket pussy. She was carrying a pink Victoria's Secret bag. She emptied the contents of the bag onto the desk before me, as I remained coupled to the pocket pussy.
As I watched her arrange her things neatly, I noticed that her pink silk pajama panties were in the pile of stuff. I could also see her perfume bottle, a box of Viagra pills, and a set of four small keys, that presumably belonged to the cock-cage. She was clearly thrilled with the compromising position she had me in. She picked up the Viagra pills and waved the box in front of my face.
"Have you ever taken Viagra before, handsome?" Svetlana asked.
"No," I replied quietly, wondering why the hell I would take a Viagra if I was about to have my cock caged.
Svetlana opened the box and pulled out one of the blue pills.
"Open wide," she said, with no attempt to get my consent, prior to drugging me.
I complied and she placed the pill on my tongue. I stood there for several seconds with my head tilted back and my tongue out.
Finally she said "swallow."
"Viagra has a slightly different effect on all men," she informed me. "Some men get erect almost immediately, but the drug has minimal impact on their stamina. Some men take more time to get an erection, but can sustain it for long periods of time. Some men experience a notable reduction in their refractory period, and can get hard again soon after orgasm. I suspect you will be the former," she mocked, "a quick erection and a quick come!"
I am not sure if it was the Viagra, or this lovely young Czech girl, standing before me in her pink silk pajamas, smelling heavenly. However, my cock did start to stiffen as she watched it, still coupled with the pocket pussy. She reached onto the desk for her pink pajama panties, and sprayed them with my favorite perfume.
Then as I stood there passively, she hung the scented delicates around my neck. She arranged the crotch so that it was positioned under my chin, and I could also smell her juices in the liner.
"You like?" she taunted, as my cock began to fill the inside of my pocket pussy. "I masturbated wearing these panties this morning."
I did like, very much and I nodded my head enthusiastically. Svetlana stroked my ass lightly with her fingernails, as I got erect again. I was hard within a few minutes. This was a real testament to the Viagra, as I had just come in the last few minutes. Also, I had jerked off a total of four times overnight, when I had possession of the stolen panties, that started all this crazy shit.
I was completely erect now, and Svetlana had stopped caressing my butt. She rested her hand on my ass as I waited for further instructions.
Then, as it appeared she was ready for me to resume the performance, she slowly pushed me into the pocket pussy, and said, "fuck it, panty boy."
That was all the encouragement I needed, and I started to fuck my pussy, with powerful, rhythmic strokes. As it turned out, I wasn't a "quick come", and the Viagra had not only reduced my refractory period, but had given me good staying power. Svetlana remained behind me, her silk pajamas rubbing against my ass and back, as she got close to me, to whisper encouragement in my ear. She teased me, and alternated between taunting and encouraging me, trying to get me to blow my load into my pussy.
After several minutes, she realized I wasn't going to come.
"I am going to use the ice, to get rid of your erection," she informed me.
I really wanted to have another orgasm, so I begged her, "Please, Svetlana, ask Sara for the vibrating egg. I will come quickly if I can use that magic egg. Please."
Svetlana seemed amused at my desperation.
"I have all the time in the world," she told me. "I am going to drive you crazy with desperation, over the next five months. I am going to keep you so horny until the wedding."
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Svetlana called Sara, and was very detached and clinical in her assessment of my situation.
"Hi Sara, I am trying to get Chris to bust a nut so that I can cage him," Svetlana said dispassionately. "Can I use your vibrating egg for a few minutes? I doubt it will take long," she added, to mock me.
I couldn't hear Sara's response, but Svetlana giggled and said, "That would be great if you have the time to come and watch his final orgasm. See you in a minute."
"Sara's on her way here with the magic egg," Svetlana said, apparently more excited by the latest turn of events.
I panicked, and started to stress about the scented panties hanging from my neck. They were obviously Svetlana's, seeing as how they were the same color and material as the pajamas she was wearing. Svetlana waited until we could hear Sara's high heels clicking in the hallway. Then, at the last second, she removed the panties from around my neck, and tossed them into the Victoria's Secret bag.
Sara entered the room in a very short lime-green miniskirt, a matching bustier and green heels. She had so many slutty clothes that I had never seen before, and my cock stiffened as soon as I saw her dressed this way.
On the days that she stayed at our house, she only wore sweats, baggy workout shorts or her pajamas. Believe me, her pajamas were nothing like the sexy garments Svetlana was wearing.
Sara knew the effect that she still had on me.
"I will stay and watch him fuck his pocket pussy," she said with a giggle. "It won't take him long to come, if we are both egging him on."
Svetlana responded, "Thanks Sara, but I have lots of time to fuck with him. I just don't know his hot buttons the way you do."
Sara smiled as she grasped what the young Czech girl needed from her.
"I am no longer permitted to touch him," Sara said without emotion. "But I am happy to share the tricks I used to employ, to drain his nuts."
They both sounded so clinical and disinterested in my actual pleasure. They just needed to get me off, put the cage on me, and then "keep me horny until the wedding". Sara came over to me and started to tell Svetlana about our simulated sex sessions. This piqued Svetlana's curiosity and she asked Sara for the juicy details.
Sara smiled and said, "Svetlana, go and change into a mini skirt or a short dress. Something that you would wear if you wanted your boyfriend to bend you over the desk, and fuck you."
Svetlana left the room to go and change. My wife used the opportunity to warn me about Adrian's plans for me. Sara and I were not allowed to be alone in Adrian's house, so she was very anxious about getting caught. She told me that Adrian was working out in the gym with the personal trainer, so it was unlikely that he would come into the office before Svetlana returned.
"Adrian is going to make you wear a cock-cage from today until the wedding," Sara began. "There will be a lot of temptation for you in Vegas, and Adrian is hoping that you will screw up and make a bad decision. Svetlana has been instructed to tease you and keep you horny for the next five months. Stacey is also attending the wedding, and I believe that she is an integral part of Adrian's master plan. Keep your wits about you when that slut is around."
I thanked Sara for the heads-up. We heard Svetlana's heels on the marble floor, and Sara stopped talking. When Svetlana entered the room I did a double-take. She looked absolutely spectacular. She was wearing a cute tennis outfit. A very short white pleated skirt, tiny white crop-top and white high heels. It was very simple and very fucking sexy.
Svetlana walked over to me and got right in my personal space. She had reapplied my favorite perfume, and smelled amazing.
"Do you like my outfit, handsome?" she teased. "Would you like to fuck me in it?"
My cock throbbed within the confines of the pocket pussy, as Svetlana offered herself to me.
"Let's begin with simulated sex," Sara said without emotion. "The goal is to create the illusion of penetrative sex, while actually using the pocket pussy."
As Sara gave her specific instructions, the young woman followed them exactly. Svetlana slowly pulled the pocket pussy from my erect cock, and handed it to Sara.
Sara told me to lay on the floor of Adrian's office. Svetlana removed her white thong panties and let them fall to the floor. Then she stood over me with her pussy above my erection. Sara started to apply KY to the pocket pussy before Svetlana spoke.
"I don't think you need any more lube," she said with a giggle. "He already came once. He ejaculated inside his pussy, but he came so quick I figured I would cut him some slack, and let him bust his nut one last time. Poor bastard is going to have to wait five months until his next orgasm. I gave him a Viagra and he got hard again."
"Good to go then," Sara said, before kneeling next to Svetlana, about two feet from me.
Sara demonstrated how to hide the pocket pussy under her skirt. She gripped the end of it between her legs, so that it was in the same spot as her real vagina. Then she showed Svetlana how to mount me, so that it looked as if we were actually fucking. Svetlana grabbed the pocket pussy and tried several times to replicate Sara's movements. She was a quick learner and each time she mounted me it felt more realistic.
"You need to talk dirty to him also," Sara told Svetlana. "He always gets off on that."
The last time Svetlana mounted me in the cowboy position, was spectacular. She walked over to me, seductively wiggling her ass in her tennis skirt. She lowered herself slowly to her knees, right above my cock. She put one hand under her skirt to position the pocket pussy in the exact right spot. Then she grabbed just the tip of my cock with her soft fingertips, and positioned it at the entrance to my pussy.
"Fuck me baby," she cooed, as she lowered herself on to me.
She let me fuck her for a few strokes, then abruptly dismounted me. I was lying naked on the office floor, balls deep in my pocket pussy, but it felt like I had just fucked Svetlana.
"Perfect," Sara said in a business like tone. "Next up doggy-style!"
I ended up "fucking" Svetlana in multiple positions, as Sara instructed her on the fine art of simulated sex. She let me enjoy her while she bent over Adrian's massive desk. She mounted me reverse cowboy, as I sat in his oversized leather chair.
We even fucked on the office floor, in the missionary position. Sara had me prop myself up on my elbows, so that I didn't invade Svetlana's space. Then as I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes, I entered Svetlana's tight little pussy, and we fucked. She placed her manicured hands on my ass-cheeks, and dictated the pace. I enjoyed this young Czech woman's toned body, writhing beneath me, until Sara decreed that it looked very realistic, and told me to dismount.
I was caught up in the moment of my lovemaking with Svetlana. So, as I got up onto my knees, it was shocking to see that pocket pussy clinging to the end of my cock. Sara and Svetlana shared a giggle at my expense, and Sara said that it was time to move onto the egg. The two sexily dressed women had me bend over Adrian's desk, so that the weight of my body held the pocket pussy firmly in place.
Sara had already put me in this position a few weeks before. She had coaxed two loads out of me using the egg, before presenting me with my new pocket pussy. I resisted fucking it for a while. However, with that vibrating egg humming away in my ass, and Sara talking dirty to me, she wore me down. I ended up breaking in my new pussy, as Sara taunted me to climax.
Now she instructed Svetlana on how to use the egg, if she needed me to orgasm quickly. Her tone was businesslike again, as if she were teaching an intern how to use the copy machine. Sara shared my hot buttons with Svetlana.
"He is submissive, enjoys being taken control of, loves the feel of silk, responds favorably to perfume," she began. "If I only had two minutes to get him off I would use the egg and my panties," she continued.
Svetlana acted like this was all completely new to her. I found this amusing, because just prior to Sara joining us, Svetlana had me fucking my pocket pussy with her scented, silky panties around my neck.
"I want to try and get him to come quickly," Svetlana exclaimed.
Svetlana reached into the Victoria's Secret bag, and retrieved her pink silk pajama panties, that she had masturbated in, earlier that morning. She gave them another spritz of perfume, and hung them around my neck. Sara showed her how to place the egg right between the base of my balls and my taint. Then Svetlana wrapped her fist around the panties, and pulled my head back using them as a leash.
"Fuck your new pussy," she growled, as Sara clapped and giggled.
I started to fuck the sex toy, excited that I had been given the green light to ejaculate. The Viagra was definitely making it hard to come, but I knew I was on the road to an orgasm. Svetlana had the panty leash in one hand, and the magic egg perfectly placed on my nuts, in her other hand. I was fucking the pocket pussy hard now, and Svetlana said she thought I would have come by now. Sara admitted that she had one more trick up her sleeve, and Svetlana told me to stop thrusting.
"He responds favorably to the egg in his ass," Sara said with a smile.
"My favorite," Svetlana exclaimed enthusiastically. "I love sticking things in a guy's ass!"
Sara laughed out loud at this latest revelation, and the two girls exchanged a high-five.
"Let's start with the egg today," Sara said, trying not to let things get too out of control.
Svetlana kicked my feet apart, reminiscent of when she had searched me earlier. She picked up the aluminum egg and slid it into her pussy. A few seconds later she retrieved it, totally slick with her juices. Apparently fucking with me had made her very wet.
Svetlana pushed my face down onto the desk quite forcefully, and shoved the well lubricated egg straight into my anal passage. Her scented panties were still around my neck, and as she held me down in that position, my face was laying directly on top of them. I could feel the wetness of the panty liner against my chin, and inhaled the scent of Svetlana's juices. She fired up the egg and spoke in a commanding voice.
"Fuck your pussy, bitch! Make the most of your last orgasm for months."
A few seconds later, with the egg humming away in my ass, and the sounds of Sara and Svetlana laughing and taunting me, I exploded into the pocket pussy. They allowed me to continue thrusting my hips into the pussy, until I had completely unloaded my nuts.
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Sara and Svetlana must have discussed what happened next, because it was way too choreographed to have been spontaneous. Svetlana pulled me to my feet and took the wet panties from around my neck. Then she slowly removed the pocket pussy from my still erect cock. Sara emerged smiling with a large bag of ice. This was not going to be fun, at least for me. They were probably going to love it. Sara placed a towel on Adrian's leather office chair to protect it. Then she put the bag of ice on the towel and called me over to her. I walked around the desk naked with an erection, apparently thanks to the Viagra.
Sara said simply "sit" when I got to the chair, and I tentatively lowered myself on to the bag of ice.
Fuck, that was uncomfortably cold! The ice felt quite painful on my asshole and balls, but it did the trick, as my cock shriveled very quickly. As soon as my erection disappeared, Sara motioned for me to stand up and go back to Svetlana's side of the desk. I walked round there, feeling far less enthusiastic about what fate I faced next. My cock looked tiny now, and both women taunted me. Then, before the Viagra could kick in again, Svetlana knelt before me in her little tennis outfit, and locked me into the cock-cage.
"Perfect," she said once it was secured. "I will unlock you once a week for a deep cleanse. Let me know if you have trouble peeing. Obviously, you will have to sit to pee, like a bitch."
She had evidently done this before, as she knew all of the things to look out for. Svetlana got up from her knees, and took one of the keys to my cock-cage from the desk. She handed one key to Sara, and asked her if she could have Adrian put the third key into his wall safe. Then, in an unexpected announcement, she told Sara that Stacey was to be the fourth key-holder.
In fact, on Adrian's orders, Stacey would be the primary key-holder in Vegas, for the upcoming wedding.
Once it was established that four people had the power to unlock me, Svetlana spoke.
"Beat it! Get back to work."
I started to leave the office, still naked, with my clothes in my hands. I was going to go into the restroom, retrieve the egg and wash it. Then after I was dressed, return it to one of my tormentors.
As I got halfway across the office, Sara stopped me in my tracks with the words "the egg?"
I started to explain my plan but Sara cut me off.
"The egg?" she repeated and I knew exactly what she wanted.
It was very humiliating, but I squatted, and squeezed my stomach muscles as if trying to have a bowel movement. The egg emerged slowly from my asshole, as Sara and Svetlana looked on with amusement. I caught it before it hit the expensive Persian rug I was squatting on. Sara told me to return it to Svetlana when it was sanitary, and I left the room with my tail between my legs.
I stayed out of Svetlana's way the rest of the day, but in the late afternoon Adrian needed a ride to the bank. I was outside his front door waiting in the limo with the air conditioning on. I saw him and Sara emerge from the entrance of his house, and I exited the limo to open the door for them.
Adrian had a black power suit on, with a graphite shirt and a lime-green tie. He had a matching lime-green pocket square, and Sara's entire outfit was the exact same shade as his pocket square. This was the second time he had used my wife as a color co-ordinated accessory. She was still wearing the mini skirt and bustier that she had been wearing earlier. Adrian deemed her outfit too risqué for the bank, so she remained in the car while he went to take care of his business.
Adrian never left us alone, but it seemed like he was more relaxed about it now my cock was caged.
Sara clicked on the intercom and I spoke first.
"What's with the color co-ordinated outfits, Sara?" I asked jealously.
"It's a new rule," Sara confirmed. "If Adrian is wearing a pocket square, I need to have an outfit that matches it exactly, from head to toe. In fact, whenever he purchases a new pocket square, I receive a photo of it, so that I can go shopping too. Cute huh? It makes me wet when everybody knows I belong to Adrian. Eventually he will brand me or tattoo me, with a permanent symbol of ownership. But for now this conveys the same message."
When she said that, it made me realize that Sara had become a different person. She was addicted to the vibrating egg, addicted to several different drugs, addicted to the high-roller lifestyle, under the threat of blackmail and total alienation from her racist family, and generally in love with the idea of submission to a black man. She had developed deep genuine feelings for this man. He was the first man to make her have an orgasm. Also she loved the humiliation that washed over her like a high from a powerful drug, every time he dominated her publicly. I had nothing left to offer her, and decided to focus on extricating myself out from under Adrian's threats of blackmail.
Once my cock was in the cage, Svetlana's mean streak emerged. I use the words "mean streak", but she was actually quite sadistic. I had to report to her every morning as soon as I got to work. She would always be dressed sexily and the key to my cock-cage would be hanging around her neck, often nestled between her ample breasts. She would be freshly spritzed in the perfume I loved. My cock would twitch involuntarily as soon as I inhaled her scent. However, just to make quite sure I was aroused, she would give me a Viagra.
She knew full well that any erection that resulted, would be quite uncomfortable within the rigid confines of the cock-cage. After, I had taken the little blue pill, Svetlana would inspect my cock-cage. She wanted to ensure the fit was correct, and that I didn't have any soreness or rash from the prolonged confinement. This inspection required her to get a pretty close look at my genital area. I felt like we could have accomplished it by me laying on a table, but Svetlana subjected me to her own program.
Every morning, she would put on a pair of latex gloves, kneel before me and closely inspect my cock and balls. The sight of the beautiful young Czech girl on her knees with her head in my crotch, would get my blood flowing immediately. This would result in a painful semi-erection, that was barely contained by the cage. Also barely contained was Svetlana's amusement, as she fondled my penis, testicles and scrotum to check for soreness. This torturous examination could take up to twenty minutes and was the highlight of her day.
Occasionally, she would decide that the cage needed cleaning. Her decision seemed arbitrary, and based on nothing more than her whim. This morning, as luck would have it, Svetlana decided that today was such a day. She was still on her knees and she looked up at me with an innocent smile. My cock strained against the cage, and I let out a wince of pain.
She maintained eye contact with me as she fished the key out from between her tits. The key was on a short necklace, and I was sure that this was also by design. It meant that she had to get her neck very close to the cock-cage to open it. More giggles from her, as I grimaced again, from the discomfort of my growing erection. She opened the lock of my cock-cage and released me from the confines of it.
My cock sprung free and stiffened rapidly, as the young girl took the cage away from me. I knew the drill and turned my back to her. She secured my hands behind my back with a short piece of nylon rope that she kept in her drawer. As soon as I was deemed no threat to my chastity, I turned to face her.
My cock was throbbing now as it danced wildly between my legs. Svetlana giggled, enjoying the effect she was having on me. Then she took the cock-cage and submerged it in a pot of boiling water to sterilize it. This process took twenty minutes and about the same amount of time for the stainless steel contraption to cool.
Once the cage was off she would remove the gloves. She loved to remind me that she wore the gloves, in case my cage had any trace of urine on it. As emasculating as the cage was, even worse was the fact that I had to sit down to take a piss, whenever I wore it. This made me feel even more like a bitch, and Svetlana knew it. After she had discarded the latex gloves, and my cage was being sterilized, Svetlana would clean my cock, balls and taint. It was technically a medical necessity, the need to keep everything sterile to prevent infection.
However, a true medical professional would not have removed the gloves. Or had their nails perfectly manicured to match their lipstick. Or just spritzed themself with my favorite perfume. Or applied moisturizer to their hands just before the cleaning to make them silky smooth to the touch. Or have used such a tender teasing touch to clean my balls. Or to have lingered so tantalizingly long around my taint.
Truth is my periodic cleanse was sexual torture. To have a beautiful young girl handle your genitals so tenderly and gently, for upwards of forty minutes, was just a mind-fuck. I would leak copious amounts of pre-cum during the process. Svetlana would feign total surprise, every time I dripped my seminal fluid on her hands. She would act disgusted, and wipe the offending juices on my ass or stomach. I wanted to ask her why she didn't just wear the gloves, but I already knew the answer.
Besides, Adrian had permitted her wide latitude in punishing me if necessary, and she had a few very unpleasant tricks up her sleeve. Sometimes she would punish me in reaction to something I said or did. Sometimes just because she could.
We both knew that it took twenty minutes for the cock-cage to be cool to the touch, after being sterilized in boiling water. Sometimes, just to be cruel, she would put the cage back on when it was still quite hot. It was never enough to burn my skin, but I would hop around in obvious discomfort for several minutes, as the cage slowly cooled.
Another one of her punishments was to put medical grade BenGay on my nuts. Adrian had a supply of it from his days as a conditioning coach in the NFL. This was typically used to treat deep muscle pain. The heat that this topical analgesic cream would emanate through my balls was very uncomfortable. Once or twice I displayed enough signs of physical distress, that she wiped the topical cream off with a wet wipe, fearing that she had injured me.
Another of her favorite punishments was to burn my nuts with Nair hair remover. Adrian wanted me to look less like a man, so he entrusted Svetlana with the hair removal of my genital area. The young girl would normally shave me, which, in itself, was a total, torturous mind-fuck. However, if I pissed her off, or if she was in a bad mood, she would use Nair. Used properly, this is a highly effective method of hair removal. However, it states clearly on the package to apply for five to six minutes, and under no circumstances, more than fifteen minutes.
When Svetlana wanted to punish me, she would tie my hands behind my back, remove the cock-cage, and coat my nuts with a liberal dose of Nair. She would then conveniently forget about me. She did this to me four or five times and the pain was considerable. Definitely more intense than the medical grade BenGay. I jumped in the swimming pool the first time to cool my nuts!
Unfortunately, the hair removal process was effective, and I left a bunch of pubic hair in the pool. Adrian went ape-shit and wanted to know what the fuck happened. Svetlana promised me a handjob if I took the blame, so I told Adrian I was experimenting with Nair, and in a panic jumped into the pool.
He is a clean-freak, and ended up draining the pool completely, to make sure it was free of my short and curlies. Svetlana never came through on the handjob, and Adrian docked the $1700 pool draining bill from my paycheck. The next time Svetlana had my hands tied, and the Nair in her hands, she coldly told me to stay the fuck out of the pool and to suck it up. She really was a sadist.
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Today, however, Svetlana was in an upbeat mood, and allowed the cage to cool for the full twenty minutes. My hands were still tied behind my back, to prevent me from making any stupid decisions. She went and retrieved the cock-cage and a large bag of ice from the freezer. I hated this part but knew exactly what was expected of me. Svetlana placed the bag of ice on a wooden chair, and I sat down on it.
Oh fuck! No matter how many times I did this, the shock was still incredible. The ice was really uncomfortable to sit on, as it started to freeze my nuts and asshole. It did an incredible job of making an erection disappear within a couple of minutes, but I just couldn't wait to get off that fucking chair.
As soon as my cock was flaccid, and my balls had tried to get up into my body seeking warmth, she would lock me back in the cage. Her soft manicured hands would feel so warm to the touch. She would handle me so gently as she knelt before me. All that I could think about was her cutting me some slack, and jerking me off to an orgasm. It would have only taken a few seconds, for sure. Of course, it never happened.
Svetlana would close the cage and get her neck uncomfortably close to my cock, in order to lock it with her key. Then, knowing the effect she had on me, she would remain on her knees and look up at me. Her eyes were naturally green. However, Adrian had purchased her the exact same shade of blue eye contacts that my wife wore. Svetlana wore those daily at work now.
As she knelt before me, I also noticed that her light brown hair was several shades lighter. She looked great as a dirty blonde, and I wondered if Adrian was transitioning her into a platinum blonde, like Stacey and, more recently, my wife. Svetlana was on her feet now, mocking me with her piercing blue eyes. My cock was warming up to room temperature and blood was flowing to it as it tried to get erect.
Svetlana dismissed with a slap on my ass and a cheerful "see you tomorrow morning!"
Over the weeks Svetlana changed. She did eventually end up with platinum blonde hair, and she was growing it out now. She looked fantastic with straight, almost white hair, flowing half way down her back. She was also obsessed with her weight and working out. She already had a dynamite body, but as she continued to tone it, she took on the appearance of a fitness model. Her abs were fantastic, and she took to wearing crop-tops to display them.
Next up for the young Czech girl were hair extensions, and that made her even hotter. I was hard anytime I was in her presence, albeit crammed into the cock-cage, that bit into my cock when it tried to get erect.
Svetlana ended up taking two weeks off of work at the beginning of the summer. My cock-cage inspections and cleaning were handled by Adrian's part-time nurse, Mary, and were much less enjoyable. She was way too professional and never took the gloves off. She had also figured out that the key could be removed from the chain. So she didn't need to kneel in front of me to unlock the cage.
She would have me lie on the table in the games room and give me a very clinical inspection, without coming close to me. If the cage needed cleaning, she would toss me some wet wipes to clean my genitalia, while the cage was off. I missed Svetlana's soft touch.
When Svetlana returned to work she had undergone a physical transformation, and looked like a total bimbo. She had enhanced her breasts through surgery, had collagen lip injections, and her eyebrows were tattooed. She looked harder, like a porn star but so fucking sexy. She had lost a couple more pounds, and was very proud to be almost at her goal weight.
The first time she knelt before me to inspect my cock-cage was really painful for me. Her hair was almost white, her eyes piercing blue, and she was so lean and toned. My cock was straining against the cage, especially when she decided it needed sterilizing. Watching her fish the key out from between her recently enhanced breasts, was awesome.
I figured Adrian was fucking Svetlana, as he had paid for her new look. What guy drops six thousand dollars on a set of bolt-ons for someone he is not fucking? Anyway, I found out a few days later, when I walked in on them at the pool house. I was just following my daily check list, and the next item was replacing the pool heater filter.
I entered the pool house to find Adrian fucking Svetlana in the guest bedroom. They were under the covers in the missionary position. Adrian's muscular back was exposed, and Svetlana's manicured fingertips were visible, as she caressed the back of his neck while they kissed. The rest of their bodies were hidden under the duvet. Even though I was no longer permitted to fuck Sara, as far as I knew Adrian and her were monogamous. Well, other than when he gifted her to other men. But he wasn't supposed to be fucking anyone else.
"What the hell are you doing, Adrian?" I asked in an uncharacteristic challenge of him. "You are not supposed to be fucking other women. I am going to tell Sara."
"Sara already knows all about Svetlana," Adrian responded calmly. "She is fine with it as Svetlana has been tested."
For the first time since he started to blackmail me, I challenged him.
"Bullshit Adrian," I said angrily. "Sara wouldn't be okay with you being balls-deep in Svetlana."
Svetlana started to laugh, and said, "Relax handsome. Sara knows exactly where Adrian's cock is right now. Trust me."
Adrian probably just wanted me to beat it, so that he could get his rocks off.
I could sense the impatience in his voice as he said, "Ask Sara yourself, if you don't believe me."
The duvet was covering him from his shoulders down. He grabbed hold of it and tossed it away from the bed. As it hit the floor, I recoiled at the sight in front of me.
Adrian was naked, buried balls-deep in Svetlana. A platinum blonde was laying on her stomach on the bed. She was eating Adrian's ass and scratching her fingernails across his buttocks, as he fucked the young Czech girl. I knew it was my wife, even before she removed her tongue from Adrian's black ass, and slowly turned to face me.
We made eye contact. Her piercing blue eyes were glazed over and she was high as a kite. She giggled when she saw me, and I could see she was also very drunk.
"Svetlana has been tested, baby," Sara said, slurring her words. "She is safe for Adrian to enjoy."
Sara and Svetlana were dressed identically in yellow thong bikinis. Svetlana's bikini panties had been pulled to the side, to allow Adrian's cock to enter her tight little pussy.
My wife smiled at me, and I could tell she did not grasp the magnitude of the situation. She giggled, shrugged her shoulders, and then turned her back to me and stuck her tongue back in Adrian's asshole. Sara's thong was nestled between her butt-cheeks, and visibly wet. I assumed she had the magic egg inside her ass, as she was rubbing her thighs together in sexual torment, as she ate Adrian's muscular, black ass.
I turned slowly to leave the pool house but Adrian stopped me in my tracks.
"Don't you want to see your wife get off eating my ass?" he taunted me, as he tapped his Apple Watch.
It was actually just about the last thing I wanted to see, but I couldn't bring myself to leave. I watched transfixed as Sara responded to the increased tempo of the vibrating anal stimulator. She started to flex her ass-cheeks as she approached her orgasm. She was grinding her hips into the bed as she licked Adrian's asshole. At one point, she spread her legs apart and I could see just how wet she was.
"Show hubby your new artwork baby," Adrian said, as Svetlana started to giggle.
Sara removed her manicured hands from Adrian's butt-cheeks and, as she continued to rim him, slowly lowered her yellow bikini bottoms.
I could now see that Adrian had given Sara a tattoo. Actually, three tattoos. Sara had "Black Cock Only" tattooed just above her asshole, with an arrow pointing downwards into her rosebud. Either side of her asshole, on the inner part of her buttocks, she had "BBC" on her left cheek and "SLUT" on her right. Mainstream America would probably have no clue what "BBC" stood for, but I had been around Adrian long enough to know it meant "Big Black Cock!"
"Subtle," I whispered under my breath, although as the three of them were about four feet from me, I was sure they heard me.
Adrian laughed and said, "Sara's punishment for the Sergei stunt. Nice work, don't you think? Now the world will know she is a black cock only slut."
This was all Sara needed to hear. She had a very vocal orgasm, as the combination of the anal stimulation and Adrian's verbal abuse, took her over the edge. Sara came twice in quick succession, and then Adrian told the girls he was close. Sara put her hands back on Adrian's ass, stuck her tongue deep into his asshole, and raked her fingernails tenderly across his buttocks.
Adrian grunted and said "Fuck yeah Sara, you dirty bitch."
His choice of words stirred a memory in me. The night of our anniversary threesome, right before Adrian pissed on my wife in the shower, he had called her a "dirty bitch."
Truth is, my wife did look like a dirty bitch. She had her face between Adrian's muscular ass-cheeks, tongue fully extended inside his asshole, his pleasure seemingly the only thing on earth that mattered to her. Adrian moaned a couple of times at the overwhelming sensory delight. He was having his ass enthusiastically eaten, by my wife, in addition to being balls deep inside the gorgeous Svetlana, who was also doing her best to coax a load from his nuts.
Svetlana had her legs wrapped around Adrian's lower back, was caressing the back of his neck with her beautiful fingernails, and was nibbling his earlobe as she whispered words of encouragement to him. He had a strong rhythm going now, and I envied his position, as he approached his orgasm.
I wanted to leave the room but I was transfixed by the sight of this powerful black man, owning these two platinum blondes. Adrian's back and ass muscles flexed as he fucked Svetlana, and I marveled at his stamina as he continued to pound into her.
"Come inside me, Daddy," Svetlana implored him, using the nickname that Sara had first coined in the back of the limousine.
"I am close," Adrian growled.
A few seconds later, he clenched his ass-cheeks tightly together, and erupted inside Svetlana's tight, young pussy. He let out a low guttural moan as he came inside Svetlana, and continued to thrust deeply for several more moments, as he emptied his nuts.
Sara kept eating his ass the whole time he orgasmed, and finally he stopped thrusting. Svetlana and Adrian started to kiss tenderly, and my wife remained on her stomach with her tongue buried in his asshole.
I wondered how long Adrian would make my wife rim him. I got my answer several minutes later, as he reached behind his back and tapped her on the top of her head. She withdrew her tongue from his ass, and he slowly uncoupled from Svetlana. Once he had pulled his softening cock from the young Czech girl, he scooted slowly up her body and, as he straddled her upper body, she started to suck their combined juices from his cock.
Sara knew what was expected of her, and as Svetlana cleaned Adrian's cock, my wife lowered her face hungrily to Svetlana's gaping pussy, and began to greedily slurp up Adrian's ejaculate. She was making lewd sounds as she sucked his semen out of Svetlana.
Finally, after Adrian decreed that he was clean, Sara scooted up to Svetlana and as they locked lips, she spat Adrian's load into the young girl's eager mouth. They made a big show of snowballing Adrian's semen, passing it back and forth amongst their mouths, until finally they had eaten the last remnants.
"Kiss your hubby, goodbye," he commanded Sara.
My wife obeyed his directive immediately, and staggered over to me, clearly high as a kite, and very drunk. She planted a sloppy kiss on me, and while I could taste Adrian's semen, I was way more concerned about the fact that her tongue had been buried deep in his asshole for the last thirty minutes.
After a long open-mouthed kiss, in which I got to eat some of Adrian's ejaculate, he called her back over to him. Adrian knelt over Svetlana's face and I watched in awe as his cock started to stiffen again.
"Don't you have some work to do, you fucking pussy?" he said forcefully, snapping me out of my trance.
I turned slowly away from this sordid visual, and left the pool house in shame, as the two women worked in tandem to empty Adrian's balls, for the second time.
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Later that day I was cleaning up the pool house. I had just changed the sheets on the guest room bed, and noticed two tiny yellow bikinis discarded on the floor. I picked them up as they needed laundering, and continued to straighten up the bed.
Svetlana came into the room and smirked at me. "Adrian ass-fucked your wife after you left. I nibbled his nuts, and he came just as hard as the first time," she said cruelly. "He is pissed that you disturbed our fun."
Adrian was pissed and cornered me later that day.
"I will beat your ass if you try and get in the way of my afternoon fun," he said threateningly. "You are going to regret your attempt to cock-block me, you pussy. Now that I have two bitches in the house that I am fucking, I need to know where you are at all times."
Adrian must have left the girls in charge of alerting everyone to my presence. Before l left his house that day, Sara and Svetlana handed me a pink silk choker. It was very feminine, and I immediately recoiled at the thought of having to wear it. I rotated it 360 degrees to make sure that there were no derisive words on it, like "SLUT" or "BITCH" which would have been Adrian's style. It had a tiny bell attached to it, that jingled with the slightest motion.
"You are required to wear this at work, so that you don't disturb the three of us, if we are enjoying some play time," Sara said, barely able to contain her laughter.
Svetlana said, "Kneel before us," and I obeyed without question.
I felt like such a pussy, as she collared me with the girly choker and told me to stand. Even the motion of me getting to my feet set the tiny bell ringing, and Svetlana clapped her hands together in delight at my latest predicament.
I hoped they would eventually get bored of it, but they spent much of the following day fucking with me. They would text me to meet them in different rooms around the house, just to hear my bell jingling as I approached.
Adrian seemed happy with this new arrangement.
"This should work. I can hear that bitch coming a mile off. You should have used Sara's SLUT collar on him, though," he said derisively.
After my every movement was signaled, Adrian started to take even more liberties with Sara and Svetlana, enjoying the two of them in every room of the house.
Svetlana was very young and was sexually inexperienced. She made up for it with her efforts to please Adrian, but she lacked in technique. Specifically, Adrian wanted her to improve her blowjob skills. Svetlana came up with a great idea to practice her blowjobs on me. That sounded fantastic to me, and although I wasn't asked for my opinion, it was a resounding "fuck yeah!" Well, that is until Svetlana blew me for the first time.
Sara and Svetlana texted me one day to meet them in the pool house for blowjob practice. They could hear my bell jingling as I walked by the pool, towards the pool house, and were both giggling by the time I arrived. They were dressed identically today, in lime green bikinis with matching high heels. They were so sexy with their ever lightening blonde hair and their piercing blue eye contacts.
It had been over a week since Svetlana had released me from my cock-cage. I was trembling with anticipation as she knelt before me, and started to unlock my cage with the key that was around her neck. She still hadn't figured out how to lengthen the necklace that my key was attached to. Either that, or she simply enjoyed fucking with me.
She had to get her neck so close to my cage to unlock it. Seeing her long platinum blonde hair so close to my stomach, made my cock ache within the confines of the cage. Also, her new tits looked fantastic. Her enhancements were a "D" cup and as she continued to shed body fat, she looked more and more like Adrian's type, a porn star. Sara jealously eyed Svetlana's tits. The young Czech girl noticed Sara's attention and squeezed them together lewdly.
"Did you ever think of going any bigger Svetlana?" Sara asked.
"Hell no," Svetlana responded. "The next size up is an 'E' cup and they would look ridiculous on my tiny frame."
"I am not even sure I want 'D' cups," Sara said quietly, "but Adrian is adamant about me going bigger."
"When are you getting your new tits, Sara?" Svetlana asked.
Sara shuffled uncomfortably on the spot and I realized that she didn't want to have this conversation in front of me.
"I have a consultation with Dr. Matthews next week," Sara replied, without enthusiasm.
My heart sank at that revelation. Dr. Matthews served on the Home Owners Association Board with me, and we knew each other well. I didn't want him to know my wife was getting her tits enlarged again. It had only been nine months since he had inserted her current implants. At the time, Sara and I were ecstatic with the results. We had agreed with Dr. Matthews, that the full "C" cup was the perfect size for Sara's frame.
In fact the doctor had joked, "You don't want your lovely wife to look like a porn star."
Now, nine months later, Sara had a consultation booked, with a view to getting upgraded to "D" cups. The goalposts had been moved by Adrian, and the goal was now a total porn star look. Dr. Matthews would know something was wrong, especially when another man paid for Sara's new tits. I seriously contemplated resigning from that Board, especially as it seemed I wasn't going to live in that house much longer.
Once the cage was off, my cock stiffened immediately.
"Impressive," Sara said with a smirk.
"Not!" exclaimed the two girls in unison, before exchanging a high-five.
Svetlana stepped forward and told me to open my mouth.
She held a Viagra in her hand, placed it on my tongue and said "swallow."
Sara laughed as I obeyed Svetlana without hesitation.
"You are delightfully cruel, Svetlana," my wife said excitedly.
Sara and Svetlana stood in front of me, and watched as my cock danced between my legs. Sara told me that Svetlana was going to practice her blowjob techniques on me. Svetlana had picked up a compact mirror, and was applying some of Adrian's favorite lipstick. As she held the tube, I recognized it as the Barbie Pink lip gloss. The same exact shade that Adrian expected me to wear, the next time I knelt before him begging him for another favor.
A smile crept over my face, as I realized his young Czech plaything, was about to suck my cock. The end-game was to improve her blowjob skills for his enjoyment, but I was happy to be the guinea pig for that little experiment.
"Step one," Sara began, "is to make your man feel important. I usually place a pillow or cushion on the floor, in front of Adrian. This serves two purposes. It creates a visual for him that will make him anticipate the blowjob. Also, it sends a clear signal that I am not in any rush. I don't care how long it takes him to come. I will be comfortable kneeling on my pillow."
Svetlana grabbed a pillow from the bed, but Sara stopped her and told her she had something more appropriate. Svetlana tossed the pillow back on the bed, and Sara went to the closet in the guest room of the pool house. I was interested in what Sara was going to have Svetlana kneel on for her blowjob practice. I turned my head to look and my tiny bell started to ring. Both girls started laughing at that and I felt my face redden.
Sara came back with two identical red pillows. She handed one to Svetlana, and she placed it on the floor in front of me. Svetlana's pillow was made of very soft silk, was heart-shaped and had her name embroidered on it in white stitching. Sara was clutching her pillow to her chest but I could see her name was also neatly embroidered on it.
"How thoughtful of Adrian to get us matching pleasure pillows," Svetlana said with a giggle.
"Sucky pillows," Sara corrected the young Czech girl. Adrian wants us to refer to them as our "sucky pillows."
My cock throbbed at the thought of Adrian telling the girls to fetch their sucky pillows, and pleasure him orally.
The sucky pillow was having the intended effect on me. I was transfixed by it, as I anticipated Svetlana's first blowjob practice. Svetlana sank slowly to her knees and got comfortable on the heart-shaped pillow. Sara stepped closer to me and put her pillow right next to Svetlana's. My heart skipped a beat as I realized Sara was going to instruct Svetlana on the fine art of sucking cock, using my cock!
Pre-cum hung from the tip of my cock, threatening to drip onto Svetlana's pillow. Sara grabbed a wet wipe, and tenderly cleaned the fluid from my cock-head. She stepped behind me, and secured my hands behind my back, using Svetlana's short piece of nylon rope. Sara left to discard the wipe and returned with a devilish grin.
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Sara returned with a devilish grin and something hidden behind her back.
"Let's make him look more like Adrian first," she said joyfully.
She pulled a large black strap-on from behind her back, and giggled as she saw the huge smile disappear from my face. The strap-on was made of thick silicone, and was black and very shiny. Sara slipped the end of it over the tip of my cock, and pulled it all the way down to the base of my cock. It was already lubricated, so my erect penis slipped inside it easily.
There were two realistic looking black balls hanging from the strap-on, that hung in front of my own nuts, and pushed them up and back into my ass-crack. The strap went up between my ass-cheeks like a thong, separated into two thin straps, wrapped across my stomach, and fastened in the middle of my tummy, by my belly button. The strap-on was basically a cock extender, and as Svetlana knelt before me she was staring at a nine inch black cock.
"Perfect," Svetlana said, "just like Adrian's."
Svetlana looked up at me one more time, with her piercing blue eyes and her Barbie Pink lipgloss. Then she extended her tongue, and holding eye contact with me, took the tip of my cock into her mouth. The visual was fantastic. A young Czech girl with great tits, wearing a bikini as she knelt before me on her sucky pillow, and slowly sucked my cock-head.
However, I felt nothing through the silicone strap-on I was forced to wear. Sara knelt down next. She was dressed identically to Svetlana, and started to give the younger girl tips on what Adrian likes in a blowjob. Sara and Svetlana alternated between sucking my cock, and I felt absolutely nothing.
Occasionally I would look down at the visual, and this would cause me to breathe in sharply, from frustration. This motion would also cause my little bell to ring, and both girls would start laughing. It was pure sexual torture to watch the beautiful young Czech girl and my wife suck my cock, as they knelt on their heart-shaped sucky pillows.
The lesson lasted about an hour, and covered everything from edging, tongue bathing and deep-throating. Sara finished off by showing her student the fine art of nibbling a guy's nuts. Specifically, Adrian's nuts, as apparently he was quite fond of this sexual activity. My nuts were being forced up my ass-crack by the strap-on. So, unfortunately for me, all of the girls attentions were focused on the large black nuts, that were part of the strap-on.
Svetlana did graze my nuts on one occasion, and I don't think it was accidental. She had her head under the strap-on, and was leaning back with her tongue fully extended. She gave my scrotum a quick nibble, and I flinched involuntarily and my bell jingled.
Svetlana let out a giggle, and said "Oops, my bad," as she and Sara were cracking up.
"You really rang his bell," Sara exclaimed with joy.
After the extended session of fucking with me, the girls called it a day. I was sweating, from the sexual frustration of being tormented by these two women. They had a blast at my expense, and both of them told me they couldn't wait to do this again. Sara put their pillows away, and Svetlana removed the strap-on from my blood engorged cock.
I had leaked inside the strap-on. The combination of my pre-cum, and the lube inside the silicone cock extender, were all over the top of my cock. They made it look like I had experienced an orgasm.
Sara looked worried and said "Oh fuck, I think we made him come. Adrian will be pissed!"
I wasn't sure what Adrian had planned for me in Las Vegas, but he was adamant that I wasn't allowed to orgasm, between now and the upcoming wedding. Sara asked me directly if I had blown my wad into the strap-on, and I assured her I could barely feel any sensation wearing it. This made her very happy, and she told me we would resume blowjob practice tomorrow. My heart sank at the thought of it.
We did blowjob practice for about one hour, every day, for a week. The timing of the torture session was random, so I could never prepare myself for it.
One of them would cheerfully announce, "Let's ring his bell," and the fun and games, for them that is, would begin.
I had the worst case of blue balls I have ever had in my life. My cock throbbed in its cage. Being let out every day to go through this extended torture session, was worse than only coming out once a week for cleaning. Svetlana became an expert cocksucker, at least from the visual side of it, as I couldn't actually feel anything.
She would taunt me as she knelt before me. She would ask me to come on her face or in her hair, as she nibbled on the strap-on that sheathed my cock, and denied me any pleasure. Sara and Svetlana choreographed two-girl blowjobs, and practiced lengthy edging sessions, to be used later on Adrian.
After a week, Sara wanted to teach Svetlana the ins and outs of rimjobs. Svetlana was less than enthusiastic about this prospect, as she hated giving rimjobs.
"Rimjobs are very demeaning to women," Svetlana said, with a sour face. "I would rather get pissed on by a man, than eat his ass."
"Well, if you spend any time with Adrian, you are likely to experience both sexual acts," Sara countered.
My eyes lit up at the prospect of rimjob practice. They couldn't learn how to rim a man without anal contact. And I was the proud owner of the practice ass! Of course, Sara and Svetlana did find a way to deny me the physical sensations of a rimjob, while they were still able to practice.
They purchased a pair of tight-fitting latex briefs for me to wear during the rimjob lessons. They were two sizes too small for me, and very hard to get on. However, once I had squeezed myself into them, the latex did a great job of dulling any feelings in my asshole. Svetlana could get underneath me and rim me, and I barely felt anything.
Sara was not satisfied with my level of detachment from pleasure, after she heard me moan, just one single time. She went one step further, by coating my nuts and asshole with a medical grade numbing cream. After she applied the topical gel and shoehorned me into those latex briefs, I honestly couldn't feel a thing.
They had me in all kinds of positions, teaching Svetlana the little tricks that Adrian loved when he got a rimjob. Once Sara was satisfied that the young Czech girl could rock Adrian's world, they progressed to the Sukebe chair! The Sukebe chair is a sex toy, originally from Japan, although Adrian had his imported from Thailand. It looks like a low-slung acrylic stool, but has a wide slit down the middle of it. This enables someone to lie underneath it and lick your ass, taint or balls.
Svetlana combined the latex briefs with the black cock extender, and I took my place on the Sukebe chair. The girls practiced their moves over and over, until they were perfectly choreographed. One of the last sessions was truly memorable for me. It occurred in the pool house, as this was one of the few places in the entire house that was totally private.
I was already in place in the Sukebe chair. Sara had applied a liberal amount of the numbing gel to my ass and balls, and the girls had watched, as I shoehorned myself into the tight latex briefs. Svetlana had attached the strap-on to me, and my hands were secured behind my back.
Sara and Svetlana came into the room holding hands, and dressed identically. They were both wearing cute yellow pleated tennis skirts, yellow crop-tops and matching high heels. They were both carrying their sucky pillows, and were smiling broadly at me, as if they couldn't wait to service me. They laid their heart-shaped pillows either side of me, and took their respective places on their knees.
They started off talking dirty to me, telling me all of the options on the menu for me tonight. Sara put some KY on her hand, and began to lube up my silicone strap-on. She was whispering in my ear, as she stroked my fake cock. Svetlana was lubing up my asshole, although I felt nothing through the latex briefs. After the warm-up, they described in detail what they would do for Adrian, without making any physical contact with me.
They started with a two-girl blowjob, taking turns to alternate between sucking my cock, and talking dirty. Then Svetlana disappeared behind the Sukebe chair. She slid under the chair face first, only to emerge a few seconds later right under my nuts. She nibbled and sucked my nuts, as Sara blew me.
Once again, I felt nothing, due to the latex and the strap-on I was forced to wear. I did get a fantastic visual, as Svetlana arranged her platinum hair so that it spilled across the floor between my feet. I could only imagine how good it would feel for Adrian, to actually experience this sexual delight. Svetlana scooted back under the chair and ate my ass for several minutes, while Sara sucked my cock.
After a few minutes they switched places, in order to practice continuity. Svetlana came out from under the chair, and I enjoyed another two girl blowjob, with much more eye contact this time. Sara disappeared under the chair next, and she put her soft little tongue on my ass, balls and taint, again with no actual physical feeling from me. Svetlana sucked my cock solo for a few minutes, then looked up at me smiling through her piercing blue eye contacts.
"I am so fucking wet," she told me.
Then, that sexy bitch stood up, straddled my strap-on and mounted me! She wasn't wearing any panties under her pleated skirt, and she was indeed wet, so I slid right into her. Even though I was inside my strap-on cock extender, it felt intimate as she put her hands behind my neck, and gazed into my eyes, as she bounced up and down on my fake cock. My hands were still firmly secured behind my back, otherwise I would have cupped Svetlana's little ass-cheeks, as we fucked.
She bounced up and down on my lap for several minutes as she gazed into my eyes, and told me that she was addicted to my black cock. I couldn't feel anything of course. I would look down occasionally, and see Sara still engrossed in her rimjob. Svetlana closed her eyes, threw back her head, and had a stupendous orgasm on my lap! She was very vocal as she came, and I could tell that her breathing was ragged, as she rested her head on my shoulder to compose herself.
After she came, she removed one of her hands from behind my neck, and put it between her legs. She must have fingered herself for a couple of moments, because she emerged with one very wet index finger. She placed this finger right under my nose, and wiped her pussy juices on my top lip, so that I could smell her sex. Then she moved her finger towards my mouth, and allowed me to taste her.
She smiled tenderly at me, and I felt a very strong connection to her. I had completely forgotten about Sara, although I could occasionally feel her muted touches on my taint and nutsack. Svetlana put her lips to my ear and started to whisper to me.
"I know you can't feel anything," she began. "But all of your other senses are intact. Try and take as much from this moment as you can."
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Svetlana was right. I had fantasized about fucking her, from the second she had asked me to handwash her panties. Now that it was actually happening, I couldn't believe that my sense of touch had been removed from me. However, I still had the other four senses, through which I could process this fantastic experience. I had heard Svetlana's cries of pleasure, when she orgasmed. I had seen the look of pleasure on her face. I could smell her vaginal juices, after she wiped her wet finger on my top lip. Lastly, I had tasted her fluids, when I sucked her finger clean.
Svetlana had caught her breath now, and she asked Sara if she wanted to ride me. My heart fluttered as I tried to process how I would feel, if my wife hopped on top of my nine inch fake cock. I wouldn't be able to touch her, as my hands were still tied behind my back. Maybe we could just stare into each other's eyes, as we fucked. Maybe she would allow me to kiss her. Maybe, with my new-found length and girth, I could make her orgasm.
Sara slid out from under the chair and stood up next to us.
"I don't want to ride him," she told Svetlana dismissively. "I am unable to experience a climax without my anal stimulator. In fact, I had never experienced an orgasm, prior to Adrian inserting that vibrating egg into my asshole. One of Chris' shortcomings, is his inability to satisfy me in bed. Replacing his small cock, with a black strap-on, wouldn't change anything. It would still be him that I would be fucking. I still wouldn't be able to come."
Svetlana reacted to Sara's contempt for me, by saying, "Ouch, harsh!"
Then she started to slowly bounce up and down in my lap again.
She giggled, and said "Oh well, more for me then!"
Sara responded coldly, "Knock yourself out Svetlana. I am going to find a real man, and get my rocks off."
Sara walked out of the pool house, having delivered another kick in the nuts to me.
Svetlana shrugged, put her hands back behind my neck, and started to ride me. We fucked for nearly an hour. Svetlana did all the work, and enjoyed several orgasms, bouncing up and down on my massive black cock. She was sweating now, from the physical exertion, but her quest for pleasure kept her from dismounting me. She would make eye contact with me just before each orgasm, to strengthen our connection.
Periodically, she would finger herself, and wipe her juices on my top lip, to keep my sense of smell engaged. After she had her orgasm she would rest, and compose herself. I would stick my tongue out, and lick her juices from my upper lip, thus engaging my sense of taste. She kept my top lip slick with her fluids. This helped me to enjoy the extended love-making session, even though I couldn't feel a thing.
The last two orgasms she had were the most intense, and it was my name she cried out, as she came. After her final orgasm, she slumped forward onto my shoulder and hugged my neck. I want to hug her back, but my hands were still bound behind my back. Svetlana's breathing was labored, and it took her several minutes to finally compose herself. She lifted her head off of my shoulder, and looked me in the eyes.
"That was fantastic baby," she told me. "I came so fucking hard!"
There was a pack of wet wipes on the floor by Svetlana's sucky pillow, and she reached down for it. She tenderly wiped her juices from my top lip, and leaning forward, she kissed me. It was a peck at first, but then she came back for more, and we French kissed for several minutes. My cock was harder now, than it had been since the two girls knelt on their respective sucky pillows, to blow me.
Kissing Svetlana had always been a fantasy of mine, and we kept looking into each other's eyes as we made out, which strengthened the connection for me. In between kisses, Svetlana whispered sweet nothings to me.
"I am so sorry for everything you have been through, handsome," she began. "I promise I will make it up to you. I apologize for giving Adrian the webcam footage of you sniffing, and then stealing my panties. The next time I clean your cock-cage, I will give you a handjob. It looks like you could really use some relief."
"You have no idea, Svetlana," I replied. "Thank you. Your apology means a lot to me. My extended period of enforced celibacy is clouding my judgement, and driving me insane with desire."
"Your infatuation with me is very flattering, and I want you in my life," she said sweetly.
I asked her why she had submitted to Adrian's every whim? What was in it for her? She was evasive, and started to kiss me again very tenderly, as if she were my girlfriend. She started to bounce up and down again on my cock. As we fucked, in between kisses, she promised she would suck me off the next time the two of us were alone.
"I assume you like blowjobs" she said with a giggle. "You can jerk off on my tits if you prefer."
I was breathing hard now as she mind-fucked me. I think she enjoyed the power she wielded over me, because she started to get inside my head even more.
"What would be your ultimate sexual fantasy with me, handsome?" Svetlana asked, as she bounced up and down on my large black strap-on.
"Cheerleader," I mumbled, embarrassed that I had snooped through her closet and found her high school cheerleading uniform.
"Expand," she said, trying to get me to paint a clearer picture for her.
"Um," I started hesitantly. "When I tidied your bedroom, I had to hang some clothes up in your closet."
"You have been snooping around in my closet on more than one occasion," Svetlana teased. "Don't worry, I won't tell Adrian. When you looked through my lingerie drawers, did you find anything you like in there?"
I know I looked guilty as sin, because Svetlana touched me gently on the side of my face, and assured me that she was cool with my infatuation with her.
"It's actually very flattering, handsome. Under different circumstances, we could be lovers, and you could enjoy me in all my silky intimates."
"Do you have a camera in your closet, Svetlana?" I asked with trepidation.
"Two cameras," she replied, with the confidence of knowing I was caught in her web, again. "I love the look on your face when you held up my cheerleading uniform and admired it. Is that the one?"
"The one?" I responded with a confused look on my face.
"When we finally, inevitably, fuck," she said, very slowly for added effect, "is that the outfit you want me in?"
I swallowed hard as I absorbed what she was saying.
"Yes, that is the one," I added quietly.
"What position do you want me in, handsome? When you finally enjoy my tight, young pussy."
"Doggy-style," I stammered.
"Paint the picture for me. I want to get it just right for you, when it finally happens."
I started to explain, in excruciating detail, my fantasy scenario with Svetlana. She seemed so willing to accommodate me, so I left out no detail.
"In my dreams, I am on my knees behind you, Svetlana. You are in the doggy-style position, wearing your high school cheerleading uniform. Your platinum hair is arranged into pigtails, and tied off neatly with your silk cheerleader hair bows."
"Am I wearing sneakers or high heels with my pleated skirt?" she asked me.
"Red high heels, with short red Bobby socks," I answered, caught up in the moment.
"You have really thought this through, handsome. Anything else, that I could do to make this your ultimate dream."
She was deep in my head now, and emboldened by her line of questioning, I expanded on my fantasy.
"In my dreams, you allow me to enter you from behind. You turn your head back over your shoulder, so that I can see your piercing blue eyes. We both know I am going to come quickly, so you tell me that you want this time to be all about my pleasure. You talk dirty to me as I blow my load inside you."
"Wow, you have really thought about this," Svetlana said, "that is hot. Did you jerk off thinking about me when you stole my blue g-string?"
I started to retell the story of how I had jerked off four times to the photo of Svetlana in her high school cheerleading uniform. Svetlana peppered me with questions as she approached her next orgasm. She seemed very flattered that I was so infatuated with her.
"Oh, handsome," she cried out as she got closer. "One day I will make your fantasy come true."
"I would like that more than anything in the world, Svetlana," I said truthfully.
That was enough to push her over the edge and she had a very vocal orgasm as she got impaled by my huge black cock.
After she came, she rested her head back on my shoulder. She tickled the back of my neck with her manicured fingertips, and I could feel my pre-cum running down my cock inside the sheath.
In a weak moment, I told Svetlana that she needed to get away from that prick Adrian. Adrian planned to turn her into a pornstar looking bimbo, the way he had with Stacey. The way he had started with Sara. And now, the way he had already begun with Svetlana.
"He already paid for your "D" cups," I told her. "He has changed your eyes from your beautiful natural green to his preferred shade of piercing blue. He has lightened and lengthened your hair over the last few months. You are now a platinum blonde like his other two bimbos. At some point you will look like identical triplets and will have no individual identities."
I had experienced a profound connection to Svetlana, and I knew she felt it too. Kissing her was so real and I was caught up in the moment, giddy with excitement at where our new-found sexual chemistry might lead.
"Svetlana, leave Adrian," I started boldly. "Come and live with me."
Svetlana placed one hand gently on the side of my face, and leaned in to kiss me. My heart soared as I kissed this beautiful young Czech woman.
"What would we do for money?" she asked, as if she was contemplating my offer.
"I have two rock-solid job offers," I said proudly. "I came to work for Adrian in a professional capacity, not to clean his fucking swimming pool and detail his cars. I have a very analytical mind, but it needs to be exercised, or its capability will diminish. I have been applying for jobs since I started here and have two offers, contingent only upon a pre-employment drug-screen, and an employment reference check. I worked for my last company for twenty-five years, before Adrian derailed my life. I spoke to Martha, the HR Manager at my old company, and she will give me a glowing employment reference. No mention of the Melody incident. Obviously, I can pass the drug-screen."
"Unless they discriminate against habitual Viagra users," Svetlana said with a giggle. "Are you going to take either job?" she continued.
"The only thing that is holding me back is the photos," I lamented. "Adrian will know where I work within a few days of me starting, and has threatened to send my new employer compromising pictures of me."
Svetlana kissed me gently on the side of my face. "You know baby," she said, "I think you over-estimate Adrian's technological savvy. He knew how to access your security server, but beyond that his knowledge is fairly rudimentary. He asked me to save the tapes of your Anniversary threesome to the iCloud, as he didn't know how to do it. Also, I know definitively there are two back-ups. There is a copy on his main server, and a thumb-drive in his wall-safe. Sara has access to his computer and safe," she added, formulating my exit strategy.
"Do you think Sara would help us escape Adrian's clutches," I asked excitedly.
"Let me ask her," Svetlana said. "Which companies have offered you employment, baby."
"Boeing has offered me a Regional Sales Manager position, based locally, for twelve thousand per month, plus performance bonuses," I began proudly. "Also, Equifax offered me the position of National Sales Manager. That job is a lot more money, but I would have to travel a lot, and I would rather be home at night, with you."
"You are so sweet baby," Svetlana whispered, looking at me with abject admiration.
"I could look after you Svetlana, treat you with the respect that you deserve. Adrian can have Sara. You and I would be very happy together."
Svetlana flashed me a broad smile. "Ok, it is decided. Accept the job at Boeing, so that you are home in my arms every night. I will delete the security footage from the iCloud today, and get access to the wall-safe. I know exactly where the thumb-drive is. Adrian has an off-site meeting tonight, so I will get your back-ups then."
Svetlana finally dismounted me and called out to Sara, who surprisingly answered immediately, as she was still in the room! Sara walked over to the Sukebe chair.
"Chris just fucked the crap out of me," Svetlana said, with a huge smile on her face. "I came over and over again. Your sex life couldn't have been that bad, surely? How did sex with Chris compare to that first night with Adrian?"
Sara smirked, as if she was going to enjoy answering this question.
I know Sara enjoyed the control she exerted over me. Also, it turned her on that I was jealous of Adrian, and she frequently rubbed this is in my face.
"There is no comparison between Adrian and Chris, in bed," Sara began. "Physicality, stamina, cock size, it is not even close. Nothing will ever compare to my first sexual encounter with Adrian. The combination of elicit sex with a powerful, well-endowed, black man, and the mind-numbing ecstasy provided by the anal stimulator and the MDMA, will probably be the sexual highlight of my life."
"Don't hold back, Sara," Svetlana said laughing, "Chris is right there, Jesus."
"To top it off," Sara added, as she looked over at me, "Adrian made my husband eat his muscular ass before he made Chris kneel before him and suck his cock. Mark my words, one day Adrian will complete his conquest of Chris, and fuck his virgin ass."
Even though I knew the answer before Sara answered the question, it was painful to hear the harsh truth.
Svetlana had come down from her orgasmic high, and was back to her normal self. The two girls helped me to my feet, unsteady as I was, with my hands still bound behind my back. They released my throbbing cock from the strap-on, and walked me over to the bed. I flopped down onto it, and they helped me to wriggle out of the latex briefs, that were so tight they had molded to my shape. My hands were still bound, as part of the protocol to prevent me from jerking off, in my sexually agitated state.
They sat me upright on the edge of the bed, and Sara went to get a large bag of ice. The kitchen was on the other side of the house, and Svetlana smiled at me as if to acknowledge that we had a few minutes alone. She pushed my legs apart, and as I sat on the edge of the bed, she knelt before me holding a pack of wet wipes, and her Barbie Pink lipgloss. My cock was twitching with anticipation. My pre-cum continued to run down the shaft, and some of it had dripped onto the tiled floor. Svetlana noticed my leaking cock, and tenderly wiped me clean with a wet wipe.
She glossed her lips as I watched her intently. Then she lowered her head slowly towards my cock, and planted one soft kiss on the tip of it. When she arose, her Barbie pink lipstick was visible on my cock, in the shape of her lips.
"Something to remember me by until our next cage cleaning," she teased.
Svetlana lowered my back to the bed, taking care not to hurt my arms, which were still bound behind me. Prior to this moment, the protocol of keeping my hands tied, until after the cock-cage was back on, had seemed unnecessary. However, as Svetlana continued to torture me, I realized that it was a prudent move on her part. I would have forced her mouth onto my cock after she kissed the tip of it, had my hands not been tied.
Once I was laying on my back on the bed, Svetlana started to remove the numbing cream from my ass and balls, with the wet wipes. At first I couldn't feel much, but as the cream was removed, I regained the sensation in both areas. Her soft little hands caressing my nuts and asshole, as she wiped me clean, felt fantastic. I wanted to come more than ever before in my life. I turned slightly to the side, to see if I had enough leverage to dry-hump the bed covers.
Svetlana was on to me, and applied a bit of her body weight to keep me prone on the bed. Then she continued to wipe my entire genital area. She occasionally brushed my taint or my nuts with her bare skin, and I would shudder with pleasure. I was so close to ejaculation, that finally I could stand it no more.
"Svetlana, please," I whispered hoarsely.
She smiled and responded "Okay baby. I will let you come today, as long as you promise to keep it between us."
I nodded enthusiastically, and she walked over to the bedside table and returned with some KY lube. She had a pair of yellow silk panties in her hand, presumably the ones she had discarded before she mounted my black strap-on earlier.
"I will jerk you off into my silky panties," she told me. "That way Sara won't know that I cut you a little slack."
Cut me a little slack, I thought with a smile. At this point, any release would be a total lifesaver. Svetlana turned me on my side, and wrapped her silky panties around the base of my balls. They felt divine, and I shivered with anticipation at the thought of finally shooting my wad.
I had endured hours of blowjob and rimjob practice, and today Svetlana had ridden me for an hour, enjoying multiple orgasms. I needed to come very badly, and right now. Svetlana flipped the lid of the KY lube open, and poured a generous amount in the palm of her right hand. She placed her hand at the tip of my cock, and closed it, making a tight fist.
I let out a little whimper of pleasure, as I tentatively eased my cock into the tight fuck hole that Svetlana had created for my enjoyment. Even though my hands were still bound behind my back, laying on my side enabled me to thrust fully into the improvised pussy. I let out a moan of pleasure, it had just been so long since I had last had an orgasm. My balls started to churn immediately, a sure sign of my impending orgasm.
"Jesus, Svetlana, that feels amazing," I moaned, as she tightened her fist slightly. "I am not going to last long."
Svetlana smiled sweetly at me and said, "Go on then, baby. Fuck it like it's my pussy until you blow your load."
I don't know if Sara and Svetlana were in cahoots, and fucking with me, or if it was just terrible timing. However, as soon as I started to pump away furiously into Svetlana's tight, slick fist, we heard Sara's cheerful voice.
"I'm back!"
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Svetlana removed her fist from my cock, rolled me over onto my back, swiftly removed the silky panties that were caressing my balls, and walked away from the bed. Sara entered the room with the large bag of ice, while Svetlana put the KY and her panties away. I looked down at my cock, and was disappointed to see that the few thrusts that I had enjoyed, had wiped away any trace of Svetlana's lipgloss.
The two girls were very businesslike and methodical, as they used the ice to make my erection disappear. Svetlana reverted back to her cold self, and wouldn't even make eye contact with me. Within a couple of minutes, I was back in the cock-cage, with the worst case of blue balls in my life. Sara tidied up the pool house and left to discard the ice. Svetlana managed to get my jeans on me, with my hands still tied behind me. However, she was very clinical about it, and told me to be quiet when I tried to talk to her.
After I was dressed, Sara returned. They kept my hands tied behind my back and walked me straight into Adrian's office. He was sat at his desk and looked pissed. There was a red, heart-shaped silk pillow in front of his desk. As I approached it, I wondered if it was Svetlana's or Sara's. I felt physically sick as I saw a different name embroidered, in the same white thread as the girls' pillows. This sucky pillow bore the name "Chrissy" in large white letters.
Svetlana twisted my ear sadistically and I cried out in pain. She pulled me to my knees by my ear, and I knelt on my own personal sucky pillow. From my vantage point on my knees, I could see Adrian's desk had been cleared, except for one thing. The Barbie Pink lipgloss container sat right on the edge of his desk.
"He tried to make me leave you, Adrian," Svetlana began. "We got it all on tape."
Even though I was in a very compromising position, and was about to get some kind of punishment from Adrian, my only thought was of Svetlana. I thought we had made a connection, when she had ridden me to multiple orgasms. It felt so real when we had kissed tenderly. She was about to give me a handjob, before Sara disturbed us. She promised to suck me off, at my next cage cleaning. To learn that it was all an elaborate setup, really made my heart sink. I liked Svetlana a lot, and she was just fucking with me for fun.
Sara held up her phone and pressed play. My voice was on the recording, and it was very incriminating. I was telling Svetlana she should leave Adrian, and come and live with me.
"He already paid for your "D" cups," the recording began. "He has changed your eyes from your beautiful natural green to his preferred shade of piercing blue. He has lightened and lengthened your hair over the last few months. You are now a platinum blonde like his other two bimbos. At some point you will look like identical triplets and will have no individual identities."
Adrian motioned to Sara that he had heard enough, and she silenced the recording. Adrian got up from his chair and walked around to where I was kneeling. I resigned myself to the fact that he was going to force me to suck him off, in front of my wife and Svetlana. Maybe even gloss my lips, with the pink lipgloss on his desk. Make me his bitch.
"I am very disappointed with your disloyalty, Chris," he began sternly. "I am quite surprised that you would try and fuck me. It makes me want to fuck you back," he continued ominously. "However, I am going to resist acting out of emotion, and decide an appropriate punishment for you, based on your transgressions."
Svetlana, who was probably getting wet at my degradation, spoke up cheerfully.
"There's more Adrian. Chris got a job offer. Well actually two."
"Chris already has a fucking job," Adrian said menacingly. "A very well paid job."
"Well, apparently Chris has a written job offer from Boeing and Equifax. They are competing for his services," Svetlana said, completely embellishing the situation.
Adrian's face clouded over, as he processed the depth of my disloyalty to him. Not only had I tried to steal one of his bitches, I had sought alternate employment. I lowered my head as I realized I had been totally set up by Svetlana.
"Where is the direct contact information of the people who offered you both jobs?" he asked.
"In my phone, front jeans pocket," I answered, dreading what was coming next.
"Svetlana?" Adrian said expectantly, as the young girl knelt in front of me and extricated my iPhone from my pocket.
She held it up to my face to unlock it and Adrian spoke.
"What is the name of the direct contact at Boeing?"
After I gave him the name and email address, he repeated the question for the Equifax offer. Once Adrian had that information, he called Sara and Svetlana over to his computer. Svetlana, presumably the technologically savvy one, took the keyboard and the three of them worked on something, as the girls giggled away incessantly. A few minutes later, the printer fired up and Sara handed Adrian a printed document. Adrian stood and walked back over to where I was still kneeling, with my hands bound behind my back.
"I gave them a little more information to digest, before they finalize your offer," he said with a laugh.
Then he held my doctored resume right in front of my face. I immediately noticed the modifications.
Under additional skills it now read, "Can suck a golf ball through a garden hose."
My hobbies, that were formerly listed as "reading, chess, Russian literature", now included the additional hobby of "sucking black cock."
To make matters worse, Adrian had attached a picture of me sucking him off. I was on my knees looking up at him, smiling broadly, and he had made no attempt to blur my face.
"Make sure you give me at least two weeks notice when you receive your confirmation of the job offer," he said cruelly.
He told me I could spend the rest of the day cleaning his Porsche. Sara pulled me to my feet roughly and untied my hands. She was pissed too. She had just figured out that Stacey was part of the identical triplets, I had referred to on the recording. Stacey was part of Adrian's harem, and that did not sit well with her.
"Grab your stuff and get the fuck out of my sight," Adrian said, to dismiss me.
I wasn't sure what "my stuff" was, so I hesitantly picked up the "Chrissy" sucky pillow and my iPhone, and headed for the door.
"All your stuff," he said gruffly.
I looked confused, and then embarrassed, as it dawned on me that the Barbie Pink lipgloss was now part of "my stuff". Svetlana giggled as I took the lipstick from Adrian's desk, and slinked out of there.
Apparently, Adrian was on the verge of emailing my compromising photos to a couple of people on my email list. He wanted to teach me a lesson and show me how much power he had over me. Sara talked him out of it, reminding him that the leverage was diminished, as soon as he used it.
Adrian had a couple of beers, as he ruminated on my punishment. Then he announced to Sara and Svetlana.
"I am going to let that pussy stew over night," he began. "I like the thought of him stressing out, as he awaits his punishment. Tomorrow morning, in my office, I will exact my revenge for his disloyalty. Sara and Svetlana, you will flip a coin and the winner can fuck Chrissy's ass with a strap-on. He tried to fuck me, so it is only fitting that I get to fuck him back. I want you to bend that bitch over my desk and take his anal cherry from him."
"Adrian, please let me do it," Svetlana begged. "I was the one he disrespected. He tried to use me for his own personal gain. I should be allowed to get my revenge too. Please."
After hearing Svetlana beg Adrian to let her do it, Sara had no objection. So, Adrian allowed the sadistic young Czech girl the privilege of exacting his punishment. She was so excited, and it was clear she was borderline sociopath.
They never told me about their plans. Later on, as I was cleaning Adrian's Porsche Turbo, Sara came over to me with my heart-shaped sucky pillow, and told me that Adrian said I could kneel on this to clean his wheels. As she turned to leave, she tried to warn me.
"Adrian has had a few beers. Keep a low profile for the rest of the day. He can get mean when he drinks."
I was cleaning the front wheel of his Porsche, when I heard footsteps on the gravel. It was Adrian, and he had a large chilled beer in his hand. It was a scorching hot day. Adrian had parked his car just outside the garage door, in the direct sun to make my job harder. I was sweating as I toiled to get his car perfect. He stood in the shade of the garage sipping his beer, as he watched me work.
"You don't get it do you Chris," he started. "I can ruin you. I have a good mind to send a couple of photos to three random people on your email list."
I shuddered at that prospect, but took Sara's advice and kept a low profile. He was in a foul mood, had been drinking, and owned my ass. I didn't want to provoke him. I kept my head down and continued to polish his twenty-two inch custom rims. He called me a couple of pejoratives and then downed his beer.
"I will give you a choice," he said, "and I expect your answer in the morning. I can either send the photos to three random people, or Svetlana can fuck your ass with the strap-on."
I swallowed hard at the indignity of the latter option, although truthfully, the first option instilled more fear in me.
I heard Adrian put his beer glass down on the garage floor. He came out of the shade, passed me, and walked around to the other side of the Porsche. I heard the sound of his zipper being undone. Then he looked up towards the window of the bedroom that sits above the garage. I followed his gaze up to that window. The plantation shutters were wide open. Sara and Svetlana were watching the confrontation, if you could call it that, as I was powerless to fight back. They seemed visibly excited, and Sara blew Adrian a kiss.
This was all the encouragement Adrian needed, and he started to urinate on the side of the brand new Porsche. I could hear the stream of piss hitting the alloy wheel, as he emptied his bladder. He must have had several beers, because he urinated for well over thirty seconds. The last time I had seen him take a piss, was all over my wife, as she posed for him in her bridal lingerie. I looked up at the window. Sara looked horrified and had her hand over her mouth. Svetlana was laughing openly, egging Adrian on to walk around the car, and finish up his piss on me.
Adrian zipped up, and walked backed towards the house with a dismissive "You missed a spot."
I didn't see him for the rest of the day, which was a blessing. After I cleaned his urine from his wheel and tire, I parked the car in the garage and left for the day. I had a fitful nights sleep, as Sara never came home. Also, I was sick with worry about getting butt fucked by Svetlana.
That strap-on was huge. She was going to do some permanent damage to my anus with that thing. I used one of Sara's anal cleanses before I got dressed for work. I had given her so many enemas in the past to prepare her for Adrian, so I knew exactly how it worked. I ended up doing it twice. I had a feeling that Svetlana might make me suck the strap-on clean, after she fucked my ass.
In the morning, as soon as I got to work, I reported to Svetlana for my daily inspection. She was very sweet to me today, greeting me pleasantly.
"Hi handsome."
My head was spinning as I stressed out about today's punishment. Svetlana gave me a Viagra and put on the latex gloves. She knelt before me, and for a torturous twenty minutes, touched, probed and caressed every square inch of my caged genitalia. The cage was really cutting into my cock as it tried its hardest to break out of there. Svetlana would giggle occasionally and say something sweet.
"I really enjoyed the fucking you gave me yesterday. Hopefully, I can return the favor this morning," she said with a chuckle. "You are a very sensual kisser. It's a shame that we won't be able to make out this time, as I will be behind you!"
I was scared and confused, and was happy to see Sara show up.
"Stop fucking with his head, Svetlana," Sara said. "Adrian wants you to bring him a cup of coffee in his study."
Svetlana left to make coffee and Sara said quietly to me, "Adrian is in the gym working out. He doesn't need coffee. I just needed to get rid of her for two minutes."
Sara asked me if had chosen my punishment, and I nodded yes. I could barely form the words.
I whispered, "I am going to let Svetlana fuck my ass with the strap-on."
Sara nodded her understanding, and told me that she knew I would choose that option. She handed me a small vial.
"This is amyl nitrate," she told me. "You may have heard it referred to as poppers. Sniff this just before she does it. It will ease the discomfort. It can't be taken with Viagra so I switched your pill this morning. Svetlana doesn't know."
I thanked her and she smiled at me.
"You know it is easier if you try and relax," she added.
I knew she was speaking from experience. Adrian fucked her ass regularly, and his cock was similar in size to the strap-on, that Svetlana planned to impale me with. I nodded, and repeated her instructions back to her.
"Sniff the contents of the vial and relax," I said with a nervous laugh.
Svetlana showed up a few moments later and Sara apologized for the miscommunication. Adrian wanted coffee after his workout. Svetlana dismissed me with a wave of the hand.
As I got to the door she said, "Hey handsome, let's get together later this morning and fuck."
I shuddered as I knew we were about to fuck, but in a role-reversal, she would be the one with the hard cock.
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After Adrian had finished working out, he took his coffee in the study. I was summoned to meet with him and both girls escorted me there. "Chrissy's" sucky pillow was at his feet, so I knelt on it. He kept me waiting for a few seconds as he read his Wall Street Journal. He folded the paper neatly, and turned his full attention to me.
"Did you choose your punishment?" he asked.
"I want Svetlana to fuck my ass," I said quietly, almost choking on the words.
He let out a chuckle and said "Ouch!"
"Ask Svetlana nicely if she has time later this morning to punish you," Adrian said, relishing the control he was exerting over me.
Everything Adrian did was planned to either emasculate or humiliate me, or to diminish my value in Sara's eyes. I asked Svetlana, and she said she could fit me in at 11am.
Adrian said "11am it is then Chrissy," and I slinked out of his study clutching my heart-shaped sucky pillow.
I only had an hour to prepare myself, so I had two very stiff vodkas to try and relax. About five minutes before my appointment, I inhaled a very large dose of the liquid in the vial. Combined with the vodka, it went a long way to reduce the anxiety and, hopefully, the pain. Two minutes before my punishment time, Sara tied my hands behind my back and released me from my cock-cage. Mary, Adrian's private nurse, examined me briefly, but her main concern was heart palpitations, and she deemed me "good to go".
I went into the office at my appointed time feeling no pain. I just hoped to God it stayed that way! I was dressed exactly how Svetlana had told me to, and I felt very self conscious. I was wearing my skin tight latex briefs that Svetlana had modified slightly. To facilitate her access, she had cut a small hole in the rear of the shorts, and sewn in a very short zipper. I didn't see the point of the zipper. It seemed to me, that the hole itself served the purpose of enabling her to stick her cock in my ass. However, I didn't ask any questions. I also had on my feminine pink choker with the tiny bell attached. Other than that I was naked. I looked like a house-boy for a wealthy gay man.
Sara and Adrian were there sitting together on a love-seat. It looked like they had tickets to a barbershop quartet, the way they sat they expectantly waiting for the show to start. I had quite a buzz from the vodkas I had just pounded, and I was really light headed from the poppers. I walked over to the desk as I knew this was where Svetlana planned to violate me. I stood there with my head spinning, praying to God that I didn't pass out.
Svetlana strode into the office at exactly 11am. She walked right behind me and grabbed me by the ear. I let out a squeal of discomfort, as she twisted it and then yanked me by my ear to the middle of the room. She told me to kneel and look up at her. I dropped to my knees, and slowly raised my head to meet her gaze.
She looked quite fearsome the way she was dressed. She had on a black skin-tight latex catsuit, that accentuated her toned body perfectly. The front of the catsuit pushed her tits together, and showed lots of cleavage. She was wearing a black leather spiked collar, onto which was clipped my cock-cage key. Her black leather boots were knee high with metal spiked heels. The boots had been recently polished, and gleamed.
Her hair was pulled straight back into a ponytail, which made her look much harder. She had on one black leather glove, which I later learned was a "spanking glove." Who knew such a thing existed? It was made of hard leather, with pads inside the glove, designed to protect the spanker's hand from impact irritation.
Around her crotch there was an ominous looking leather harness. I assumed she would attach the strap-on to that harness, before she impaled me with it. Her beautiful natural green eyes were gone, replaced by black contact lenses that made her look soulless. She looked like a Nazi interrogator, and I felt a shiver go down my spine.
She was holding a black leather dog leash in her spanking hand. She allowed me to check her out for a few seconds, enjoying the palpable fear in my eyes. Then she affixed the leash to my choker, and told me to stand. My legs were trembling as I stood, and for a few seconds I thought I might actually piss myself. At least she wasn't going to make me crawl to the desk like a dog, the way Adrian had treated my wife.
When we reached the desk, she walked around to the other side of it and tugged down on the leash. This forced me to lower my upper body against the desk, so that I was bent at the waist.
She didn't even bother to tie my leash off, but said, very firmly, "Do not move an inch, bitch."
Then she turned to Adrian and Sara. "Fear will immobilize this pussy," she said proudly. "No additional restraint necessary."
I heard her walk behind me, and then she picked up the strap-on and put it on the table, right by my eyes. I tried to remain calm, but that thing was way bigger than I remembered it. It was massive, and even though it was slick from having been already lubricated, it was never going to fit in my asshole. I prayed that the poppers would relax me enough to take it. Svetlana picked up the black cock, went slowly around the desk, and got behind me. I heard the click of the strap-on being secured into the harness, and a shiver went down my spine.
I tried to look back, but Svetlana growled, "Don't fucking move," and I followed her directive.
Svetlana slowly undid my zipper, and I understood why she had taken the time to modify my briefs. It added an extra element of suspense, to be bent over and have her make me more accessible, by unzipping me.
It was right at this moment that I changed my mind. I had never had my ass fucked before, and the thought of that massive silicone strap-on, getting forced into my virgin butthole scared me. No, worse than that, it terrified me. I think Svetlana may have anticipated a possible change of heart on my behalf. This was probably why she had bent me over the desk at the waist, and told me not to move. Sara had also bound my hands behind my back, and between them, they really had rendered me immobile.
Then I started to stress about why Mary was there. Was she going to give me medical aid if something went wrong? How would she be able to help me if Svetlana tore my rectum, or worse? I started to breathe heavily, and was on the verge of a panic attack.
This was obviously not the first time Svetlana had fucked a guy's ass. She recognized the signs of panic in me, and sought to ease them. At first, I thought she was acting out of empathy. I would learn later that this was not the case. Svetlana leaned over me and started to whisper in my ear. Her spiked collar was digging into my the back of my neck, and I hoped it wasn't sharp enough to draw blood. I could also feel that hideous black cock, as she leaned over me. It felt like it ran from my lower back to my shoulder blades. Fuck!
"I won't hurt you if you remain passive throughout your punishment," she assured me. "I have done this before, many times. The only injuries I have ever seen, were when my hapless victim struggled to resist, or moved around too much. Trust me. You are in expert hands. There is a nurse here, in case something does go wrong. This is your better option. By lunchtime, all that will remain of this punishment, will be you with a very sore ass. Maybe a little blood in your latex shorts. However, if you change your mind, and allow Adrian to send compromising photos to three random people on your email list, your life will forever change."
Svetlana's pep talk did calm me down a little, and my breathing slowed.
"Are you going to gag him?" Sara asked Svetlana.
"I was wondering the same thing," Adrian chimed in. "The first time I butt-fucked Sara over Chris' office desk, I stuffed her panties in her mouth, as a makeshift gag."
"This is completely different," Svetlana said to Adrian. "You and Sara were enjoying a consensual sex act, and the gag was done to enhance your dominance of her. My upcoming assault on Chris' virgin ass, is punishment. The three of us need to hear his cries, both to gauge the sincerity of his remorse, and to establish that he has been sufficiently punished. I am not going to stop fucking his ass, until he has cried genuine tears, and has begged me to stop."
Sara and Adrian high-fived each other, and agreed "no gag!"
Svetlana stood back up, straight behind me. "This might hurt a little, handsome," she said coldly.
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I felt Svetlana apply a glob of something to my asshole, and then she placed a tub of Vaseline on the desk. I braced for the pain, as she lined up the strap-on with my sphincter. Then I felt her slowly ease the massive phallus between my ass-cheeks. To Svetlana's credit, she was not trying to injure me, temporarily or permanently. She got off on inflicting humiliation on men, and dominating them through fear. However, she wasn't trying to hospitalize me with a torn rectum.
I wouldn't characterize her treatment of me as gentle. However, she waited until my anal passage had adjusted to the invasion, before she really start to butt-fuck me. It was uncomfortable, but not painful, thanks to the large glob of Vaseline that she had shoved in my ass. Humiliating, but nothing that was going to make me cry. I just sucked it up, and let her fuck my ass as my punishment.
She was having a great time. She was whooping and hollering, and would periodically slap my ass very hard and call me her bitch. The spanking glove hurt like hell, and the pain increased, as she hit me on the same spot each time. My upper body was resting on the desk, as I was trying my hardest to obey her directive to not move. However, after each spank, I would recoil, arch my back and my little bell would ring.
I was very surprised how painful the repeated spanking was, although the actual ass fucking wasn't even that unpleasant. I did decide to cry though, albeit fake tears. I hadn't been punished since I was a kid. However, a memory stirred of my punishment being increased, because I wasn't crying enough. I didn't want Adrian to decide I need more punitive measures, because I wasn't showing any signs of distress.
So I whimpered and cried out in pain occasionally. I even went as far as to beg Svetlana to have mercy on me.
"Sara, see if my bitch is faking it," Adrian said sternly.
The poppers had already brought tears to my eyes, so Sara was able to report back to him that I was actually shedding some tears.
Svetlana was enjoying it more than me obviously, but it wasn't nearly as bad as I had imagined. I think she fucked my ass for about thirty minutes, before she finally slowly withdrew the massive strap-on. I heard the click of the harness as she removed the black strap-on. She laid it on the desk next to my face, and I was shocked as soon as I processed what I had seen.
The dildo that Svetlana had fucked me with, was about the thickness of two fingers, and was about five inches long. It was white in color and made of glass, so it was really smooth. There were no signs of any fecal matter anywhere, so my anal cleanse had worked perfectly. I assumed my punishment was over, but Svetlana had one more trick up her sleeve.
She laid a prostate massager on top of the desk.
"Have you ever been milked before, handsome?" Svetlana asked.
I moved my head from side to side to indicate no. She reached for the Vaseline that was still on the desk, and lubed up the tip of the sex toy. Then she inserted the prostate massager into my ass, and immediately found my magic spot. She had obviously done this before.
She started to manually massage my prostate using the massager, and I felt my cock throb in my latex shorts. I had been erect ever since Sara removed my cage. Now as Svetlana expertly massaged my prostate, I could feel myself leaking into my shorts.
The shorts were designed to be skin tight, but they had a silk lining to prevent chafing. As Svetlana was massaging me, my cock was getting rubbed by the silk and I was leaking pre-cum. It didn't feel like an orgasm, but over a period of several minutes, she milked me dry. My latex shorts were wet with my semen. Once she was satisfied my nuts were completely drained, she turned to Adrian.
"Do you want to fuck Chrissy, while he is ripe for the taking?"
I felt very vulnerable, bent as I was, over Adrian's desk. I had my asshole lubed, my rear zipper opened, and my anal passage already opened up, from Svetlana's prolonged ass-fucking. I couldn't be any more available to this man.
The conversation between Svetlana and Adrian took a sinister turn.
Adrian said, "I do want to show Chrissy who is the boss. I do want to fuck him in the ass. Make him my bitch."
I gulped as I processed his words.
"However," he continued, "I don't want him tied up like some non-consensual prison rape. I want him to willingly submit to me. I want him to get a Brazilian wax, cleanse his anal passage with an enema, wiggle his ass seductively and invite me to fuck it. I might even make him wear lipgloss and lingerie, when I do finally fuck him."
I shuddered when I heard those words. They seemed like a prophesy, and etched themselves into my memory.
Svetlana grabbed the leash, and tugged on it to force me to stand.
"Shall I put him back in his cage?" she asked Adrian.
Adrian took a look at my tear-stained face, and concluded that I had been taught a lesson. He dismissed me with a wave of his hand. Svetlana took me out of his office by my leash, my tiny bell jingling as we walked down the hallway.
As we walked down the long hallway from Adrian's office, Svetlana's tone softened.
"Great job handsome, for taking your punishment like a man. For not crying out like a bitch. For sucking it up. I thought you were going to change your mind for a split second though," she said. "I had been looking forward to taking your anal cherry all morning," she continued. "I am so happy I talked you off the ledge."
It was then that I realized that her words of comfort during my panicked moments, were not driven by empathy. She was worried I would change my mind, and she wouldn't get her jollies fucking my ass.
"I am very proud of you, handsome. I am going to suck you off before I cage you, like I promised."
I was always bewildered around Svetlana, because I never knew which of her two distinct personalities was the real one. There was sweet Svetlana, who I had made out with, as she rode my strap-on for over an hour.
Then there was the young Czech sadist, who terrified me. Sadistic Svetlana had fucked my ass. She had put the cock-cage on me, before it had cooled to a safe temperature. She had rubbed medical grade BenGay into my nuts, to cause me severe discomfort. Now, as I walked down the hallway with sweet Svetlana, I was hoping her sadistic alter ego would not surface.
She took me into the pool house, presumably for privacy. We wouldn't have been too hard to follow. My bell jingled the entire time that she walked me through the huge house, by my leash. When we got to the pool house she patted the bed, motioning for me to sit. I cautiously lowered myself onto the bed, and was happy to feel no pain. She removed the leash from my neck, and then took off my pink choker and that emasculating tiny bell.
After she untied my hands, she told me to lie down, and together we managed to extricate me from the skin tight latex briefs. I had leaked a copious amount of semen into them when Svetlana milked me, and they needed washing. However there was no blood inside them, so that was a relief. She got a wet wipe and cleaned my ejaculate from my genitals. It was all over my cock, balls and pubic area, contained as it had been by the tight shorts. Her touch felt great, and she was being tender now and talking sweetly to me.
After she was satisfied that I was clean, she grabbed my hand and pulled me up into a seated position, on the edge of the bed. She told me to wait a few moments and she left the pool house. I watched her tight little ass wiggle in her skin tight latex catsuit, as she walked through the door.
Strangely enough, there wasn't much reaction from between my legs, and as I glanced down, my cock was completely flaccid. It did occur to me, that Svetlana hadn't bound my hands together when she left the room, which was the required protocol, whenever I was released from the cage. She had seen my cock was soft, but in my current state of arousal, as I waited for my upcoming blowjob, we both knew I would be hard very shortly.
I think she knew that my fear of retribution would prevent me from jerking off. I sat on the edge of the bed, and waited patiently for Svetlana to return.
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Svetlana returned a few minutes later, with a much softer look. Her hair had been released from the ponytail that she had worn during my punishment. All of the rest of her dominatrix outfit was gone, replaced by a flowing silk summer dress in a lovely pastel shade of pink. Her black eye contacts were gone also, replaced by the piercing blue contacts that worked so well with her hair. The contrast between what she was wearing when she sodomized me, and what she was wearing for my upcoming blowjob, was stark. She tossed me the black latex panties that she had been wearing under her catsuit.
As I caught them, she said, "Look how wet I got fucking you in the ass, handsome!"
The panties were soaked, as if she had pissed herself wearing them. I realized just what a sadistic bitch she could be.
She was carrying two of the sucky pillows, and my heart sank as I wondered if Svetlana and I were going to give Adrian a blowjob. However, when she placed both of the sucky pillows on the bed, I could see the embroidered names. The pillows belonged to Svetlana and Sara! I flashed Svetlana a quizzical look and she started to outline the plan to me.
"Adrian's attorney just arrived, and Adrian asked us not to disturb him for the next hour or so. I will start with my promised blowjob. Sara will join us, as soon as Adrian is settled in his office. Sara just needs to do her nails, so that they match the pastel pink silk dress she is wearing."
My heart skipped as I processed what the young Czech girl was saying. Sara and Svetlana were going to be dressed identically for me.
"As a reward for your composure today during your butt-fucking session, Sara and I want to run through our two-girl blowjob routine, without any of your usual restrictions."
My heart was beating now as I processed Svetlana's words.
"You mean?" I began, before she cut me off.
"Yes, baby," she said tenderly, "Sara and I are going to give you the full two-girl blowjob and rimjob experience, normally reserved for Adrian. We will dress identically to improve your visual, and we will dispense with the awful black cock-extender, and those pleasure inhibiting latex shorts."
I was so excited at the thought of Svetlana and Sara sucking my cock. My breathing quickened too, but there was still no reaction between my legs. I wondered what the hell was going on. I was always hard in Svetlana's presence. Just the sight of her got me aroused.
Svetlana retrieved the large mirror that was in the pool house bathroom. She leaned it up against the wall at the foot of the bed to my right. She went back into the bathroom and returned with the Barbie Pink lipgloss. I swallowed hard with anticipation but my cock was still not interested.
"Sara and I will gloss our lips for the main event," she informed me.
She smiled sweetly at me as she placed her sucky pillow on the floor between my knees. She adjusted the pillow so that she was happy with its placement.
"Perfect," she said. "Sara will be on your left so that you can watch us both suck you off in the mirror."
She positioned Sara's pillow to my left and knelt on it. She told me to look in the mirror and make sure it was positioned correctly. I turned my head to the right and made eye contact with Svetlana in the mirror.
"Good?" she asked me.
I nodded an affirmative, unable to actually speak.
Svetlana maintained eye contact with me and very slowly lowered her head between my legs. Her long platinum blonde hair was the first thing to make contact with me, causing me to jump involuntarily. It was silky soft as it ran down my inner thighs and under my nuts. Normally, my nuts would have been swollen, as I endured so much teasing between cage cleanings, all without release.
However, Svetlana had completely drained me this morning. Even as her silky hair caressed my balls, my cock still slept. I was breathing harder now, as the young girl teased me. She put her lips about an inch from my sleeping cock and gently blew on it. Then she asked me if the mirror was still in the right place. I could see her reflection perfectly in the mirror and told her so. She raised her head back up and then moved over to her own pillow and knelt on it. She repeated the exact same motions to ensure the mirror was positioned perfectly.
She stood back up and told me to scoot forward on the bed. My nuts were now hanging over the edge of the bed. Svetlana laid on her back between my legs and lowered her head on to her sucky pillow. She raised both of her arms and put her hands on my legs near my upper thighs. Her fingertips were beautiful, freshly manicured and painted the same shade as her dress. Her attention to detail was impeccable.
Svetlana told me to look in the mirror. I could see her laying beneath me and her feminine hands were visible on my thighs as I checked out her reflection. She slowly raised her head until her lips were tantalizingly close to my scrotum. She never made contact but as she spoke, I could feel her warm breath on my nuts.
"Can you see me, handsome?" she asked.
I told her that I had been able to see her throughout the exercise and we agreed the mirror was positioned perfectly. Svetlana slid out from under my nuts and got up from the floor. She gave herself a quick spritz of my favorite perfume, knelt before me and gazed into my eyes. She smelt divine and I had to stop myself from inhaling her scent.
Svetlana glanced between my legs and noticed that I was still flaccid. She pouted and looked disappointed.
"Don't you find me attractive anymore?" she asked coyly.
I tried to explain my lack of reaction to her, but was lost for an answer. I had no idea why my cock wasn't throbbing and leaking, as it always did around this sexy young girl. Svetlana's phone beeped and it was a text from Sara. Svetlana told her we were in the pool house. Then she told me Sara was on her way.
"Do you want me to nibble your nuts while we wait for Sara to arrive?" she teased.
At last my cock stirred.
"Oh, I almost forgot," she continued, "the way to get you hard is dirty talk."
Svetlana proceeded to tell me all of the nasty things she and Sara were going to do to me.
"Do you think you will last the full hour before you blow your load baby?" Svetlana teased, knowing full well that I would probably come three times in our upcoming session.
I laughed at that notion, and we exchanged a knowing glance.
"You can come quickly your first time baby, and then enjoy a more protracted two-girl blowjob for your second and third cumshots. You have a whole hour to enjoy us!"
I let out a little whimper as my cock stiffened under Svetlana's verbal stimulation. She sensed that she had me on the path to an erection, and continued her line of questioning.
"Have you decided how you want us, baby?" she teased. "I think you should let me suck your cock and force Sara to rim you. She gives great rimjobs. Well, according to Adrian," she said giggling.
I really liked Svetlana and couldn't believe she was about to suck me off. By the time Sara arrived, less than five minutes later, I was completely erect.
"There you are," Svetlana said proudly, "hard as a rock and ready for some action!"
There was still no pre-cum leaking. Svetlana had coaxed it all from my nuts with the prostate massager. However, I was ready for my two-girl blowjob.
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Sara arrived at the pool house dressed identically to the young Czech girl. They looked amazing standing together in front of me, and my cock danced between my legs. I wasn't sure if I was more excited to have Svetlana's or Sara's lips on my cock. That is, at least until my illusions were shattered. Sara seemed very confused.
"What the fuck Svetlana?" she began. "Where is his cock-cage? And, come to think of it, where is the ice? Adrian is waiting for us to suck him off in his office and you are not even ready. He is going to be pissed if we are late."
Now I was confused.
Sara continued, "Why are our sucky pillows on the floor? Why is the mirror against the wall? Shouldn't his hands be bound if he is out of his cage?"
As Sara launched into Svetlana with a barrage of questions, it slowly dawned on me that Svetlana was fucking with me again. When would I ever learn? Sara was all business now. She saw my cock pulsating between my legs and realized they didn't have time to get me caged. She told Svetlana to tie my hands behind my back. Sara applied her lip gloss, an exact matching shade to her dress, of course.
Svetlana knelt on the bed behind me, and tied my hands using the short nylon rope they always used. She couldn't resist whispering in my ear.
"You didn't really think for one second that we were going to suck you off, did you?"
Sara gathered up the sucky pillows, and tossed the pastel pink lip gloss to the young girl. Svetlana knelt next to me and using the mirror against the wall, glossed her lips to match Sara's.
Then she turned towards me, still on her knees, and said, "Does this shade suit me, handsome?"
She didn't even wait for my answer.
"It would have looked great all over your cock and nut sack," she said.
Then she gave me a sexy smile. She lowered her soft lips to my throbbing cock and planted one tender kiss right on the tip of it.
"For Christ's sake Svetlana, stop fucking with the poor boy. We need to go and take care of Adrian," Sara said, before she bolted out of the door with the sucky pillows.
Svetlana stood admiring her handiwork, as the impression of her lips was clearly visible on the head of my cock.
"We will be back later with the ice and your cock-cage," she said cruelly. "Oh, and I won't be needing these," she said with a laugh, as she removed her pastel pink panties and hung them over the head of my dick.
I could feel the silk on my cock-head and my nuts. The soft material felt amazing. After just a few seconds I could also tell that the panties were soaked. Fucking with me obviously got Svetlana's juices flowing. As she went to leave, she gave me one more kick in the nuts.
"Your lack of response to me was nothing to do with me," she informed me. "I smelled the alcohol on your breath and knew that the combination of amyl nitrate and alcohol would suppress your libido. Also, after I drained your nuts completely, of all of your seminal fluid, your body reacted in a certain way. Your autonomic nervous system, recognizing that you need to produce more semen, reduced your ability to get an erection. The primary reason to have sex is to pro-create. Your body views an erection as wasteful, if you have no means to inseminate a women. I learned that in biology, but never thought I would have the opportunity to test this theory in real life! It is a testament to your infatuation with me, that you even have an erection."
Svetlana picked up a bottle of KY lubricant, flipped open the top, and placed it right between my legs.
"Have fun, handsome," she said, as she laughed at me and disappeared through the pool house door.
I heard her heels clicking on the tiles next to the swimming pool. Then she was gone. I missed her scent the most, as intoxicating as it was. I was in quite a predicament, again. I was naked with my hands tied behind my back. I had a very noticeable, blood engorged erection, the tip of which had a pastel pink impression of Svetlana's lips. I had a pair of pastel pink silk panties hanging from my cock. There was a bottle of KY lubricant on the bed between my legs, with the top flipped open. It looked like I had been about to masturbate using Svetlana's panties, and had managed to get stuck in some self-bondage scenario. I hoped the cleaner didn't find me here like this.
Two hours later I heard them walking on the tiles next to the swimming pool. They were laughing about something and generally having a great time. They entered the room holding hands. They were still dressed identically, although they didn't look as pristine as they did two hours ago. Sara had semen drying on her nose and lips, and she couldn't wait to give me a sloppy wet kiss.
I tasted Adrian immediately, and Svetlana said "Adrian says hi!" as Sara and I french kissed.
Sara had semen stains across the front of her silk dress. As she turned to say something to Svetlana, I could see ejaculate on her neck also.
"Fuck, he is still hard," Sara exclaimed.
Svetlana knelt before me to get a better look, and I could see that she had semen in her hair, that I don't think she even knew about. Svetlana removed the silky panties from the tip of my cock. Even though I had been hard for over two hours, there was no trace of pre-cum around my cock. Svetlana told me that she had successfully drained my nuts when she milked me earlier. Sara excused herself to freshen up.
"Freshen up," Svetlana mocked. "You mean you are going to wash Adrian's cum from your nose and lips, and change out of your semen stained dress," she said with a laugh.
Sara blushed. "I will bring a bag of ice when I return. That will take care of his erection," she told Svetlana, as she glanced over at me. "It is not going to go away with you kneeling in front of him."
Svetlana picked up the KY lube that she had stuck between my legs two hours ago. She held it up as if to examine it.
"I am proud of you for being so disciplined, handsome," she teased. "I fully
expected you to jerk off while I was gone."
I gave her a wry smile, as we both knew my hands were still tied behind my back. I certainly would have jerked off into her silky panties, that were draped over my cock, given half the chance.
"You know what handsome, I am going to freshen up too!" Svetlana said, as she started to leave the room. "I won't be long. Be a good boy."
Svetlana left the room with a spring in her step, and I waited patiently on the edge of the bed, with her silk panties draped over my erect cock, and my hands tied behind my back. She was only gone about ten minutes but when she entered the room, she was transformed into my fantasy girl.
My mouth dropped open as I admired her new outfit. She was wearing the red and white pleated cheerleading skirt and the matching crop-top, which struggled to contain her recently enhanced breasts. Her long platinum blonde hair was styled in pigtails, to give her a more youthful appearance.
She had used the long silk bows to tie her pigtails, and the cute red hair accessory was neatly placed on top of her head. She had on red high heels and a pair of very feminine red Bobby socks, with a lace edging around the top. She had glitter on her cheeks, just like cheerleaders wear in high school. To top it off, she was holding two red pompoms!My cock danced between my legs as I took her in.
Svetlana knelt in front of me, enjoying my sexual frustration. She still had the KY lube in her hand, and she poured a little bit of the fluid on to the tip of my cock. Using just the palm of her hand, she began to massage the lube into my blood engorged cock-head. I sucked in a deep breath at the sight of this beautiful young girl, starting to pleasure me.
Once she had the lube spread all over my cock, she tightened her hand into a fist and leaned into kiss me. We kissed tenderly as she very slowly jerked me off. I felt my connection to her return immediately, and I desperately wanted to trust her, despite her recent treatment of me. We kissed gently for a few moments, then she withdrew her lips from mine. She put one hand between her legs, and when she removed it, she wiped one very wet finger across my upper lip. We maintained eye contact and she started to talk dirty to me.
"You make me very wet, handsome," she teased. "I didn't get to orgasm when Sara and I sucked Adrian off earlier today. That selfish prick came twice, and denied either of us any pleasure. I know exactly how you feel now, and am empathetic to your plight."
She was jerking my cock very slowly, and I wasn't going to ejaculate without more speed or pressure from her. She seemed to recognize this, because she told me she wanted me to come for her before Sara returned. Svetlana stopped jerking me off and turned sideways on her knees, so that she faced the mirror. She got on all fours in the doggy-style position. Her short pleated skirt rode up over her ass-cheeks and she made eye contact with me in the mirror.
I was captivated by her piercing blue eyes and her platinum blonde hair. She wiggled her tight little ass, and asked me if I wanted to fuck her. I knew deep in my soul she was messing with me. However, I also knew that I would regret it forever, if I didn't at least try and get inside her tight, wet pussy.
I struggled to get up from the bed with my hands tied behind me. Once I was standing, I walked over behind Svetlana and knelt in position between her legs. I noticed she had some fresh tattoos on her ass and lower back, courtesy of Adrian. I could only assume that Adrian had taken Sara and Svetlana together to the tattoo parlor, as they both had fresh ink.
Svetlana had the "Black Cock Only" tattoo, complete with the black arrow pointing towards her asshole, exactly the same as Sara's. However, the beautiful young Czech girl had a huge "Property of Adrian" tramp-stamp, right across her lower back. I shuddered at the indignity of a "Property Of" tattoo, and vowed that it would never happen to me. I would fight back if I was ever in that humiliating position. Adrian would have to render me unconscious, before I would let him tattoo me.
Svetlana told me to scoot forward and reached under herself to grab the tip of my cock. She guided me slowly inside her, until I was balls-deep. Fuck, that felt good! I couldn't believe that I was actually inside Svetlana. I had fantasized about this moment, from the second I met her. She was looking at me in the mirror smiling, and started egging me on.
"Fuck me baby," she said sweetly. "Blow your load before Sara gets back. I know you have wanted to fuck me since you first laid eyes on me."
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That was true, I had wanted to fuck Svetlana from the first time I saw her. However, the first time I saw Svetlana she had green eyes, shoulder length, light brown hair, natural "C" cups and a decent body. Now, as I fucked her from behind, I marveled at the physical changes Adrian had made to her.
Her hair was now platinum blonde, borderline white, and extended down her back almost to her ass. I wanted to wrap my her hair around my fist and pull it, but my hands were still bound behind me. Her eyes were the most piercing blue, courtesy of the eye contacts that she wore daily for Adrian. Her recently enhanced tits were now a full "D" cup, and looked spectacular in the mirror in front of me, bouncing around under her as we fucked.
She was on the same exercise and weight loss regime as Sara and Stacey were. Svetlana had taken it very seriously, with fantastic results. Her abs were now visible, and her legs and ass were beautifully toned. As I fucked her from behind, I admired her tight, lean back. Her spine and rib cage were visible, as a testament to her weight loss. She was going to look the best of all three of the girls, super skinny. Her East European facial structure, with the high cheek bones, suited the model-thin look.
Svetlana was within three pounds of Adrian's "goal weight" for her. However, I recently overheard Adrian ask the personal trainer, if he thought Svetlana could safely drop another five pounds. The trainer responded, that with enough time and money, he could mold Svetlana into whatever plaything Adrian desired. I shuddered to think he might take similar liberties with my wife.
"How does it feel handsome, to be inside my tight young pussy?" Svetlana asked me. "You know, I gave a few of the high school football players blowjobs, wearing my cheerleader uniform, but you are the first guy to fuck me in it. Let me know when you are close, and I will put the vibrating egg on your balls."
I was on the road to orgasm, and we were in quite a rhythm now. Svetlana was dictating the pace and doing most of the work, as my movement was limited by the fact that I had my hands tied behind my back. She knew exactly what she was doing though, and was skillfully guiding me towards release.
Svetlana arched her back seductively, so that her platinum hair reached the top of her tight ass. She maintained eye contact with me in the mirror, her piercing blue eye contacts contrasting beautifully with her almost white hair. I couldn't believe I was actually balls-deep in this goddess, and that she had no expectations of me. She just wanted me to fuck her until I ejaculated into her tight, wet pussy.
"You are a great lover, handsome," she teased. "Sara always says you have a tiny cock and are worthless between the sheets. That is just not true. You are not Adrian," she said with a giggle, "but you know how to please a woman."
I was so excited about the prospect of coming inside this lovely young Czech girl, that I could barely respond.
"You feel amazing, Svetlana," I said in a trembling voice. "Absolutely incredible."
"You too, handsome," she responded with a huge smile on her beautiful face. "I am going to come soon baby. I want you to fuck me in the ass, after I have my first orgasm."
I inhaled sharply at the thought of butt-fucking Svetlana, and I prayed I wouldn't ejaculate before I got inside her anal passage. Svetlana continued to compliment me and offer me all kinds of sexual acts, as she approached her orgasm. For my part, I just couldn't believe I was fucking Svetlana in her High School cheerleading uniform. The way she had positioned the mirror, made the visual even better than the fantasy scenario I had outlined for her. I could now maintain eye contact with her piercing blue eyes, and enjoy the sight of her platinum hair spilling down her arched back.
I let out a little whimper, as the visual was overwhelming me. Svetlana must have realized that I was approaching my orgasm, because she cautioned me.
"Don't come quite yet, handsome. I want you to butt-fuck me next!"
My cock suddenly started to feel very warm, and in just a few seconds it went from uncomfortable, to very painful. Something was burning my cock, and I reacted by quickly withdrawing from Svetlana's pussy. I looked down at my cock, and there was a latex sleeve covering it. I was in a lot of pain now, and was looking at Svetlana for answers.
Feigning concern, she asked, "What is wrong handsome?"
I was gasping in pain and asked her, "Svetlana, pull that fucking thing off of my cock."
"It is just an internal condom, baby," she said calmly. "It is a condom designed for a female to wear for protection."
"It is burning me," I cried, "get the fucking thing off me please."
Svetlana made absolutely no effort to help me. She remained expressionless, as she watched me struggle to try and remove my cock from the female condom, without the use of my hands. It was really burning now and I begged Svetlana to help me.
"Please Svetlana, it is hot," I cried out, in obvious distress.
"I don't want to touch it if it is hot," she said with no emotion.
I was getting exasperated now and responded, "It is not hot to the touch. I am having an allergic reaction to the birth control sleeve, and need some help removing it from my burning cock. Svetlana please," I begged.
I could see the delight in her eyes as I suffered before her, and I realized two things at that moment. Firstly, Svetlana had instigated this, and secondly, she was a total sadist. I climbed up onto the bed, and tried to rub my cock backwards on the bedcovers, to remove the female condom. Svetlana was smiling now, occasionally giggling, as I dry-humped the covers.
Luckily for me, Sara came through the door moments later.
Svetlana was now feigning concern for me, and said "Chris let me help you with that," but still didn't make much effort to help me.
I saw my wife and said, "Sara, get this thing off of my cock, it is burning me."
Sara grabbed the female condom and immediately took it off me. My pain subsided a little, but my cock was very red and irritated. There were little red blood flakes all over it, and for a moment I thought I had second-degree burns. Sara grabbed the wet wipes, and wiped my cock clean.
Once she was sure she had removed the red flakes, she got some ice, and gently rubbed it up and down the shaft and head of my cock. The source of the pain had been eliminated, but the damage was done. Severe heat emanated from the head and shaft of my cock, causing me considerable discomfort. Small blisters started to form on my penis.
Sara wrapped a handful of ice in a wet washcloth, and placed it the around my cock-head, to try and ease the burning sensations. She reached behind me and untied my hands, and at some point, I realized there was no permanent damage. Sara turned her attention away from me, and Svetlana was on the hot seat.
"What the fuck were you thinking Svetlana?" Sara asked. "You could have injured him permanently. What did you put in there?"
"I didn't put anything inside the condom," she said indignantly. "Maybe Chris had an allergic reaction?"
"Chris is not allergic to latex, Svetlana," Sara assured us both. "It is the same material that regular condoms are made of. Chris and I used condoms without issue, when we first dated."
As Svetlana continued to profess her innocence, Sara threatened to call a Doctor for medical advice. Under continued pressure from Sara, Svetlana finally admitted that she had lined the inside of the condom, with a mixture of the medical grade BenGay, and chili pepper flakes.
"Fuck Svetlana," Sara said in astonishment. "You are one sadistic fuck."
I looked at Svetlana in horror, as I realized that she had premeditated this attempt to injure me. She looked so innocent, sitting on the bed with her legs crossed, in her High School cheerleading uniform. The pigtails made her look even younger than twenty-two years of age, and the glitter on her cheeks made her look angelic. Her physical appearance was such a contrast to her sadistic personality, yet, even as I was still in considerable discomfort, I felt a strong yearning towards her. If I hadn't had the life experiences that came from being in my fifties, I would have interpreted my feelings as love.
Svetlana stood up slowly from the bed, walked over to Sara and I, and knelt before me. She looked up at me innocently, and began to apologize.
"I am so sorry, handsome," she said sweetly. "I don't know what came over me. I really wanted you to fuck me in my cheerleading uniform. However, Adrian has drummed it into us, that any attempt at release on your part, must be punished."
When Svetlana said she wanted me to fuck her, I felt my cock stir. Sara was having none of it.
"Jesus, Svetlana," Sara responded angrily. "You set him up. You knew he couldn't resist you. You are sick in the head. I have a good mind to tell Adrian."
I could tell Sara was genuinely pissed at Svetlana. Permanent injury was not part of Adrian's game plan. Sara asked me if I needed some fresh ice, and I nodded appreciatively. She left the room to head to the kitchen, and the second we were alone, Svetlana started back in on me.
She was still kneeling before me, and scooted a little closer. She looked up at me with an innocent smile. My cock slowly stiffened between my legs as she started to speak.
"Let me make it up to you, handsome," Svetlana said. "Let me show you I am truly remorseful for my terrible behavior."
Svetlana reached one of her dainty, perfectly manicured hands towards my cock-head, and removed the cold washcloth from it. She leaned forward and as she maintained eye contact with me, planted one tender kiss right on the tip of my cock, which was now fully erect.
"Let me suck you off, handsome," she said, as she held her glossed lips close to my cock-head. "Will you accept my apology if I kneel before you and swallow your load?You can come on my face if you want."
I was rock-hard now, leaking pre-cum, and completely over the stunt she had pulled. This would more than make it right.
"Yes," I said excitedly. "I will accept your apology, Svetlana."
Svetlana flashed me an appreciative smile, her piercing blue eyes sparkling as she did so. I really did love this woman. Then she dropped the washcloth at my feet, extended one hand under my nutsack and tenderly squeezed my balls, which were extremely swollen, having spent a considerable time in chastity. When she fondled my nuts, I emitted a large drop of pre-cum. Svetlana extended her soft, wet tongue, and licked my seminal fluid from the tip of my cock, with a huge smile on her face.
I let out a whimper of pleasure, both at the tenderness of her touch, and at the visual of her kneeling, dressed as a cheerleader, about to blow me. She gave me one more tender kiss on the tip of my cock, and then enveloped my cock slowly in her warm, moist mouth.
I know Svetlana is a manipulative sadist, and derives a lot of pleasure and sexual gratification from torturing men. However, if she had somehow engineered this, she was an absolute expert at fucking with me. I don't know if she could predict the outcome of her advances, but, I am devastated to say, my cock was too raw and too blistered for her to suck. I stopped her after less than ten seconds. It was just too painful to continue.
I can't remember a time in my life, when I was more disappointed. I had come so tantalizingly close to a blowjob from this beautiful woman. I was rock-hard, my balls were swollen and full of semen, and Svetlana was offering to suck me off. I think she could sense my abject frustration, because she offered an alternative.
"Do you want to try and jerk off on me?" she offered cheerfully. "You can blow your load on my face or on my tits," she added.
I did try and masturbate using the KY jelly. Svetlana knelt before me egging me on, inviting me to come on her. However, I couldn't create the necessary friction to ejaculate, due to the pain. I could rub myself gently, which felt good, but there was no way the gentle touch was going to make me achieve orgasm. It was actually a relief when I stopped rubbing myself, and I sat on the edge of the bed in despair at the lost opportunity.
My cock remained rock-hard, and I continued to leak pre-cum, but I never did get my rocks off that day. Sara returned shortly after I gave up trying to have an orgasm, and I sat on the large bag of ice, and watched my erection quickly disappear. Svetlana must have felt like her attempted apology was sufficient to prevent Sara from telling Adrian. She watched with great satisfaction as my erection subsided, and I could see her sadistic smirk resurface, as she got her jollies from watching me being denied release once again.
I swore that this would be the last time I took the bait from Svetlana. I still had to endure regular sexual torture from her, through my daily genital inspections, and periodic cage cleanings. However, no matter how seductively she offered her sexual favors, I vowed never to cave in. This seemed to embolden her, and she found inventive new ways to arouse me, for her own amusement.
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Now that Adrian was conducting business from his home office, he had a lot more onsite meetings. I got a chance to see first-hand how he marketed himself to prospective clients, and it was impressive to watch. Adrian made a fantastic first impression, in his bespoke custom suits. He was articulate and knowledgeable and these attributes, coupled with his athletic and confident stance, made him impossible to resist.
Most of the time, if he had an appointment to make a presentation to a possible investor, he closed the deal. Most of his clients were high net-worth individuals, which made it easier for Adrian to do a little research into them, prior to the first meeting. Many times this menial task was assigned to me. Armed only with a name and possibly a job title, I would go online and compile a brief synopsis of the person's life, using LinkedIn, Facebook and industry specific forums.
Once I had compiled a person's job history, educational summary and family life, I would give Adrian the details. He would then create an individual personalized approach to woo the prospective client. Sara always attended the presentation, if it was made to a single or divorced man. She would dress "borderline professionally."
This meant while ostensibly she would be wearing the expected outfit for a professional, there would be a few details that would get the attention of Human Resources, in a corporate environment. Her skirt was always several inches too short. Her high heels, in contrast, several inches too high. The sky-high fuck-me pumps would accentuate her toned calves, while the short skirt would reveal glimpses of her garter belt straps, when she sat or bent over.
Her make-up would be done in a very alluring and provocative manner, and her lipgloss always matched the exact shade of her fingernails and her shoes. She would be heavily scented prior to the introduction and, in a very recent development, Sara would also be right on the edge of orgasm. Adrian would insert the magic egg into her anal passage about ninety minutes prior to the meeting, and then keep Sara on the boil until the client showed up.
Male clients always seemed to sense the pheromones emitted by a woman that was "in heat", and this served to distract them, as Adrian made his pitch. The inference was that the slutty blonde was available to clients if they joined Adrian's brokerage, and Sara certainly gave off all the signals to confirm this. Prior to securing the signature on the transfer of funds order, Adrian gave his usual pitch.
"My assistant, Sara, is available twenty four hours a day to address any needs you may have," he began suggestively. "She will give you her cell phone number at the conclusion of our meeting, and please do not hesitate to contact her should the need arise. Most of our business can be conducted online, but if you ever need Sara to make a house call, she is absolutely available to you."
Of course, once the transfer of funds order was signed, and the client was warned of the hefty early termination fees, Sara became distinctly unavailable. Adrian retained the clients through his skillful investment tactics, and lofty annual returns. Adrian never had to actually pimp Sara out, although he thought that might change today.
Adrian was meeting an extremely high net-worth individual later today. On the application form, Phil McKenzie had indicated he was unhappy with his current investment brokerage, and was looking to invest around fifty million dollars with Adrian, if he felt comfortable. This would be Adrian's largest individual client, and we pulled out all the stops to make it happen.
I had been on Phil's social media accounts, and quickly surmised that this guy was really into Asians. Specifically, young Asians. It seemed like all of his previous girlfriends were Japanese or Korean. Adrian called Sara and I in, to talk strategy.
"I am not sure Phil is going to respond to Sara's normal flirtations," he advised us. "He is not really into blondes. I am thinking about maybe hiring an Asian escort to close this deal."
"I can do Asian," Sara responded confidently. "I already have the long black wig and dark contact lenses. Hire a make-up artist to darken my skin, and I will float Phil's boat."
"Ok, make it happen Sara," Adrian decided. "Don't disappoint Phil, I want this account."
Later that morning a professional make-up artist arrived, and got to work to transform Sara. Two hours later, Sara emerged looking very Asian-American. She had long black hair that was straight and very silky. Her eyes, which were now a beautiful shade of dark brown, were made to look smaller through a skillful application of eye liner and eye shadow. Her cheek bones were elevated through an advanced shadowing technique, and her skin-tone was darker and more exotic looking.
Normally Sara would meet the client at the door and introduce them to Adrian. However, Adrian decided that he and I would meet Phil, and he would keep Sara as the icing on the cake, to close the deal. Sara got dressed in something more overtly sexual than usual, in an effort to make herself look much younger.
You could sense the struggle for control, as soon as Phil and Adrian shook hands. Adrian was much more physically imposing, but Phil had a sense of power around him. This was a man used to getting his own way. After a brief introduction, Adrian began his well-honed sales pitch. Phil listened for about thirty seconds, and then abruptly cut Adrian off.
"Adrian," he began assertively, "I have one hundred million dollars invested with Morgan Stanley, earning sub-par returns. I am paying excessive fees, and there is a hefty early termination penalty, that I wasn't made aware of when I deposited my money there five months ago. I am re-investing that money elsewhere, why should I give it to you?"
Adrian was very composed as he processed the fact that the investment amount had now doubled, but I knew him well enough to know that he was salivating over this deal. He changed tactics abruptly, abandoning his usual spiel.
"What do you need to hear to make this happen?" Adrian asked, in an unusual display of benevolence.
"I need to know your investment strategy, expected returns, historical returns, fees and early termination penalties," Phil countered.
In a clearly conciliatory move, Adrian offered to waive the early termination penalties, which in the past had always been a crucial part of his strategy to lock people in. He lowered his fees to a negligible percentage, and shared with Phil his impressive historical returns, both at his previous brokerage and at his new home based business. I have a rudimentary understanding of investing, but his returns seemed exceptional.
"What else do you have to offer me?" Phil pressed, obviously used to extracting a pound of flesh whenever he did business.
"I am available twenty four hours a day to my VIP clients," Adrian added, "either personally or through my Executive Assistant, Sara. Have you met Sara yet?" he added, knowing full well the answer was no.
Phil shook his head, and Adrian reached for his phone and called his study, where Sara was waiting.
"Sara, come and meet our newest VIP client," Adrian said, using the assumptive close.
A few seconds later, Sara entered the office looking absolutely stunning. She was wearing a short pleated skirt and a silk top, that made her look much younger. She had on very high heeled shoes, and you could see she was wearing her trademark garter belt and stockings. Her hair was in pigtails, tied off with two ribbons, and she had sprinkled a little glitter on her cheekbones. What the fuck? She looked like she was in college.
I could see Phil's interest in Sara, written all over his face. He might have been a world class businessman, but he would have made a terrible poker player. Phil stood up to acknowledge Sara, as she walked slowly towards him, with a perfected act of submission and shyness. Phil reached out his hand to shake hers, and she gave him an awkward half-bow and half-curtsey, as if she was really shy.
"Hi, I am Sara," she said meekly, "I will be available to you twenty four hours a day if the need arises. I can meet you offsite, anywhere in the country, at very short notice," she continued.
Phil smiled at her seeming availability to him, but he was a seasoned negotiator, and he knew all of the tricks of the trade. After a lengthy conversation, Phil had heard all he needed to hear.
"Well, thank you all for your time today," he began, "I need to digest this offer and will get back to you in a week or two with my answer."
It was Sara who renewed the negotiations. "Phil," she said, asserting herself a little more, "most of the time people need to digest an offer, it is because it is missing something of importance to them. What, specifically, are we missing today?"
Phil was emboldened by her approach, and verbalized his expectations. "Sara," he began, "the way you are dressed, and your submissive behavior, sends off a signal of availability. Are you available to me, if the need arises?"
This wasn't the first time that a high net-worth individual had hit on Sara, but Phil was being particularly direct.
"I am available to you twenty four hours a day, Phil," she said cheerfully.
"How about now?" Phil countered. "Are you available right now?"
Adrian interceded, trying to keep the deal together, and eager to sign Phil up, right now.
"What are you suggesting, Phil?" Adrian asked.
"I am suggesting a little quid pro quo," Phil answered. "I will invest my hundred million dollars with your company, if I can fuck Sara."
Adrian had a shocked look on his face at Phil's direct offer. Sara had been used as a bargaining chip many times in the past, but Adrian had never had to deal with an actual quid pro quo proposal before.
It was Sara who stepped up to defuse the tension. "If you are comfortable investing your money with Adrian," she said seductively, "sign the paperwork. Afterwards, you and I can go to dinner and get to know each other."
"I don't want to get to know you Sara," Phil said bluntly, "I want to fuck you. Before I sign anything."
"Respectfully, Phil," Adrian said, with as much deference in his voice as I had ever heard, "How do I know you will sign the paperwork, after you have had sex with Sara?"
"I guess you don't," Phil said with a laugh. "Ok, let's compromise. How about during?"
Adrian had a confused look on his face. "During?" he asked quizzically.
"It is the only way to trust each other," Phil suggested. "Sara can blow me while I sign the transfer of funds order. I will fuck her right after everything is signed. Adrian, my intent is to give you my money to invest. I just want to make sure that Sara is available to me for all of my needs, as I have some very pressing needs right now."
"I am comfortable with that," Sara said, to my surprise.
"Great!" Phil exclaimed, with a grin. "We have a deal. Adrian, print the documents."
Adrian was clearly a little taken aback at the rapid developments, but wanted to close this deal, so he walked over to his computer, and started to generate the contracts. There were five pages that needed signing, including the all-important transfer of funds order. Phil was very prepared, and handed Adrian his banking and corporation details. A few moments later, the documents were prepared. Phil signed everything except the transfer of funds order, the inference being that Sara needed to suck his cock, before the final signature was executed.
"We will leave you two alone for a while, let you get to know each other," Adrian said, with an uncharacteristic tone of deference.
"No, I want the two of you to stay," Phil said confidently. "I haven't figured out the dynamic between the three of you, but I sense Sara is more to both of you than you are letting on. I feel as if I am about to take something from both of you, and I want to rub your noses in it. I want you both to stay and watch."
This pissed Adrian off. He remained composed, but I could see him gritting his teeth, and recognized his struggle to contain his jealousy.
"We will give you some privacy, Phil," I offered politely.
"No," he repeated, "if you want my hundred million dollars, you will both stay and watch me enjoy Sara."
His tone left no room for discussion, and Adrian and I acquiesced to his demands.
Sara coughed quietly, as if to remind us that we were bartering her services, without any acknowledgement of her consent. Also, there was the issue of protection. Sara's list of hard limits included safe sexual practices, at all times.
Adrian viewed this as a way to stall the sexual acts with Sara.
"You will need to wear a condom Phil," he said more assertively now. "Or, if you prefer, you can take a battery of STI tests, and once we establish you are clean, you can enjoy Sara's delights, bareback."
Phil was unfazed by the new development. "Do you use the standard STI eleven battery test?" he asked.
Adrian was unsure, but Phil was already reaching into his suit pocket to retrieve his recent STI check results. He handed them to Adrian, and he asked me to look them over, while he called his nurse, Mary. I viewed the STI test results. Phil had been screened for eleven of the most common STIs, with an across the board negative result. The date of the test was today, and the second paper showed a similar negative screening, performed two weeks ago.
I knew the answer, before Adrian even got confirmation from Mary. Phil didn't need to use protection to enjoy Sara today. Phil looked very smug as Mary gave Adrian the green light, and once Adrian hung up the phone, Phil took control.
"Adrian, I want you to sit there," Phil directed, pointing at the love-seat to the left of the desk. "Chris, on the Ottoman."
Adrian was not used to being bossed around, but he wasn't going to let one hundred million dollars slip through his fingers. After the two of us were seated, Phil made himself comfortable in Adrian's office chair, and motioned for Sara to come and sit on his lap. I don't think Sara was really prepared to have sex with Phil, but as it did not violate any of her hard sexual limits, she went along with it, in much the same way that she had entertained Sergei, the limo driver.
Once she was comfortably seated on Phil's lap, he began to kiss her. It was difficult for me to watch my wife make out with another man, but it was killing Adrian. He squirmed in his seat, his rage boiling just under the surface. Phil was loving the control he was exerting over us, and, as promised, started to rub our noses in it.
"What is your relationship with Chris, Sara?" he asked, as he lewdly fondled her breasts.
"Chris is my husband," she responded dispassionately.
"Oh," Phil replied with more enthusiasm, as he realized he was about to fuck my wife. "Have you cuckolded him before?"
I felt my face redden, as Phil referred to me as a cuckold.
"Many times," Sara said truthfully. "Adrian is my bull."
"Oh Jesus," Phil exclaimed with a chuckle. "We got to the bottom of that quickly. I knew I was taking something from both of them. How often do you and Adrian fuck?" he continued.
I knew Phil was intentionally targeting Adrian, now that it was established that Adrian was the Alpha male in the love triangle. It actually felt good to see Adrian squirm.
"Most days," Sara responded.
"Did you fuck today?" Phil asked.
"Not yet," Sara said. "Adrian wanted me to be on edge for you. He believes men can sense the pheromones when I am in heat," she said shyly.
"I certainly was aware, from the second that I met you, that you were emitting strong pheromones of sexual excitement," Phil acknowledged. "Adrian will want to fuck you after I leave. Make sure you remind him that he is enjoying sloppy seconds. I need to know, how has he got you so excited, Sara?"
Sara, looked across at Adrian for guidance, and Phil spoke commandingly.
"Don't worry about that pussy," he said dismissively. "Answer me."
"He inserted a vibrating anal stimulator in my asshole, about ninety minutes before you arrived, in an attempt to keep me on the boil," Sara responded.
"Is it still inside you?" Phil enquired
"Yes," Sara responded, "it is driving me fucking crazy with desire, Phil."
Phil looked at Adrian and I with contempt, and said, "Bring me the remote."
I was surprised how passive Adrian was being, in order to safeguard his one hundred million dollar deal. He arose from the love-seat, and handed Phil the Apple Watch that controlled Sara's anal egg.
Phil took it from Adrian without acknowledging him, and tapped the face of the watch. Apple products are renowned for being intuitive, and within moments Phil had the anal stimulator buzzing away in Sara's asshole, on its highest setting. Sara, as always, responded favorably to the anal egg, and shuddered as she approached her orgasm.
Phil and Sara started to kiss, and she squirmed excitedly on his lap as she got closer to her release. Sara leaned in to Phil and kissed his ear, as she whispered to him.
"Phil, I am close. Please, let me come before I suck you off."
Phil nodded his head magnanimously, as he consented to Sara getting off before she took care of him. He leaned in to kiss Sara, and as they made out, she had an orgasm on his lap. She had been on edge for over ninety minutes, and ended up coming twice in quick succession. Phil turned the magic egg down to its lowest setting, and allowed Sara a few moments to compose herself.
Then he instructed her, "Sara, get on your knees between my legs and suck my cock."
Sara dismounted Phil and sank to her knees slowly. Once she was comfortable between his legs, she unbuckled his belt, undid his zipper and removed his suit pants. She took his underwear from him next, and he sat naked from the waist down, on Adrian's office chair. Phil turned the egg back up to a higher setting, picked up the pen that was laying next to the transfer of funds order, and started to sign the document.
At the same time, Sara lowered her head submissively into Phil's lap, and started to suck his cock. Phil was a very busy man, and didn't have time for a protracted teasing session. After he had signed the order, he sat back in the chair, put his hands behind his head, and watched Sara work to coax his load from his nuts.
Shortly after Sara started to blow Phil, I heard her let out a quiet moan, and I knew that she was back on the road to orgasm. The vibrating egg was the chief contributor to her impending release, but she was also extremely aroused at the thought of being tossed in as a perk, to close the deal. She was excited to be on her knees in front of a very rich, powerful man that she had met less than thirty minutes ago. It aroused her that she was forced to suck him off, in front of her lover and her husband. It only took a few moments before she came again. Her cries of pleasure were muffled by Phil's cock embedded between her lips, but she definitely had a very strong orgasm.
Phil's body position gave Adrian and I an unobstructed view of the blowjob. I felt the familiar stirring in my loins, that I experienced any time I watched Sara pleasure another man. Adrian, however, was seething with jealousy, and Phil started to rub it in.
"Sara is a great cocksucker, Adrian," he taunted. "Did she learn from you, or Chris?"
"Her pussy of a husband never got a blowjob from her to completion, in the whole time they were married," Adrian said cruelly. "I taught her everything she knows about sucking cock."
"Well, not only is she doing a great job, but it seems like she is really enjoying herself down there," Phil said, condescendingly. "I think that slut came blowing me!"
Sara got off on verbal abuse, and a few seconds after Phil called her a slut, she had another orgasm. Phil chuckled as he felt her shake with pleasure during her release, and he spoke up again.



"Sara you can stop sucking me off just before you come, and enjoy your orgasm," he said, smiling at Adrian as he did so.
Sara, looked up appreciatively at Phil, and smiled, as if to thank him. Then, as Phil sat impassively enjoying her oral delights, Sara continued to experience several more orgasms, as the anal egg worked its magic in her ass. My wife came eight or nine times, before Phil announced he was ready to fuck.
Sara stopped sucking his cock and arose slowly from her knees. She faced the desk and bent over it, not needing any direction from Phil about how he wanted her. Once she was prone on the desk, she wiggled her ass to indicate her availability. Phil scooted behind her, lined the tip of his cock up with her wet pussy, and slid right in.
Phil didn't possess Adrian's physicality or cock size, but he did give Sara a good fucking over Adrian's desk. Sara had several more orgasms, and was much more vocal without a cock in her mouth. She cried out Phil's name a couple of times, which evoked a strong reaction from Adrian, at least on his countenance. He certainly wasn't going to blow this hundred million dollar deal, at this stage.
After several minutes of getting fucked, Sara was finally done coming.
"Phil please," she begged, "turn off the egg."
Phil looked at Adrian with a satisfied smirk on his face, and tapped the face of his Apple Watch.
"Your bitch is completely satisfied," he goaded.
Phil slowly removed his cock from Sara's wet pussy. It was covered in Sara's vaginal secretions.
Then turning his attention to Sara, he continued, "Remove the egg, Sara."
I didn't even want to make eye contact with Adrian, but I just couldn't help myself. I knew I ran the risk of being punished later, but the look on his face was priceless. It was a mixture of rage and jealousy, as we both knew that there was only one reason for Sara to remove the egg from her anal passage. Phil was going to butt-fuck her!
Sara stood up from the desk, and squatted in front of Phil. She had learned that this was the easiest way to expel the egg. It popped out of her asshole with relative ease, and she placed it gently on the floor. Phil's cock was right in front of her as she squatted before him, and she started to lick her vaginal secretions from it. Phil looked smugly at Adrian, and continued to taunt him.
"Your bitch is thanking me for getting her off, Adrian. You trained her well."
Adrian scowled, finding it increasingly difficult to suppress his rage. Phil allowed Sara to clean his cock for a few minutes, and then spoke up.
"Toss the egg to Adrian, and bend over the desk. I want to fuck your tight little asshole."
I knew Adrian was going to lose his cool at this latest indignity, but incredibly he remained passive, as Sara picked up the egg from the ground, and tossed it to him. Adrian caught it reflexively, and then put it straight on the floor, recoiling as he realized it had just been in Sara's asshole. He was a total clean-freak, and was wiping his hands on his pants.
Phil let out an audible laugh, and lined up behind Sara for his anal assault. Sara reached her manicured hand under her pussy, and grabbed the tip of Phil's cock. Then she looked back over her shoulder, gave Phil a very seductive smile, and eagerly guided him towards the entrance of her ass, as if to rub it in Adrian's face.
"How many men have enjoyed your asshole, Sara?" Phil asked.
"Adrian was the first," she said, honestly. "After he took my anal cherry, he declared it completely off-limits to all other men. He called it the forbidden orifice."
"So, I am only the second man to sodomize you then?" Phil continued.
"Well," Sara said, hesitating, as she tried to explain the Sergei situation. "Adrian gave me to his limo driver for his sixty-fifth birthday present. Unexpectedly, he ended up butt-fucking me too," she said, with embarrassment evident in her voice.
"Ouch," Phil said, "the hired help enjoyed your girl's asshole, Adrian? That must have stung."
Adrian didn't take the bait, so Phil shrugged his shoulders, and started to ease inside Sara's tight ass. Once he was balls-deep, he started to slowly fuck her. Sara, ever the concubine, pretended to enjoy it, in order to increase Phil's pleasure. Phil didn't last very long. Well, I mean way longer than I would have, if I ever had the opportunity to fuck Sara's ass. But nothing like the stamina that Adrian possesses.
Phil let out a loud guttural moan, and ejaculated deep inside Sara's asshole. Then in a move reminiscent of something Adrian would do, he turned towards Adrian and spoke in a very pleasant tone.
"It has been a pleasure doing business with you, Adrian. Can you pass me a wet wipe please?"
Adrian got up off the love-seat, fetched the wet wipes, and tossed them to Phil from across the room. Phil removed his quickly softening cock from Sara's ass, cleaned it thoroughly, and reached for his clothes. He dressed leisurely, basking in his position as the Alpha male in the room. Sara remained bent over the desk, as she had been conditioned by Adrian, to wait for further instructions before moving.
After Phil was dressed, he switched back into business mode. He approached Adrian, shook his hand, and thanked him again for the use of Sara.
"Keep me informed about my investments, on a regular basis," he said pleasantly.
Then, in a far more condescending tone, "Thanks for the complimentary piece of ass, Sara. I will show myself out."
With that, Phil was gone, and Adrian was as agitated as I had ever seen him.
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A few days later, I was tidying up the kitchen at Adrian's house, when I noticed two men in suits showing their identification to Adrian, shortly after he answered the door. I heard them identify themselves as Detectives for the LAPD Special Victims Bureau, and immediately made myself scarce. Even though I was out of sight in the utility room, I peeked through the plantation shutters, and could still hear the muted conversation.
Apparently, a young woman who was a friend of Svetlana's, had reported that she had been sexually assaulted last night, by Adrian.
"We just need to ask you a couple of questions," one of the Detectives said. "Where were you last night?"
"I was hanging out playing pool with Svetlana's friend, Tatiana. My buddy, Chris was here also," Adrian lied, without missing a beat.
"Who is Chris?" the Detective asked, as he scribbled into his notepad.
"My buddy, who also works for me. We spend a lot of time together."
"Is Chris around? Is he working for you today?"
"He is off today, actually," Adrian said, retaining his composure.
"Can you give him a call and see where he is?" they asked him.
"I spoke to him about twenty minutes ago," Adrian lied. "He was going to the movies. I can call him but I imagine his phone will be turned off," he continued, cleverly buying himself some more time.
"Don't bother," the Detective said. "We can talk to Chris later and get his side of the story. In the meantime, can you come with us down to the Police Station to answer a few questions?"
"Are you arresting me?" Adrian asked incredulously. "Do I need my lawyer?"
"No, you are not under arrest," the Detective assured Adrian. "We just want you to answer a few questions, about the nature of your encounter with Tatiana, but it is totally voluntary. You can decide if you want to have legal representation."
"Give me an hour," Adrian said. "I have an important meeting in a few minutes, and then I can come in to the station."
The Detectives seemed comfortable with this, particularly as Adrian was very composed and relaxed. Not exhibiting the body language of a guilty man. I did wonder why Adrian had lied though. I wasn't with Adrian last night. I was home, with Sara. She calls her mom once a week to catch up on all the news, and prefers to call from our house.
After the Detectives left, Adrian called out for me to join him. He seemed a little worried, and a bit less in control than he normally was.
"If you provide me with an alibi for last night, I will let you off the hook," he said, in a very conciliatory tone.
"Let me off the hook?" I asked seeking clarification of what he meant.
"Give you your security tapes, your NDA, and your divorce settlement," he said, as if to assuage my fears.
"I'll think about it," I said with uncharacteristic confidence. "I am not sure I am comfortable lying to the police."
"Please, Chris," Adrian said, his voice trembling a little. "At least drive to the Police Station with me. You can decide on the way if you are willing to help me out."
I felt the power dynamic between us change for the first time in months. Adrian desperately needed my help and there were forces in play, much larger than the two of us.
"Give me my security tapes first, and I will drive with you."
"Chris, please," Adrian asked with deference in his voice, "I have to be there in an hour. You have my word, help me out and I will set you free."
His verbal assurance wasn't enough for me. He had demonstrated such a capacity for deception in the past few months, that I wasn't prepared to leave anything to chance.
"Not good enough, Adrian," I said confidently. "I need the security footage before we get in the car to save your ass."
Adrian is a controlling asshole, but he is also not stupid. He needed my help to extricate himself from this potentially damaging situation, and was fully prepared to cut me loose to save himself. He walked over to his wall-safe, unlocked it and handed me the thumb-drive that Svetlana had told me about.
"Let's go," he said assertively.
"Hold up Adrian," I said trying to maintain my control of the situation. "Log me on to your computer."
I was surprised at how little resistance he offered. We both knew that the longer it took him to get to the Police Station, the more guilty he appeared. A completely innocent man with a rock-solid alibi, would have been there by now, anxious to clear his name.
After I was logged on, I inserted the thumb-drive, briefly verified the contents and wrote down the file name displayed on the screen. After removing the thumb-drive, I typed the file name into the search files window and immediately found the file on his server. I deleted the file and repeated my search for it, to verify it was removed. The file was gone from the server and the back-up hard drive, and I was almost home free.
"Delete that file from the iCloud, and we are good to go," I said, almost tasting my freedom.
"I don't know how," Adrian said.
Even though it was the last thing I wanted to hear, I believed him. So far, everything that pertained to his possession of the security tapes, matched up exactly to what Svetlana had told me. She had indicated that Adrian didn't have the technological savvy to access the iCloud, so I was inclined to believe him.
"Call Svetlana," I said, "she will know how to delete my file from the iCloud."
"Svetlana and Sara are at the massage parlor," he reminded me. "They will definitely have their phones turned off. Please, Chris, I have to get to the Police station as soon as possible. I promise I will have Svetlana delete the files, the second I can reach her."
I looked Adrian right in the eye trying to assess his level of honesty. I called Svetlana and Sara, but both of their phones were off, and I went straight to voicemail. I had a decision to make, and I relented once I saw the fear on his face.
"I promise," he repeated quietly, all of the usual bravado absent from his voice.
"Ok, I will go with you Adrian," I told him. "You can delete my stuff from the iCloud as soon as we can reach Svetlana. Don't fuck me you prick, or I will tell the cops I heard Tatiana crying and screaming here, last night."
As we drove to the Police Station, Adrian and I worked on our alibi. We agreed we played pool and drank a few beers with Tatiana.
"I miss those good old days, Chris," Adrian said, trying to butter me up. "We use to hang out and play pool all the time. We should renew our friendship."
I scoffed at that suggestion. I wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, but resisted the urge. We were never going to hang out, that was for certain. Once my security footage was deleted from the iCloud, I was out of his life, with or without Sara.
We discussed the option of having rented a movie, but quickly realized that any electronic footprint could be traced.
"What should I say about my phone?" I asked him, realizing that my phone records would indicate that my phone had been at my home all evening. "What if they track the location of my phone? Who leaves their phone at home and goes out for the night?"
As we struggled to formulate Adrian's alibi, we realized how difficult it is to manipulate your location, in the digital age. The police would be able to figure out the location and use of my phone, my iPad, even my AirPods. Last night I had watched a movie, at home on my iPad.
I decided to lie for Adrian in order to get my security footage. I could change my story later, and tell the cops he blackmailed me, after I was out from under Adrian's control. At worst, I could get prosecuted for filing a false police report, a minor crime, especially as I had never been charged with anything before. At least I would be free from that prick, Adrian.
As it slowly sank in, I started to think of all the possibilities in my new life. Yes, I was currently employed, if you count cleaning Adrian's chrome rims, after he has pissed all over them, gainful employment. It did pay twelve thousand dollars per month, but it was hardly a job to be proud of.
I would get a proper job, one that required me to wear a suit to work. I had already received two written job offers. Admittedly, both were no longer on the table since Adrian fucked them up for me, by sending a doctored resume and a picture of me blowing him. However, the fact that I already had received two great offers encouraged me. There would be many more offers on the table for me to choose from.
I looked across at Adrian and he seemed smaller, weaker, less threatening, as he stressed out about the accusations leveled against him. I held his destiny in my hands. I couldn't resist it.
"You know Adrian, I fucked Svetlana doggy-style in the pool house," I said with a chuckle. "She dressed up in her high school cheerleading uniform for me. I know you haven't enjoyed her dressed that way. I admired her Property of Adrian tattoo, as I made her my bitch!"
I neglected to tell Adrian that my sexual encounter with Svetlana had almost seriously injured me, had Sara not quickly intervened, and removed the tainted condom from my burning cock. However, the look on his face as he processed that I had not only fucked one of his bitches, but was openly taunting him about it, was priceless. He gripped the steering wheel tightly, but never said a word.
"Suck it up, bitch!" I said with a laugh. "How does it feel to have another man enjoy your girl. I was balls-deep in your property."
Adrian did suck it up. He drove on in silence towards the Police Station, apparently absorbing the fact that I now had him over a barrel. I relished the fact that I owned him. Finally, I was free!
I continued to taunt Adrian as we headed towards the Police Station.
"Svetlana asked me to butt-fuck her, after she had her first orgasm," I continued, embellishing the truth slightly, but getting the desired reaction from Adrian.
He was gritting his teeth, but to his credit, he remained silent. We both knew he needed my testimony to save himself from arrest, and possibly temporary incarceration. Sensing he was on the ropes, I continued to pummel him.
"It seems like all of your bitches are offering anal now. The forbidden orifice is actually quite easy to access these days," I goaded him, referring to Adrian's characterization of Sara's asshole. "Sergei got a piece of it, Phil butt-fucked your fiancée and made you watch, maybe I am next? I will look after Sara if you go to prison, Adrian," I said smugly.
We were almost at the Police Station, when Adrian's phone rang. He issued the command, "Answer," and a voice came over the speakers in his Porsche.
The Detective identified himself, and Adrian immediately interrupted him.
"I am actually driving to you right now, with Chris," Adrian said to the Detective. "We will be there in five minutes."
"Oh, I was hoping to catch you before you left home," the Detective said. "Adrian, I am so sorry for the inconvenience. Tatiana broke down under questioning, and admitted that your sexual encounter was completely consensual."
"Do you still need a statement from me?" Adrian inquired.
"Not necessary," the Detective answered, "she has completely retracted her accusations. Once again, my apologies for the inconvenience, to you and Chris."
After Adrian hung up the phone, he looked over at me with renewed confidence.
"The Detective apologizes for any inconvenience this little misunderstanding might cause you," he said with a grin. "Although, I have a feeling it may constitute more than an inconvenience."
My heart sank as I realized Adrian no longer needed my help. The dynamic between us reverted back to its usual state, and Adrian smirked as he knew he had me back under his thumb.
"You called me a prick," Adrian said. "That lack of respect is going to cost you dearly. I am going to punish you in front of Sara and Svetlana."
Adrian slowed his Porsche and pulled into a convenience store parking lot.
"Get the fuck out of my car, you pussy," he said in a tone that left no room for discussion.
I exited his vehicle and watched as he drove off, giving me the finger. I was about four miles from my house and ended up walking home. It took me almost two hours to get there, and I spent most of the time worrying about what form Adrian's punishment would take. I knew he would wait a few days before he took his retribution. The thought of me worrying about the punishment, excited him as much as exacting it.
I just hoped that Svetlana wasn't allowed to administer my punishment. I wanted my sweet Svetlana around the house, not that sadistic bitch that appeared randomly to turn my life upside down. After all she had put me through, I was still crazy about her. I think I actually loved her. She was perfect.
Svetlana really was just about perfect, at least physically, and the young Czech made me forget about Sara. That is until it was Sara's turn to go under the knife. Adrian had a laundry list of cosmetic procedures for my wife to endure during her time away from the house. In addition to her latest breast enhancement, Adrian was paying for her to have a face and neck lift, collagen lip injections, bleached eyebrows and a nose job. I thought her nose was adorable, but she belonged to Adrian now, and it was his prerogative to alter her face if he wanted to.
At the last minute, he added liposuction. He was sick of her lack of progress towards his weight goal, even though she was only three pounds over her tasked weight. More often than not, Sara ran twice a day on the treadmill. Adrian would run her for forty-five minutes, weigh her, call her a fat, lazy bitch and repeat the humiliation.
In the end, he said "Fuck it. I want my future wife to have abs."
So he gave her liposuction.
When she returned to the house, Sara looked cartoonish. She had lost about five pounds from being put on a strict low calorie diet in the hospital. The liposuction had yielded fantastic results as her stomach was now devoid of any fat cells, and totally shredded. Her collagen lip implants made her look like a total fuck-toy. She had perfect blowjob lips. Her eyebrows were white and matched her hair which I believe was now white instead of platinum blonde. Her nose was stunning and she looked fifteen years younger thanks to the facelift.
However, it was her tits that dominated her physical appearance. They were massive, completely out of sync with the rest of her body. Way too big for her frame. The first time I saw them I did a double-take, and I am sure every man had the exact same reaction.
Sara lowered her eyes out of shame to avert my gaze and said quietly, "I look ridiculous, don't I?"
I tried to be supportive but I couldn't lie.
"What happened Sara?" I asked her gently.
"I went in for 'D' cups," she said with tears in her eyes. "There was a screw-up in the surgery and they implanted 'E' cups by mistake."
"Mistake," I questioned, "How does that even happen?"
Sara told me that just before she went under the knife, they gave her a mild sedative, before they knocked her unconscious. At the last minute the nurse realized that Sara needed to sign another consent form. They handed it to her, and she was too groggy to read it, so she just signed it. Apparently, there was a mistake with the form, and she had inadvertently authorized the 'E' cup breast enhancements.
When she woke up, she realized her tits were way too big for her frame, and asked to see the consent forms. They were all in order, signed and dated by her in all the correct places. Sara recalled a very detailed conversation with Dr. Matthews, where she voiced her concerns about going from a 'C' cup to a 'D' cup. How on earth had the Doctor inadvertently given her 'E' cups?
This had Adrian written all over it. He wanted my wife to have massive tits and a skinny waist, like a fucking Barbie doll. So, despite her objections, voiced to both him and the surgeon, she got overruled and surgically transformed into a bimbo. I couldn't find the words to comfort her. There were no words. Sara's defining physical attribute was now her massive tits.
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THIS STORY IS A SEQUEL TO THE "MY BEST FRIEND EMPLOYS ME" MULTI-PART SERIES. I RECOMMEND READING THIS SERIES FIRST TO UNDERSTAND THE CONTEXT OF WHY MY WIFE IS SUBMITTING TO MY BEST FRIEND.
As the wedding date approached, Adrian left me in charge of the travel arrangements. I booked flights for the three of us, from LAX to Las Vegas. I didn't need to be told the seating arrangements. I am a fairly perceptive individual, and I knew Adrian's expectations without him having to verbalize them.
Sara and Adrian were booked into the first class cabin, and I reserved a seat for myself in coach. Adrian is a very frequent flier and has Executive Platinum status with American Airlines. For this reason, the American Airlines website kept trying to upgrade my seat from coach to first class, at no charge. I couldn't get around this, and finally I had to call customer service for help.
As soon as I gave Adrian's AA Platinum number to the customer service agent, the level of service increased noticeably. The agent offered me a free upgrade to first class once again, and I had to politely decline. She was persistent, and confused as to why I didn't want to join the rest of my party, in the front of the plane. Once I gave the lady our names, the confusion only increased, as Sara and I obviously share the same last name.
I ended up telling the customer service lady that Sara was my wife. However, she was traveling first class with Adrian, while I sat in the "cheap seats". This was humiliating for me, and I wondered whether Adrian knew how this would go. Finally, the agent asked me if I would be joining my wife and Adrian in the Executive lounge at LAX, and again I had to decline. She must have known Adrian was cuckolding me but, to her credit, she remained professional.
As it happened, the excruciatingly embarrassing phone conversation with the American Airlines agent, was completely unnecessary. At the last minute, Adrian had a change of plan. Sara was still recovering from her breast enhancement surgery, so he decided that he needed a private plane to fly to the wedding. Sara and Adrian would fly in the jet, and I would drive the limousine out with their luggage.
I was up early on the morning of the Vegas trip. I think I had been in the cock-cage for too long, and had endured too much sexual stimulation. Svetlana fucked with me constantly, and my cock was getting the shit bitten out of it, as it fought to escape the cage. I had some pretty painful chafing around the cock-head, and down the side of my shaft. My balls were also tender from being constantly swollen.
I got to Adrian's around 7am and went to see if Adrian's nurse, Mary, was around. She wasn't scheduled in until later that morning, so I figured it could wait. Svetlana was up, of course, prancing around in a pair of tiny shorts and a crop-top, that showcased her perfect tits and taut stomach. My cock-cage key hung right between her D cups.
"Hi handsome," she said cheerfully, as she offered me my morning Viagra.
I swallowed the pill, put my phone on the counter top, and braced for the daily genital inspection.
"Everyone is still sleeping, crazy night last night," she said sweetly. "Will you be a good boy if I don't tie your hands behind your back?" she asked me, waving the nylon rope in front of me.
This was totally against the protocol. I was required to be rendered incapable of masturbation, before each and every removal of the cage.
I nodded my understanding of her offer and repeated, "I will be a good boy, Svetlana."
Svetlana dropped the nylon rope at my feet, made eye contact with me, and I immediately felt my cock swell in the cage. She was just so fucking beautiful.
"Famous last words," she said. "One of these days I am going to break you, handsome."
Svetlana had recently added the additional visual stimulation of her sucky pillow, to the morning cock-check. She tossed it on the floor right in front of me, as I got naked. She knelt before me, and started to fish the key to my cage from between her tits. Of course, I got an eyeful, and my cock was rewarded with its first nip of the day. I winced as it struggled against the metal of the cage.
After Svetlana had got my cage off, I had a massive erection, and my chafing was evident. Svetlana feigned concern, but I knew that my pain or torment aroused her. She called Mary and was given instructions.
"Mary told me to shave your nuts and the base of your shaft," Svetlana said, with delight in her voice. "And to be extra gentle."
She had shaved me several times before, since Adrian had allowed her to cage me. I truly hated it. Svetlana turned it into a totally erotic mind-fuck, during which I would be brought tantalizingly close to orgasm. As she went to fetch a warm bowl of water, I knew today would be no different. I stood with my legs spread wide apart, and the young Czech girl knelt before me on her sucky pillow.
She started by washing my genitals thoroughly. She kneaded my nuts and washed the shaft of my cock in an up and down motion, simulating a handjob. My taint got a thorough teasing, and then she reached for the latex glove.
She moved behind me, and issued the command, "Spread them."
I knew that this was my cue to bend over, and pull my ass-cheeks apart. Once I was in this very compromising position, Svetlana washed the crack of my ass, and decided that my butt needed a shave. She had done this before many times. Occasionally, she would insert her slender gloved finger into my rectum, just to show me who was the boss. She would get knuckle deep, and wiggle it around inside my asshole. Sometimes she would cram two or three fingers into my anal passage, and a memory would stir of her taking my anal cherry.
Occasionally, she would stimulate my prostate, causing me to leak copious amounts of seminal fluid onto the floor. This was totally unnecessary, and easily the most humiliating part.
After I was clean, the glove was removed, and she covered my balls and cock with shaving cream. Then, as she got way too close to my privates, she would give me the softest, most tender shave you could possibly imagine. I would be rock-hard the whole time, leaking like a faucet.
Today, she had decided to shave my ass also. She moved behind me and I pulled my cheeks apart again. After she shaved between my ass cheeks, she would shave my buttocks. I never realized quite why she felt the need to rake her perfectly manicured fingernails, across every square inch of my ass and inner thighs. However, it was absolute torture, and by the time she was finished, I had goosebumps all over my ass and there was a small puddle of pre-cum on the floor.
I was breathing heavily when she finished. It had been several weeks since my last ejaculation, and that wasn't even a real orgasm. Svetlana had drained my nuts completely using a prostate massager, but there was no pleasure involved, at least on my part. I am sure Svetlana loved every second of it.
The next part of Nurse Mary's instructions were no less arousing. She had prescribed a thorough application of anti-chafing gel with Shea butter, to my entire genital area. As you can imagine, a medication designed to reduce friction and chafing, is incredibly soft to the touch. It feels like liquid silk, if ever there was such a thing.
Svetlana's soft little hands gliding over my cock, balls, ass and taint, as she applied the Shea butter were heavenly. She used the fact that I was chafed as an excuse to be extra tender, which only increased my arousal.
She looked up at me every couple of minutes with an innocent smile and asked, "Does that hurt? Does that feel better? Is that giving you any relief?"
"Fuck no, Svetlana. That is not giving me any relief. In fact, if you want to give me some relief, jerk me off! My cock is already rock-hard, covered in the world's silkiest lotion and your dainty hands are rubbing up and down it. I have a beautiful, young, platinum blonde with piercing blue eyes, kneeling before me on a silk heart-shaped sucky pillow. A tiny bit more friction, and I will blow my load all over the place, and get my relief."
Well, that is what I was thinking.
However, I would answer, "much better, thanks Svetlana," each time through my ragged breathing.
She took me right to the edge of orgasm, but I maintained my composure. I wasn't going to give that sadistic bitch the satisfaction of seeing me break down, and beg her to finish me off. Or take matters into my own hands, and jerk myself off. It would have only taken a few seconds for sure. But she would have wielded that over me, as long as she was in Adrian's house.
Once the liquid silk was applied, and gently rubbed into every inch of my genital area, Svetlana told me that we had to wait fifteen minutes for the cream to get absorbed.
She seemed in no hurry to get up from her kneeling position on her sucky pillow, and I wondered if she had something up her sleeve.
"This isn't going to start to burn me, is it, Svetlana?" I asked the sadistic young girl nervously.
"Don't be silly handsome," she responded sweetly, "It is Shea butter. Well, some kind of butter, I think. I wonder if it tastes like butter?"
I wasn't sure if Svetlana was playing dumb, or was actually dumb. She had graduated college with a degree in accounting, so she couldn't be that dumb, could she?
"I doubt it actually tastes like butter, Svetlana," I said trying to suppress my disdain for her. "But if you really need to know, taste it," I said, gesturing at the tub on the kitchen table.
"You don't mind if I have a quick taste, handsome," she asked me innocently.
"No, of course not," I replied, "why would I care?"
Before I realized what was going on, Svetlana scooted forward slightly on her sucky pillow, extended her tongue and gave the end of my cock a lick. I stiffened up immediately at the completely unexpected stimulation, and a large drop of pre-cum pooled at the tip of my cock.
"That is delicious," she exclaimed. "Probably the creamiest butter I have ever tasted!"
Svetlana looked up at me from her kneeling position and said sternly, "Don't do anything stupid that you will regret, handsome. Lock your fingertips together behind your back."
It was probably very unwise of her to continue to provoke me, without tying my hands together, but she trusted the control she had over me. A look of pure delight came over her, as she had obviously decided to fuck with me, while the Shea butter absorbed into my genitals. Svetlana went in for another taste, and this time flicked her tongue across my frenulum, barely making contact, but eliciting the desired response from me, a loud moan of sexual frustration.
I didn't know much about the male erogenous zones, but Svetlana apparently did. She repeated her light licking motion of my frenulum and I felt my balls constrict under the most minimal contact. The five months in the cock-cage were catching up with me and I approached my breaking point.
"Fuck, Svetlana, please," I begged. "You are killing me."
"Do you know what else I learned in biology, handsome?" she teased.
"What, Svetlana," I enquired, dreading the response.
"The frenulum is just about the most sensitive part of a man's body. Repeated stimulation, no matter how delicate, will eventually induce orgasm. In fact, even in men with spinal cord injury, the frenulum can be stimulated to produce orgasm and peri-ejaculatory response. Can you imagine handsome, if a paraplegic man in a wheelchair can orgasm through frenulum stimulation, how hard you would get off, as a healthy man after being locked in a cock-cage for five months?"
I had to make a conscious effort to keep my hands intertwined behind my back. The overwhelming desire that Svetlana created in me, wanted to grab her by the ears and fuck her face to orgasm. I could have easily overpowered her, driven as I was by lust. I wouldn't have lasted long either, a few strokes probably would have been enough. However, Svetlana had conditioned me to be compliant, and I remained so, as she tortured me.
"That butter is so tasty, handsome," she teased, as she gave my frenulum another of her softest licks. "Would you like a taste?"
I am not particularly flexible, and am not blessed with a huge cock, so there was no way I was going to be able to taste the Shea butter. Svetlana seemed to recognize this, because she gently rubbed the palm of her hand across the tip of my cock in a back and forward motion, and then raised her hand to my lips.
"Taste," she ordered.
I reluctantly extended my tongue, as I could already see my pre-cum all over her dainty hand. Svetlana took great delight in feeding me my seminal fluids, and once I had licked the palm of her hand clean, she went back for a refill. My body was in such a state of sexual arousal, that by the time she swept her hand across my cock tip, I had already ready leaked a fresh load of pre-cum.
Svetlana teased me this way for several minutes, alternating between licking my frenulum, and feeding me my pre-cum. I was seconds from ejaculation but she never took me there, instead skillfully manipulating my body so that I remained perilously close.
I had been in a relationship once where my partner had enjoyed edging me. She was a little older than me, and was in control of our sex life. She would take her pleasure first, and then decide whether or not to allow me to come. Her decision was arbitrary, which removed the option of me earning my release, by being particularly attentive to her needs. Sometimes, after she had enjoyed multiple orgasms, and I was still balls-deep inside her, she would grab a quarter from the night stand, ask me to choose heads or tails, and flip it.
The outcome of the coin toss would determine whether I got to come inside her wet pussy, or had to withdraw and go to sleep with an erection. I hated her games, but at least I had a fifty-fifty chance of getting off. With Svetlana, my chances were exactly zero, and she had been fucking with me for five months.
Svetlana continued to lick my frenulum, as we waited for the Shea butter to absorb. My stomach muscles had tightened in response to her teasing, and after several minutes started to ache. I was also sweating profusely, as my body exhibited signs of stress, as a result of her teasing. Finally, after I had digested my pre-cum multiple times, she decreed that the Shea butter potion had absorbed.
"Time for a second coat," she said cheerfully, as she scooped another large blob of the Shea butter out of the tub.
Svetlana was a little more businesslike in the application of the second coat of butter, but I was still leaking like a faucet. After my genitals were lathered in the liquid silk, we made small talk. Well she talked, and I listened.
"I am going to go to the swimming pool today, to work on my tan," she informed me.
"In fact," she told me, "Adrian purchased me two new swimsuits yesterday, and I am not sure which one to wear. Be right back, handsome," she said with a giggle.
I resisted the urge to jerk off, as my hands were still not tied. It was totally against the rules for her to leave me unsupervised, when I was out of my cage. A couple of minutes later she returned, wearing one of her new swimsuits. It was hot pink to match her wet look nails. The top was tiny, and was fighting a losing battle trying to contain her "D" cups. At least her nipples were covered, erect as they were, presumably from the excitement of fucking with me.
The swimsuit bottoms were a thong, that offered minimal protection from prying eyes. It would need to be combined with a wrap in a public space, to avoid violating any decency laws. Svetlana looked phenomenal in this sexy swimsuit, and she knew it. My cock was already on high alert, but as she paraded around in front of me in this micro bikini, my balls pulsated with desire.
"You like handsome?" she teased. "Maybe I will wear one of my new bikinis the next time I clean your cage."
The thought of her kneeling before me in a micro-bikini, was so sexy. She still had the key to my cage around her neck. I tried to imagine her unlocking my cage wearing that tiny top, and a few drops of pre-cum spilled from the tip of my aching cock. She did kneel before me again that morning. Under the guise of seeing if my Shea butter cream had absorbed, she got on her knees and examined me. I wanted to beg her to jerk me off onto her tits, but managed to keep my desire in check. Her soft little hands gave me the once over.
"Not fully absorbed yet," she said cheerfully. "We have time to check out my other swimsuit."
Two minutes later she returned in a yellow silk bikini. This was about the same size as the pink micro-bikini, but was made of a very soft silk.
"This one can't go in the water," Svetlana told me. "It is more like lingerie than swim wear. It is the softest material I have ever felt, touch it."
There wasn't much to touch. The two pieces of the micro-bikini probably contained less material than one of Adrian's pocket squares.
"Feel it handsome," she told me.
I didn't know whether to touch her boobs or her pussy, as these were the only two areas that actually had any material. I opted for the more gentlemanly approach, and told her I would take her word for it. She did a quick twirl, so that I could see that the thong separated and highlighted her ass cheeks perfectly, and then left the room giggling.
I was leaking now and losing my self-control. My hands were still free and I contemplated jerking off. I just didn't want to give Svetlana the satisfaction of breaking me. We both knew I would eventually succumb to her seductive ways, but I wanted to fight it as long as I could. She returned wearing her pink silk pajamas, and holding the two new bathing suits.
"I just want you to feel how soft the yellow ones are," she said with a devious smile.
She tossed the hot pink swimsuit on to the table. Then she walked around behind me, and I jumped as she snuggled up close to me. I could feel her silk pajamas touching my back and ass.
"Ok, handsome," Svetlana began. "First of all, feel my pajamas."
She reached her arm around me, and brushed the tip of my cock with her silky sleeve. It felt amazing as the material glided across my cock-head. Some of my pre-cum was transferred from my cock to her sleeve, the wet stain immediately noticeable.
"Oh, you like that material," Svetlana whispered softly in my ear. "Now, wait until you feel how soft the yellow bikini is."
She waited a few seconds to increase my anticipation. Then, her hand emerged from behind me, holding the silky yellow thong from the two-piece swimsuit. She dangled it just above my cock for dramatic effect. Then she slipped the tiny piece of silk material over the end of my cock, so that it hung from my erection. The bikini bottoms slid down my shaft, and came to rest against the base of my cock, and my nuts. Svetlana enveloped my cock with the silky thong, and very slowly started to jerk me off.
Oh my god! Holy shit, that felt good. I stiffened up immediately, as I felt my balls start to churn. The combination of the Shea butter cream, and Svetlana's silky thong on my freshly shaved nuts, was going to make me come very quickly. Svetlana rested her head on my shoulder, and I inhaled her scent.
She had just spritzed herself with my favorite perfume, and smelled intoxicating. She was whispering in my ear again.
"Take your forbidden release, handsome! No-one will ever know you blew your load into my silky intimates. It will be our little secret. Think how good it will feel to get some relief, after weeks of confinement."
One of her hands was occupied with my slow motion handjob, but she started to rake the nails of her spare hand across my stomach, right above my pubic area. This felt amazing, and I moaned with pleasure. She tickled and scratched my stomach for a few moments, and then stuck her thumb deep into the Shea butter. When her thumb emerged from the tub, there was a large glob of butter on the tip of it, covering her thumbnail.



Her dainty hand disappeared between my ass-cheeks and I felt her fingers underneath my nuts. She cupped my balls tenderly and gave them a gentle squeeze. Then she moved her thumb across my taint, and using the Shea butter as an improvised lubricant, inserted her thumb right into my asshole. It slid right inside me, and was not in the least bit painful, but it was just such a violation of me. She forced it deeper, up to her second knuckle and started to wiggle it around in my anal passage.
"I own your ass, bitch," she taunted, before she removed her thumb and forced it between my lips. "How does the butter taste?" she asked with a giggle.
I had learned to expect the worst from Svetlana, and had incorporated an anal cleanse into my morning routine. For this reason, the butter tasted just fine, as she made me suck her thumb clean. Svetlana quickly bored of dominating me, and focused on jerking me off with her silky bikini bottoms.
"Are you close handsome?" she teased, and I let out another moan.
Svetlana told me to spread my legs further apart, and once I had complied, she put her leg between mine. She was wearing her silk pajamas, and as she raised her knee slightly, the silk caressed my nuts and taint. I was being tormented from all sides now, and Svetlana continued the verbal part of her torture.
"Let me know just before you blow your load," she teased. "I want to watch you ejaculate into my silky thong."
There was no way I was going to let this little sadist know when I was about to come. My history with Svetlana suggested she had anything other than my best interests at heart. She had teased me mercilessly for weeks, my torment causing her to self-lubricate. The only sexual acts we had engaged in, were her butt-fucking me over Adrian's desk, her milking me dry with a prostate massager, and her attempting to injure me with the doctored condom. All decidedly unpleasant events on my part, although I know she got her jollies those days. Now, she wanted me to trust her enough, to tell her before I came. Fuck her!
As it turned out, that bitch knew anyway. She felt my balls tense against the silk of her pajamas, and abruptly stopped touching me. I was stood there breathing heavily, my legs spread wide apart, just a few seconds from ejaculation, with no physical stimulation to take me over the edge.
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Svetlana did break me that day. Everyone has their breaking point, and I had reached mine. I had been in that cock-cage for nearly five months, and was beside myself with desire.
"Please Svetlana, thirty seconds more," I begged.
I hated myself for pleading with her for release, but in the moment it mattered more to me than anything on earth. Svetlana knew it too. She reached down for the short nylon rope that lay at my feet, and tied my hands together behind my back. She adjusted the yellow thong, so that the silky material rested against my balls.
Svetlana scooped some of the Shea Butter cream out of the tub, and gently rubbed it around my cock-head, in a slow circular motion. I was already on edge, having been teased by her for the better part of an hour. As she focused her attentions on my frenulum, a few drops of pre-cum dripped from my cock onto the floor. Svetlana flashed me a smile of pure delight, and I knew she was probably self-lubricating at my predicament.
"It looks like someone is ready to come," she teased. "One more day, handsome, and you get to blow your load. If you come now, Adrian will probably cage you for a year."
I shuddered at that thought, but at this point that would have been a fair exchange. If I had been offered release, in exchange for twelve months in the cock-cage, I would have taken it, such was my level of frustration. Svetlana continued her frenulum teasing, and I continued to leak all over the floor.
"It looks like you came on the floor, handsome," Svetlana said. "That gives me a great idea."
Svetlana got a huge glob of the Shea Butter cream, and smeared it all over the tip of my cock. She splattered a few drops of the cream on the floor, just below my erect cock, which made it look like I had just ejaculated. She grabbed her phone and texted someone.
Then she picked up her hot pink bikini and said, "Be good handsome, I am going to shower."
I really tried to come. I thrust into the air, to see if I could create any movement of the silky thong, in the hope that any additional stimulation would make me ejaculate. I tried to rub my cock against the love-seat, but the leather really hurt my chafing. Once I realized I couldn't get off with my hands bound behind me, I walked back to my original spot, and waited for Svetlana to return. Maybe she would have some mercy on me. At this point I would have begged her to let me jerk myself off, I was so desperate.
Sara found me like this. She dropped the large bag of ice she was carrying, and her blue eyes widened, as she processed what she saw. I was naked with my hands tied behind my back, Svetlana's silky thong hanging from the base of my cock. I had apparently just blown my load, as there was ejaculate all over the tip of my cock, and the remnants of my load were on the floor.
"Oh fuck, Chris, what have you done?" she asked in a worried voice. "Adrian is going to be furious. You are not allowed any release before the wedding. He is going to fuck you up for disobeying him!"
I started to explain, but Sara cut me off. She showed me a text from Svetlana sent two minutes ago.
It read, "Morning wood! Need ice. Hurry before he has an accident."
Sara had rushed down with a bag of ice, and walked into this embarrassing situation.
"How did you get yourself off?" she asked.
When she finally allowed me to talk, I explained the whole situation. The second Sara learned that it was Shea butter cream, not my semen all over the end of my cock, she cut me off.
She grabbed a low-slung stool, tossed the bag of ice on top of it, and told me to sit. Sitting down with your hands tied behind your back, is easier said than done. I flopped down on top of the bag of ice, and inhaled sharply. Fuck, that was cold. Something I would probably never get used to. My erection started to subside immediately, and I asked Sara to take the silky thong off my cock.
"You know I am not allowed to touch you unnecessarily," she said softly. "Svetlana will be down shortly."
I don't know what took Svetlana so long, but I was on that ice bag for six or seven minutes, and it was starting to hurt. I heard my phone ding a few times in quick succession, and was aware that I had received several texts. I shuffled around uncomfortably, but didn't have the leg strength to get up from the low-slung stool, with my hands behind my back. Finally, as my nuts ached unbearably, I rolled off the stool on to the floor. It was there that Svetlana found me, on my side, hands bound, with her yellow silky thong around my cock.
Svetlana skipped into the room cheerfully, and I noticed she was holding my KY lubricant. She was back in the hot-pink thong swimsuit, and had glossed her lips hot pink too.
"What is going on handsome?" she started. "Didn't you get my texts?"
I gave her a wry smile and said, "Having my hands tied behind my back, inhibited my use of my phone."
She smiled sweetly, and went to the counter top to grab my phone. As she held my phone in her delicate hand, I admired her wet-look, hot pink fingernails.
She must have noticed, because she asked me, "Do you like my nail color? Is it your favorite shade?"
Svetlana always has an ulterior motive, so I really wasn't sure where this was going. However, it was my favorite shade of nail polish, and I couldn't see the harm in telling her.
"Yes, Svetlana, I love the color of your nails. It makes you look very girly."
Svetlana smiled, seemingly appreciating my honesty. She asked me my phone code and held my phone up for me. I started to read her texts from my phone.
In the texts, which I could neither read nor respond to at the time, she had promised me a blowjob when she got out of the shower. She texted that she would wear her new hot-pink bikini, that matched her nails. She would also gloss her lips the same hot-pink color. I deserved it. The fact that she had finally broken me was exhilarating to her, and she wanted to reward me.
"Looks like I am too late, handsome," she said with a disappointed pout.
I knew she was fucking with me, but it made no difference. The ice had made my erection disappear, and no amount of Svetlana's visual or verbal stimulation, was going to make it come back in the near future. Svetlana put the KY lube down and went to retrieve the cock-cage. She helped me up onto my knees. She removed her yellow silky thong from between my legs, wiped the excess Shea butter cream from the tip of my cock, and caged me. To her credit, Svetlana did cage me much more carefully than usual, taking care not to exacerbate my chafing.
After the cage was on, now apparently following protocol, she untied my hands. Sara came in shortly after.
"Are you sure Mary said it was okay for Chris to be caged again, Svetlana?" Sara asked with concern in her voice. "He seems pretty chafed."
"He'll be fine, Sara," Svetlana said without emotion.
Then she tapped my cock-cage with her hot-pink fingertips, and said "Have fun in Vegas, handsome. Be a good boy!"
Sara laughed out loud at this, and said "Jesus Svetlana, you can't stop fucking with him can you?"
The two girls exchanged a smile, and then Svetlana said, "Oh, I almost forgot, Mary said Chrissy needs to wear very soft, loose fitting clothes, with no underwear, until his chafing subsides."
Sara knew my wardrobe inside out. She had bought me most of my clothes, and knew I had nothing soft to wear. Svetlana, of course, had an idea.
"I have some loose-fitting pajama bottoms that Chrissy could wear," she began. "They would be soft on his skin, and he could wear his sweats over them, for the drive to the airport."
This seemed fairly harmless, particularly as it was on the nurse's orders. Svetlana disappeared to get her pajamas, and Sara's tone softened towards me.
"Why do you let her get into your head, Chris? She loves to fuck with you. There is nothing between you two, and never will be. She is a sadistic young girl, and will hurt you one day."
I knew she was right, but I felt a strong connection to Svetlana. I felt that if I played along with her games, she might give me a blowjob one day. I had vowed never to fuck her again, after she injured me with the female condom laced with chili peppers. However, if she offered to suck me off, I would say yes in a heartbeat.
Svetlana returned smiling from ear to ear. She had her pink silky pajama bottoms in her arms, and handed them to me.
"Do you have anything less feminine?" I asked weakly.
I already knew the answer. I could also tell that they had just been spritzed.
"Jesus, Svetlana, did you spill your perfume bottle all over your pajamas?" Sara asked.
The girls waited expectantly for me to get dressed, and I slipped in to the silky pants. They were so soft and smelled divine. As soon as the silk caressed my inner thighs, I wanted to take them off. I knew that as soon as the ice wore off, I was going to be in pain. There was no way I would remain flaccid, with the feel and smell of these silky pants. Not to mention the memories of all the times I had seen Svetlana in them. Sara and Svetlana were adamant that I wear them.
"Nurse's orders," Svetlana said with a giggle.
Sensing defeat, I put my sweats on over Svetlana's scented pajamas. At least I would be decent to drive Sara and Adrian to the airport. Even if I smelled like a girl.
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As it got closer to our departure time, I loaded their luggage into the huge trunk of the limo. Adrian had several Aluminium Rimowa suitcases. They were very heavy, and all of them were locked securely. I knew Rimowa suitcases sold for over $1000 each, and were just another overt display of wealth. After I loaded them into the trunk, Adrian indicated that Sara's luggage was also packed, and ready to load. Sara and I owned inexpensive Walmart luggage. I felt financially inadequate, as I walked towards the master bedroom to take her luggage to the car.
Evidently, Adrian had treated Sara to an upgrade of her luggage, and she had several Rimowa suitcases also. They were slightly smaller than Adrian's, made of polycarbonate, and were a beautiful color that I later learned was Glacier Blue. There were six blue Rimowa suitcases, and one pink Barbie suitcase, outside the bedroom door. I started to load the blue cases into trunk of the limo. All but two of the suitcases fit into the trunk. I loaded the last two onto the front seat next to me. The pink Barbie suitcase fit into the trunk also, although it looked out of place next to the expensive designer Rimowa suitcases.
Once the cases were packed and ready to go, Sara and Adrian emerged from the house, arm in arm. My mouth dropped open as I saw what my wife was wearing. It looked like a very authentic Playboy Bunny costume, and it fit her perfectly. It was pink in color, made of some kind of stretch satin, complete with a bow tie, cute bunny ears and cuffs.
It must have been tailor-made for her, because her tits are way out of proportion with the rest of her frame, but this costume hugged every curve perfectly. She looked really hot dressed this way, but my only thought was whether Adrian planned on having her get on the private plane like this? Surely he wouldn't make her suffer this indignity. She looked like a total fucktoy.
Sara had a small piece of Rimowa cabin luggage with her, so I met them at the entrance stairs and took the suitcase from my wife. Once we got to the limo, I opened the door for them, as I checked Sara out. As she entered the rear of the car, I noticed her fluffy white tail, positioned right above her asshole. She gave it a sexy wiggle as she caught me looking, and I immediately averted my gaze.
I knew the trunk was already full. So after they got into the rear seat, I put her travel case on my front seat with the other two much larger cases. My beat up backpack sat next to her expensive luggage, highlighting the difference in our financial well-being.
We were very early, but the traffic in Southern California is a nightmare, so it made sense to allow lots of time for the journey to Orange County Airport. I hadn't even made it to the end of Adrian's long driveway, before I heard them frolicking in the rear compartment of the limousine. I knew I should have just turned the radio on to drown out the noise, but I needed to know what was happening.
Sara is very vocal when she orgasms but I never heard a peep from her, so I can only assume today's fun and games were all about Adrian's pleasure. I heard a loud slapping sound once or twice, but fortunately that was about it.
As luck would have it, we encountered no traffic at all, and were forty-five minutes early. Adrian wanted to have a quick look around South Coast Plaza. I pulled the limo up to the entrance of Nordstrom, and he and Sara got out of the car together. Sara had changed her outfit and was now wearing a tailored suit that fit her perfectly. The skirt was several inches too short, and the jacket struggled to contain her 'E' cup enhancements, but the color was a beautiful shade of blue, an exact match to the Rimowa cabin luggage that sat on my front seat.
"I will text you when we are done shopping," Adrian began. "And freshen up the car."
After they left, I parked the car in an uncrowded lot, and went to survey the damage in the rear compartment. Sara's Playboy Bunny costume and all of the accessories were strewn around the limo. I gathered them up, and noticed semen stains all over the front of the stretch satin outfit. Apparently, Adrian had ejaculated on Sara, instead of inside her. This didn't make a lot of sense to me until I examined the discarded outfit. The skin tight costume had no entry holes, either to access Sara's pussy or asshole. Apparently, this costume was designed for blowjobs only.
There was no sign of the vibrating egg, so presumably it was still buried in her anal passage. Although, I didn't hear Sara have an orgasm as we drove towards the airport this morning, so maybe she wasn't wearing it. As vocal as she is when she gets off, I would certainly have heard her. At least there was no semen on the seats or carpet for me to clean up. Adrian had aimed his cumshot directly at Sara's chest, so the mess was contained to her Playboy Bunny costume.
After I had freshened up the limo, my mind started to wander, and I mused why Sara would need six suitcases for a weekend in Las Vegas. I knew I would see them coming, in the unlikely event that they decided to walk to the car, so I snuck a look in her suitcases that were on my front seat. One of the suitcases was filled entirely with shoes. They were all designer labels, Dior, Louboutin, Chanel, and all the shoes had very high heels There must have been tens of thousands of dollars worth of shoes in that suitcase.
The second suitcase had lots of lingerie, panties, short skirts and dresses packed neatly in there. I was aroused that Sara had packed so many slutty clothes, for one weekend with Adrian. My cock-cage was biting into my cock, as it swelled up.
Impulsively, I stole one pair of my wife's panties. I put them in the glove compartment of the limo, under the chamois that I kept in there to freshen up the car. I could blame it on Sergei, if someone found them there. He had been given at least two pairs of Sara's panties, that Adrian was aware of. I couldn't help myself once I was aroused, and I opened up Sara's cabin luggage. I wish I hadn't looked, the second I opened the polycarbonate lid.
Sara's cabin luggage had a very short micro mini skirt, with matching crop-top. There was an assortment of lingerie, panties, a pair of sky high fuck-me pumps, several shades of lipgloss, some KY lubricant, an enema kit, Viagra and a few hits of MDMA. This was a one hour flight, at most. Why the fuck did she need an enema kit? Her beloved magic egg was in there, along with the Apple Watch, answering any questions I had about its whereabouts. There were several thousand dollars in cash, in her case also. Dozens of crisp one hundred dollars bills, which made no sense to me, since we were struggling financially.
She also had some wet wipes and a hand towel, presumably to clean herself up if he ejaculated on her. I was breathing hard now, and my cock hurt like hell. I wanted to look in the rest of her suitcases that were in the trunk. So, under the guise of rearranging the cases so that they would all fit in the trunk, I removed them all from the rear of the limousine. I packed Adrian's cases first, arranging them more carefully, so that they took up less space in the massive trunk.
Then one by one, I placed Sara's cases in the trunk, looking inside each one before I loaded it. One was full of cocktail dresses and suits. One was bathing suits and more lingerie, for fuck's sake. The next case had a fur coat that I had never seen before, some silk pajamas, and her High School cheerleading uniform, amongst other things.
I knew the second that I saw that cheerleader uniform, that it was payback time from Adrian. I had fucked Svetlana wearing her High School cheerleading uniform, and had beaten Adrian to the punch. I had even rubbed his nose in it when he desperately needed my alibi, for the police. No doubt Sara had assured Adrian she was a virgin in high school, and he wanted to be the first to enjoy her tight, wet pussy, dressed up in that uniform.
The last of the Glacier Blue Rimowa cases, that were in the trunk, contained a variety of Trashy Lingerie fantasy costumes. Schoolgirl, French Maid, Cheerleader, Police woman, Nurse, you name it. All of the costumes had matching garter belts, accessories and shoes. This discovery was a real kick in the nuts. I closed the suitcase full of fantasy costumes, and loaded it into the trunk.
Finally, I opened up the pink Barbie suitcase. It looked like it belonged to a teenage girl, and I wondered if it contained Sara's makeup. I got my answer when I opened the lid and saw my new suit in the case. A cursory look through the case confirmed that it was mine. In addition to my suit, the pink suitcase contained a pair of dress shoes, the "SLUT" collar, and my pink choker with the bell on it.
As I continued to look in the girly suitcase, I found my tight black latex shorts, my yellow speedos that left nothing to the imagination, and a few pairs of underwear. There was one pair of shorts and a T-shirt in there also. And my "sucky pillow" and finally, Svetlana's spanking glove. What the fuck? I closed the case before I passed out from humiliation. When I placed it back in the trunk, I had to turn it on its side to make it fit. I noticed it had "Chrissy" in large white letters, on the side of the case. How the hell was I going to check into a busy Las Vegas hotel, with this pink Barbie suitcase?
I had created more space now, and was able to fit the two suitcases that were on my front seat, into the trunk. I got back inside the car. All that remained on the front seat was my backpack, and Sara's cabin luggage. Aroused as I was, I had another look inside. As I continued to root through her cabin luggage, I stumbled across the key to my cock-cage.
The second I found the key, I impulsively decided to release myself and jerk off. I was so horny, I would blow my load in a couple of minutes. I decided to jerk off onto the Playboy Bunny costume. Even though I hadn't come for five months, I knew that my puny load would pale in comparison to Adrian's copious ejaculate, that had completely soaked Sara's chest and stomach.
On the night of our Anniversary threesome, Adrian had ejaculated all across Sara's bridal veil, and discarded the lace wedding accessory on the floor of my office. When I found it, my instinct was to jerk off onto it, in an attempt to regain some sense of ownership of my bride. Maybe it would make me feel better today, if I blew my five month load all over that slutty pink Bunny costume.
Then it hit me. How would I shrink my cock down enough to get it back into the cage, after I came? Svetlana and Sara always used a large bag of ice. It made my dick shrivel up, and my balls would almost disappear, as they tried to retreat into my body for warmth.
I decided "fuck it" I was going to jerk off, and face the consequences. I lowered my sweatpants and pulled them down around my ankles. My pink silky pajama bottoms came down next. They were wet with pre-cum, as I was leaking through the cage with sexual anticipation.
The cage was designed to make self-removal very difficult. I imagine almost 100% of cock-cages are put on, and removed, by a third party. I know mine was. So, not much thought had been put into facilitating self-removal. The key hole was under the cage, and I tried to insert the key blindly, without success. I looked through Sara's case for a mirror. I did find a small make-up mirror in a Ziplock bag. However, it had cocaine residue all over it, and I didn't want to touch it.
I was getting more and more desperate. I really needed to get some release. Adrian was about to board a private jet with my wife, and she had packed two cheerleader uniforms for one weekend, for fuck's sake. One of which she had worn in High School, as an innocent virgin. Just the thought of Sara wearing that, as Adrian defiled her, had my cock throbbing. I struggled and strained with the key, and finally out of blind luck got the key into the lock. I heard a click as I turned the key, and unlocked my cock-cage!
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My life had been turned upside down by Adrian. I had always been a positive person. However, ever since Adrian got hold of the security footage of him making us his bitches, I have had a string of bad luck. This continued as my phone buzzed. It was a text from Adrian saying they were ready to be picked up. Fuck! I locked the cage and put the key back into Sara's cabin bag. I texted Adrian "on my way" and hurriedly pulled up my scented silky pajamas and my sweatpants. I had leaked pre-cum onto the leather seat of the limo so I quickly wiped that up.
I tried to compose myself as I drove over to the entrance of Nordstrom. I was aroused by the thought of how many sexy clothes and costumes Sara had packed for her weekend in Vegas. I was also on edge from how close I had come to getting release. I had the key in my cock-cage for fuck's sake. Another two minutes and I would have been able to bust a nut.
Sara and Adrian were standing by the entrance of Nordstrom and they had been shopping! Sara was standing next to Adrian, and two Nordstrom employees were stood behind her, holding several bags. I remembered back to when Sara worked at Nordstrom. Occasionally she would come home and tell me that she wished she was one of the ladies that went shopping for fun. Instead of serving them from behind the counter. Now as she stood there next to Adrian, I realized that she had achieved her goal.
I pulled the limousine up to the entrance, and held open the door as Adrian and Sara got in. She was thanking him profusely for his generosity. The sales women shot me an empathetic look, as if to acknowledge that we were just the "hired help". One of them asked me what scent I was wearing, and Sara laughed out loud. As I drove them to the airport, I realized that my cock was continuing to chafe from fighting its losing battle with the cock-cage. I shuffled around uneasily, trying to find a comfortable seating position.
I had never been into the private jet terminal before, but Adrian got on the intercom and directed me in. I was able to drive right up to the chartered jet, and he directed me to park under the nose of it.
As I handed Sara her cabin luggage, uncharacteristically she spoke directly to me, in Adrian's presence.
"Make sure you get my Blowjob Bunny costume to the dry-cleaner as soon as you get to Vegas," she began. "The Wynn Palace has an express same-day service so I should be able to get it back, cleaned, by tonight, in case Adrian wants to enjoy me in it again."
Adrian chuckled at Sara's attempt to humiliate me. "Charge the dry-cleaning to my suite," Adrian directed me. "I want everyone to know that I am fucking your wife."
Having emasculated me, Adrian walked over to the pilot, and started to chat to him.
Sara didn't wait for my response, having just addressed me as if I was one of the servants.
"I have to make a couple of quick phone calls, Sara," Adrian said, "order me a Bud Light and I will join you in a few minutes."
A very beautiful, young, blonde flight attendant grabbed Sara's bag immediately and carried it up the stairs. Sara followed closely behind her. As I watched her tight little ass and toned legs walk up the staircase in her short skirt, I felt very jealous of the lifestyle that Adrian was able to provide for her.
A few moments later, the young flight attendant came down the staircase and joined Adrian and the pilot. She had a brief exchange with the Captain, and then he climbed the staircase to ready the jet for takeoff. Adrian and the flight attendant engaged in some flirtatious chitchat, and I knew immediately that he had fucked her in the past. Their body language was that of lovers, even though Sara's presence required them to remain professional.
Or, one would think. Adrian, because he is a dominant asshole driven by his own voracious sexual needs, decided to bust a nut before he boarded the plane. Even though he had ejaculated all over my wife's Playboy Bunny costume, less than an hour ago.
"Chris, block the stairs for me," he ordered.
I knew exactly what he expected from me, so I climbed the first three stairs of the narrow staircase, effectively blocking anyone from coming down it.
It made sense now why Adrian had instructed me to park the limo under the nose of the jet. Adrian whispered something to the young blonde hostess, and she blushed. However, she suppressed her embarrassment, and walked around to the other side of the limo. Adrian followed her, and they were suddenly invisible from Sara's vantage point within the jet. I could still see them both from the staircase, but no-one in the plane would have been able to.
I should say I could only see them both for a few seconds, because as soon as they were both situated on the other side of the car, the young blonde lowered herself to her knees, and disappeared behind the car. Adrian took off his sunglasses and made eye-contact with me. He smirked at me, enjoying the fact that he was getting a blowjob from a young, beautiful woman, while my cock fought against the confines of my cock-cage.
I looked away from him, and out of the corner of my eye I noticed he put his sunglasses back on. I stole the occasional glance, but I didn't want to stare directly, as I couldn't tell if he was looking at me. His face wasn't betraying any emotion as she sucked him off. I would have been moaning and smiling in ecstasy if that young hostess was kneeling before me, with my cock in her mouth. Adrian just enjoyed so much sex that he was in control of his emotions.
After a few minutes of getting blown, that arrogant asshole did make a couple of quick phone calls. He completely ignored me as he chatted away on the phone, and I pondered how totally inconsiderate it was of him to conduct business, while he was getting his cock sucked. Once he was done with his calls, he placed his cell phone on the roof of the limo and took off his sunglasses. He made eye contact with me, and signaled for me to watch him. Then he rested both of his huge black hands on the roof of the limo.
It wasn't easy for me to watch him take his pleasure, as my cock was getting bitten by the cock-cage, as it attempted to get erect. Adrian was smirking at me, and finally he moved one hand from the roof of the limo, and presumably placed it behind the young blonde's head. He was breathing more heavily now, and looked down at the blonde on her knees before him. Then, moments later, he threw his head back, as he ejaculated. He grunted a couple of times and let out a loud sigh of pleasure.
I had seen enough, and turned my back on him. I wanted to walk into the jet and tell Sara what had just transpired. Adrian's liaison with the flight attendant was totally against the rules, and Sara deserved to know. However, Adrian had so much leverage over me, that I decided the best course of action was to be compliant.
This was obviously not the first time that she had sucked him off, because she knew exactly what he liked. She remained on her knees for several minutes, presumably cleaning his cock. Finally, her blonde head appeared above the limo, and she gave Adrian a shy smile.
As she used the mirrored tint of the limousine rear window, to re-apply her lipgloss, Adrian pulled out his wallet and withdrew several one hundred dollar bills. After the flight attendant had freshened her lipgloss, he handed her the money and they exchanged a flirtatious hug. He whispered something in her ear, that was inaudible to me, but it made her raise her eyebrows and laugh.
The young blonde teased her hair, so that it hung perfectly across her shoulders, and then she emerged from behind the car, straightening her skirt as she walked towards me. I instinctively came down the staircase to let her pass me. As she got closer to me I realized just how pretty she was, her blonde hair complimenting her bright green eyes.
When she arrived at the foot of the staircase, she stopped in front of me. She reached out and grabbed my cock-cage, which made me jump.
"What did you do, you naughty boy, to warrant getting caged?" she asked me, her green eyes glinting in the California sun.
Adrian had joined us by now, his erection clearly visible in his pants.
"Chris, don't be rude, answer Stephanie's question," he admonished me.
"Svetlana did it," I responded, completely avoiding Stephanie's question.
"Oh, the young Czech girl," Stephanie said. "I think she is flying back with us tonight. I will get all the juicy details from her."
"Tell her why you have been in a cock-cage for the last five months, you fucking pussy," Adrian said derisively.
"Uh, I, uh," I stammered. "I found a pair of Svetlana's panties in her bed and borrowed them overnight," I said, leaving out most of the important details and getting noticeably flushed.
"That seems fairly harsh Adrian," Stephanie teased. "Five months of forced chastity for borrowing one pair of Svetlana's underwear, for one night."
"Tell her the full story, Chrissy," Adrian said sternly.
I was really embarrassed now, and wanted the two of them to just get on the plane and leave me the hell alone. However, once Adrian gets his hooks into something he doesn't let up, so I reluctantly told Stephanie the whole story.
Stephanie loved the story, and even asked me to repeat the part about Svetlana making me fuck my pocket pussy, before she caged me.
"How long are you going to keep him caged, Adrian?" Stephanie asked.
"He gets out tomorrow night, after the wedding reception," Adrian said with disdain, "unless he fucks up in the next twenty-four hours," he threatened.
Stephanie couldn't contain her amusement at my predicament, and excitedly announced that she was going to text Svetlana, as soon as they got airborne. Then she turned her focus back to me.
"It is actually quite flattering for Svetlana, that you would steal and scent a pair of her soiled panties, and jerk off on them four times," she said with a giggle. "You must really like Svetlana."
I always felt like I hated Svetlana. She had put me through hell for months, and yet I had a deep physical attraction to her, and I felt as if our chemistry was off the charts. Stephanie was right. I did really like Svetlana, I just wasn't in a position to do anything about it.
Adrian's phone rang, and he excused himself to take the call. Stephanie, emboldened by my recent admissions, continued to harass me.
"Are you looking forward to busting a nut after five months, Chrissy?" she asked, using my feminine name. "How are you going to come? I wish I could be there to watch the fireworks."
I shuffled around uncomfortably, as Stephanie continued to fuck with me. I was beyond embarrassed, but she was a very beautiful woman and she smelled amazing. My cock was straining against the cock-cage, and starting to really hurt.
Stephanie tapped her manicured fingernails against my cock-cage, and smiled at me.
"If you were at my house and saw a pair of my panties lying around, would you steal them?" she teased. "I have many pairs of sexy underwear," she continued, "Adrian has been quite generous over the years. Maybe I will give you the pair that I am wearing. I got wet sucking his cock, and I think your preference is soiled, correct?"
I couldn't even answer, I was so embarrassed by her continued verbal assault of me. It was actually a relief when Adrian finished his call, and rejoined us.
"I want Chrissy to bust a nut wearing my soiled panties," Stephanie said out of no-where, completely humiliating me.
"I will make that happen then, beautiful," he said to the young flight attendant. "Slip them into my hand-luggage when we get in the air. I will send you a photo of Chrissy wearing them!"
Stephanie clapped her hands together with delight, and giggled as she thanked Adrian.
"Whatever you want, Steph," he said with a chuckle. "It will be fun to dress that bitch up in your panties."
As they continued to toy with me, the pilot appeared at the top of the stairs and told Adrian it was time to board. Ever the gentleman, he invited Stephanie to climb the stairs first. When they got to the top of the staircase, he rested his hand gently on her ass, looked down at me, and gave her butt a squeeze, as if to suggest that he was about to enjoy a threesome.
A few seconds later, Sara texted me a reminder to dry-clean her "Blowjob Bunny" costume, as soon I arrived at the hotel. Shortly after I received the text, they were airborne.
Sara's use of the words "Blowjob Bunny" reiterated that this particular fantasy outfit was only to be worn for oral copulation. This made sense to me, as my earlier examination of the pink satin bodysuit, revealed no discernible way to penetrate either of her other orifices. I knew dry-cleaning the Blowjob Bunny costume was a waste of time. Sara had packed six suitcases full of fantasy wear, and Adrian liked variety. There was no way he was going to dress her up in this a second time, with all the other sexy options available to him. I think they just wanted to humiliate me, by making me take my wife's soiled lingerie to the dry-cleaner.
They had succeeded in my humiliation but, unfortunately for me, my cock was straining against the confines of the cage. Wearing a cock-cage is a very humbling event. It also makes you realize how you take sexual release for granted. I had a strong, continuous urge to masturbate but the cage removed that option from me. My cock continued its attempted escape from the confinement of the cage and it hurt as the cage bit back. When I got back to San Clemente I was in considerable pain. My plan was to have a light lunch then get on the road for my five hour drive to Las Vegas. However, I found Svetlana and asked her if Mary was available yet. Mary wasn't there but Svetlana offered to help me again.
I didn't trust that sadistic young Czech girl, but I knew I couldn't drive for another five hours with the cock-cage on. Svetlana said she would take a picture of my injury and text it to Mary. I was fine with this. Mary knew all about my chastity and had removed and cleaned my cock-cage before. Of course, Svetlana went through her usual bullshit routine to remove my cage.
First of all she tied my hands behind my back, using the short piece of nylon rope. She left the room briefly, and returned wearing her new yellow bathing suit. The one that was made of silk, and can't even get wet.
She knelt before me on her sucky pillow in that tiny swimsuit, just as she had promised. Her 'D' cups were barely covered by the tiny piece of material, that passed for a bikini top. Svetlana teased the shit out of me, while she removed the cage. Once the cage was off, I was rock-hard and leaking pre-cum copiously. I was out of my mind with desire, as I inhaled her divine scent. Her soft little hands were all over my cock and balls, as she inspected me.
"Your cock is really chafed handsome," she said with a smile. "Have you been trying to bust out of your cage for long?"
I shuffled around uncomfortably, embarrassed that driving Sara and Adrian to their private jet, and my interaction with Stephanie, had aroused me so much.
Svetlana took a couple of photos of my genital area, and texted them to Mary. I needed to get on the road, so it was a relief to get an immediate response from her.
"Mary said that you need a day or two out of the cage," Svetlana said. "Also, there is no way you can drive for five hours wearing it. That would pose too much of a risk for serious injury. We need to put your silky pajama bottoms back on, handsome," she teased.
Svetlana held the pajamas bottoms for me, and helped me slide them on, which wasn't easy with my hands tied behind my back. They felt way more silky without the cock-cage on. The soft material tickled my freshly shaved nuts, and some more pre-cum leaked from my erection. Svetlana couldn't resist toying with me, and grabbed my cock through the silk pants.
She formed a tight fist around the silk-encased shaft of my penis, and I involuntarily started to fuck it. Pre-cum was evident in the front of the pajama bottoms immediately, and she smiled at the effect she was having on me. I humped her fist for a few moments, and then she opened it and kept the open palm of her hand on my genitals. I continued to rub my cock against the palm of her hand, but we both knew I was not going to get off that way. Every time I moved, I was caressed by the silk. It just felt amazing the way it slid across my freshly shaved nuts, and it smelled intoxicating.
I didn't know what to do about the Vegas drive, but Svetlana took matters into her own hands. She called Adrian, and in a skillfully manipulative move, she convinced him that if they wanted their luggage for the weekend she had a plan.
"I will release Chrissy from the cock-cage, so that he does not further injure himself," Svetlana began. "I will call your back-up driver to see if he can drive the limo to Vegas. I will accompany Chrissy in the limousine to Las Vegas, to ensure he does not violate his chastity."
Fuck no! I hated this idea but Adrian thanked Svetlana for her innovative idea and told her to do it. He asked Svetlana to put her phone on speaker.
"I need you to follow Svetlana's instructions as if they were mine," he said sternly. "She has come up with a great idea, and you need to get with her program."
Of course Adrian liked this idea. It would be an opportunity to get the three of his bitches together. Svetlana, Stacey and my wife Sara, soon to be identical triplets!
As soon as Svetlana got off the phone with Adrian, she called the back-up driver. He had another job lined up for tomorrow in San Francisco, and told Svetlana that he couldn't be gone all weekend.
"Please Ivan," she told him. "I really need to get Adrian's luggage to Vegas for a long planned wedding."
As Adrian's house manager, Svetlana had a lot of autonomy to make decisions. So, she told the back-up driver that if he could get us to Las Vegas right now, he could fly back with Svetlana on the private jet later tonight. Sensing that Svetlana was desperate, the back-up driver kept pushing for her to sweeten the deal. Finally she promised to suck him off on the flight home, and he said he could be there in thirty minutes. I wondered what it must be like to wield such power over men through sex, or even the promise of it.
Svetlana gave me a huge smile and told me she needed to pack a few things for the weekend. Less than five minutes later she emerged with a small suitcase and told me she was good to go.
"Adrian told me to bring my High School cheerleading uniform and all the accessories. He will take me shopping in Vegas, for anything else I need," she explained, as I questioned how light she had packed, compared to Sara.
As soon as she said that, I knew that Adrian planned on enjoying Svetlana and my wife, dressed alike, as high school cheerleaders.
I was wearing her pajama pants under my sweats. She handed me the top to her silky pajamas and I told her that was not necessary.
"Adrian just told you to follow my orders," she told me. "Don't make me have to call him back".
I reluctantly put the pajama top on and she spritzed me with her perfume again, and called me a bitch.
"Don't forget your panties, Chrissy," she said as she held the matching silk panties in her hand.
She placed them in the pocket of my pajama top and patted me on the ass.
We walked out to the limousine together, my erection obviously visible in my sweats. Svetlana had also just spritzed herself with my favorite perfume and her divine scent only inflamed my arousal. She took my phone from me as soon as we were seated and asked me for the access code. I sat quietly, willing my erection to go away. Svetlana was browsing through my phone.
She looked up without expression and said, "Lose the sweats."



The back-up driver arrived about twenty minutes later. Svetlana and I were already seated in the rear of the limousine but the driver did open the rear door to see if we needed anything. I recognized him as the bodyguard looking guy who had searched me twice in the past. Svetlana and him exchanged pleasantries and I learned his name was Ivan. He acknowledged me with a nod and checked me out in my pink silk pajamas. Then he made a derisive "lipgloss boy" comment. Apparently he had been apprised of my lowly status within the house.
We got on the road within thirty minutes of my text consult with the nurse. We weren't that far behind schedule which was a relief. Svetlana started to fuck with me as soon as we got on the freeway.
"Do you think your wife is joining the Mile High Club?" she asked.
I didn't take the bait.
"Sara is in a private jet with an Alpha male who has dominated her for the last few months. You don't think he will fuck her on the plane?"
I tried to focus on anything else and Svetlana ceased with that line of questioning. Truth is, I hoped to God Sara didn't join the Mile High Club with that obnoxious prick, Adrian. I had come so close to beating Adrian to the punch on that particular sexual activity. Sara had promised we could fuck in the bathroom, when we flew to her parents, although my abrupt departure from work, derailed those plans. However, I still hoped that Sara would join this exclusive club with me, not him.
I guess it was just not meant to be. About thirty minutes later Sara texted me to see where I was on my five hour drive to Vegas. She ended the text with Sara MHC, and an emoji of an airplane and a pair of lips. Svetlana still had my phone and took great delight in responding for me.
She texted, "Hey babe, Svetlana here. Congrats on becoming the latest member of the Mile High Club. Chrissy is here with me being a good boy. We are about four hours out."
After she sent the text she showed me the exchange. I thought she was fucking with me about the MHC standing for Mile High Club. However, as she was happy to show me, a cursory look on the Urban Dictionary website confirmed that Adrian had fucked my wife on the private jet.
Sara and Svetlana texted each other for a few moments, and Svetlana delighted in relaying the exchange to me, in excruciating detail.
"They didn't have to fuck in the bathroom, handsome," she said, enjoying watching me come to terms with my jealousy. "Adrian asked Stephanie to excuse them for a few minutes, and she left them alone in the cabin. Adrian fucked Sara doggy-style first, then he ass-fucked her."
My first thought was that Stephanie got off lightly. Adrian used that private jet company frequently, and always requested the same crew. Judging by her willingness to suck him off before he boarded the jet, he had undoubtedly fucked Stephanie before. She was lucky that he didn't make her nibble his nuts, while he fucked Sara from behind. As I pondered her lucky break, Sara sent a final text.
"Adrian just allowed me to slip my egg inside me. Gotta go, duty calls."
Svetlana laughed at this and couldn't resist rubbing it in my face.
"Ivan isn't the only man who is going to get sucked off today, on that private jet," Svetlana taunted me.
Then she continued to browse my phone. She sent a couple more texts, and then I heard the whoosh sound of an email being sent. Finally, after she had been in possession of my phone for way too long, she handed it back to me.
About an hour later Adrian called Svetlana for an update. We were not quite halfway there but were making good progress. Svetlana informed Adrian that Ivan needed to fly home that night, and Adrian praised her for her initiative. Then he gave her the bad news.
"I need you to stay in Vegas for the weekend, Svetlana," he began. "I just spoke to Mary, and she advised me to keep Chris' cock-cage off for at least two days. That pussy is going to need a full-time chaperone to stop him from jerking off. Unfortunately, that is you, Svetlana."
Mary had been Adrian's nurse for a long time, and he trusted her implicitly. If she decreed that I needed to be out of my cock-cage, it was a medical necessity. I don't know who took that news worse, me or Svetlana. I certainly didn't want to be in Svetlana's presence for the next two days. For her part, she had promised Ivan oral sex on the flight home. She had said this in order to sweeten the pot and entice him to drive us to Vegas. Ivan wasn't the type of guy to jerk around. This could get messy.
Svetlana got on the intercom and told Ivan that there had been a change of plans.
"Adrian needs me to stay in Vegas this weekend, so you will be flying home alone on the jet tonight, Ivan."
Ivan evidently had a very short fuse, because he punched the steering wheel repeatedly, and cussed a few times in a language I didn't understand.
After he gained control of his temper, he responded in a menacing tone.
"I didn't drop everything just to make two thousand dollars for the Vegas drive," he began angrily. "I decided to help you out because you promised me a blowjob, and I expect you to honor your word."
Svetlana tried to apologize, but Ivan wouldn't hear it.
"What do you suggest Ivan," she pleaded. "I have to stay in Vegas to chaperone Chrissy, Adrian's orders."
"You and Chrissy figure it out Svetlana," he told her. "I don't care who, but one of you two bitches are going to suck my cock!"
Ivan turned off the intercom, as if to signal that this conversation was over.
"That went well," Svetlana said with a nervous giggle. "Flip you for it?"
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I thought she was joking but she reached into her bag and pulled out a quarter.
"Svetlana, please. I can't suck that guy off. You are the one who promised him."
Svetlana was enjoying watching me squirm.
"I can't leave you alone in the back of the car uncaged," she began. "Adrian's direct orders. You need to be with me or Ivan at all times. So unless you can figure out another way you are going to suck Ivan off. You can lay across the front seat with your head in his lap. You already look very cute in my pink silky pajamas. I will spritz you with my perfume and you can wear Sara's platinum wig. I know it is in the trunk. I helped her pack last night. We don't have time to stop, so Ivan has to keep his eyes on the road anyway. He can drive, and enjoy your girly scent, and the feel of your silky platinum hair on his upper thighs, while you suck him off."
I was lost for words. I had only met this guy three times in my life. The first time, he had searched me and discovered Barbie Pink lipgloss in my pocket. The second time we met, he searched me and came up empty-handed. He had announced to the room of attorneys that I didn't have my lipgloss today, to a derisive round of laughter. Today he had checked me out as I wore Svetlana's pink pajamas, and referred to me as "lipgloss boy". He really didn't care which one of us sucked him off.
Ivan got tired of waiting for a volunteer and came over the intercom.
"I am stopping in two miles to take a piss," he said gruffly. "When we get back on the road, one of you bitches need to be upfront with me."
I was sweating anxiously now. Svetlana reached into her bag, retrieved her perfume and sprayed it all over me. My initial reaction was to inhale as it smelled so divine, so feminine. Then I realized that Ivan would probably react favorably to it too. Oh fuck!
The limousine pulled into the next truck stop, and Ivan got out of the car to go and gas it up. Svetlana asked me if needed to pee. I nodded yes, and she told me that I needed to go with Ivan. I was wearing her pink silky pajamas, so I threw my sweats and a sweatshirt on over them. Once he had gassed the car, Svetlana asked him to take me to the restroom with him. We stood side by side at the urinal, and I noticed Ivan inhaling my scent.
After we had relieved ourselves, Ivan waited with me outside the limo for Svetlana to return. Svetlana came back and we waited nervously by the limo, as Ivan spoke.
"I am going to take a smoke break and stretch my legs. I will leave you bitches to decide which one of you is going to suck me off," he said. Then he sniffed me again and told me, "You smell good, lipgloss boy. Like a girl."
The first thing I saw when I got into the limo was the platinum wig. My heart sank as I realized that this was going to happen. I removed my sweats and sweatshirt and Svetlana spritzed me again with her perfume.
"For Ivan," she said. "He likes it."
Then she put the Platinum wig on me and grabbed my phone. We looked to make sure the coast was clear, and then hurried out of the rear of the car and jumped in the front seat. Svetlana got in the driver's side and I laid down on the bench seat, face down. She arranged my long platinum hair so that it spilled all over her thighs and took a couple of pictures of me from her point of view, using my phone. Then she showed me the photos.
From a purely visual standpoint, the pictures looked great. Long platinum blonde hair, carefully arranged, to spill all over the lucky recipient's thighs. In addition, I was heavily spritzed with perfume and wearing very feminine pink silk pajamas. I would have taken a blowjob from Chrissy, in a heartbeat.
She texted the picture to Ivan with the caption, "Ready when you are, love Chrissy."
Svetlana showed me the text, and then she reached over and took the panties from my pajama top pocket. She hung them from the interior mirror of the limousine. I shot her a confused look, and she explained that this was a code to let truckers know that the driver was getting a blowjob. She told me to ignore any air-horns that blew, and to keep on sucking Ivan off. I felt like such a pussy waiting for Ivan to return, so that I could give him road-head.
I was looking around the limousine, racking my brains for a way out of my predicament. I noticed a switch marked "partition" and flicked it down. The blacked-out glass partition, between the drivers area and the rear of the limo, slowly moved downwards so that we could see into the back of the car. An idea came to me, and I started to blurt it out as Ivan approached the car.
"I can sit in the back of the car while you suck Ivan's cock, as he drives. We can raise the rear partition so that it traps my hands. They will be visible to you at all times, and I won't be able to jerk off. If you don't agree, I will call Adrian. I will tell him that you promised Ivan a blowjob, and are trying to make me do it. He won't like that at all."
A dark cloud came over Svetlana's face as she processed my idea. This proposal did satisfy Adrian's requirements. He wanted me to be chaperoned at all times. This would ensure that I didn't violate my enforced chastity, while the cage was off for health reasons. Svetlana knew I was right, and told me to get into the back of the car. She seemed pissed, but knew what she had to do.
I got into the back of the limo, and placed my hands on top of the partially opened glass privacy partition. She raised it slowly until my hands were trapped, and I asked her to stop. Then the sadistic bitch flicked the switch up, and I cried out in pain. Ivan arrived at the car and opened the door. He had a quick look at my makeshift imprisonment, and lowered the privacy glass a little.
"Jesus, Svetlana, are you trying to break his hands?" he asked her with palpable concern in his voice.
She smirked, and said, "Funny coming from a guy who used to break people's hands for a living."
Svetlana didn't give a fuck about my pain. She was truly a sadist. She would have kept me locked by that glass screen all the way to Vegas, if she could've. I was going to pay for this stunt, sometime in the near future. However, I had nothing left to lose, so I threw her under the bus.
"Ivan, her perfume and the Barbie Pink lipgloss are on the rear seat of the car," I said loudly.
I couldn't see Ivan or Svetlana anymore, as the blacked out screen was up to within about an inch of the top. However, I heard the front door open, and Svetlana came into the rear of the car and called me an asshole. Then she grabbed the perfume and her lipgloss, and went to attend to Ivan. Ivan pulled out of the truck stop as we were on a tight schedule. Presumably, shortly after he got onto the freeway, Svetlana sucked him off. I don't know how long he lasted, but my hands started to hurt, and there was nothing I could do about it.
A little later, I felt Svetlana touch my hands. I wasn't sure if she was letting me know that she had sucked Ivan to completion. Or maybe she was checking to make sure I still had feeling in them. I assumed she was checking my blood circulation, because she kept touching my fingertips. After about ten minutes she came over the intercom.
"We are pulling over just ahead, so that I can get in the back with you," she told me.
A few moments later the car stopped, Svetlana jumped in the back, and Ivan drove back onto the freeway. I smirked at Svetlana as she smelled divine and her lips were Barbie Pink. Ivan had made her scent herself, and gloss her lips, before she sucked his cock. That felt like a win for me, in my ongoing battle with her. My hands were still imprisoned, and I asked Svetlana to tell Ivan to lower the partition.
"Ten minutes handsome," she said with a devious smile. "Your nails will be dry in ten minutes!"
I must have looked very confused, because she showed me a picture on her phone. The photo showed a pair of hands emerging from above a dark glass screen. You couldn't see anything else, except for the hands. The fingernails were painted in a bright shade of pink. I recoiled at the sight of my feminized hands, but there was nothing I could do about it.
"I used long lasting, chip resistant, gel nail polish which typically lasts about a week," she cheerfully informed me.
"You told me it was your favorite shade, Chrissy," she teased.
"I like this shade on you, Svetlana," I spat back at her. "I didn't mean I wanted it on my nails, for fuck's sake."
As my freshly painted fingernails dried, Svetlana realized I was immobilized, and started to fuck with me. She gently rubbed my cock and nuts through the silk pajamas that I was wearing. The silk was so soft on my freshly shaved balls, it felt fantastic. I was sure I was going to have an orgasm if she continued to tease me. Svetlana was an expert at this and brought me close to the edge several times without release. As soon as she decided that my nails were dry she got on the intercom.
"Chrissy's nails are done," she told Ivan.
He dropped the screen an inch or two, and I pulled my hands back into the rear compartment of the limo. My hands hurt like hell having been crushed by that partition for almost an hour. However, the pain would soon subside. My hot pink nails were here to stay. At least until we left Vegas.
Ivan was laughing and said, "Svetlana, you crazy bitch."
"Chrissy will give you a handjob, if you get horny again on the road to Vegas," Svetlana told him.
Ivan laughed again and closed the privacy glass. I couldn't stop looking at my hands. The nails were so bright, and with the wet-look finish, they would be impossible to hide. I hoped to fuck Ivan didn't take her up on the offer of a handjob.
After I regained the feeling in my hands, I picked up my phone from the limo floor. Svetlana had spent a few minutes browsing my phone, and I looked to see what she had gotten into. I knew about the photo she had sent Ivan, of me draped across the front seat of the limo, wearing a platinum wig. However, in addition, she had texted Ivan a picture of me blowing Adrian.
The caption read, "mad skills, available for road-head!"
She had also sent herself an email of my "hall of fame photos" from the night of the threesome with Adrian. This was a collection of the six most compromising photos from that night. I had emailed them to myself, to assess the damage Adrian could do to me and Sara. Svetlana had got into my emails, and forwarded these awful photos to herself. Oh, shit! Svetlana looked very pleased with herself, and I knew I was going to regret making her take care of Ivan.
About an hour later, sweet Svetlana surfaced.
"You know, handsome, I really didn't mind sucking Ivan off at all. I know him pretty well, and I find him attractive. I just enjoy fucking with you, at every available opportunity. I got so wet, watching you stress out about having to give Ivan road-head. Good save, handsome," she said, as she put up her hand to give me a high-five.
I tentatively high-fived her, and noticed our nails were the identical shade of pink.
When we arrived in Las Vegas, we were only about an hour behind schedule. Ivan pulled into the Wynn Palace, and drove around to the private entrance of the Garden Villa. Adrian had stayed there before many times, and was well known by the staff. The Butler met us at the car, and we were warmly welcomed.
I was so relieved to avoid the embarrassment of a public hotel check-in. Every Vegas hotel I had ever stayed in, required you to walk through the casino floor to check in. I was dreading this, with my Barbie suitcase, and wet-look pink fingernails. However, for $3000 a night, this Villa provided, amongst other things, a private check-in.
The Garden Villa had three bedrooms, and the sleeping arrangements were already decided. Adrian and Sara took the largest room, although all three rooms were luxurious and huge. Svetlana and I were to share a room. Adrian needed to have a watchful eye on me, during my time without the cock-cage. Svetlana seemed fine with this, and I wondered what she had up her sleeve.
The staff brought all of the Rimowa luggage in from the limousine, and just needed to know which bags went in which room. Ivan lurked in the background keeping a watchful eye on the proceedings. Svetlana took charge now, and I could see why she made a good house manager.
"The aluminum suitcases are Adrian's," she told the porters. "The Glacier Blue bags are Sara's."
I shuffled nervously around in my sweatpants, waiting for the inevitable reveal of who the Barbie suitcase belonged to. I had my hands in my pockets, in an attempt to conceal my erection, and my hot pink fingernails.
"The pink Barbie suitcase is Sara's makeup bag, I think. Or lingerie bag. Wait, now I am confused. Um, the pink one is..."
Fuck. It was just easier to pull the bandaid off. I raised my hand forgetting that my nails were painted hot pink.
"Oh yes, now that I see the fingernails, I remember. That bag belongs to Chrissy," Svetlana said with a smile.
The porter picked up the small pink bag and took it to my room, as I hyperventilated with embarrassment.
The Garden Villa included the 24 hour Butler, a shoe-shine service, and the luxury of having your bags unpacked, and your clothes put away upon check-in. Svetlana had numbered the suitcases, and told the staff to only unpack cases 2 and 3, of Sara's. These contained her shoes, and her cocktail dresses and suits. The more intimate and risqué clothes, would remain in the cases for Sara to unpack. There was nothing embarrassing in Adrian's aluminum suitcases, so they were all unpacked, and hung carefully in the massive cedar closet. This was all done under the watchful eye of Svetlana.
Once Adrian and Sara's luggage was dealt with, the staff moved into my room. There was one pink Barbie suitcase on the bed, with the word Chrissy emblazoned across the side of it. I told the two female room attendants that I could unpack my own suitcase. Svetlana was having none of this.
"Don't embarrass yourself Chrissy," she said condescendingly. "This service is included in the luxury package Adrian signed up for. Please allow the staff to do its job."
I stood there silently as the young women opened my Barbie suitcase. My new suit was laying on top of the case, and one of the women picked it up and straightened it out on the hangar. She had a lint brush and gave it the quick once over, before hanging it up. I didn't know where to look, as the two women removed the contents of my suitcase.
"Just lay it on the bed," Svetlana said coldly.
So, under the watchful eyes of Svetlana, and to the amusement of Ivan, who made no attempt to suppress his laughter, my stuff was arranged neatly on the bed. I was mortified when the suitcase was finally empty. I could see a dog collar with the word "SLUT" clearly emblazoned on it. There was a heart-shaped silk red pillow with the word "Chrissy" on it. A pair of tiny yellow speedos, my black latex shorts, a pink choker with a tiny bell on it, Svetlana's spanking glove, and a few regular clothes.
Ivan seemed transfixed by the array of submissive clothes and accessories, arranged neatly on the bed. He whispered something to Svetlana, and she nodded agreeably.
"Of course Ivan," I heard her say. "You saved the day, he owes you!"
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Less than ten minutes after the staff left the Garden Villa, I was on my knees in the bathroom. I was kneeling on my heart-shaped "sucky pillow", wearing Svetlana's pink silky pajamas. Svetlana had given me a healthy spritz of the perfume that Ivan had responded favorably to. I was wearing the Barbie Pink lipgloss, that this imposing man had found in my pocket, on the first day that he searched me.
He had asked Svetlana if I would wear the "SLUT" collar, and she had said, "Whatever you desire Ivan."
Svetlana had allowed him to personally collar me. I could see his erection jumping around in his pants, as he fastened the "SLUT" collar around my neck. I also wore the platinum blonde wig, that Svetlana had retrieved from the trunk of the limo. My hot pink, wet-look nails rested on his zipper, as he admired his reflection in the mirrors. He had chosen the bathroom, because of the floor to ceiling mirrors. Svetlana watched without emotion, and I could tell she had reverted back to sociopath mode.
"Thank Ivan for the ride, Chrissy. He saved your ass today."
I thanked the muscular Russian, and he looked down at me with a sneer.
"Suck my cock lipgloss boy," he said with a cruel smile.
I am a small man physically, and my pink fingernails looked so feminine and dainty, as I slowly unzipped his pants. Ivan was a young man, and was already rock-hard when his cock sprang from his pants.
He looked at me menacingly and told me, "What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas!"
I started to give him a slow tender blowjob, but he wanted to control the pace. He grabbed me firmly by the ears, and started to fuck my face. I had only sucked one cock before, so I was by no means an expert. Ivan was so rough and forceful, that I tried just to remain passive, and take his abuse.
Ten minutes later I was gagging, as Ivan kept trying to deep-throat me. Svetlana was watching intently, enjoying the sight of my eyes watering. Finally, she intervened.
"Give him a break before he throws up on you. I have something interesting that you might want to experience," she said, showing something on her phone to him.
"What is that called in English?" he asked, having seemingly had his interest piqued.
Svetlana looked directly at me, and said, "that is a rimjob, Ivan."
Ivan said the word in both English and Russian as he struggled with the English pronunciation.
"Reem job. жополиз. Riem job. жополиз. Rimjob. жополиз."
After the third attempt he had mastered the English word, and I had learned one new word in Russian. I had it phonetically correct, but had no clue how to spell it.
Ivan turned his attention away from the phone and looked at me.
"I want a rimjob, lipgloss boy," he said dismissively.
I flashed Svetlana an icy stare, as Ivan put one foot up on the claw foot bath tub. I moved my sucky pillow over to the bath tub, and knelt submissively on it. At least Ivan was in shape, and well-groomed, I thought, as I started to lick his nuts. Once again, Ivan didn't need any foreplay.
"Ass not balls," he said in a threatening manner.
I grazed my tongue slowly across his taint, and he tensed up. Then I continued my tongue's journey until I reached his asshole. I gave his ass a tender kiss and then Ivan, evidently not a big fan of being teased, grabbed the back of my head, and forced my face into his asshole.
He made me rim him for nearly ten minutes, as he admired our reflection in the floor to ceiling mirror. He muttered some things under his breath, in a language that I didn't understand. I assumed it was Russian, because Svetlana understood him. She, of course, was happy to translate, repeating his derisive comments in English.
"Eat my ass you fucking pussy," was the last thing she said.
"Is it possible to come from just the rimjob?" Ivan asked me. "It feels great, but I don't think this will get me off."
I took this as a chance to get back at Svetlana. I removed my tongue from his asshole, and looked directly at Svetlana.
"Ivan, there is no way you will orgasm from the rimjob alone. When you are ready to come, Svetlana will suck your cock," I offered. "She owes you too. She tricked you into driving us here, by offering you a blowjob on the private jet. All you got was a little road-head. You couldn't even enjoy the visual, as you had to keep your eyes on the road. She definitely owes you a little more action. She has her own personal sucky pillow too."
Svetlana was glaring at me now and I gave her a sweet smile.
Ivan laughed. "Get your Sucky pillow, Svetlana, and kneel before me. I want to come in your mouth, while Chrissy gives me a rimjob. Both of you bitches owe me."
As Svetlana left the bathroom to fetch her Sucky pillow, Ivan shouted something else in Russian. When she returned, she had her perfume and the Barbie Pink lipgloss. He allowed me to take a quick break, and we both watched, as the beautiful young Czech girl glossed her lips in the huge mirror. Once her lips were pink, she spritzed herself with her perfume. Both Ivan and I inhaled her scent. She sprayed me too, and the bathroom smelled very girly.
Svetlana placed her Sucky pillow at Ivan's feet, and knelt before him. She put her beautiful lips on Ivan's cock, and started to suck him off. My tongue made contact with his asshole, and he moaned with pleasure. A few moments later, when he came in Svetlana's mouth, I felt his asshole constrict around my tongue.
"You crazy bitches must really hate each other," he said, as he enjoyed his release.
He forced us to continue to suck and rim him for a couple more minutes, and then he withdrew his foot from the top of the bath tub. He turned to face us both, kneeling as we were, less than two feet apart on our respective sucky pillows.
"Kiss and make up," he ordered.
Svetlana and I both voiced an objection at the same time.
Svetlana said, "his tongue has just been up your asshole, Ivan."
I said, "she has a mouthful of your semen, Ivan."
He repeated his directive, "Kiss and make up," more forcefully, and Svetlana and I started to kiss, tentatively at first.
Once I realized that Ivan's semen was no more gross than Adrian's, and Svetlana realized that my mouth was clean, we loosened up, and kissed for Ivan's amusement. Once he was sure that we had shared his load, he told us to look up at him.
"You say one word to anyone about this, and you will regret it," he said in a threatening tone.
I looked at Svetlana and she was biting her lip. She had fear written all over her face, and I wondered what was so scary about Ivan. We both promised to never mention this sexual encounter again.
Ivan left shortly after we pleasured him. The hotel had a Town Car pick him up, and take him to the private jet at Las Vegas Airport, for his journey back to Orange County.
After he was gone, I asked Svetlana what would happen to us, if we got on the bad side of Ivan. Her lip quivered, as she told me we would be abducted by Russian gangsters.
"They would turn me into a sex-slave in a seedy Eastern European brothel. Make me fuck twenty different guys a day. When I got older and less attractive, I would be forced to work behind a glory-hole."
"Yours would be a relatively quick death. Although, they would cut your cock and balls off, if they found out you had sucked Ivan off. Before they killed you," she clarified.
Svetlana and I knew that we would both see Ivan regularly, as he was Adrian's back-up driver. We vowed never to get on his bad side.
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THIS STORY IS A SEQUEL TO THE "MY BEST FRIEND FORCES ME" MULTI-PART SERIES. I RECOMMEND READING THIS SERIES FIRST TO UNDERSTAND THE CONTEXT OF WHY MY WIFE IS SUBMITTING TO MY BEST FRIEND.
The Garden Villa at the Wynn Palace came with a twenty-four hour butler, but Adrian dismissed him around 9pm. I saw him tip the guy one hundred dollars.
"Take the rest of the night off," Adrian instructed the butler. "My house boy will be taking care of our needs for the rest of the evening."
I was indignant that he would refer to me that way, but it was an accurate assessment of my lowly status, within the household. The hotel kitchen staff quickly got used to the fact that I was wearing scented pink silk pajamas. After a few trips there, my bell was the main form of amusement for the employees, jingling as it was, whenever I moved. I fetched ice for Adrian's cocktail, took his suit to get pressed, and even got him a bowl of ice cream around midnight.
He was sitting at his laptop when I brought it into him, checking the Asian stock markets. Sara and Svetlana were on the treadmills that the butler had procured from the hotel gym. Svetlana was running at a frantic pace, and sweating profusely, as she put her heart and soul into making the weight goal that Adrian had set for her. Sara was walking on her treadmill, due to her recent 'E' cup enhancements, but Adrian had set it at a ten percent incline, so she was working really hard too.
They were dressed identically, in tiny red shorts and crop-tops, with matching red Nike sneakers. Sara also had on a sports bra, which was trying, unsuccessfully, to contain her 'E' cup breasts. Strangely enough, both of them were wearing bright red lipgloss, as they exercised.
They were both trying to drop a couple of pounds, before the wedding. It seemed unfair to me, that Adrian was about to indulge in a large bowl of mint chocolate chip ice cream, as his bitches exercised for forty-five minutes to make their goal weights. They were both engrossed in their individual programs, and I admired Svetlana's taut stomach, covered as it was with a light sheen of perspiration. Her abs were visible, flexing as she pounded the treadmill.
Sara was having a tougher time with her weight loss goal than the young Czech. Sara wasn't a natural athlete, and exercise was harder for her. Adrian had finally given up, and made Sara get liposuction, which yielded fantastic initial results. However, Sara was now expected to maintain her visible abs, and this wasn't easy for her. To her credit, today she was putting one hundred percent into it, and was sweating heavily, as she worked to reach Adrian's required weight and BMI.
I handed him the ice cream and a spoon. He didn't have to worry about his weight. He was an impressive specimen physically, even though he still enjoyed the occasional treat.
"Thank you Chrissy," he said condescendingly. "I usually provide you with a mid-night snack, not the other way round."
This was a veiled reference to the number of times he had ejaculated inside my wife, and then had her straddle my face, when she got home.
Svetlana spoke up, "I am sharing a room with Chrissy, and can bring him some protein if you want Adrian."
I slinked off in my pink silk pajamas, as the three of them shared a laugh at my expense.
I was wearing the pink choker, with the tiny bell on it. This was designed to warn everyone of my approach, and it worked exceptionally well. Svetlana had procured a second identical bell, and had attached it to the front of my pajama bottoms, right at the crotch. If my cock moved in any way, particularly because I was getting an erection, this secondary bell would alert everyone to my misdeeds.
I wasn't allowed in Adrian's bedroom, if he or the girls were in there. So, I took the opportunity to give his room a quick tidy up, knowing that the three of them were in another room. Adrian had always been a very neat guy. We have vacationed together many times, and he would always keep his hotel room impeccable. His new-found habit of leaving his stuff everywhere, while Sara and Svetlana followed suit, was designed to make me jealous. He succeeded. I hated picking up after the three of them.
As I entered his room, I noticed that the Sukebe chair was prominently displayed. Sara's embroidered sucky pillow was lying directly beneath the lewd chair, the implication being that she had eaten Adrian's ass this evening. There was a bright red lipgloss container next to the chair, that appeared to match the lipgloss both girls were currently wearing. So, Sara had given Adrian a rimjob very recently, it would appear.
There was a pair of Adrian's white silk briefs, discarded in front of the chair. As I picked them up to put them in the laundry basket, I noticed red lipstick kisses all over the front of the briefs. My cock stirred in my silky pajamas, as I visualized Adrian standing in the bedroom, with Sara and Svetlana kneeling before him. I imagined that their lips were glossed bright red, and they began to kiss his huge cock through his white briefs, leaving the impression of their lips all over his cock and balls. As my own cock stiffened, my bell rang, and I froze in case anyone else heard it.
Once it appeared that my forbidden erection had gone unnoticed, I carried on cleaning up the room. I picked up the KY lubricant next, and then the pack of wet wipes. I wiped down the Sukebe chair, as Adrian required it to be spotless before each use. I flipped it over, as it often had lipstick or makeup stains on the base. Adrian told me that this occurred when the girls brushed up against the underside of the chair, if they were trying to get their tongues deeper inside his asshole. That prick loved to give me descriptive pictorials, of the sexual delights he had enjoyed from my wife.
Today, there were several red lipstick marks on the underside of the chair, right around where Adrian's ass would have been. There was no way to tell which one of the girls had left their mark on the chair, so I told myself it was Svetlana's lipgloss, to make myself feel better. After I removed the red marks left by that Czech slut, I moved both of the sucky pillows from the bedroom floor. I had been instructed to make sure that the sucky pillows were always close at hand and visible, so I placed them on the loveseat in the spacious bedroom.
Sara's remote egg was on the bathroom countertop, so I carefully sanitized it, as I knew she never cleaned it herself. She would just expel it from her anal passage, and leave it for me to clean. After the egg was sanitary, I put it with her makeup bag. I was surprised to see a second remote egg, on top of her makeup bag, although this one had been inscribed with the word "Svetlana". I left Sara's egg next to Svetlana's, as I couldn't see her own makeup bag in the room.
The massive walk-in closet was a mess. Clothes were everywhere, but there were duplicates of everything, which made it confusing. As soon as I determined that the duplicate clothes were different sizes, the story fell into place. It appeared that Sara and Svetlana tried on multiple different outfits for Adrian, before he selected what he wanted them to wear. I separated the two piles of identical clothing by size, and hung them in their respective places. Sara was a small, Svetlana extra small, except for the bras! Sara had fucking 'E' cups for Christ's sake.
I cleaned the mirror in the bathroom from top to bottom, as there were two bright red lipstick kisses on it. As I got closer to the mirror, I also noticed what appeared to be semen, splattered between the lipstick kisses. I didn't want to know how that event had unfurled. There was semen on the countertop too, and I started to get annoyed at how messy Adrian was. That asshole ejaculated over everything in his path.
Once the bathroom countertop was spotless, I had a quick look in the large shower enclosure, and the toilet. Adrian had used the toilet last, judging by the fact that the toilet seat was left up. He either had terrible aim, or that prick just decided to make a mess, because he knew I was on clean-up duty. There was piss all over the upturned seat and the rim of the toilet.
In addition, the floor tiles adjacent to, and in front of the porcelain bowl, were covered in urine. He had even managed to piss all over the small trash can next to the toilet, and had also soaked the toilet brush holder. There were rubber gloves available, and lots of cleaning supplies, but I wasn't enthralled about being in a hotel suite at midnight, wiping up another man's piss from the bathroom floor. Once the room was spotless, I left and returned to the room that I shared with Svetlana, my bell jingling as I walked through the Villa.
I wasn't sure what the sleeping arrangements would be with Svetlana, so I brushed my teeth, and laid down on the sofa in the large bedroom suite. I think I dozed off, because Svetlana woke me up, and told me it was time to join her in bed.
I noticed that Svetlana was slurring her words, which was very uncharacteristic of her. She hardly ever drank alcohol, but had consumed a few glasses of champagne. The combination of the alcohol, and the fact that she had eaten very little as she strived to make her weight goal, had rendered her quite drunk.
Svetlana walked seductively over to me and kissed me tenderly on the lips. My cock throbbed at the thrill of kissing this beautiful young girl, and Svetlana grabbed the tip of it, through the material of my silky pajama bottoms, and gave it a squeeze.
"Baby, you are rock-hard," she teased, "what have you been thinking about?"
Of course, I had been thinking about getting my rocks off. It was all I ever thought about, after five months of chastity. Svetlana was wearing a silk camisole and some matching silk boy shorts. All I could think about was pulling her tiny shorts to one side, and slipping my cock inside her tight young pussy.
I was too excited to verbalize my exact feelings, so I leaned into Svetlana and kissed her again. She responded favorably, and we made out for several minutes, our obvious chemistry surfacing immediately. Svetlana pulled the waistband of my pajamas over the tip of my cock, and they fell to the floor. She took the pajama top from me next, and then lifted one leg into my crotch, and started to rub my nuts with the silky material of her boy shorts.
I was leaking steadily now, and my pre-cum started to pool at the tip of my cock. She moved her legs slightly so that her silk boy shorts rested against my cock-head. Then she started to slowly dry-hump me using the silk to caress my erection.
I wasn't sure how much play Svetlana was going to allow me, but her level of intoxication had seemingly lowered her defenses. I decided to push my luck, and repositioned my cock, so that it rested under her boy shorts, right next to her pussy. She didn't offer any resistance, and I could feel the heat emanating from her snatch. Svetlana continued to dry-hump me, and I felt the crotch of her boy shorts dampen as we kissed.
I put one hand behind her neck and lightly caressed her. She let out a little moan which emboldened me. I caressed her shoulders, eliciting more pleasurable sounds. Svetlana and I had kissed before, but my hands had always been tied behind my back. Being able to caress her while we made out, was so much more intimate, and I felt a strong connection to her.
Every time my cock stiffened, it pushed against the silk fabric of her boy shorts, and I could feel her pussy pulsate in response. I teased Svetlana for several minutes, until I finally got the courage to put my hands on her sex. I stroked her through her boy shorts for a few moments, before gently tugging the crotch, and pulling it to one side. There was still no pushback from Svetlana, so I gently stroked her clitoris.
Svetlana rested her head on my shoulder as she enjoyed my tender touch. I felt her breathing quicken slightly, and I took it as a sign of consent. Svetlana had self-lubricated, and I slid my middle finger inside of her with minimal effort. She gasped at my unexpected invasion of her, and I made eye contact with her, to gauge her level of comfort.
"You are fine, baby," she whispered sweetly, "that feels great. You have a very soft touch."
Encouraged by her consent, I continued to stimulate her clitoris and she seemed like she was on the road to an orgasm. I could see by looking into her eyes that her defenses were down. She seemed softer, more at peace, completely at ease with our intimate connection. I hoped that was the case, and it wasn't solely because of the alcohol.
It was Svetlana that made the first move. She put her delicate manicured hand between her legs and, as I removed my middle finger from her, inserted the tip of my erect cock between her labia, so that it rested against her vaginal opening.
"Are you brave enough to take this from Adrian?" she taunted me, without any hint of the cruelty that always lurked beneath her eyes.
I was captivated by this young woman, and had never wanted to make love to anyone as desperately as I wanted her.
"I don't just want to fuck you, Svetlana," I told her truthfully. "I love you. I want us to be together."
"I love you too, baby," Svetlana told me, as she stared into my eyes. "And one day, when you are free of Adrian, and get back on your feet, maybe we can be together. But, for now, take something that belongs to Adrian and just fuck me."
I knew I was going to ejaculate inside her very quickly. It had been five months since my last orgasm, probably seven months since I had fucked anything other than my pocket pussy. The entrance to her vagina was wet and very warm as it throbbed, as if to invite me to penetrate it. Svetlana looked me in the eyes once more and flashed me a genuine smile.
"Do it baby. Get balls-deep in me and blow your load before bedtime," she invited, as her slurring got worse.
As it turns out, I didn't penetrate Svetlana that night. We stood in our embrace, with my cock-head right at the entrance to her well lubricated pussy, and kissed for several moments. I couldn't take advantage of her, intoxicated as she was, and I hoped that she would respect me for that.
As we made out, Svetlana got a text. I wanted her to ignore it, but we both knew that there was only one person who would text Svetlana after midnight, and she wasn't permitted to ignore Adrian. She texted him back immediately and then turned to me.
"I will be right back, handsome. Adrian needs me for a few minutes."
Svetlana returned ten minutes later, with a huge smile on her face, holding the Sukebe chair.
"Adrian is in a great mood," she said excitedly, "he generously gave you a gift. He is not a complete asshole baby. He said we can enjoy the chair as long as we return it in perfect condition."
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Svetlana placed the Sukebe chair in front of a large full-length mirror that rested against the bedroom wall. She retrieved her sucky pillow, and slid it under the acrylic chair, taking the time to position it perfectly.
I inhaled sharply with anticipation. Being so tantalizingly close to entering Svetlana's pussy had got me very aroused, and I knew that I wouldn't last long on the Sukebe chair.
"Why the change of heart from Adrian?" I asked.
"I have no clue," Svetlana responded, "out of the blue he said he wanted to give you a gift tonight."
With that, she moved her face towards mine again, and we shared an extended open-mouth kiss. I really did respond to Svetlana's take-charge approach, and felt that we had off the charts chemistry. As much as she had fucked with me in the past, it seemed like she was open to some kind of relationship with me. After we had french kissed for a few moments, Svetlana kicked off her silky boy shorts, and as I looked on in astonishment, she sat on the Sukebe chair.
"Crawl under me, and let's enjoy Adrian's gift," she said commandingly, the soft side she had displayed earlier, seemingly gone.
This wasn't exactly what I anticipated, but if she wanted to get off first, I was okay with that. I laid on my back and scooted under the Sukebe chair, taking a few seconds to get my head comfortable on Svetlana's sucky pillow. My head was actually the perfect height to lick Svetlana's ass, but she had other ideas.
"Eat my pussy first," she said, still slurring her words.
I scooted backward a couple of inches, effectively moving my lips from her asshole to her pussy. I extended my tongue and slipped it inside her very wet vagina. I tasted Adrian's "gift" the second my tongue entered her. That asshole had just ejaculated inside Svetlana, and once again, it was a copious load. I heard Svetlana tap the face of her Apple Watch, and the anal stimulator began to hum away inside her asshole.
As I ate Svetlana out, she started to verbally abuse me.
"Fuck, handsome, what kind of pussy waits at the entrance of a woman's vagina, for an invitation? And, when I did invite you, you decline, because I have had a couple of drinks? You need to grow a pair if you ever want us to be together. You could have just fucked me, and enjoyed blowing your five month load, into my tight young pussy."
She was quite intoxicated, and the alcohol seemed to embolden her and make her more spiteful, if that was possible.
"I told Adrian how close we came to fucking. He called you a spineless cuckold, bent me over the bathroom countertop, and blew his wad inside me. Then he told me to take his Sukebe chair and give you a midnight snack!"
When she had her first orgasm, a few moments later, a large blob of Adrian's semen was expelled from her pussy, and I reluctantly swallowed it. I heard Svetlana giggle. This was the kind of thing that got her hot and bothered. Shortly after her display of amusement, she had a second orgasm, and I was treated to another helping of protein.
Svetlana came five times on my face, and remained seated in the Sukebe chair until she was certain I had eaten all traces of Adrian's load. Then, as I watched my turn in the chair evaporate, Svetlana spoke again.
"Why didn't you take me when you had the chance, handsome? You have to learn to take opportunities like that, when they present themselves. Adrian didn't hesitate. He's an Alpha Male, you're a cuckold. Eat my ass, you bitch," she said, contemptuously.
I slid my head forward to my original position, and started to tenderly lick Svetlana's tight little asshole. The vibrating egg was still buried in her anal passage. It felt very strange when I tried to insert my tongue into her ass, so I just licked around her butthole, until she had another orgasm on my face. As she came, I felt some more of Adrian's ejaculate leak from her pussy onto my forehead. Svetlana enjoyed three more orgasms as I licked around her asshole, and, when she was done, I had Adrian's semen pooling in my hairline.
I heard Svetlana's phone ding, and she reached for it and texted someone.
"Adrian wants his chair back. He is ready to bust a nut before bedtime," she said cheerfully. "I need to shower before bed. Be a sweetheart and run it back to his room."
I looked expectantly at Svetlana, but she cut me off immediately with a very dismissive remark.
"He needs it now, handsome. I will have to owe you one."
I sighed dejectedly, and crawled out from under Svetlana. I had Adrian's semen drying on my lips and nose, and a small pool of it in my hairline, from where Svetlana had continued to leak as I rimmed her. Instinctively, I went to wipe my face, but the young Czech girl stopped any attempt by me to make myself look less used. She put her hand on my forehead, scooped the large glob of Adrian's semen up, and rubbed it into my hair, as if it was hair product.
"Don't be so vain, Adrian doesn't care what you look like. Get your ass over to his room and set up his Sukebe chair."
"Should I clean it first?" I asked, remembering that Adrian expected it to be returned in pristine condition.
"Waste of time," Svetlana said dismissively. "You know what a clean-freak he is. He is going to want you to clean it in front of him, to make sure it is sanitized to his specifications."
Svetlana picked up her silky boy shorts and tossed them to me.
"Put these on," she said firmly, leaving no room for discussion.
My heart sank as I processed Svetlana's latest directive, but I obeyed without question. Once the boy shorts were on me, they did provide a modicum of decency. However, they were very tight on me, were made of very soft silk that caressed my swollen nuts, and were very wet in the crotch. I put my hand between my legs to gauge the size of the wet spot, and Svetlana spoke.
"I may have leaked a little of Adrian's semen into my boy shorts after he fucked me," she said with a giggle. "Although right now it looks like you have pissed yourself."
I picked up the Sukebe chair and left the room that Svetlana and I shared. It was a very short walk through the main living area to reach Adrian's opulent room, and I knocked quietly on the door, hoping I could just leave it outside his room, if he didn't answer.
Adrian and Svetlana had obviously conspired to fuck with me, because Adrian heard my light tap on the door, and told me to enter.
I walked in sheepishly, dressed as I was in Svetlana's silky boy shorts, that highlighted my erection and had a clearly visible wet spot. Adrian was standing in the middle of the room, texting someone on his phone. My wife knelt before him and sucked his cock, dressed in her High School cheerleader uniform. I was already tenting in my silky boy shorts, but this new visual stimulation, after five months of chastity, caused me to leak some pre-cum into the front of Svetlana's intimates.
Adrian didn't acknowledge my presence, but continued to text on his phone. Sara was giving him the world's sloppiest blowjob and I watched, trying to contain my jealousy, for several moments before Adrian spoke.
"Your wife has become a world class cocksucker," he said enthusiastically. "She didn't have a fucking clue the first time she blew me, on your Anniversary," he added, as if I gave a shit. "Clean the Sukebe chair first. Use the disinfectant wipes on the table, and make sure it is spotless."
I placed the chair on the floor, next to the table and began to clean it thoroughly. I knew that this was just an exercise in control for Adrian. That chair didn't need a thorough cleaning, I had cleaned it less than two hours ago.
Preparing Adrian's Sukebe chair so that my wife could eat his ass, was actually more humiliating than cleaning his mess up, after he pissed all over the toilet seat, trash can and tiled floor. Especially as I had to kneel to clean the underside of the acrylic chair. Adrian watched me intently, with a smirk on his face, as my wife continued to suck him off, in her High School cheerleader uniform.
I knew that this was payback for me fucking Svetlana in her cheerleader uniform, even though I had only been inside that beautiful goddess for a couple of minutes, before my cock started burning.
"Were you a virgin in High School, Sara?" Adrian asked my wife.
"I was a virgin until I graduated college, Adrian," she answered, before resuming her very noisy blowjob.
"Did you ever suck anyone's cock wearing this cute uniform?" he continued, trying to establish exactly what he was taking from me. "Or rim anyone," he added, with a laugh.
"Of course not, Adrian," my wife responded. "I never did any of those lewd things before I met you, and certainly not wearing anything I wore in High School."
"You never gave your hubby a blowjob during your fifteen years of marriage?" he enquired, already knowing the answer.
"Not to completion, Adrian," my wife said proudly. "I gave him the occasional treat on his birthday or Anniversary, but only as foreplay, never to orgasm."
"I got his Anniversary blowjob this year," Adrian reminded us, "and it was definitely to completion. I blew my wad across your bridal veil to let hubby know you are mine now!"
Adrian smirked at me again, enjoying the control he had over me.
"I am close, slut," he said to my wife.
I recoiled at the way he spoke to her, and her total lack of pushback worried me. A few seconds later, Adrian cried out, looked directly into my eyes, and ejaculated into Sara's mouth. She struggled to swallow the copious load, which in itself was remarkable, as Adrian had fucked Svetlana less than an hour ago.
Adrian maintained eye contact with me for several moments, as Sara cleaned his cock with her lips. Once she released his cock from her mouth, she gave the tip of it an adoring kiss, and he told me to take the Sukebe chair into his bathroom.
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I obeyed his directive and entered the massive, marble floored room. It was spotless as I had been in there about an hour ago, wiping Adrian's piss from the floor, toilet and trash can. A few seconds later, Sara entered the bathroom, holding her sucky pillow and the KY jelly. She made eye contact with me briefly, but it was very awkward. She had traces of Adrian's semen on her lips and an embarrassed look on her face. She was also visibly aroused, her recent subjugation by Adrian, having seemingly turned her on.
Sara looked so cute in her cheerleader uniform. I bet back in the day, all of the High School jocks wanted to fuck her in it, or at least get a blowjob. She had managed to get all the way through High School as a cheerleader, without losing her cherry. She was proud of the fact that she was the only virgin on the Varsity Squad, and now she was about to rim a dominant black man, dressed that way. I couldn't believe Adrian had roped me in, to position the Sukebe chair perfectly, for his upcoming rimjob.
"Adrian wants to face this mirror," Sara instructed, "and to be able to see the view from the side in this smaller mirror."
I positioned the chair in the approximate spot and went to leave.
"Chris, we need to get this positioned perfectly," she said. "Adrian likes to walk in and sit right away. Normally Svetlana and I help each other put the chair in the exact right spot, but for some reason, you are here instead. So, follow my lead, and let's get this right the first time. Sit."
I wasn't sure if I had heard her correctly, but she repeated her one word command, "Sit."
I tentatively sat down in the Sukebe chair. Sara tossed her sucky pillow under the chair and crawled underneath me. I felt her face brush my undercarriage as she adjusted the height of her pillow. She must have felt the wet patch in my boy shorts because she quickly emerged from under the chair, looking very pissed off.
"Ew, yuck. Did you piss yourself?" she enquired. "And why the hell are you wearing Svetlana's silky intimates."
I swallowed my pride, as I explained to my wife that Svetlana had leaked into her boy shorts, after Adrian deposited a huge load inside her.
"Oh, your midnight snack," my wife said, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "I helped prepare that for you. I sucked on Adrian's nuts as he blew his load inside Svetlana," she taunted.
Sara, apparently comfortable with the fact that it was only Adrian's ejaculate that her face was touching, slid back under the chair.
"I may make some contact with you, Chris," she stated without much emotion. "Let's keep this professional. Let me know how your view is. Adrian likes to be able to see everything."
I jumped as Sara enveloped my nuts in her mouth, but after checking both mirrors, I told her the chair needed to move slightly to the right.
"Now you're getting it," she said cheerfully. "Taint next."
Sara's tongue ended up making contact with my ass, taint and balls several times, so that we could position the Sukebe chair perfectly, for Adrian to enjoy his rimjob. When she was satisfied that it was in the correct place, she gave me the next instruction.
"Tell Adrian, I am waiting, in his preferred position, whenever he is ready. No rush, of course."
I had only been in the bathroom with Sara for five minutes, but it was absolute torture to watch the effort that she put into Adrian's pleasure. As always, she was dressed to perfection, beautifully accessorized, hair and makeup done, spritzed with a lovely scent. Then she was laying on her back under his Sukebe chair, having arranged her hair in such a way, that it spilled over the sucky pillow and onto the bathroom floor tiles. It made me sick to my stomach that she would lie on the cold marble floor and wait for him. Surely, Sara would be more comfortable, if they set the Sukebe chair up on the plush carpet of the bedroom or the study.
I returned to Adrian, eager to get out of there. Adrian was still texting on his phone, and seemed in no hurry, to enjoy Sara's soft little tongue in his asshole. He kept me waiting for several seconds before acknowledging me.
"What are you wearing Chrissy?" he asked me with a chuckle.
"Svetlana made me put them on," I said sheepishly.
"Are they the boy shorts that I fucked her in, when she brought you your midnight snack? I thought you had pissed yourself, but that is my semen in your shorts isn't it?"
I shuffled around uncomfortably, as Adrian toyed with me. "Did you come back here, pretending to be Svetlana, so that you could get fucked too?" Adrian asked. "Your time will come, trust me. And you will be wearing something much cuter than boy shorts when I finally fuck your ass."
"No, Adrian," I said dejectedly, "I am here to help Sara position the Sukebe chair perfectly for you. She is on her back waiting for you."
"That bitch will wait," he said dismissively. "Do you want a beer?"
Adrian didn't give me an opportunity to say yes or no. He grabbed two beers from the mini-bar and tossed one to me. It was then that I noticed two things that disturbed me. First of all, there were four empty beer cans, discarded on the floor by Adrian's feet. As Adrian cracked open his fifth beer, a memory stirred of him sitting in my home office, pounding several beers, before he urinated on my wife in the shower.
Secondly, I noticed that his erection had subsided, and his cock, while still a very impressive specimen, hung limply down his upper thigh. Adrian had just ejaculated, so Sara's upcoming rimjob was probably going to last several minutes, as she worked to get him hard again. Adrian seemed in no hurry. If I was about to get a rimjob from someone as stunning as Sara, I wouldn't be relaxing in another room, drinking beer with an old buddy.
A light went on in my head, right around the same time as Adrian spoke.
"In a few minutes, I am going to relax on my Sukebe chair and urinate on your wife, while she rims me. That is why she is lying down on the cold marble floor waiting for me. I don't want to make a stinky mess of the carpet. I need you to come back here in thirty minutes, to freshen up my bathroom and run her High School Cheerleader uniform down to the 24 hour dry-cleaners. Get the next day service and charge it to my suite. You can probably pick up the Blowjob Bunny costume while you are there."
He was so condescending in the way that he addressed me, as if he felt like there was no fight left in me. There was a lot of fight raging within me, this just wasn't the day to unleash it, I told myself.
"Anything else, Adrian, before I get back to Svetlana?" I asked.
"Yes, grab two more beers out of the minibar," he said. "I am going to piss like a racehorse."
I ended up sitting with him for fifteen more minutes, as he made Sara wait on the bathroom floor for her upcoming defilement. I declined the second beer, so Adrian drank them both. As he got progressively more inebriated, he began to taunt and threaten me.
"You know Chris," he said, with a slight slur. "You are the only one of my bitches that I haven't pissed on yet."
Truth be told, I was getting sick of Adrian dangling things over my head. I just wanted him to get it over with. Do everything he wanted to do to me, and cut me loose.
"Why don't you just let Sara go to bed, Adrian?" I said, with a firmness that surprised me. "I will lie under your Sukebe chair and you can release your seven beers on me. After you are done, fuck my ass and let me out of your life. Please, just let me go."
Adrian chuckled at my desperation, but was in no mood for conciliatory deals.
"You'll get yours," he said ominously. "But it won't be in the privacy of my hotel bathroom. When I finally fuck your ass, all the triplets will enjoy the spectacle."
With that threat hanging in the air, Adrian pounded the last of his beer, got up unsteadily from his chair, and stumbled towards the bathroom. He was quite intoxicated, and I probably could have overpowered him, but fear prevented me from intervening.
Curiosity also prevented me from leaving his room as he entered the bathroom, and I moved closer to the door, to see if I could hear their exchange.
"There you are beautiful," he said pleasantly to Sara. "All dressed up in your High School cheerleader uniform waiting for Daddy to sit on his Sukebe chair."
"Hi Adrian, did you lose your erection, baby?" she asked. "You should have made Chrissy get you ready, like a fluffer on a porno shoot."
That hurt, to hear my wife talk about me behind my back like that. However, I had a raging hard-on, and wanted to hear what happened next. I heard the Sukebe chair scrape on the tiled floor, as Adrian stumbled to sit on it.
"Shit, baby. Go careful," Sara said, with genuine concern in her voice. "Baby, are you drunk?"
"I am," Adrian said without remorse, "and I need to piss like a racehorse."
The room went quiet for several seconds, and then I heard it. The unmistakable sound of someone urinating.
Adrian urinated on my wife for over thirty seconds, before he finally let out a satisfied grunt, and said, "Fuck yeah, I have wanted to do that ever since we got to Vegas. Your pussy of a husband will be in to clean this mess up in half an hour. Leave your cheerleader uniform in the sink, take a shower, and come to bed."
Adrian apparently struggled to get to his feet, because I heard Sara say, "Careful baby, let me help you up."
I hustled out of Adrian's room, and headed back to the room I share with Svetlana, disconsolate with the events of the last hour.
When I returned to my room, the alcohol had kicked in and Svetlana was drunk!
"Get changed into my pink silk pajamas," she ordered.
She tied the little bell around my cock, slurring her words as she told me, "This will alert me if you try to jerk off in the night."
Sensing an opportunity to use her intoxication to my advantage, I engaged her in conversation. She spoke very freely, her inhibitions loosened by the champagne. I pressed her for the truth and she told me to ask her anything.
"I will tell the truth, although you may not want to hear it," she said with a giggle.
She walked over to the King Size bed, and pulled down the top covers. I noticed the bed had been made up with black silk sheets. Svetlana sat on the side of the bed, and patted my side for me to join her. She was wearing a black silk camisole, with matching silk boy shorts, and my bell jingled, as my cock stiffened in my silky pajamas. Svetlana smiled sweetly at me.
"There is the reaction I was hoping for," she told me.
I climbed into bed, and the silk sheets instantly conspired with my silky pajamas, to make me orgasm. The sheets must have been made from the world's softest material. Some kind of satin weave silk. If you had inclined the bed slightly, I would have slid right out onto the floor. Svetlana could sense my fascination with the sheets.
"These sheets were extremely expensive," she began. "I brought them with me on the trip. They are black, like my lingerie, so it will be very easy to inspect them in the morning, to ensure that you have not had an accident in the night."
Svetlana was very talkative, as she lay in bed next to me, and she gladly shared the events of earlier, and answered my questions.
"What did you guys do after I left the room?" I asked.
"Adrian weighed us after we were done on the treadmills," she began. "I made my goal weight for tomorrow's wedding, and was excused for the night. Sara was still two pounds over her goal weight. Adrian was not happy. He called her a fat bitch, and put her back on the treadmill for another forty-five minute session."
I recoiled, when I heard how Adrian had spoken to my wife.
"So," Svetlana teased, "what questions do you have for me?"
"When I cleaned the Sukebe chair earlier, there was red lipgloss was all over the bottom of it. Who does that belong to?" I asked, the need to know outweighing my pride.
"Oh, I can assure you, it is definitely Sara's red lipgloss all over the underside of Adrian's beloved Sukebe chair. I haven't been under the chair all day. In fact, Adrian hardly ever makes me rim him, as Sara enjoys eating his ass so much. I think that rimjobs are very demeaning, and I avoid them wherever possible. I sucked Adrian to his first orgasm, as your wife ate his asshole."
"First orgasm?" I said jealously, "he came more than once?"
Svetlana laughed at my remark. "Adrian always enjoys multiple orgasms. You know that. Anyway, after his first cumshot, Sara remained under the Sukebe chair, rimming him until he was hard again, while Adrian and I kissed tenderly. Once Adrian was ready to come again, I mounted him and we fucked as Sara continued to worship his ass, balls and taint. That was definitely Sara's lipgloss under there," the young Czech confirmed.
"Why was there only one makeup case?" I continued.
"We do share a makeup case now," Svetlana told me. "It only makes sense. We always dress identically for Adrian, as it turns him on to see us look like twins. So, obviously as our makeup is always identical, it makes sense to share a makeup bag. We still have access to a makeup artist and hairstylist for special occasions."
"Did Adrian piss all over the toilet?" I asked Svetlana.
"Yes, Adrian intentionally pissed all over the toilet and floor," she informed me with a smirk. "He told us he was going to make a nasty mess, for his house boy to clean up. Then, as we watched and egged him on, he pissed all over the toilet, the trash can and the floor. He made zero attempt to hit the toilet bowl."
"What about the lipstick and the semen on the mirror?" I said.
"That was completely Sara's idea!" Svetlana said with a giggle. "We applied our lipgloss, and assumed a position in which we kissed the mirror, with our lips touching each other. Adrian fucked us both from behind, as we bent over the counter top, alternating between our tight wet pussies. Then, as he got close to climax, he climbed up onto the massive marble counter top, knelt above us, and jerked off onto the mirror above our mouths. We eagerly licked his semen from the mirror, and then we kissed and shared his load."
"Bullshit," I scoffed. "I very much doubt that was Sara's idea."
"Sara gets off on humiliation," Svetlana began. "She is always coming up with inventive ways to allow Adrian to debase her. I got caught in the crosshairs and don't enjoy being submissive at all. I yearn to be in a relationship in which I am the dominant partner, and I only submit to Adrian for the money, free plastic surgery and the high-flying lifestyle."
"Why are there are two eggs?" was my next question.
"There are actually three eggs," Svetlana corrected me. "Stacey also has one. After seeing Sara's response to the anal stimulator, Adrian assumed he could control Stacey and I the same way. He bought us both vibrating eggs and while it does give an intense orgasm, it is still only an orgasm. I have been enjoying orgasms my whole adult life, most women have. So, for me, it is just another way to orgasm."
Svetlana looked at me briefly, as if she was hesitant to continue.
"Go on," I said quietly, "I can handle it."
"For Sara, it was completely different," Svetlana continued. "Life changing, I imagine. She had never experienced an orgasm, prior to Adrian bending her over your desk, and inserting the magic egg into her asshole. I can't imagine how amazing her first orgasm would have felt, especially coinciding as it did, with Sara reaching her sexual peak. Sara was forty before she experienced an orgasm, for fuck's sake. I told you that you might not want to hear the truth," Svetlana said with a smile.
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I continued to fire questions at Svetlana, as the alcohol was acting like a truth serum, causing her to be surprisingly honest.
"What part does Stacey play in this?" I asked.
"You will see her tomorrow. She has changed since you last saw her. She is Adrian's ideal physical representation of how women should look. Adrian wants Sara and I to aspire to be like her. I think Adrian is going to give Stacey to you when we get back to San Clemente. Well for twelve months, I understand. His plan is to divert your mind from Sara, while you wait for the divorce to be finalized. I feel sorry for you. You are way too nice of a guy to deal with Stacey's bullshit, even if you will get to fuck her as much as you want."
"And," I said hesitantly, "your part Svetlana?"
I could see I had touched a nerve. The hard exterior that Svetlana fought to project, cracked for a split-second, and she looked wistful. Tears welled up in her eyes and it looked like she might break down. I asked her to sit up and she complied without question. I sat up too, carefully crossing my legs so that I could trap the tiny bell, and prevent it from ringing. Then I hugged her.
"You shouldn't be part of this sweet girl," I told her.
Svetlana literally cried on my shoulder as we embraced. She struggled to get her words out through her sobs.
"I never imagined being an old man's plaything. I just wanted someone to love and respect me. They don't need to be my age, just a good guy. Every guy I have ever known has either been like Adrian or Ivan. Either a rich older man, who because of the financial component of the relationship, felt entitled to fuck my ass or come on my face. Or a gangster, who through fear and intimidation, could force me into road-head against my will. Ivan came in my mouth twice in just a few hours, and I barely even know him."
"I am so sorry, Svetlana, I had no idea," I interrupted. "I thought maybe you guys had some history."
"Adrian, that selfish prick, asked me to write down a list of my hard sexual limits when we first met. I admit I didn't have many, but water sports was definitely one of them. Adrian told me that one of his favorite sexual activities was to piss on a young woman. He made me move that from a 'hard limit' to a 'negotiable limit'. Then, as soon as I agreed, he started to negotiate. I settled on a 'boob job' and five thousand dollars, for a once a week golden shower. Adrian, ever the asshole, wanted it on his calendar."
"On his calendar?" I asked with a confused look.
"Part of his regular weekly schedule. So, every Wednesday at noon, I would slink up to his master bathroom, and kneel patiently on the floor of his shower enclosure. Adrian often kept me waiting as he pounded a few beers. Then, somewhen between ten and fifteen minutes later, he would saunter in with a full bladder, and urinate all over me."
"Every week?" I muttered to no-one in particular.
"I hated this weekly debasement," Svetlana continued. "Especially as Adrian kept moving the goalposts. First, he would schedule my hair and makeup team to his house, at eleven o'clock every Wednesday morning. The team would beautify me to Adrian's specifications, taking upwards of an hour to get me picture perfect. Of course, they would ask me what the special occasion was each and every week. No doubt, Adrian had engineered that question."
"What would you tell them the special occasion was, Svetlana?"
"I had to make it up. Every week I would invent a story about which fancy restaurant we were going to lunch at, or which local attraction Adrian was taking me to see. Then, although it took about an hour to get my hair and makeup perfect, Adrian would befoul me in less than sixty seconds."
"Oh Svetlana," I said, lost for words, "can't you ask Adrian to stop this humiliating ritual?"
"He loves it," she replied, "and it has become highly ritualized. Every Wednesday morning I have to go to the liquor store and buy a twelve pack of beer. That in itself is humiliating enough. However, selecting my outfit is also an ordeal. Adrian used to have me model two or three dresses, before selecting which one he wanted to soil. However, one week I lost track of which dresses he had urinated on, and inadvertently wore the same dress twice. He was not happy with my lack of attention to detail and changed the dress selection process."
"Oh fuck," I said, under my breath, knowing this was not going to be good.
"Now," Svetlana said, her lips quivering, as if she was about to cry, "Adrian takes me dress shopping every weekend. I don't really have a budget, in fact I think he get his jollies from defiling me in haute couture outfits. It is humiliating to try on a three thousand dollar dress, knowing that as soon as it is altered and delivered to me, I will be kneeling in his shower enclosure, waiting patiently as he slams his final beer."
She was crying now as she shared this weekly humiliation with me. Svetlana had completely lowered her defenses and was hugging me as she cried. It was very difficult for me to process the fact that Svetlana had two distinct personalities. I listened as she poured her heart out, knowing that the sadistic side of her could surface at any time.
"I just want a normal, respectful, guy. You are a good guy, Chris. I would be very happy to be with a man like you. Would you consider me instead of Stacey? I would treat you well, and take care of all of your sexual needs. Adrian would pay me to be with you, so I wouldn't need any additional financial assistance. I know you would treat me with respect, and consider my needs too."
My cock stiffened at the thought of fucking Svetlana regularly. She was so breathtakingly beautiful.
"Adrian has put zero effort into my pleasure," she told me. "I have enjoyed very few orgasms in the last three months. Adrian also made a mistake by dominating me. It just isn't my thing. I like to be in control, and you offer me a relationship in which I could be the dominant partner. I got so wet when I fucked your ass, handsome."
"Despite my initial fears, I was actually extremely aroused at the way you took control of me," I admitted.
We talked freely and honestly for thirty minutes and we were really connecting. I was thrust back into reality when the alarm in my iPhone went off and I knew it was time to face the bathroom clean-up. I reluctantly dragged my ass over to Adrian's room and it was worse than I expected. Sara's High School cheerleader uniform was in a soggy heap on the bathroom counter top, reeking of piss.
There was no way I could take it down to the dry-cleaners in that state. I ran a sink of hot water, and thoroughly rinsed the uniform out. I had to repeat this twice more, before the smell of urine finally dissipated. Then I gathered up the uniform, and all of the washable accessories, and took them to the utility room, within the Garden Villa. I started the washing machine, and returned to face the bathroom clean-up.
The bathroom was disgusting. Adrian had consumed seven beers, and apparently they had gone right through him. There was a huge puddle of piss under the Sukebe chair, which was easy to clean up. Inexplicably, he had also managed to urinate over the bathroom counter top, the glass door of the shower, and the heated towel rack. He must have come back into the bathroom after I left, and had a second piss.
He had also soaked the acrylic chair, so I ended up cleaning it for the third time that night. By the time the bathroom was spotless, the load of laundry was ready for the dryer, and I returned to Svetlana.
Svetlana was dozing in bed, seemingly relaxed after enjoying multiple orgasms on my face. I got in bed next to the beautiful young girl.
"Are you going to tie my hands to prevent me from jerking off?"
"Do I need to?" she responded with a laugh.
"You can trust me to be good. Although I am concerned about leaking on the black silk sheets."
She put her hand on my stiff cock, and squeezed it playfully though my silk pajamas. I was rock-hard and leaking profusely. Svetlana grabbed a wet wipe, pulled my silk pants down, and wiped my pre-cum from the tip of my cock. Then as I laid with my back to her, she spooned me and started rubbing me through my pajamas. I was so horny I started to dry-hump the silk sheets.
"Baby, don't come on the silk sheets," Svetlana said softly. "Any trace of semen and Adrian will punish you severely."
"Svetlana, I am extremely aroused. I am going to be leaking all night. Why don't we put my pocket pussy on the tip of my cock, to contain my pre-cum?"
"Yeah right! The second I fall asleep, you will fuck the crap out of it, and enjoy some forbidden release," she replied.
"I can't fuck it without lube," I told her.
That seemed to be sufficient for Svetlana. She said she wouldn't lube it up, but would just put it on the tip of my cock to contain my pre-cum. That sounded like a good idea but when we tried it, my cock was still too chafed to enter the unlubricated pocket pussy. Svetlana was not going to give up and returned with one of Adrian's Magnum condoms.
"He hardly ever uses them," she said with a smile. "Only when he ass-fucks a new girl that hasn't been tested yet!"
Adrian had made it clear that he had plans to fuck my ass too, and I wondered if he would be wearing a condom when he bent me over.
I put the condom on over my stiff cock, and Svetlana laughed.
"It's way too big for you handsome, but it will do the job of keeping the sheets clean," she said.
It was way too big for me. I pulled it all the way down, and I could have covered my balls with it too! I did finally fall asleep with that oversized condom on my cock, but Svetlana kept me hard all night. She was a light sleeper, and used her time awake to fuck with me. She would either spoon me, and fondle my cock through the silky pajamas, or she would tickle my ass until I had goosebumps all over it and my lower back. I leaked into that Magnum condom all night, but fortunately none of it got onto the black silk bedsheets.
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In the morning I had an erection that would not go away. I was still on the loose fitting, soft clothing program, with no underwear. Wearing Svetlana's silky pajamas, there was no hiding my stiff cock. Adrian was furious that I couldn't keep my erection under control, and told Sara to fetch the ice bag. That did the trick, but it was temporary, at best. It would keep me flaccid for about an hour, but as soon as the blood flow warmed me up, and restored my sense of feeling, my cock would proudly rise again. It had just been too long since my last orgasm, and my body was telling me to jerk off.
Adrian called his nurse, Mary, to see if I could go back in the cock-cage, but she was adamant that it could cause me long-term physical damage.
Later that day, Adrian sat me down and went over his plans for me. I had heard snippets from both Sara and Svetlana, but nobody would give me all the details, prior to this moment.
"I want Stacey to move in with you, when we get back to San Clemente," he began. "I will buy you each a new car, and pay Stacey her 'sugar baby' allowance to be your live-in girlfriend. With you out of my house, Sara and Svetlana can focus solely on me, and my needs. Svetlana wastes way too much time fucking with you. Stacey will be your very own little fuck-toy. She will do whatever you say, at least for the first year that I am paying her. No limits. You can use her the way I use your wife. I will still employ you as my driver on occasion, and will continue to pay you your full salary for the next twelve months. Sara and I will be married by then, and you will be free to do as you choose. Are we on the same page?"
I didn't give Adrian an immediate response, and so he upped the ante. He showed me a draft email on his phone. It was a group email to Sara's parents, Sara's sister, the entire PTA members, all Board Members of my HOA, and most of my ex-coworkers. He told me he could attach a picture of me sucking his cock, and smiling up at him, if that would facilitate my decision.
I nodded passively in agreement, as he still held all of the cards. Until I got the security tapes and my NDA back, I was going to do whatever he told me to. We both knew it too.
"You will have to miss the wedding, as you are unable to keep your erection under control. I expect you to be at the evening reception. Svetlana will baby sit you until tonight. You guys need to figure out a way to contain your hard-on."
When I told Svetlana, this continued change of plans didn't sit well with her. However, she knew not to ever question Adrian, particularly not in the company of others. At the evening reception, it appeared I would be reacquainted with Stacey, and finally get to enjoy a little action.
I was running through my options in my head. It seemed like the best course of action for me, was to take Stacey as my live-in girlfriend, until I got the footage and the NDA from Adrian. Once I was free from his threat of blackmail, I could maybe try and date Svetlana, although I wasn't sure how I would afford her. Stacey would be gone the second Adrian's money ran out, for sure. I just needed to figure out a way to make it worthwhile to Svetlana.
There were pros and cons to both scenarios. Stacey was hot, but very high maintenance and bitchy. Svetlana was hot too, but a total fucking sadist. I was so horny I was willing to put up with a bitch or a sadist, if it meant some release. I just wanted to get my rocks off!
After Adrian and Sara left to attend the wedding, Svetlana told the Villa staff that we needed a ride downtown. We ended up in a sex shop, that catered to Las Vegas' large community of drag queens. She ended up buying me a softer cock-cage made of leather, and lined with silk. It was basically designed to enable a crossdresser to hide the male package, and I learned it was called a gaff. There was no metal in this cage, and it was very comfortable to wear, even with my chafing, which had improved noticeably.
After we bought the gaff, we perused the makeup section. Catering to crossdressers, the store had a fantastic selection of lipsticks and lipglosses in all kinds of feminine shades. Svetlana purchased five or six colorful lipglosses, in bright shades of pink and red. After that, we had a look around the movie booths in the back of the sex shop. I had never been inside a gay sex shop before, and the vibe was very different than sex shops that catered to straight men and couples. There were a few passable crossdressers hanging around in the back, and there was a sexual tension in the air, that was palpable.
As we walked passed one of the vacant movie booths, Svetlana pointed out a glory-hole, drilled through one of its walls. I shuddered as I recalled her telling me that the Russian Mafia would kidnap her, and force her to work behind one, if she got on the wrong side of Ivan. In the next booth over, there was a tall blonde crossdresser sitting in the chair, signaling her availability to me if I so desired. I averted my gaze from her, so as not to create any false hope, on her part.
"I won't tell Adrian if you want to try out the glory-hole," Svetlana said softly, "I know it has been five months for you. I will make myself scarce and you can have a little fun."
I was out of my mind with desire after my five months of enforced chastity, and truth was, I would have loved one of these beautiful crossdressers to suck me off. I just needed to browse a little more and find a more petite one, so that I could pretend it was a woman. I passed a group of five young military guys that were obviously doing the same thing as I was, and the booths were slowly filling up.
"I think I should grab a booth, Svetlana," I said. "A bunch of military guys just showed up looking horny. Which booth should I pick?"
"You decide," Svetlana said. "Just pick one."
I entered one of the vacant booths with Svetlana, and we pulled the curtain across for privacy. Svetlana sat in the chair and started to select a porno to watch.
Once she had found something that piqued her interest, she looked at me with amusement.
"You better get on your knees, Chrissy," she said with a giggle, "you already have your first customer."
I swung around quickly and noticed a semi-erect cock sticking through the hole drilled in the wall.
"Oh fuck," I said in horror, "I think I am on the wrong side of the wall."
Svetlana laughed out loud, and said, "You chose it, not me."
"How the fuck would I know which room is for giving, and which room is for receiving?" I asked dejectedly.
"They are very clearly marked, handsome," she responded cheerfully, "I will show you on the way out so that you don't get yourself in this predicament again. In the meantime, you had better take care of business. It is considered very bad etiquette to enter a booth, close the privacy screen, and then decline someone a blowjob, when they make their desires known."
"You are kidding right, Svetlana," I cried out. "Let's get the fuck out of here."
Svetlana explained to me that I had a very good chance of getting my ass kicked, if we bailed and left the guy high and dry. So, without any enthusiasm, I knelt by the hole and started to pleasure the anonymous stranger. I had blown two guys before in my life, Adrian and Ivan, but this was the first time it was not done under duress. I had elected to kneel before this man, and taken his cock between my lips, and that voluntary act of submission made me feel even more of a pussy, than when I was forced.
I had blown Adrian numerous times through the glory-hole of his massage table, so I was used to sucking a cock, without having any access to the balls. I started to work my magic, and paid particular attention to the frenulum, in an attempt to speed up the process and get the fuck out of there. Luckily for me, this anonymous recipient of my oral ministrations, was an easy come, blowing his load into my mouth within four or five minutes.
Unluckily for me, I didn't know the ins and outs of a sex shop glory-hole. It turns out that the unwritten rule is once you are done servicing guys, you must leave immediately. Svetlana knew that, but elected not to share that valuable piece of information with me. I was gathering my composure, having just swallowed a mouthful of a stranger's semen, when another cock emerged from the hole.
This one was much larger, already standing to attention and jet black. I looked at Svetlana with a troubled look on my face.
"Did you tell Adrian we were here?" I asked with trepidation.
As soon as the words left my lips, a deep voice boomed from the other side of the paper-thin wall.
"Hey sugar-lips, quit stalling and suck my cock."
Well, that answered any questions about whether or not it was Adrian's cock that was about to get sucked. I did recall that one of the military guys that had come in to the back of the sex shop, was black. I whispered this to Svetlana.
"You better suck his cock sugar-lips," she whispered back to me. "If you don't, he might think you are being racist, and fuck you up."
Even though I wasn't thrilled about the prospect of sucking my second cock of the day, I resigned myself to the fact that I would appear racist, if I sucked a white guy off, but declined to blow the black guy. The black cock was already rock-hard before I put my lips on it, and surprisingly, also only lasted about four minutes. As soon as he ejaculated in my mouth, I signaled to Svetlana that it was time for us to bail.
She opened the curtain slightly to see who the black guy was, and the group of military guys saw her.
"Wow, its a hot chick behind that hole," one of them exclaimed excitedly. "Please don't leave yet," the young man implored, "We have been deployed at sea on an aircraft carrier for six months, with hardly any women on board. We got seven days of shore leave and came to Vegas to blow off some steam. Take care of all of us, we will blow our wads very quickly, I can assure you."
I flashed Svetlana a filthy look, but she was already committing my lips, to thank these brave young men for their service.
"Who's next?" she said sweetly. "What color lipgloss do you want me to wear?" she said seductively, holding out her newly purchased lipsticks.
"Hot pink for me," I heard one of the guys say, as I hid in the corner of the booth, out of view from them.
Svetlana knows how to get a man excited, and she glossed her lips hot pink, in front of the next blowjob recipient. When her lips were perfect, she blew him a kiss.
"What's your name, handsome?" she asked the young man.
"Pete, ma'am," he stammered excitedly.
"Well, thank you for your service, Pete," she said. "I really appreciate it."
With that, Svetlana closed the curtain, walked over to me, and told my to purse my lips. She quickly glossed my lips in the exact same shade that she had used on hers, and shortly thereafter Pete's cock emerged through the glory-hole. I knelt reluctantly on the floor and thanked Pete for his service to our country. He came very quickly, a combination presumably of his six months on the aircraft carrier, and knowing that it was a beautiful, young, platinum blonde that was sucking him off through the glory-hole. When his cock withdrew from the hole, it had several hot pink lipstick marks on it, a testament to the fact that the beautiful blonde had sucked him off.
I was on my knees behind that glory-hole for two hours, before Svetlana decreed we were ready to go. After each cumshot, she would open the curtain slightly, while I hid in the corner of the booth, out of sight. She would flirt shamelessly with the next guy up to bat, get his name and lipgloss preference, and thank him personally for his military service. Then she would gloss her lips in front of him, before closing the curtain. I waited for her to gloss my lips in the requested color, and shortly thereafter the cock would emerge from the glory-hole.
In their defense, all of the guys were well mannered, had good hygiene, and came very quickly, but I lost count of how many blowjobs I gave before Svetlana called it a day. I know I wore all five shades of lipgloss, and that the black guy enjoyed three blowjobs, in three different lipgloss colors, but the rest of it was a blur.
Finally, when Svetlana decided I was done, she emerged from behind the curtain and walked out of the sex shop, with all of the military guys giving her a round of applause. This well-timed distraction enabled me to sneak out of the booth unnoticed and she texted me shortly after, to let me know she was at Starbucks, just around the corner.
When we got back to the Villa, Svetlana shaved my ass, balls and pubic area, in preparation for my night with Stacey. I was hard as a rock when she was done, as she always teased the shit out of me, when shaving me. I was leaking profusely, and Svetlana smiled at me, as she wiped the pre-cum from the tip of my swollen cock. For a moment I really thought she was going to jerk me off.
"I am so horny Svetlana," I said truthfully. "I am going to perform horribly for Stacey. I am dreading her removing my cock-cage. I am going to come prematurely with Stacey, and look like a total fucking chump."
"That is Adrian's plan," she said with a smirk. "He asked us to keep you on the boil all these months, so that you will be like a teenager around Stacey. We have been calling you "two-pump chump" for weeks, behind your back. Adrian is beside himself with joy, at how quickly you are going to erupt when Stacey gets hold of you."
I could feel myself going red as Svetlana taunted me, and I knew I was going to disappoint Stacey. After Svetlana was done fucking with me, she got the bag of ice and I sat on it, wincing with discomfort from the cold. She put me back in the leather and silk cock restraint, and dismissed me with a wave of her hand. I knew I had a couple of hours to kill before the evening reception, so I took advantage of the fact that Adrian was gone, and tidied up his room.
Shit was everywhere of course, that fucker seemingly intent on making me jealous of his sex life. A few minutes before we had to leave for the wedding reception, Svetlana came into my room holding the metal cock-cage, the vibrating egg and her sucky pillow!
"We need to get you back into your cage," she said. "Stacey is a key holder and expects to unwrap her new cock tonight, and finally set you free."
Svetlana looked absolutely stunning in a baby blue silk dress, that was obviously purchased for tonight's event. She had on matching heels, and a nice blue ribbon in her hair. She wore stockings that I assumed were held up by a garter belt. That would have been Adrian's style, for sure. Svetlana dropped her sucky pillow in front of me and knelt on it.
"If you choose me over Stacey, this sucky pillow will get worn out," she said suggestively.
Then she undid my belt buckle, and let my suit pants fall to the floor. She released my cock from the leather and silk restraint, and it sprang proudly in the air, as if to beg for release. There was no way that erect cock was going to squeeze into my metal cock- cage, but I didn't see any ice, and we didn't have much time before we had to get going. Was Svetlana going to jerk me off, so that she could cage me?
Svetlana pulled my nuts forward, and picked up the vibrating egg. She smiled suggestively, as if to confirm my suspicions of a quick handjob.
As soon as she positioned the egg under my balls, I jumped. Fuck, that thing was freezing. As cold as ice, if not colder. She held the egg in place just behind my nuts, and my erection started to disappear.
"This works even better than the ice," she exclaimed.
My nuts were aching from the cold within thirty seconds, and I wondered how the fuck this thing was so cold. Svetlana must have seen the look on my face, because she answered my question, without me verbalizing it.
"They have a commercial freezer in the hotel kitchen," she said with a smile. "Mainly used to deep-freeze meat, but the chef let me stick this in there this morning."
It really was freezing cold, and I willed my erection away, so that I could get this egg off of my nuts. Once I was flaccid, Svetlana told me that she was going to find something silky to wrap my cock in, to protect it from the cage.
"Why don't you use one of Adrian's silk pocket squares?" I suggested.
Svetlana looked at me like I was crazy.
"Hell no," she exclaimed. "Adrian's pocket square collection is his pride and joy. It's not just the fact that they cost three hundred dollars each. He loves his beloved silk pocket squares, as much as he loves his watches. He always jokes that if his house was on fire, he would grab his pocket square collection first, as his watches are insured."
When she returned she was holding a pair of her silk panties.
"These will work, handsome," she said laughing.
I groaned, as I imagined Stacey unlocking my cage, and finding my cock encased in another woman's panties. Svetlana wrapped her panties around my cock, and locked me into my cock-cage.
"The silk should prevent further chafing," she said with a giggle, knowing full well that she had just removed my option to take a piss.
"What if I need to pee, Svetlana?" I asked in desperation.
"There will be three key holders at the reception," she said coldly. "One of us will take you to the ladies room, if you need to go."
I started to panic at the thought of this indignity, and Svetlana was obviously enjoying my discomfort. I reached down to pull my pants up, and Svetlana chimed in again.
"Not so fast, handsome. I need you to wear the egg tonight. Bend over and touch your toes."
Adrian had made it abundantly clear to me that I was to obey this sadistic little bitch, so I did as she requested. Then, in a move that hurt me more than the ass-fucking she had given me, Svetlana tried to insert the freezing cold anal egg into my asshole, without any lubrication.
It was very painful, as she was basically trying to force it inside of me. I yelped out, and asked her to please use some lube. She was very dismissive, and ignoring my continued cries of pain, increased her use of force. My sphincter fought back against this dry insertion, and it was several minutes, before she finally managed to wedge it inside of me. It was still very cold, and my asshole throbbed from the inside out. It took my body several minutes to adjust to the coldness of the egg, and finally the aluminum object warmed to my body temperature.
"I'm sorry, Chris," Svetlana said to me, as I limped gingerly to the car. "I am really trying to curb my sadistic streak. It just surfaces uncontrollably. I get intense satisfaction from seeing other people in torment. I hate this part of me."
In retrospect, I probably should have heeded Svetlana's warning and stayed the fuck away from her. However, chemistry is a very powerful motivator and ours was off the charts. I really, truly loved this girl, and was drawn to her like a moth to a flame.
Svetlana accompanied me to the reception, and when she got into the limousine, any questions I had about how her stockings were supported, were answered. As the silk dress clung to her ass when she leaned forward to enter the car, the outline of her garter belt was clearly visible. She looked back over her shoulder, winked at me and maintained her sexy pose for longer than necessary. I felt my cock twitch against her silky panties, and groaned as I realized this was going to be a long night.
Right as the car pulled up to the reception venue, Svetlana handed me three pills.
"Time for your meds, handsome," she said cheerfully.
I recognized them immediately as two Viagra and one MDMA pill. Knowing that any resistance was futile, I swallowed my medication. Then as a final kick in the nuts, Svetlana fired up the anal egg, as I exited the limousine. Fuck, that felt good. I was definitely going to drain my nuts into the cock-cage, if she kept this up.



Svetlana smiled, and said "Oops!" before lowering the magic egg to its lowest setting.
The egg hummed away inside my anal passage, as I walked towards the banquet hall. I was just hours away from my release, and I couldn't wait to fuck Stacey later on tonight.
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When we got to the reception, I was ushered to my seat. I was way in the back of the room, with the other less important guests, and the teenagers. I ordered water to drink, as I needed to keep my wits about me. I sipped it sparingly, so I wouldn't have to pee. I surveyed the other guests at my table, and made some small talk as the rest of my table took their seats.
A young Asian girl took a seat right next to me, and she smiled and said hi. She was a beautiful young woman and was extremely confident. She talked freely with me, and I could feel myself leaking in the cock-cage, as I admired her. She told me she was eighteen years old, her name was Koko, and she was going to attend USC in the fall. The more we chatted the more attractive I found her, as she just was a sweet, innocent girl. I pondered which lucky bastard would end up fucking her when she got to college.
Adrian was at the front of the room, at the power table, seated with Sara and Svetlana. He was getting introduced to arriving guests constantly, and finally he arose out of his chair, and stood by the table. I was watching jealously, as he introduced my wife and Svetlana to everyone. He had his hand resting possessively on Sara's ass, and she looked lovely in a similar dress to Svetlana's. I did notice that every single guy that Sara was introduced to, ogled her huge breasts.
After the guests had all arrived and exchanged pleasantries, Adrian finally sat down. Svetlana and Sara excused themselves to use the restroom, and as they left the main banquet room together, I noticed that they were wearing the exact same dress! They looked like twins, with their platinum blonde hair, and piercing blue eyes. Svetlana looked over at me and indicated that they were going to the ladies room, if I needed to pee. I declined that invitation, determined to hold my bladder until I could find a private restroom.
The meal went without a hitch and after the toast, Adrian made a brief speech. He mentioned that he and Sara were getting married soon, and I slunk in my chair, hoping that he wouldn't introduce me as her current husband. His speech was actually very funny, and the whole room was laughing when he was done.
Koko leaned over to me and asked, "Who is the handsome black guy, and which of the two identical twins is he going to marry? Is it the one with the huge tits?"
I felt myself getting flushed and mumbled, "His name is Adrian, and he is marrying Sara, the one with the large breasts, in a couple of weeks."
I didn't mention that I was still legally married to Sara. Or that Adrian was waiting for my divorce to be final, before they got hitched. Or that Adrian was fucking both of the identical twins, and that the third triplet would be making an appearance soon.
The music started a little later in the evening, and Adrian was dancing with both Sara and Svetlana. The three of them were making quite an impression, and I could tell that a few of the guests were trying to figure out, if Adrian had brought two "plus ones" to the event.
I wanted to ask Koko to dance but was glad I didn't. Several young men came over to our table and asked her, but she declined them all politely.
"I am about to get married," she lied, "but thank you, I am very flattered," she said sweetly, to each of them.
When we had a moment alone, I spoke to her.
"Are you really getting married, Koko," I asked.
"Fuck no," she responded with a laugh. "But sometimes that is the only way to get rid of men. I already know who I want to dance with," she said confidently.
"Who's that then Koko?" I asked, taking the bait.
"Adrian," she replied seductively. "I know he is about to marry bigtits. However, I can tell from their body language, that he is also fucking the other twin, and giving off a strong signal of availability. I am going to fuck that guy," she said assuredly.
"How are you going to do that with Sara here?" I enquired.
"I will figure it out," Koko said confidently. "I'm not saying I am going to fuck him today, but I will get his interest today, for sure. What does Adrian do?"
I really didn't want to get into a discussion about what Adrian did, but Koko was very persistent, and so I told her a little bit about his investment brokerage, and primarily NFL clients.
"Is he wealthy?" she continued. "He is wearing a very expensive looking suit."
"He does okay," I lied, completely downplaying his financial success.
"I sense some jealousy on your part," Koko suggested, with a disturbing degree of accuracy. "Are you jealous of his overall success, his physical presence around women, or the fact that he is fucking both of the twins?"
This conversation was going in a direction that was very uncomfortable for me, and I tried to change the subject. Koko was having none of it.
"What do you do Chris?" she asked.
"Investment stuff," I said vaguely.
"Do you know Adrian from work then?" she persisted. "You can't be very good friends, if he is on the power table and you are stuck back here with the teenagers. Is there bad blood between the two of you?"
It was time to set Koko straight. She had announced her intention to get Adrian's interest tonight. Having me sitting at her table would be a very easy conversation starter for her, so I needed to tell her at least the partial truth.
"Adrian and I are good friends," I began. "However, I used to date Sara twenty years ago, and I don't want to make things awkward for them, as they are getting married soon. So, I offered to sit on the other side of the reception as a good-will gesture. Also," I added at the last second, "I work for Adrian's company."
"Ouch!" Koko said with a giggle. "Adrian is your boss, and he is fucking your ex-girlfriend. And her twin by the look of things. No bad blood, my ass!"
I had heard enough from this over-confident little bitch, and I moved over to the edge of the dance floor, to watch Adrian, Sara and Svetlana more closely.
Adrian was a great dancer, and his imposing physicality was on display, as he gyrated with the two skinny blondes. I could feel my cock was awake now, trying to grow within the cage, and being caressed by the silky material of Svetlana's panties. Adrian looked like he was having a great time, and a lot of the single guys were looking on, with a mixture of admiration and jealousy. A couple of guys tried to cut in on the dance floor, but Sara and Svetlana completely ignored them, and got closer to Adrian.
I think the Viagra was kicking in by now, because I could feel my cock trying to force its way out of the cage. Also, that egg humming away inside of me had really heightened my senses, unless it was the effect of the ecstasy tablet. Either way, I was on edge sexually.
About an hour later, a third blonde joined the group on the dance floor, and my cock stiffened again, as I realized this was Stacey. It had been months since I last saw her, but she had been truly transformed. She must have been wearing sky-high heels, because she towered over Sara and Svetlana. She was almost Adrian's height, maybe an inch shorter.
I swallowed hard as I took her in, and processed the fact that she was going to be my live-in girlfriend, for the next year. Her hair was much longer now, and almost white. It was perfectly straight, and had a natural shine to it, as it ran down her back to her ass cheeks. Stacey had responded well to Adrian's diet and exercise regime, and she had lost fifteen pounds in a few months. Her waist had always been small, but it looked tiny now, especially as she had newly enhanced "D" cups, to match Svetlana's.
I moved closer to the dance floor to take her in. I could tell she had lip injections, her eyebrows were tattooed platinum white, and she had the same piercing blue eye contacts as the other two girls. Stacey had always had a nice smile, but Adrian had paid for veneers for her, and she now possessed the perfect, white, Hollywood smile. Her ribs and spine were clearly visible in her 5 foot 9 inch, 115 pound frame, elevated as she was to over six feet tall, in heels.
She was wearing a dress that had obviously started out as identical to the ones that Sara and Svetlana were wearing. Adrian had apparently decided to dress his bitches in identical dresses, so that there was no confusion among the single guys, that the three platinum blondes were taken.
Stacey, however, had modified her dress, and it really made her stand out. She had shortened the hem by several inches, and had also either had the dress taken in, or she had exchanged it for a smaller size. It was obscenely tight, and showcased every lean inch of her fantastic body. She had also made some adjustments to the front of the dress, as it barely contained her tits. They were spilling out of this skin-tight silk dress, and I couldn't keep my eyes off of them. I noticed the key to my cock-cage was hanging between her tits, which would no doubt invite questions from male admirers.
Overall, Stacey looked a lot harder, like she had transitioned from a stunning Newport Beach trophy wife, into a porn star. It saddened me to think that Sara had gone down the same path of transformation as Stacey.
Adrian and the three platinum blondes danced lewdly together within their own group, and as I watched, my cock strained against the silk lining of my cage. Sara, Stacey and Svetlana were all over Adrian, and he was loving the attention from the girls, and from the crowd watching intently. Stacey finally broke away from the group, and I figured it was my signal to make a move. As I moved slowly in her direction, several more aggressive guys beat me to the punch, and she ended up dancing with lots of different men. She had some fantastic moves, and her lithe slender body looked very sexy, as she gyrated and dry-humped a bunch of different guys.
I wasn't sure if Stacey was trying to accomplish something by dancing and flirting with so many men. There didn't seem to be a discernible benefit for her, unless fucking with guys got her hot. However, as I watched her more closely, I did notice that she seemed to be weeding out the posers from the real deal, a skill I knew she had perfected. After about thirty minutes of dancing with anyone who approached her, Stacey had seemingly selected her mark, and the rest of the men were left in a high state of arousal, adjusting their crotches, as they departed the dance floor.
The man Stacey had selected was older, very distinguished looking, not overly attractive, but giving off an air of confidence that wealthy men often exude. I saw him leave the dance floor and head for the exit to the ballroom. I wasn't sure if he was going to leave to use the restroom, go to the coat check, or leave for the evening, but I was fairly sure that Stacey was going to follow him. For this reason, I decided to follow him to see what, if anything, transpired.
The man walked straight out the front door of the hotel, towards the Valet parking attendant stall and was greeted immediately, as if he were a regular guest at this venue. One of the Valet parking guys ran into the parking structure, emerging moments later in a brand new Rolls-Royce Dawn. It was a beautiful evening in Las Vegas and the convertible top was already down.
I was already giving the vehicle the once-over to see if I could find any tell-tale signs of it being a rental. Las Vegas has many exotic car rental agencies, and they all take advantage of the advertising opportunities created by driving a Bugatti Veyron down the strip, by emblazoning their business name on the license plates of their vehicles. This Rolls-Royce wore no such advertising, leaving me to believe it was privately owned.
The young valet attendant who was driving the impressive convertible, emerged with a smile, and upon being handed what appeared to be a one hundred dollar bill, acknowledged the older man.
"Thank you, Mr. Ortiz. Have a great evening, sir," he said, as he closed the door of the imposing black vehicle.
Mr. Ortiz exited the Valet Parking stand slowly, and inexplicably turned back into the multi-story parking lot of the hotel. I had a hunch that he was heading to the open area of the top floor, which was always under-utilized due to the desert heat. I decided to take the elevator to the top floor to see if my hunch panned out. As I entered the elevator, I got on my phone and typed in Mr. Ortiz, Las Vegas.
Google gave me an immediate match, both in name, residence and physical match to the guy driving the Rolls. Mr. Jason Ortiz was a wealthy Las Vegas developer, with a net worth in the hundreds of millions. I had two thoughts as I rode the elevator to the top floor. Firstly, how the hell had Stacey been able to weed out the posers and find this guy in a room of three hundred guests, after two minutes of dancing with him. Secondly, would Stacey accept Mr. Ortiz at face value, or would there be an additional level of scrutiny?
By the time I got to the top floor of the massive parking structure, the Black Rolls-Royce was parked up in the corner right next to a stairwell. Jason had reversed into the corner space so that he was facing the open parking lot. This would enable him to have plenty of warning, if security showed up in their patrol vehicle. I was at the entrance of the elevator shaft, about thirty feet from the car, but out of sight of the occupant.
I could see the Rolls-Royce and the stairwell behind it. Jason exited the vehicle and walked around to the rear of it. A few moments later, Stacey appeared looking stunning in her pale blue dress, as she towered over Mr. Ortiz. Jason stepped forward to give her a hug, but Stacey stopped him in her tracks.
"May I see your driver license and car registration?" she asked politely. "A girl can't be too careful, no offense," she said seductively, beaming a perfect smile at him.
To my surprise, Mr. Ortiz didn't seem offended, but very graciously responded.
"Of course, Stacey, no problem. I respect your right to know who I am," he said politely. "It is actually refreshing for me to meet a beautiful young woman, who doesn't know exactly who I am," he continued, with no hint of arrogance.
Stacey smiled sweetly, and examined Jason's documents, trying to establish if he was the real deal. The brand new Rolls-Royce was Jason's birthday present to himself, purchased two weeks ago, and according to the registration document was neither financed or leased. It was registered to a Jason Ortiz, that lived on Pecos Road, Las Vegas. This matched the address on his driver license, that Stacey noted was issued three years ago. Stacey put the address into Zillow.com, a real estate valuation website, and after seeing several homes on Pecos Road valued above twenty million dollars, concluded that Jason Ortiz was the real deal.
She handed him his documents and then moved in for a hug. They shared an intimate embrace, both of them seemingly quite comfortable with random hookups.
"What's on your mind, Jason?" Stacey asked, cutting to the chase.
"You, of course," Jason responded confidently. "You were the belle of the ball back there," he continued. "I just had to get to know you. Are you living in Vegas now?"
"Trying to decide," Stacey said truthfully. "I am currently in Newport Beach, about ten minutes from Orange County Airport. I can be in Vegas within two hours, even with short notice," she continued, signaling her availability to him.
"I am sure you are a standout even in Newport Beach," he responded, flattering her. "What are your rates, Stacey, if I may be so bold?"
Stacey was obviously very comfortable being propositioned, but kept her cards close to her chest.
"Let's just say that I think you are in the very select, extremely small group of men, that can actually afford me," Stacey teased.
She was a master manipulator of men. I was getting hard watching her seduce this guy, even though I was imprisoned within the confines of a cock-cage. Jason Ortiz, however, had been here before, trying to get some play, without too much commitment. Luckily, for both of them, they struck a mutually beneficial deal, having both had much experience at this sort of thing.
Jason Ortiz handed Stacey a wad of hundred dollar bills, which she slipped into her Fendi purse without counting. Once the financial component of the transaction was completed, Stacey moved towards Jason and gave him a sexy open-mouthed kiss. Jason responded confidently, returning her kiss and resting his hand on her ass.
It was Stacey who spoke first, laying out the ground rules of today's encounter.
"The next time we meet Jason, I am available for all of your needs," she began seductively. "However, today with the time limitations, and the fact that I am dressed for a wedding, how about I suck you off? You can stand by your car and keep one eye out for security, and I will kneel before you and blow you."
Jason nodded agreeably at this turn of events, and removed his suit jacket. He rotated slightly to his right, so that he had a better view of the entrance to the top floor of the parking structure, in case security showed up. He laid his suit jacket carefully at his feet on the concrete floor of the parking structure, and Stacey sank to her knees. Once she was kneeling in front of him, she looked up at him submissively, and spoke in a girlish voice.
"Obviously the next time I suck you off, you can come on my face or in my hair, but as I have to return to the wedding, please come in my mouth," she said matter of factly.
"Understood," Jason replied, as Stacey reached for his belt buckle.
Once Stacey sank to her knees, she was partially obscured by the Rolls-Royce, and I really wanted to witness her in action. So, I decided to get a better vantage point. I got back into the elevator and descended one floor. Then I walked over to the staircase in the corner that Stacey had climbed, and started to ascend it. As I got to the final six or seven stairs, they came into view.
Jason Ortiz was leaning against the side of his brand new Rolls-Royce, as Stacey knelt before him and undid his belt buckle. Jason was facing away from me, looking for any signs of security patrols. I had an excellent unobstructed view of Stacey and I sank to my knees, so that I could watch her over the top of the stairwell.
"You are hard already baby," she cooed. "I like a man who is ready for action."
"I got hard the second I saw you enter the room, you sexy little bitch," he responded.
"Are you going to make me your bitch, Jason?" Stacey asked, trying to get into his head. "I love a take-charge man. Or are you more of a submissive type?" she continued, knowing that the key to finding a sugar daddy laid in discovering his kink or fetish.
Stacey peppered Jason with questions as she slowly undid his zipper. She covered all kinds of sexual scenarios, finally eliciting a response when she mentioned dressing him up in her panties. His cock was out of his pants now, completely erect and dancing around as Stacey promised to dress him up like a little girl the next time they got together.
Stacey didn't waste anytime getting down to business. She enveloped Jason's cock between her beautifully glossed lips, and looked up at him through her piercing blue eye contacts. As she sucked him off, she paused periodically to tease him.
"I know exactly what I am going to dress you up in Jason," she taunted. "I used to be a MAC girl, so I will be able to feminize you completely. I will take you out 'en-femme', she threatened, to see if anyone recognizes you."
Jason grunted at the thought of this, and just like that, Stacey was deep inside his head.
"I am going to dress you up as a French Maid and take you to a crossdresser's bar," she mocked. "Charge the boys twenty dollars each for a blowjob," she added. "That seem about right for oral, Jason? Is that what you gave me?"



He grunted again, and I knew she had touched on his hot buttons.
"I gave you one thousand dollars," he said as he approached his orgasm, "but I only deserve twenty dollars per blowjob," he moaned.
"Yes, and we are not leaving that bar until you have earned me three hundred dollars, you little cocksucker," Stacey said commandingly.
"Fuck, I am close," Jason groaned.
Stacey stopped talking dirty to him, closed her mouth around his throbbing cock-head, and remained still as Jason started to fuck her mouth. A few seconds later he ejaculated between her lips, leaning his head back in ecstasy as he enjoyed his orgasm.
Stacey remained coupled with his cock, allowing him to bask in his post-orgasmic bliss.
"Fuck," he said, "that was incredible. I came so hard, Stacey. You are amazing."
Stacey looked up at him adoringly, opened her mouth and swallowed his load. A big smile appeared on Jason's face as he processed this girl's ability to get inside his head.
"Why don't you take a minute to compose yourself," Stacey said sweetly, as Jason zipped up his pants.
She remained on her knees looking up at him, as if he were the most revered man on the planet. It was impressive to watch her appear submit to him, but in reality take control of him.
"When can I see you again, Stacey?" Jason asked eagerly.
"Give me your number, and once I have your French Maid costume all ready, we can go out on the town," she teased.
"Holy fuck, I came hard. That deserves a little tip," he said magnanimously, as he reached into his back pocket for his wallet.
Jason turned his back to me as he counted off a few more hundred dollar bills for Stacey's tip. I took that as my cue to leave, crawling backwards down the stairwell until I was completely out of sight. I returned to the wedding in awe of what I had witnessed, and enraptured by the thought of having any kind of sexual encounter with Stacey tonight.
Stacey re-entered the ballroom about ten minutes later looking none the worse for wear, but at least one thousand dollars richer. She got back onto the dance floor and resumed where she left off, dirty dancing with anyone who dared to approach her.
After just a few minutes of fucking with these guys, several of them were clearly aroused, and many of them adjusted their crotches, after dancing with her.
I noticed a few times guys would ask about the key between her tits. Stacey would hold the key up for closer inspection, and then point directly at me. All of the guys tried to put her number in their phone, but she wasn't interested in anything more than being a total fucking prick tease. Finally, the DJ put on some slow music, and I watched Adrian and my wife, embrace and kiss on the dance floor. Sara was all over Adrian now, and they were grinding it out in view of everyone.
As soon as the slow music came on, I watched as man after man asked Stacey to dance. I felt pride knowing that she was my girlfriend, and all of these men wanted to fuck her. I had hoped to slow dance with Stacey, even though we hadn't spoken yet. However, every time a man asked her to slow dance, Stacey pointed to Adrian as if to acknowledge she was with him. Each and every time, there was a confused look, as the man came to the realization that this athletic black man, had attended the wedding with three platinum blondes.
After three or four slow dances, Sara and Adrian started to leave the dance floor. To my surprise, Koko walked up to Adrian, and presumably, asked him to dance. I only assume this because he looked at Sara for her consent, and she nodded politely and left the dance floor. Koko and Adrian enjoyed a couple of slow dances, and she was whispering in his ear, and getting way too flirty, considering she had just found out that he was soon to be married.
They looked like a very cute couple, the kind you see in interracial porn films. The stereotypical Asian teen, and the older established black man. As soon as the music tempo increased, she whispered something else to him, stood up on her tiptoes and gave him a peck on the lips. Then she was gone.
I hadn't drunk much at all, but after four hours, I needed to pee. I went and told Svetlana, and she seemed very excited about my revelation. I was dreading navigating the women's bathroom, but Svetlana took me to a gender-neutral bathroom, that was wheelchair accessible. She told me that she had scoped out the bathroom situation when she first booked the venue, several weeks ago. There was nobody in attendance at the wedding that required the use of a wheelchair or mobility scooter, so we didn't need to rush.
"You couldn't have told me earlier about this bathroom?" I asked Svetlana. "I have been stressing about using the women's bathroom, ever since you put your panties around my cock."
Svetlana laughed and said "I like to watch you stress, handsome."
We entered the large bathroom and Svetlana locked the door. I knew from prior experience, how difficult it was to remove the cock-cage by myself, so I was glad to have her in there with me. She told me to strip and I did so. I was stood there butt naked, with just a cock-cage and a pair of silk panties wrapped around my cock, when there was a knock on the bathroom door. I looked at Svetlana with terror in my eyes, as I was sure it was security, checking on why two people were in a disabled access bathroom.
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Svetlana opened the door before I could say anything, and Sara and Stacey walked in. Svetlana closed the bathroom door, and the three platinum blondes stood before me, with amusement in their eyes. They looked almost identical, apart from Stacey's additional height, and Sara's "E" cup boobs. They each wore a key to my cock-cage around their necks. Stacey had hers wedged between her tits, prominently displayed to invite questions from men. I now understood why Stacey had pointed in my direction several times earlier in the evening.
Stacey spoke first, to no-one in particular.
"How long has it been since Chris' last orgasm?" she asked dispassionately.
"Well," Svetlana said, relishing the opportunity to embarrass me, "I did drain his nuts with a prostate massager a few weeks ago, if that counts. I mean completely drained, he didn't leak any pre-cum for a few days, and this guy is a prolific leaker," she continued, giving away far too much information.
Sara laughed at this revelation, and Stacey continued her line of questioning.
"No, I mean proper orgasm. From fucking, or blowjobs."
Sara and Svetlana both giggled at this.
"Adrian cut him off from all sexual activity with Sara, a long time ago," Svetlana began. "His last several orgasms have been inside his pocket pussy."
Stacey acted with mock surprise, although I was sure that they had brought her up to speed.
"Doesn't anybody know when the last time this poor guy got his rocks off?" Stacey said, in frustration.
"I have been managing his sexual sobriety," Svetlana said proudly. "I think it has been almost five months, since he last fucked his pocket pussy."
Stacey laughed out loud at that news, and exclaimed, "Oh shit, he is not going to last two minutes, when I release him from his cage!"
"He never lasts more than a couple of minutes anyway," Sara interjected, to the girls' amusement. "Fucking two-pump chump."
I tried to defend myself, responding, "most men don't last that long, Sara. Not everyone has Adrian's stamina. That guy is a freak."
"You are right about that, Chris," Sara said with a giggle. "Adrian has incredible stamina, a remarkably short refractory period, and amazing length and girth. He reaches places within me that you have never been, physically and mentally."
"Ouch," Stacey said laughing. "Don't hold back Sara."
I shuffled around uncomfortably, as the girls mocked my manhood. I really needed to take a piss, and was crossing my legs trying to hold it. Sara noticed, and spoke up.
"Svetlana, show Stacey how to unlock his cock-cage, so that he can pee."
Svetlana still had that fucking key on a short chain, and had to kneel with her face right next to my cock, to insert it into the cock-cage lock.
"He loves the close contact, so I keep my key-chain extra short," she informed Stacey. "He can normally pee with the cage on, although he has to sit down like a bitch. However, he chafed himself quite badly with his perpetual erections, and needed some soft lining to protect his cock from the cage. That is why he is wrapped in my panties, and can't pee without assistance," she added.
As Svetlana unlocked the cage, Stacey shared our history with her panties, to a round of laughs from the girls. The actual story was that Stacey had been staying with us, because her house was being tented for termites. She had a habit of leaving her clothes all over the place, and one day she left a pair of her panties on the bathroom countertop. I had jerked off into the liner of her panties.
Stacey, of course, embellished the whole event.
"Chris rooted through my suitcase, when I stayed at Sara's house for a few nights. He found a pair of my soiled panties, and stole them. I caught him red-handed, jerking off into my dirty panties," she said derisively. "He is a total pussy, and a panty thief."
The words "panty thief" set Svetlana off, and she shared the whole sordid tale of how I got in the cock-cage to begin with. After the girls finished laughing, Sara shared how she used the anal egg, to make me blow my load into her silk babydoll.
"The same lingerie that I wore to give Adrian my first ever rimjob," she admitted.
I was totally red-faced with shame, as the laughter reverberated around the bathroom. The cock-cage was removed, and Svetlana took the panties that were wrapped around my cock. They were soaked with pre-cum, and Svetlana took great pleasure in showing Sara and Stacey how horny I was. After they examined the stained panties, Svetlana motioned for me to pee.
She turned off the magic egg that was humming away inside my anal passage, apparently understanding that it would be more difficult for me to pee, with that continuous vibrating sensation. I stepped forward, a little conscious of the fact that three beautiful platinum blondes were going to witness me emptying my bladder.
Svetlana increased my embarrassment when she said, "Sit on the toilet, like a bitch."
I sat on the toilet seat and started to urinate.
"Adrian's favorite sound," Sara said with a giggle, as my piss hit the water. "Adrian pissed on me last night," Sara continued. "He made dress up in my High School cheerleader uniform, crawl under his Sukebe chair, and wait for him while he drank seven beers. At least Adrian only urinates on me on special occasions. Poor Svetlana has to endure a golden shower every Wednesday at noon."
Svetlana looked embarrassed now, and hung her head. I felt sorry for her, and realized that I still had strong feelings for her.
"Has Adrian ever pissed on you Stacey?" Sara asked.
"You know the answer to that," Stacey responded, "it's his thing. Adrian pissed on me on our first date. He didn't even really ask me for permission," she said quietly, as if she just understood the magnitude of that vile act.
I was dumbfounded that these three stunning blondes, had all been pissed on by this dominant black asshole, and how they seemed to accept it as part of dating him. I had to know.
"How does a man piss on you without even asking, Stacey?" I asked.
Stacey didn't want to talk about it, but Sara interjected.
"Chris and you are going to be a couple for the next twelve months, Stacey. He has the right to know if Adrian still has access to you, and under what terms."
Sara's involvement pissed Stacey off, and so she decided to tell Sara the whole story, as she knew Sara would not approve.
Stacey had a bitchy smile on her face as she began her story.
"Adrian stopped by my place the first night that we met. He paid for my taxi home from the piano bar, and I slipped him my number. I knew he would call me, they all do," she said smiling at Sara.
"Adrian called me well after midnight, and he proposed meeting somewhere for a night cap. I knew sex was on his mind, so I gave him my address. Adrian showed up in a limousine, and was very direct. He told me that he had already come three times that evening. He said he would give me five hundred dollars in cash, if I could get him off one last time."
Sara flashed Stacey a dirty look, as she realized that this story matched Sergei's account of the event, far more closely than Adrian's.
Stacey continued cheerfully, aware of the effect she was having on Sara.
"I needed the cash," she admitted. "so I was equally as direct in my response. I asked Adrian what he wanted for his five hundred dollars. When he responded that he wanted a rimjob, I told him that rimjobs were my specialty. How do you want it, I asked. Me on my knees? Bending over a table? Lying on your back? Then I told him not to be shy, which, in retrospect, was probably not the wisest thing to say to a dominant man like Adrian."
We were all enraptured by her story for different reasons. I was getting a hard-on, imagining the liberties Adrian took with women he had just met. Svetlana seemed to find solace in the fact that Adrian had peed on all of them. However, it was pissing Sara off, and Stacey loved it. Stacey continued with her story.
"Adrian told me that shyness was not his issue. Then he told me to get changed into something slutty, and I came back wearing a micro mini skirt and a bikini top, with some high heels. Adrian sent me out to the limo, dressed like a bimbo, to get his Sukebe chair from Sergei, while he showered."
Sara flashed me a sideways glance. I realized that Stacey's story matched up to Sergei's recollection of that night, but differed significantly from Adrian's version, in which Stacey had asked him to pay her car payment. Either way, Adrian was exerting immediate control, which Stacey responded to favorably.
"I rimmed Adrian for forty minutes," Stacey continued, "He was whimpering on the Sukebe chair, under my tender touch. We both knew I was going to get him off. Finally, he let out a loud cry of pleasure, and he had his fourth orgasm of the night."
Stacey lowered her head slightly out of shame, as she continued with her story.
"Adrian sat in the chair relaxing, and I asked him jokingly if he was going to take a dump on me?" she said quietly.
"He responded, just a piss tonight Stacey, which I totally thought was a joke. I giggled nervously, and asked Adrian if he was done. Adrian responded, that he would let me know when the fuck he was done. So, I remained under the Sukebe chair, and continued to lick Adrian's ass and taint, as his cock softened. Shortly after our brief exchange, Adrian did take a lengthy piss on me."
"Lying asshole," Sara said under her breath, as she realized that Adrian had distorted the truth about his sexual encounter with Stacey.
"Adrian sat in the Sukebe chair, and emptied his bladder," Stacey continued. "His piss flowed down over the Sukebe chair, and ended up all over my breasts, neck and face. I was glad that I was wearing a bikini. I would have been angry if I had put on a nice cocktail dress to entertain Adrian, and he had urinated all over me."
"They dry-clean fine," Svetlana said.
"Excuse me Svetlana, what did you say?" Stacey asked Svetlana.
Svetlana repeated, "Nice clothes dry-clean just fine, if they have been pissed on. Adrian makes me dress up in a couture dress every week, and takes a piss on me. Even the lace dresses dry-clean just fine," she said, to my astonishment.
Sara turned bitchy now, as she realized that Stacey had been fucking Adrian, since the night they met.
"Adrian has a lot of ex-girlfriends," Sara said, "but I am the one he is marrying."
"Sara, I am still fucking him regularly," Stacey responded cruelly, "even though you guys are getting married soon. In fact, he paid my rent this month! I may decide to keep fucking Adrian, after you guys get married. He won't be able to say no to me. Men never can."
Sara called bullshit, and the girls had a bitchy exchange. Svetlana said that we should get back to Adrian, before he wondered where we were.
"Stacey, you are a bitch," Sara said angrily. "I am going to check on Adrian. I will be back shortly with some ice, so that we can put Chris back in his cock-cage."
After Sara left the bathroom, Stacey said, "What is her fucking problem? She must have known I was fucking Adrian."
"Not exactly, Stacey," I said, trying to keep the peace. "Sara asked Adrian directly about his sexual relationship with you. Adrian assured Sara that you had given him one rimjob, in exchange for him paying your car payment."
"That is ridiculous," Stacey said. "We have been fucking for several weeks, rimjobs, facials, anal, whatever he is in the mood for! And he pays much more than my car payments."
Svetlana seemed intrigued about Stacey's mercenary approach to sex.
"How do you transition from acknowledging a man's interest in you, to asking him for payment?" she asked.
"The first step is to establish the man's ability to pay," Stacey said. "If you are a young girl, out with a wealthy man, they know the deal. All sex between older wealthy men and young women is transactional. Even though you don't explicitly ask Adrian for money, he has provided you with a brand new car, a beautiful house in which to live, and a fantastic haute couture wardrobe, which you are free to take and sell at any time. All this, in exchange for unrestricted access to your three orifices, and in your case, a once a week golden shower."
"Let me rephrase the question," Svetlana said, clearly admiring the older blonde. "How do you turn the transaction from sex for gifts, to sex for cold hard cash?"
"If a wealthy guy desires you enough, he will, at some point, offer you cash," Stacey said. "Chris watched me blow a multi-millionaire tonight," she continued, catching me completely off guard. "Did I ask for cash, Chris?"
Stacey caught me completely by surprise with her revelation that she knew I had watched her suck Jason Ortiz off. I stammered and tried to form my words, but the humiliation overwhelmed me.
"You followed me up to the upper deck of the parking structure, baby," she said seductively. "Why?"
"Uh, I didn't follow you Stacey, I followed Jason," I admitted with considerable embarrassment.
"Why?" Stacey repeated. "Were you going to tell him to fuck off? Tell him that I am your bitch now? That you own me for the next twelve months?"
"I wouldn't be that presumptuous, Stacey," I said respectfully.
"That is half your problem, Chris," she said sweetly. "Adrian bought me for you. I am your very own fucktoy to do with as you wish. I promised Adrian I would have no hard limits with you. You own me and you should be telling other men that. Instead, you knelt on the stairs watching like a cuckold, as Jason Ortiz blew his load into my mouth. He gave me sixteen hundred dollars to suck his cock, and you allowed it to happen. Not just allowed it, you fucking watched it! Why?"
"He's just a pussy, Stacey," Svetlana said. "He has allowed Adrian to take terrible liberties with his wife over the last few months. Adrian has taken Sara in every conceivable way, urinated on her, given her as a gift to several different men for various purposes, even had her ass and lower back tattooed. Chrissy even watched as Adrian fucked me, while Sara had her tongue in his black ass."
Stacey let out a chuckle at this story and asked me, in a much softer tone, why I followed them up to the top level of the parking structure.
I confessed to Stacey that I had been extremely turned on watching her dry-hump several men into arousal. I couldn't quite believe the effect she was having on the room, and when she finally selected her mark, I wanted to know what kind of guy she normally went for.
Stacey seemed to accept my answer as a sincere form of flattery, and moved slowly over to me.
"When Adrian gifts me to you later on this evening, I am yours to do with as you please," she said, as she looked me directly in the eye. "I hope you take exactly what you want from me. I will be available to you twenty-four hours a day. Adrian has compensated me very well to be your little fucktoy, and I guarantee you won't have any complaints."
Stacey had such a detached, clinical, mercenary approach towards sex. I could see why she would agree to be my sugar baby, for the right price. I looked at Stacey and Svetlana, and I made two decisions. Firstly, I decided I wanted Svetlana as my live-in girlfriend for the next twelve months, instead of Stacey.
Stacey was way hotter, and witnessing her get inside Jason Ortiz's head tonight, was a turn on, but Stacey was just too much of a cold-hearted bitch. Also, as I could witness first-hand the bad blood between Sara and Stacey, I thought it would be better for my long term prospects with Sara, to stay the hell away from Stacey.
Secondly, I decided to resist Stacey's advances, no matter what form they took. I knew this was going to be very difficult. Jason Ortiz was not an undersexed man, by any stretch of the imagination, and Stacey had reduced him to a quivering schoolboy, with her words. I would have to fend her off, or lose Sara forever.
Adrian's plan was falling into place now, and I could see exactly what he was up to. He had increased my sexual desire, by denying me any release for months, and having the girls tease me mercilessly.
He had created animosity between Stacey and Sara, by continuing to fuck Stacey, even as his marriage to Sara approached. His plan was to have me fuck Stacey, which would drive a wedge between Sara and I. I knew Adrian didn't have the capacity to be faithful, and hoped that eventually Sara would leave him, and return to me. That had less chance of happening, if I was coupled with her nemesis, Stacey.



        My Best Friend My Nemesis Pt. 08

        Adrian totally humiliates me in front of Koko.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-best-friend-my-nemesis-pt-08

Title: My Best Friend My Nemesis Pt. 08

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Adrian totally humiliates me in front of Koko.

Tags: dominant male, humiliation, non-con, blackmail, noncon, forced chastity, interracial

Series: My Best Friend My Nemesis


Sara returned shortly after with a bag of ice, and informed us that she never did find Adrian. Stacey watched in amusement, as I sat uneasily on the ice. My erection disappeared within a few moments, and Svetlana motioned for Stacey to cage me. Stacey told me to stand and then she knelt before me. She wrapped the silky panties around my cock, to protect it from the cage.
Stacey gave my balls a quick fondle, and said, "Which one of the girls shaved your nuts? These babies must be so swollen after all these months. I bet you can't wait to bust a nut tonight. You can do whatever you want to me after the reception. Nothing is off limits."
I groaned, and felt my cock harden.
"Do you like the feel of silk against your cock?" she teased, as she caressed it gently through the panties.
I let out a whimper of frustration, and my penis grew in her hand, almost instantly. Within about ten seconds I was rock-hard again, and I began to question how the hell I was ever going to be able to resist Stacey. She was just too fucking hot.
"Oh for fuck's sake Stacey, stop trying to get him hard, you stupid bitch," Sara said angrily.
Stacey responded, "I can't help it if all men respond to me, Sara. Why don't we just jerk him off into the panties? If all three of us get involved, he will blow his wad quickly."
That sounded like a fabulous idea to me, but Sara told me to get back on the ice bag, and within moments my erection had gone. Sara clinically attached and locked the cock-cage, without any of the unnecessary kneeling, or other games Svetlana typically used to torture me. Sara simply removed the key from around her neck, snapped the cage shut and locked it. She then put the key back around her neck, and it slid down between her huge fake tits.
"While I have you alone, with no Adrian," Sara said quietly, "I asked Adrian for the security footage, as a good faith gesture, and he said he would think about it. I think he is ready to cut you loose after this weekend. All you have to do is get through this wedding, and you are home free. He did give me a five percent stake in his business, as a good faith gesture, which he said I can cash out at any time. Although he told me that I would be crazy to do that, with the returns his fund always gets. If I email you the contract, can you look it over as an extra set of eyes? I want to make sure it is legal, before I sign it. I trust your business acumen."
I nodded my agreement to look it over, and wanted to tell Sara that most funds that get excessively high returns, are either fraught with risk, or Ponzi schemes, but it wasn't the right time.
Svetlana flushed the rest of the ice, threw the bag in the trash, fired up the magic egg in my ass, and the four of us went to find Adrian. I began to leak almost immediately, as the vibrating egg teased the nerve endings in my asshole. We looked around the venue for Adrian, but he was nowhere to be found. He was the only black guest, so it couldn't be too hard to locate him. In the end, we decided to split up and look for him.
Fortunately, I was the one that ended up finding Adrian. He was in one of the storerooms at the wedding venue, leaning against a wall. As I walked in, he was zipping up his pants, and the lovely Koko was kneeling before him, on a cushion on the floor. She turned around in horror, as she heard me enter the room. She had semen on her nose and lips, and had apparently just sucked Adrian off. She seemed relieved that it was just me, and then put two and two together.
"Is this Sara's husband?" she asked him, with a laugh.
Adrian responded, "soon to be ex-husband."
I shifted uncomfortably, as Koko processed the true relationship between Adrian, Sara and I.
"He told me that he dated Sara twenty years ago, making no mention of the fact that he is still married to the woman you are fucking. I immediately detected that Chris was jealous of you, Adrian, but I thought it was related to your work, not something this personal," Koko said.
"Truth is," Adrian said condescendingly, "it is both. Yes, it must be agonizing for Chris to know that I am balls-deep in his wife every night, but he also hates being my bitch at work, and my house boy when we go out of town."
Koko giggled at Adrian's characterization of me, and muttered, "house boy" under her breath.
"Do you guys all get along?" she asked timidly.
"We are great friends, now that we have all adjusted to our respective roles," Adrian told her. "Chris knows that Sara is mine, and allows me to enjoy her as I see fit."
Koko made no attempt to get up from her knees, and Adrian pulled out his billfold, and laid five one hundred dollar bills on the table to his right.
"A little something for college," he said pleasantly.
I noticed that Koko's eyes were fixated on the stack of cash Adrian was holding.
Adrian picked up on that, and said, "I will double that if you take care of my buddy Chris, too."
Before I could say a word, Koko swiveled around on her cushion to face me, and extended her tiny hands to my zipper. She gave my cock a quick squeeze, and recoiled at the cock-cage that she felt.
"What the hell is between his legs?" she asked Adrian, fearfully.
"Show her Chris," Adrian growled. "Show Koko what a pussy you are."
I looked at him to see if he was serious, and his glare caused me to unzip my pants, and drop them to the ground. My cock was straining against its cage, as Koko knelt before me. There was a pair of silky panties wrapped around my cock, and I had leaked pre-cum all over them. The cage itself was also slick with my fluids, as were my inner thighs.
The young Asian girl giggled, and said, "Adrian, did you cage him?"
"Sara and Svetlana keep him caged, on my authority," he responded proudly.
"How often do you let him have an orgasm, Adrian?" Koko asked, seemingly in awe of this dominant black man.
"Fuck if I know," Adrian responded nonchalantly. "The girls are in charge of his chastity. When was the last time you busted a nut Chris?" he taunted me.
I really didn't want to have a conversation about my sex life, in front of this beautiful young Asian girl, but Koko wanted to know.
"How long has it been Chris?" she asked.
I lowered my head, and felt my face redden. "A few months," I mumbled.
"More precise, Chris," Koko said assertively, seemingly comfortable taking control of me.
"Five months," I mumbled.
"How long, Chris?" she barked.
"One hundred and forty-seven days," I responded dejectedly.
Koko could not suppress her delight with Adrian's total control of my sex life.
"Can I watch him jerk off for me?" Koko asked. "I have been around some premature ejaculators in High School, but this I would love to witness. Please Adrian?"
Adrian seemed amused that Koko wanted to be the one, to see my first orgasm in months. However, he told her the truth.
"I don't have a key to his cage," he confessed. "Well, not on me. I have one in my wall safe, but not here. If we bump into one of the triplets, I will unlock him and you can get your jollies watching this two-pump chump jerk off!"
Koko was enamored with Adrian, and she stood slowly, raised herself up on her tiptoes and tried to give him a tender open-mouthed kiss.
Adrian pulled back and admonished her, "Don't try and kiss me, Koko. You still have my semen all over your face."
"I am sorry, Adrian. I got caught up in the moment," Koko responded, submissively. "I am in awe of the power you have over him. One hundred and forty-seven days. That is awesome!"
Adrian smirked at me, obviously enjoying this encounter. Then he counted off another five, one hundred dollar bills and placed them on the table.
Koko looked confused as she asked Adrian, "What is this extra money for?"
Adrian couldn't resist taking a swipe at me, and said, "For trying to get Chris off. It's not your fault he couldn't get it up, Koko!"
Koko laughed out loud at this, and reached for the thousand dollars on the table.
"Thanks Adrian, I will call you when I get settled in Los Angeles," she said cheerfully.
Koko removed a tissue from her handbag. She wiped her nose and lips clean, as I watched her intently. Then she freshened up her lovely light pink lipstick. Adrian snapped me back into reality, by clearing his throat, and I focused on him. He looked down at the cushion, and with Koko looking on in astonishment, I instinctively knelt on it, with my pants still around my ankles. The magic egg was still humming away in my ass, and I continued to leak my fluids onto the cushion.
I felt like such a total pussy kneeling in front of this black man, as the teenager who had just sucked his cock, looked on in amusement.
"Not a fucking word to anyone about this," he growled, as Koko moved towards us, enraptured by Adrian's dominance of me.
They shared a very tender kissed as I knelt before them. Once they had finished making out, Adrian asked Koko to gloss my lips too. I knelt in shame, as she applied the light pink lipstick to my lips.
"That is the second time this weekend that Chrissy has had her lips glossed," Adrian said with a chuckle. "Earlier today, she went to a glory-hole and thanked five young marines for their military service, by giving them each a blowjob."
"No way, Adrian," Koko said in astonishment. "Did you make him do that?"
"Svetlana did," Adrian said proudly. "She's the disciplinarian and keeps Chrissy in line for me. Ask her for the full story, it is pretty funny."
Then, as a final kick in the nuts, he asked Koko for the tissue she had just used to clean herself up with. She looked confused, but handed it over. Adrian opened up the soiled tissue, and wiped his semen across my nose and cheek, as Koko laughed.
"I need a selfie with Chris," the young Asian said with amusement, as she unlocked her phone. "My new roommate at USC is a Pastor's daughter. An innocent, very sheltered girl. She just won't believe some of the shit that goes on in Vegas."
Koko took a few pictures of me kneeling in front of her, with my lips glossed and Adrian's ejaculate smeared across my face. Then one of her and I, as she rested her hand on the top of my head, as if I was her plaything. Then with typical teenage attention span, a few seconds later, she decided to leave. She was apparently more interested in finding one of the triplets, to unlock my cock-cage, than seeing any more of Adrian's subjugation of me.
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I swear I was only on my knees in front of him for thirty seconds, but this is how Sara found us. She put her hand to her mouth in horror, as she processed what she was seeing.
Adrian, sensing another chance to demean me, said simply, "Thanks Chrissy," and started to lead a shocked Sara from the room.
She wasn't having it, and wanted some answers. As I knelt there, with my lips glossed light pink, and Adrian's ejaculate on my nose and cheek, I was so frustrated at the timing of Sara's entrance. I was really trying to have Sara see me as Adrian's equal, but was failing at every opportunity. Adrian was a bad guy who fucked anything that moved. I wanted to be available to Sara once she tired of Adrian's bullshit, but she needed to view me as a man. As I knelt in front of Adrian, having obviously just sucked his cock, it diminished my stature in Sara's eyes. How could she ever take me back if I had sucked his cock behind her back?
"Why did you suck Adrian off, Chris?" she asked. "Are you gay?"
I vehemently denied it, despite the damning appearance. Right in the middle of our discussion, Stacey and Svetlana showed up.
"Shit just got interesting," Stacey, said with a giggle.
"What happened?" Svetlana asked, "Why the drama?"
"Chrissy sucked Adrian off," Sara said, "although, of course, he is denying it."
"Chrissy got carried away at the glory-hole earlier today, and ended up blowing five marines," Svetlana announced. "There was a black man in the group and Chrissy blew him three times. I think she is developing a taste for black cock."
"Now, do you believe me?" Adrian said.
"Oh, I have no doubt that Chrissy sucked you off, Adrian," Sara said spitefully, "I just want to hear that pussy admit it."
Sara repeated the question, and again, I said that I had not blown Adrian. Sensing an opportunity to emasculate me in front of the platinum triplets, Adrian started to speak.
"Look, I am not one to kiss and tell. However, Chrissy is on his knees with my semen on his face, and I just ejaculated, so you do the math."
With that he unzipped his pants, and dropped them to the floor. Even before he dropped his underwear, the evidence was incriminating.
Adrian was wearing a pair of white Calvin Klein briefs. They were very form-fitting, and made of silk. There were several light pink kiss marks on the front of the briefs, that matched the lipstick I was currently wearing. My heart sank, as I knew there was no way I could mention the lovely Koko.
Adrian slowly took down his briefs, and there was light pink lipstick, all over the tip of his cock. In addition, there were lipstick marks on his shaved nutsack, and on his inner thighs. Koko had apparently given him an extremely loving blowjob. His cock was flaccid, and there was semen visible at the end of it. He also had semen pooling in his underwear, an indisputable sign that he had just ejaculated.
"That could be from earlier," I said weakly, forgetting that I had his ejaculate on my nose and cheek.
"One way to tell," said Sara. "Let's see if we can get him hard!"
The girls seemed in agreement, that this was a fool proof way to establish if it had been minutes, or hours, since Adrian's last release. They huddled for a split second, and then the three of them figured out a plan, to coax an erection out of him. Sara started to kiss Adrian tenderly, as Svetlana knelt before him, and took his flaccid cock in her mouth. Stacey walked around behind Adrian, dropped to her knees, and spread his muscular ass-cheeks apart. Then she stuck her tongue in his asshole, in order to give him one of her specialty rimjobs.
Watching the three identically dressed platinum blondes, work together to get this man erect, was having no effect on Adrian, because he had ejaculated in the last few minutes. No amount of physical stimulation was going to work, until he had recovered from his refractory period. It was having a profound affect on me, though.
The combination of the visual stimulation, the vibrating anal egg, and the potent mix of MDMA and Viagra, caused my nuts to throb, and I leaked all over the cushion, I was still kneeling on. After a few minutes the girls stopped, and were all in agreement that Adrian had very recently ejaculated. Sara noticed the mess on my cushion, and pointed at it, to alert the other girls.
"Chrissy sucked Adrian off, and he enjoyed it so much, that he leaked all over his sucky pillow," Sara said dismissively.
Svetlana, not wanting to be outdone, revealed something to Adrian, that put me on the hot seat.
"Chris wanted me to use one of your pocket squares, to line his cock-cage, Adrian," Svetlana said.
This did not go down well with Adrian. He leaned over me and got right in my face.
"You ever touch one of my pocket squares, and I will fuck you up," he said, menacingly.
The girls were all rooting him on, and I was very concerned that he was going to kick my ass. I remained passively kneeling as he berated me.
Finally, he said to the girls, "Let's get back to the dance floor."
He turned to me and said "Chrissy, wait here on your knees, in case I want another blowjob later," and then the four of them left the room, chatting and laughing.
I did wait there on my knees, for over two hours. At some point Koko came back into the room. She laughed when she saw me kneeling there on the cushion.
"Adrian said you were waiting patiently, on your knees, in case he wanted another blowjob. I just had to see it for myself."
She walked over to me, and told me to look up at her.
"I spoke to Svetlana," Koko said seductively. "She told me all about your glory-hole experience earlier today. You are quite the cocksucker apparently. Five marines, that is impressive. That is why they all think you blew Adrian in here, instead of me. That can be our little secret. Sara can never find out about me. I told you I would get Adrian's interest somehow."
I let out a sigh of frustration, at the thought of everyone thinking I was reduced to being a glory-hole cocksucker.
"Tonight is your big night," the young Asian continued. "You get to come after five months of chastity. I found out why you got caged too, you panty thief. I have a parting gift for you."
With that, Koko hiked up her tight silk dress, stuck her hands under the waistband of her silky thong panties and seductively wriggled out of them. They were a pastel shade of peach, very tiny and visibly wet. She handed them to me.
"Once you get out of your cage, you can jerk off into my panties. Think of me when you bust a nut," she teased.
"Hold them up and smile," she instructed, as she took a picture with her iPhone.
"Enjoy your time with Stacey tonight. One hundred and forty-seven days. Fuck! I wish I was there to see the fireworks," Koko said laughing. "Stacey promised to send me some pictures."
Koko moved closer to me and put her hand in her purse. I tensed up not knowing her intent.
"I won't hurt you Chrissy. I am just here to freshen you up. Adrian's orders."
With that, the stunning Asian teen reapplied my lip gloss, and spritzed me with Svetlana's perfume.
"Much better Chrissy, Adrian will approve," Koko teased. Then she said "Oh, I almost forgot. Courtesy of Svetlana. Stick out your tongue so that we don't mess up your pretty lipstick."
I followed her directive and she placed another MDMA pill on my tongue.
"Swallow," she said cheerfully. "I imagine Adrian will be saying that to you shortly," she added with a girlie laugh.
"What is your phone number Chrissy?" Koko asked. "Adrian wants me to send you the photo I took of us. We look really cute together."
I begrudgingly gave her my phone number, and seconds later I heard my phone ding. I looked at the photo, and my heart sank as I processed the image. Koko looked very cute, standing next to me with her hand resting possessively on my head, and a huge smile on her beautiful face. I looked like a complete wimp, kneeling next to her with a bewildered look on my face, my lips glossed, and semen smeared across my lips and cheek.
A few seconds later my phone dinged again. The second photo was equally as disheartening for me. I was kneeling, holding a pair of peach panties up to the side of my head, with a forced smile on my face, and a look of despair in my eyes.
As I processed the perverted image, Koko said, "Have fun tonight. I will let Adrian know you are available for round two."
Then she was gone. I felt like a total fucking pussy kneeling there on the cushion, waiting to be used by Adrian. Especially, as I was now scented like a bitch.
After what seemed like an eternity, Stacey finally came and got me.
"The coast is clear," she told me. "Adrian left with Sara and Svetlana. Get dressed. The car is waiting. Let's go."
I noticed she was wearing the Apple Watch, and was apparently now charged with my sexual torture.
"Stacey, can you please turn off the vibrating egg? My nuts are hurting from the continuous internal assault."
She smiled and said "Whatever you wish, Chris."
She tapped the face of her watch, and the egg stopped humming away inside my asshole. That was a relief!
Stacey waited patiently, while I dressed and removed my lipgloss. Then we left to go and find our limousine. Once we got back to the Wynn Palace, Stacey took me to her suite. It wasn't as private as the Garden Villa, but it was very opulent, with several rooms. Stacey had multiple suitcases around the suite, and I noticed they were Rimowa also, though hers were in Pastel Pink. My Barbie Pink suitcase was on the bed in the master bedroom, and I blushed, as it really looked like it belonged to a teenage girl.
Stacey poured us each a glass of wine, sat on the sofa, and patted the seat next to her. I took it as my cue to sit, and nervously joined her on the leather sectional. She was the hottest woman I had ever been alone with, and my five months of chastity was clouding my judgement. We started to chat, and quickly found some common ground.
She was interested to know how Sara, Svetlana and I had got caught up in Adrian's web. I shuffled around uncomfortably, trying to explain the whole threesome blackmail scenario, and Sara's racist family dynamic, and I think she got it. I did tell her that at least Sara and I had a way out. I was free in a couple of weeks, and Sara would be happily married to a very wealthy man. Then her interest turned to Svetlana.
"How did a twenty-two year old accounting graduate, become ensnared by a dominant black man," she asked me. "And does Adrian really urinate on her every week, after she gets a makeover?"
"Svetlana has limited options," I began. "She can't return to the Czech Republic, as she has no support system there. She would probably end up being trafficked as a sex slave, especially now, as she resembles Pamela Anderson's hotter, younger sister. If Adrian kicks her out, she will have to go and stay with Ivan, a local Russian Mafia enforcer. He will treat her just as bad as Adrian does, but with the added insult of being broke. At least in her current situation, she has a lot of material things, and is not in any danger of being sold as a sex slave. If Adrian dresses her up in something cute, once a week, before urinating on her, that is a small price to pay for her freedom."
I asked Stacey how she was involved in this sordid foursome and she laughed.
"I am the only one who is not here against their will," she told me. "I am here for the money. Completely available to the highest bidder."
Stacey and I chatted for a while, and she floated a scenario in which she and I remained in Las Vegas. Apparently, she had already run it by Adrian, and he was in agreement. He was willing to put us up at the Wynn Palace, until we found a house we liked. He would cover our living expenses, and give us eight thousand dollars a month in cash. Adrian felt like his relationship with Sara could flourish, if I was three hundred miles away, and Stacey had her reasons too.
"Adrian loves platinum blondes," she told me. "However, my aphrodisiac is money. If we are in Orange County, I will not be able to resist him, when he offers me five hundred dollars to suck his cock. If we stay here, low key and out of sight, our partnership may work. Maybe we can just have fun the next twelve months on Adrian's dime."
The thought of hanging out with Stacey, away from Adrian's influences, was appealing on many levels. Both he and Stacey, had made it abundantly clear that she was to be my "sugar baby," and that I was entitled to as much sex as I wanted. However, my long term goal was to win Sara back after she tired of Adrian's bullshit, and for that to happen, I needed to remain in the picture. I did marvel at Stacey's transformation though, both physically and emotionally. She was truly a hard woman now and a mercenary, although it wasn't always that way.
My wife and Stacey had been friends for years, going back to when they worked together at Nordstrom. I knew Stacey had grown up in the suburbs of Oklahoma City. I had seen pictures of her in her high school yearbook, and she was a beautiful, wholesome looking girl. There was even a picture of her in her Cheerleader uniform, and she looked phenomenal. She was that rare kind of young woman who truly didn't know her beauty, an innocent girl next door type.
She moved to Orange County as soon as she turned eighteen, and got swept up in the Newport Beach party scene. She went from being a standout beauty queen in her small, mid-west town to a Newport Beach seven. Stacey lightened her hair from its natural light brown, to a much blonder tone, and got hair extensions. She got her nails done, joined a tanning salon to get started on bronzing her skin, and started to look for a job.
Newport Beach is full of trophy wives, and Stacey wanted to be in that club. She learned a few valuable lessons in the first year of living in the epicenter of Orange County's materialism. The first of which was to separate the posers from the real deal.
She sucked off more than one loser, only to later learn that they had borrowed Daddy's exotic car for the night, to appear wealthy. She left a Newport Beach bar on more than one occasion in some guy's Porsche, only to arrive at a modest one bedroom apartment in Costa Mesa, or somewhere else, that was definitely not Newport Beach.
Twelve months after arriving in Newport Beach, she was working at Nordstrom by day, and trolling Newport's piano bars, and nicer hotel bars, at night. She had honed her skill set, and now had a set of pre-determined questions to weed out the posers. She never got into a man's exotic car, without seeing his driver license and car registration. She told the guys it was for her security, but she was really checking where the guy lived, if the car was his, and whether or not he had paid cash for it.
Stacey had mastered the dating game, and forged herself a really nice lifestyle, financed by three or four guys, in exchange for sex. Before too long, she was able to quit her job at Nordstrom, and focus full-time on finding a rich husband. She did find that real-life dating moved at a pedestrian pace, and was a lot of work. Sex had to evolve slowly, so that the suitor developed blue balls, and would give more to get what they wanted. She found that if she gave up sex too quickly, the man moved on to his next conquest.
Then she discovered cyber-dating, and she quickly mastered this unique form of engaging men. Stacey found that she could weed out a lot of the posers, by joining websites that tried to pair rich men, and beautiful women. Then, instead of the slow, calculated escalation of the sex acts, that was the plan in real life dating, she adopted a completely different approach.
She was much more direct in the email and texting phase of the cyber-dating game. Her primary goal was to get to the root of the rich man's kink or fetish, and confess to enjoying that depraved act immensely. Once the stigma and embarrassment had been removed from the fetish, she would agree to the act, and strive to perfect it. This maximized her cash flow, and increased the dependence of the man on her, which created a repeat client.
The only drawback of this approach, was that she was unlikely to turn one of these fetishists, into her husband. Some of the sex acts she performed for money were quite demeaning, and nearly all were embarrassing. Stacey questioned what guy would admit that he paid her to fulfill his fetish, before they got married.
After years of trolling for wealthy suitors, Stacey quickly recognized Adrian as the real deal. He had rescued her and Sara from the local dive bar, and taken them to a swanky piano bar in Newport Beach. It wasn't the limousine. She had been in plenty of limos. You can rent a limo for about one hundred dollars an hour in Orange County, so that was no indicator of wealth.
She did quickly surmise that this was Adrian's personal limousine, based on a couple of observations. Firstly, his relationship with his driver, Sergei, was that of old friends. She correctly assumed that the older East European man, had worked for Adrian for years. She also noticed that his built-in cigar humidifier had his initials embossed on the lid, and that he had the Queen of Spades symbol embroidered on the suede floor mats, in the rear compartment of the vehicle. Stacey hadn't fucked many black guys, and it wasn't as acceptable in Oklahoma, as it would have been in the melting pot of Southern California. However, she did know that the Queen of Spades symbol was often worn proudly in the form of a tattoo, by white women, with a sexual preference for black men.
She noticed his Rolex watch, and had enough of a discerning eye to recognize it as a Rolex Pearlmaster, definitely not some knock-off from Tijuana. She estimated his bespoke suit to cost at least three thousand dollars, and he was wearing Ferragamo shoes. Stacey was quickly satisfied that Adrian was the real deal, and decided right then that she wanted him as one of her sugar daddies. There was no way for her to know at that moment, that he would eventually turn her from a Newport Beach seven, into a total pornstar fuck-toy.
I did ponder living in Las Vegas with Stacey, but the more I thought about it, the more it made sense to live in Orange County, close to Sara, in case she left Adrian. I wasn't sure how this could possibly happen, as she was with him under threat of blackmail, but I kept my hopes up. Stacey seemed open to the idea of being my live-in girlfriend wherever we settled, as long as Adrian paid the bill. We did agree that it was prudent to get the cash up front for the year. I was thinking that once she got paid, in cash for the full twelve months, I could leave Stacey, and wait for Sara and Adrian to break up.
Stacey had finished her wine as we talked, and she leaned into me for a kiss. I hesitated momentarily, as I had decided to resist her advances, whatever form they took.
Stacey misinterpreted my reaction.
"I brushed my teeth since I ate Adrian's asshole," she assured me.
I stiffened at her forward approach, and she laughed, her blue eyes twinkling as she did so.
"Relax baby," she said gently, "I won't bite you, unless you want me to. You have been in your cock-cage for way too long. It is clouding your judgement and making you jumpy. If I didn't know you better, I would guess you are trying to resist my advances. Why on earth would you do that? You can have whatever your heart desires from me, no limits, no matter how depraved."
I swallowed hard, my resolve to resist her, evaporating in front of me. I kept thinking about how she had broken Jason Ortiz with her words. She was just too sexy, and I had been caged for too long.
Stacey leaned in towards me, placed one of her exquisitely manicured hands on the side of my face, and stroked me tenderly.



"Do I have your attention now?" Stacey asked me quietly.
I nodded my affirmation, unable to speak, due to the excitement Stacey had created within me. Stacey continued to caress my face as she stared into my eyes. My cock struggled against the stainless steel of my cock-cage, fighting its continuous losing battle, without ever giving up.
Stacey leaned forward and gently touched her forehead against mine, in an attempt to forge a connection. I felt very close to her as we stared into each other's eyes, enjoying the moment. After a few moments, Stacey lifted her head slightly, leaned in towards me, and brushed her lips against mine. Her breath was very fresh and minty, and her scent was intoxicating.
"May I kiss you, baby?" she asked, apparently willing to slow things down until I was comfortable.
I really didn't want to do this. I knew in my heart and soul that my relationship with Sara would deteriorate, if I ended up fucking Stacey. My end goal, of reconciling with my wife, would be much harder to achieve, if I ended up submitting to Stacey's advances.
However, I couldn't help myself. She was just so beautiful, and I had been in chastity for way too long. I leaned in to kiss Stacey, butterflies in my stomach, as I felt her tongue enter my mouth. She was by far the most beautiful woman I had ever kissed, a breathtakingly gorgeous, exquisitely feminine girl, scented to perfection. She could have been a lingerie model, and as I looked into her piercing blue eyes, I pondered whether perhaps I was dreaming.
She was a sensual kisser, her tongue tenderly probing inside my mouth, as she occasionally nibbled my lips. I never wanted this make-out session to end, I was so aroused.
Stacey was an expert tease, and her hands were all over me as we made out. She was lightly scratching the back of my neck and head with her nails, and tickling my stomach as we kissed tenderly. She moved her hands constantly, stimulating all of my known erogenous zones, and discovering ones that I didn't know existed.
As she caressed my body, she also slowly undressed me, one button at a time, tantalizingly slowly. My shirt came off first, and she teased my erect nipples with her fingertips, as we continued to kiss. My nuts throbbed, as my cock continued its battle to escape the cock-cage.
The drug cocktail of MDMA and Viagra had really kicked in now, and I was grateful to have Svetlana's silky panties wrapped around my cock, to protect it. My jeans came off next, and Stacey slowly raked her nails from my ankles to my inner thighs, which were slick with my seminal fluids.
Stacey was focused solely on my pleasure, as she methodically stripped me of my clothes. I was breathing hard now, and much of my body was covered in goosebumps. Before long I was completely naked, except for the cock-cage. I let out a moan of pleasure, as Stacey tenderly squeezed my swollen testicles, as they hung from under the stainless steel contraption.
I instinctively tried to cover the cage with my hands, out of embarrassment.
"Don't be shy, baby," Stacey said softly. "I have caged a lot of guys before. In fact, it is one of the more common fetishes that I cater to."
This assurance relaxed me, and I removed my hands from between my legs, and started to caress Stacey.
"Chris, you don't need to put any effort into trying to pleasure me," Stacey said calmly. "Our sex life is all about you. You can just relax and tell me what floats your boat. My job is to keep you completely satiated sexually, so that you totally forget about Sara."
My cock throbbed when Stacey said that. I couldn't imagine how much pleasure I could take from this beautiful young woman, in twelve months. I could feel my resolve to choose Svetlana weakening. I knew I needed to get out of that room, before Stacey got into my head, uncovered my deepest fantasies, and then fulfilled them!
Stacey stopped kissing me briefly.
"Are you ready to be released from the cock-cage?" she asked.
I had spent most of the last five months in chastity. Other than a brief spell out of the metal contraption, under nurse Mary's orders, I had only been released briefly for Svetlana's torturous inspections, cleanings and highly ritualized shavings. My cock had been completely erect, for just about every second it had spent outside of the cage, but there was never any hint of release. Now, as my nuts throbbed in anticipation, Stacey was offering to fulfill my darkest fantasies.
I must have looked excited, because she said "I'll take that as a yes," and slowly knelt before me.
We kissed briefly as she knelt before me, and I looked into her piercing blue eyes. She smiled sweetly at me.
"Sara said you like a slow tender touch, is that true?" she whispered.
I nodded my affirmation.
Stacey replied "My specialty," just the way she had told Adrian, that rimjobs were her specialty.
She truly was a manipulator of men, and she had me firmly in her grasp.
Stacey started to graze her nails lightly across my stomach, and I shuddered at how good she made me feel. She tried all kind of different touches and strokes, all over my body, and she was asking me what felt the best.
"If you simply communicate your desires to me, I can make sure that each and every sexual encounter we have, will be the best it could possibly be."
She teased me for nearly an hour, tantalizingly slowly, with every caress elevating my desire for her. She wanted nothing in return, seemingly completely obsessed with my pleasure. This is why men pay her for her time, I thought, as Stacey figured out, through trial and error, that I loved having my stomach kissed. My breathing was ragged now, as I was shivering with pleasure, and leaking all over the black leather sofa, through my cock-cage. Stacey was on her knees in front of me, and she asked me to stand.
"Do you like this position?" she asked me gently. "Me on my knees before you in submission?"
I stammered my affirmative.
"I enjoy submitting to men, very much," she teased.
Then she fished the key to my cock-cage, out from the top of her dress. I glanced briefly at her "D" cups, and then looked away out of respect. Stacey was on to me right away.
"Don't feel like you have to slyly steal a peek at my tits, Chris," she told me. "I know that men are visual creatures, and I want you to enjoy me to the fullest. Check me out, ogle me, I am yours to do whatever you want with. Adrian bought me for you. You own my tits. You own me!"
I had never had a woman be so direct, and it turned me on immensely, to hear her offer herself unconditionally, for my enjoyment. Once she had the cage key in her hand, she started to ask me how she should open it.
"I couldn't help but notice, that Sara and Svetlana have a different approach to opening your cage," she started. "Sara was very clinical, and removed the key from her neck, which makes the procedure easier. Svetlana, on the other hand, seems to enjoy teasing you with her hair, and keeps the key on a very short chain, so that she is all up in your junk when she removes your cage. Do you have a preference?"
"Svetlana is a sadist, and she just enjoys fucking with me at every available opportunity," I began. "Svetlana went through the whole protracted cage routine, because it aroused her, to see me suffer. My preference would be some combination of the two. A swift removal of the cage, followed by some slow sensual teasing to get me erect."
"I understand," Stacey said cheerfully. "Let me know if you have any suggestions on how to make this more pleasurable for you."
I smiled at her, and told her that I appreciated her trying to make everything perfect. Her request for feedback was such a departure from the way Adrian critiques my wife after every date. Sara would suck Adrian off, and then remain on her knees in front of him, as he detailed all of the improvements he expected her to make, the next time she serviced him.
Stacey carefully unlocked the cock-cage, and removed it from my rapidly stiffening cock. She started to softly stroke my cock, with the silk panties that were wrapped around it. I let out a moan of pleasure, and Stacey continued with her line of questioning.
"So, it seems like you enjoy the touch of silk. Sara mentioned that you blew your load all over her silky babydoll, when your hands were tied behind your back. I know you jerked off into my silky panties, when I stayed with you and Sara, a few years ago. I also know that you were caged, because you stole a pair of Svetlana's panties, and masturbated into them several times. So, I want you to think very carefully before you answer me, because the truth will lead to enhanced orgasms for you. Do you enjoy silky things in general, or do you prefer panties more specifically?"
My cock was at full attention now, as Stacey started to get deeper inside my head. I knew I would enjoy some benefit from being totally truthful with her, but it was embarrassing to talk about. She sensed this, and pursued a different line of questioning.
"I thoroughly enjoy feminizing men, and it is a very common sexual practice, for a man to wear my panties and lingerie. If I wanted to dress you up like a little girl, would you allow me to?"
I nodded shyly, but my cock was jumping around between my legs shouting, "Yes, dress me up, make me wear your silky things."
Stacey smiled knowingly, touched the tip of my cock, and rubbed some of my pre-cum around the head of it. She thanked my cock for answering honestly, and got up from her knees. She told me to sit, and left the room. When she returned, she was carrying a baby blue silky nightie, and matching silk panties. She draped the lingerie over my leg, so that I could admire the expensive garment, and feel the beautiful silk material.
"Agent Provocateur," she said quietly, "nothing but the best for Chrissy."
Svetlana's silk panties were still wrapped around my cock, and Stacey took them from me. She looked at the label, and noted that they were La Perla.
"Someone has expensive tastes, too," she teased.
Who do those panties belong to? Did one of the girls use their own underwear to line your cock-cage? Did Adrian purchase them for you to wear, when you sucked his cock? He does like his bitches to dress cute for him."
I wanted to tell Stacey that I wasn't one of Adrian's bitches. Koko had sucked Adrian's cock, not me, but she wouldn't have believed me. As far as she was concerned, she had walked in right after Adrian came in my mouth, and on my nose and cheek.
"You will get the most pleasurable experience, if you simply tell the truth," she assured me.
"The panties belong to Svetlana, and she used them to line my cock-cage," I said truthfully.
"Good job for telling me the truth," she said with a smile. "Svetlana already told me that they were hers, when the four of us were in the bathroom, remember? I will take you lingerie shopping, before we leave Vegas. There are lots of cross-dressers here, so you can try stuff on in the stores without any vibe. Now, would you like me to dress you, or do you want to put on your pretty things in private?"
I knew the answer immediately, so I followed her suggestion to tell the truth and blurted it out.
"Can you dress me Stacey?"
"We could share a stronger connection, if I dress you up," she said.
Five minutes later, I was wearing my Agent Provocateur silk nightie and panties. The nightie was a bit of a tight fit, but the length was perfect, as Stacey and I were about the same height.
She tapped her watch, and fired up the magic egg in my asshole. I stiffened up, as soon as it started humming away at the nerve endings in my butt. Stacey sat on the sofa and told me to kneel in front of her. Once I was in her desired position, she pulled the silky nightie down over my panties, and started to rub my cock through the silk lingerie, using her stockinged feet. She had on very soft nylons, and it felt great to finally be out of the cage, and rubbing up against something. She used both feet to stroke my cock, and I started to thrust my hips forward.
This is the point in the story, where I go on to tell you how I fucked Stacey in multiple positions, as she cried out my name in ecstasy. However, truth be known, after my prolonged period of enforced chastity, I came a few seconds later, blowing my wad inside the very expensive silk lingerie, and all over Stacey's nylons as I humped her feet.
I had one of the most intense orgasms of my life, and cried out with pleasure as I ejaculated. The anal stimulator prolonged my release, and I continued to leak semen into the silky nightie, for several moments. Stacey knew exactly how to handle any post-orgasmic embarrassment I had, about being on my knees in front of her, dressed in women's Lingerie. After I had stopped humping her feet, she leaned forward and kissed me tenderly.
"That was sensational baby," she said quietly. "I hope every orgasm you ever have with me is mind blowing."
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Stacey and I kissed for a few moments, and she was rubbing my lower back and my ass through the silk of the nightie, which felt great. As she continued to caress me and whisper sweet words to me, I felt my cock twitch, and stir to life again. The anal egg was still vibrating, and it felt out of this world. I had been force-fed two Viagras by Svetlana, and they were kicking in, working hard to reduce my refractory period.
About ten minutes later my nightie lifted as, to my surprise, my erection returned. Stacey did not seem at all surprised. I imagine she had coaxed all kinds of unexpected erections, out of all kinds of men, such was her sexual allure. She seemed happy that I was ready to go again, and started back with the twenty questions routine, to assess what I would like next.
She defused any embarrassment I had about still being in the lingerie, expertly.
"Is the silk nightie bothering you baby, because it is really turning me on seeing you dressed that way?" she teased.
I smiled, as if to indicate that I was enjoying the feeling of silk caressing my body, and it was settled. I was going to have my next orgasm, dressed as a girl.
"Why does Adrian have it in for you?" Stacey asked me, as we chatted. "I heard he pissed on your pillow, when you were sleeping."
"He didn't piss on my pillow, and I wasn't sleeping," I assured her. "I wouldn't tolerate that kind of disrespect," I said, although I knew that I would tolerate whatever Adrian dished out, as long as he had the compromising security footage.
"Adrian jerked off on my pillow, the night of our threesome. I discovered it when I went to bed, but I certainly wasn't sleeping, and it wasn't piss."
I realized how weak I sounded, as soon as the words left my lips, and Stacey did too.
"Oh, no disrespect meant then," she said with a grin.
"Adrian has certainly disrespected me Stacey, but I have limits," I told her firmly. "I will never allow that asshole to piss on me. I know that's his thing, but I will fight back before I allow that to happen."
Stacey smiled broadly at my new-found courage, and kissed me tenderly on the lips.
"Good for you, stud," she said sweetly. "He will kick your ass, but I am happy to hear that you would fight back, rather than silently suffer this indignity, as Sara, Svetlana and I have."
Stacey and I continued to kiss, as she rubbed my cock against the silk nightie. She asked me if she could make me a little more girly, as this would really turn her on. I wanted her to enjoy this evening as much as I did, so I gave her my consent. She picked up her phone and called room service, and ordered me a hot shave.
"They will be here in fifteen minutes," she told me. "Go and get changed into a bathrobe. Leave your panties on. It will feel so much better for me, if you are freshly shaved when you eat my pussy."
I removed the semen-soaked Agent Provocateur nightie, but kept the panties on. After I put on the bathrobe, Stacey and I continued our tender make-out session, and I was rock-hard. There was a knock on the door a few minutes later, and Stacey let the barber in. I sat in one of the recliners in the hotel room, and was treated to my first ever hot shave. Once the barber was done, Stacey tipped him, and we marveled at how silky smooth my face was. I had never experienced such a close shave, and my face felt like a woman's.
Stacey told me to remove the magic egg from my ass, and take a shower. I left the room in anticipation of what my next orgasm would look like. When I got into the shower enclosure, there was an anal-cleanse kit in there. I knew Stacey's specialty was rimjobs, so I gave my ass a thorough internal cleanse, and then took a shower. She came into the shower room shortly after I had given myself an enema, and handed me some Nair over the top of the enclosure.
"Put this on your legs, from your ankles to your inner thighs," she directed. "I will let you know when six minutes are up."
I breathed a sigh of relief, when she mentioned the six minute time limit. Svetlana had burned me many times with depilatory cream and I was, understandably, wary of it. Six minutes later I washed the cream from my legs, and they were completely hairless.
When I returned to the room, Stacey had laid out a new outfit for me to wear. It consisted of a light pink silk camisole, matching silk panties, a silk garter belt and some very silky stockings. I also noticed a pair of peek-toe high heeled shoes, on the floor. They were the same shade as the lingerie, and appeared to be way too big for Stacey. I recognized the red soles, and knew they were Christian Louboutin shoes. She helped me to get dressed, and I noticed that the camisole was my exact size, unlike the nightie, which had been a little small for me.
The camisole also had a built-in breast form, that made me appear to have tits, albeit not "D" cups, like Stacey. The panties had butt-forming pads in the rear, that added a bit of lift to my slender ass. After I put them on, I checked my ass out in the mirror. The panties made my butt look very feminine, and as I bent forward, I noticed that they were crotchless. The stockings felt out of this world, as they slid up my naked legs. I looked at Stacey with wonder in my eyes.
"French. 100% silk. Very expensive, but you are worth it Chrissy."
I did ponder how much of the tactile pleasure was due to the MDMA I had taken. Sara certainly swore by it, and she took it regularly. My nuts throbbed with desire, and I was willing to play Stacey's little dress-up game, in order to come again.
Svetlana had recently shaved my genitals, so I had very little hair left on my body. I already looked less masculine, even before I put on the silk lingerie. However, Stacey was far from ready to have sex with me. She told me to put the bathrobe on over my intimates, and had me sit in front of the mirror.
Stacey used to work at the MAC counter at Nordstrom, so was a very experienced makeup artist. She went through a multi-step process, to soften my look and reduce the male angularity of my jaw line. She moisturized my face, added a heavy foundation, and then went to work on my eye shadow, eyeliner and fake eyelashes. After she added some mascara and blush, I started to slightly resemble a woman.
I told Stacey I had way too much makeup on, but she assured me that the stark lighting of the makeup mirror, exaggerated my look. After she applied some pink lip liner and lipgloss, I looked much more feminine. Not like a hot chick, by any means in the harsh lighting, but definitely passable. Stacey turned my chair away from the mirror, and knelt before me. I sat there passively, as she painted my toenails the same shade of pink as my lips. Once my toenails were done, she retrieved some glue-on nail extensions, and affixed them to my own fingernails. These also got painted in pink.
We chatted and flirted as we waited for my nails to dry, and she told me that I looked almost ready to fuck. I was totally ready, and couldn't wait to get balls-deep inside Stacey. This was the second time this weekend, that one of Adrian's bitches had painted my fingernails, but it felt much better with Stacey, because we had an intimate connection. Once my nails were dry, Stacey spoke up.
"Just a few final touches, Chrissy. You already look fantastic, but I know what else we need."
She left the room again, and returned with her "finishing touches." She had Sara's long platinum wig, that I had worn when I gave Ivan a rimjob. Stacey put the wig on me, and adjusted it, so that it was even. She smiled at me, as she showed me the "SLUT" collar, that Sara had worn for Adrian. At this point I just wanted to fuck, so I let her collar me. She waved the tiny little bell, that I wear to signal my location in Adrian's house. It was now attached to a pink silk ribbon, and Stacey tied this around my very erect, leaking cock.
The heels were next. Stacey knelt before me, and helped me into the shoes, that were a perfect fit. I looked down at my feet, and saw my pink toenails peeking out from the front of the pink, Louboutin pumps. She spritzed me with a very generous spray of Svetlana's perfume, stood back and admired her handiwork.
"We just need to soften the lighting, Chrissy," she said. "Other than that you look like one of us!"
Well I wouldn't have gone that far, until she closed the curtains, put on some soft lighting, and called me into the living room. The lighting made all the difference, and as I checked myself out in the many mirrors around the huge suite, I looked like a woman that I would fuck. The heels accentuated my calf muscles, and made my slender, hairless legs, look toned. My ass also had some shape, due to the combination of the pumps, and the butt-forming panties.
The high heels made me look thinner, as they added four inches to my slender frame. My makeup was perfect. In the harsh lighting of the bathroom it looked way too garish, like a drag queen. However, in the muted light of the main room, it looked impeccable. My platinum hair was brushed straight, and reached the padded butt-forms of my very fuckable ass. I kept admiring myself in all the mirrors, and was captivated by how desirable I looked as a woman.
At first I found it difficult to walk in the sky-high heels, but Stacey told me to relax and swish my hips, as I walked. This made it much easier, and I smiled at her as I took my first steps around the large room. Once I could walk gracefully, she wanted a photo of me.
"Before you get all messed up from the rough sex," she said jokingly.
You would think I had learned my lesson, but I was so aroused, so eager to get on with the main act, that I told her that she could take a photo.
"Don't include my face, and please use my phone," I told her.
I unlocked my iPhone and handed it to Stacey. She took a quick photo, and then told me to twirl. I did my best to attempt to "twirl," and she got a great photo of my slender legs, as I modeled for her. She took photos of me lying seductively on the bed, kneeling on my sucky pillow, from behind me in the doggy-style position, and a few other sexy poses. Once she was done, she handed me my phone. I checked the photos, deleted one that showed a slight side profile of my face, and was extremely happy with the rest. I looked like a very fuckable piece of ass.
Stacey put some mood music on, and lit a few candles. She told me to get on all fours as she wanted to give me a rimjob. I assumed her desired position, and she adjusted me the way she wanted me. She spread my legs further apart, arched my back, arranged my hair so that it spilled down to my ass, and then sprayed a liberal dose of Svetlana's perfume all over me.
She leaned a large mirror against the wall, in front of me, so that I could watch her eat my ass. I heard her text someone, and then she sprayed more perfume around the entire living room. She knelt next to me, and asked me if I was ready. I nodded enthusiastically and then she moved her lips to my ear and nibbled my earlobe.
"Looks like we have company, Chrissy," she whispered.
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I never even heard them come in. I guess that was the point of the music, to mask the sound of Adrian, Svetlana and Sara entering the suite with the spare keycard. I started to turn around but Stacey stopped me.
She whispered, "Eyes front. Don't give Adrian any excuse to hurt you."
I nodded my understanding, knowing full well that Adrian would love to kick my ass in front of the girls. I remained passively in the doggy-style position.
Svetlana spoke up next. "Chrissy cleans up nice. Wow. Right how Adrian predicted it would happen."
I hung my head as I recalled Adrian's words the day Svetlana had fucked my ass over his desk. After Svetlana had finished my punishment, she offered my ass to Adrian. He said the most threatening thing anyone has ever said to me. At the time it felt like a prophesy, and I memorized it verbatim, in the sincere hope that it never happened.
"I don't want him tied up like some non-consensual prison rape. I want him to willingly submit to me. I want him to get a Brazilian wax, cleanse his anal passage with an enema, wiggle his ass seductively and invite me to fuck it. I might even make him wear lipgloss and lingerie when I do finally fuck him."
Now as I was presented to him on a platter, in my expensive lingerie with my lips glossed and my anal passage cleansed, I knew I was fucked. Figuratively and literally. Stacey told me to hold my head up and arch my back. She started to give me a running commentary as I was required to stay "eyes front".
"Adrian is moving behind you," she whispered. "Sara and Svetlana are unbuckling his belt buckle, and Sara just removed his belt. Sara has one hand on Adrian's zipper and he just told her to wait until you signal your availability."
I knew he was making me sweat for the girls amusement. Why the fuck didn't he just get on with it? And what fucking signal? My heart sank as it dawned on me. I remembered his words "wiggle his ass seductively and invite me to fuck it." A wave of shame washed over my entire body, and I started to wiggle my ass for Adrian. He let me shimmy and shake for several seconds, before he motioned for Sara to continue. I closed my eyes as I couldn't watch myself gyrating for another man in the mirror. I decided to keep them closed.
"Sara is unzipping Adrian's zipper," Stacey whispered.
I heard his zipper go down, and then he roughly kicked my knees further apart. I noticed he still had his shoes on, so apparently he wasn't going to get naked to fuck my ass.
"Sara just fished Adrian's cock out of his pants, and he is erect," Stacey said. "Good job Chrissy, he got hard from the visual of you."
Stacey's attempt to make me feel better, fell flat. I was way more interested in who was going to lube my asshole, than the status of Adrian's erection.
Stacey resumed her running commentary.
"Adrian forgot his lube and he wants to know if you would rather get fucked using saliva as lubrication, or without lubrication?"
I had only ever had my ass fucked once in my life. By Svetlana, using lots of lube. I knew it wouldn't be pretty without lube.
I told Stacey, "with saliva please."
I assumed Adrian would make me suck his cock before he fucked my ass, but he had other ideas.
"Ask your wife to get Adrian ready," Stacey said with a giggle.
That fucking prick! He had me right where he wanted me and just couldn't stop himself from kicking me in the nuts.
"Sara, would you please suck Adrian's cock to get him ready for me?"
Of course, predictably, she couldn't hear me.
"Can you repeat your request a little louder?" Stacey said.
All four of them were laughing now, and I asked Sara again to get Adrian ready for me, in a louder voice. This time apparently she heard me, because Stacey resumed her playback of what was happening behind my back.
"Your wife just knelt in front of Adrian. She is wearing Louboutin's too. Svetlana has gone to turn the music off as we can barely communicate in here."
Once the music died, it was very quiet in the room. As soon as I heard the lewd sounds of Sara giving Adrian the world's sloppiest blowjob, I knew why that asshole had killed the tunes. I waited nervously on all fours as my wife slurped and gagged on Adrian's cock, trying to lubricate it so that he could fuck my ass.
"Sara is deep-throating Adrian," Stacey said. "Lots of saliva now. She is really taking one for the team!"
After a few minutes of slurping sounds, Stacey informed me that Svetlana was now kneeling in front of Adrian, and he was enjoying a two-girl blowjob. Adrian kept me waiting for almost fifteen minutes, as Svetlana and my wife gave him a sloppy, wet blowjob.
Stacey whispered, "I hope for your sake that Adrian doesn't come on the girls, because he will last forever, if he has already busted a nut. He will tear your ass up."
This made me genuinely fearful, and I started to wiggle my ass as seductively as I could. I was trying to entice Adrian to take me now, as I figured I could get him off more quickly, if it was his first orgasm.
Adrian noticed and said, "She's ready. Look at her shake that ass for me."
"Chrissy is ripe for the taking," Stacey said. "She is wearing crotchless panties for you."
Then Stacey continued her narrative.
"Adrian is getting behind you. He is kneeling down. Sara is holding the tip of his cock."
I felt Sara's wedding ring scrape across my ass, as she lined the tip of Adrian's dick up with my sphincter. I knew Adrian had engineered this humiliation too. Sara never wore her wedding ring anymore. Of course Adrian had asked her to make sure I knew she was wearing it for this momentous occasion. Sara had worn her wedding ring the first time Adrian had fucked her ass, so it was appropriate that she wore it, as he was about to fuck mine. I still had my eyes closed trying to block out the visual component of my impending ass-fucking.
I felt Adrian's cock hit my asshole, and he told me to look at him in the mirror. He was on his knees behind me still dressed in his suit. Sara knelt beside him and had one hand between Adrian and my ass, to guide him in. I was still legally married to this woman, and she was facilitating the entry of her black lover's huge prick into my puckering asshole. At least when Svetlana fucked my ass with the white strap-on, Sara had given me some poppers to help me out. She had switched teams, for sure, and I was never going to get her back.
Adrian maintained eye contact with me, as he forced his way inside me. Sara and Svetlana had lubricated him somewhat, but he was way bigger than the strap-on, and it really took some effort before he was balls-deep inside me. Once he was all the way in, I felt his expensive silk suit pants against the back of my thighs, and I wondered why he had even bothered to remove his belt. He started to slowly thrust in and out of me, and I felt my anal passage adjust and relax, to accommodate him. I could also hear the bell that was tied around my cock, jingle periodically, which was emasculating.
"Throw your head back, Chrissy, and arch your back," Stacey ordered. "Adrian wants to see your "SLUT" collar in the mirror."
I followed her direction, and Adrian grunted as he took me in. My collar not only identified me with an accurate pejorative, but also did a great job of hiding my Adam's apple. I really looked like a woman, and not only because I was getting butt-fucked in Agent Provocateur lingerie.
"I told you I would punish you for leveraging me, when those Detectives needed my alibi," Adrian began. "You lied to me about fucking Svetlana too. You made it sound like you took her doggy-style when, in truth, she tricked you into entering her chili-laced condom. I wish I had seen the look on your face as your cock was burning."
"He cried like a little bitch," Svetlana added. "Begging me to help him."
I could see Sara was egging Adrian on, whispering in his ear, no doubt encouraging him to fuck my ass. She must have mentioned something about their Mile High Club experience earlier that weekend, because Adrian started to speak as he sodomized me.
"That's right Sara, you are the newest member of the Mile High Club," he taunted me. "Didn't you say you came close to joining it a couple of times before? Once with hubby when you decided to break up with me, and fly to see your parents. That would have been a seedy experience, crammed into the tiny bathrooms they provide in the cheap seats. The second time you almost joined was with your dentist, right? Flying to Mauritius?"
"Gynecologist," Sara corrected. "He wanted to take me to the Maldives on a private jet, not Mauritius."
"Now that would have been a nice experience," Adrian continued, as he thrust in and out of my asshole. "A private jet is the only way to join the MHC. Is that the guy that did your vaginal rejuvenation surgery for free?" he asked Sara.
"Yes Adrian," she responded softly. "He thought I was going on vacation with him for a month, so he tightened my pussy free of charge," she said proudly.
"Well, he did a great job, I must say. You feel tight like an eighteen year old. I should call the good doctor and thank him for his work. I may even have him tighten up Stacey and Svetlana. Maybe he would give me a two for one discount."
"You mean three for one," Sara responded with a giggle. "Chrissy might need a little rectal rejuvenation after this weekend!"
All of them had a good laugh at that notion, and I let my head hang in shame as Adrian continued to butt-fuck me.
Svetlana spoke next, echoing Stacey's earlier directive, in order to maximize Adrian's experience.
"Lift your head up and arch your back Chrissy! Adrian likes to see your SLUT collar in the mirror."
Adrian thrust a few more times inside me, and started to talk again.
"Sara, right after our wedding, we are going to the Maldives for three weeks for our honeymoon. I know it is on your bucket list, and you almost got to go there once before, with your doctor friend. I can't wait to treat you to a beautiful vacation."
I heard Svetlana giggle. She was watching off to the side, and this was exactly the sort of thing that made her wet. Stacey was still next to me, but Adrian decided he wanted a little more stimulation, so he called her over. She went over to him and knelt beside him. They kissed and he said something quietly to her. She nodded and disappeared behind him. Sara then got up from her knees, and came and stood next to the mirror in front of me. She watched me getting fucked by her lover dispassionately, and I could tell she was as high as a kite.
Adrian tensed up and moaned, and it was apparent that my new girlfriend, Stacey, had slipped beneath him, and was giving him one of her specialty rimjobs, as he pounded me from behind. In the mirror, I could see Adrian had a look of joy on his face now, and he called Sara and Svetlana over to him. They knelt either side of him, and began to talk him to his climax. I couldn't imagine how pleasurable it must have been for Adrian.
He was buried in my tight little ass, Stacey was underneath him rimming him, and Sara and Svetlana were kissing his neck and ears and talking dirty to him. I don't know if it was the prostate stimulation, or the scent in the air, or the silky lingerie rubbing against my nuts and cock. However, all of a sudden I realized that I was going to come if this went on much longer.
This couldn't happen. There was no way I was going to suffer the indignity of coming in my silk panties, while getting butt-fucked by Adrian. He would never let me live it down. I started to think about other things, but there was too much visual and aural stimulation in the room, along with my favorite scent that permeated the entire suite. Plus my bell kept jingling, alerting everyone to the fact that my cock was dancing between my legs.
Adrian slipped his thumbs under my garter belt, and called me a bitch.
"Stacey, stick your tongue deep in my ass, because I am about to unload my nuts in Chrissy," he ordered the tall blonde.
I tried to fight it, but the inevitable happened, and I cried out as I shot my load all over the base of the mirror.
Adrian exclaimed, "Chrissy just got off on getting her ass fucked."
He told me to look at him, and I reluctantly made eye-contact with him in the mirror.
"Next time I fuck your ass, you will wear blue eye contacts," he growled, as he exploded inside me.
I watched him in the mirror as he came, pleasure written all over his face, as we worked as a team, to maximize his sexual satisfaction. He thrusted deep into me as he ejaculated, and then let out a sigh of relief.
"Fuck yeah," he exclaimed to no-one in particular, as Stacey continued to tenderly lick and kiss his asshole.
Adrian gathered his breath for a few seconds, and alternated between kissing Sara and Svetlana, as they heaped praise on him for his sexual prowess and stamina. After he had composed himself, Stacey crawled out from under him and went to wash her face. Adrian slowly withdrew his cock from my ass.
"I made the bitch bleed," he said, as he wiped his cock on the back of my camisole.
After he had removed the blood from his cock, he told me to suck him clean. Fortunately for me, the enema had worked perfectly and he was already fairly clean. I sucked his cock, as Sara and Svetlana rained insults on me.
Once Adrian deemed his cock was clean, he barked, "Svetlana, get that bitch back in his cage, before he makes any more mess. He has already enjoyed multiple orgasms!"
Adrian's assessment of my sexual activity was technically correct, as I had ejaculated once on Stacey's stockings, and once when getting sodomized by Adrian. However, after five months in the cage, it was hardly the evening I had fantasized about.
Once I was caged, Adrian noticed semen all over my panties and camisole.
"You clumsy bitch," he said derisively, "You are wearing four hundred dollars worth of lingerie. You need to learn to take better care of your pretty things. Get back on your hands and knees."
The girls gathered round now, interested in what was going on in Adrian's mind.
"You need to be punished for fouling your intimates," he admonished me.
Sara laughed. She was still high, and her eyes were glazed over as usual.
Adrian told Stacey to pull my padded panties down, and she did so, exposing my bare ass. He picked his belt up off the floor, and I realized now why he had taken it off after all. He folded it in two, and holding the belt by the buckle, whacked my ass really hard with it. The leather made a loud smack as it made contact, and the sound reverberated around the room. I cried out in pain, and tears welled up in my eyes. For some reason I hoped I didn't mess up my makeup, but as he hit me with the belt again, tears streamed down my face. He hit me four times, and each time I cried out like a total pussy.
When he was done, he put his belt back on and stood behind me. I was still on all fours with my head thrown back and my back arched, the way Adrian liked "his bitches" to pose. I could see him in the mirror, as he looked down at me with disdain. His cock had softened and was hanging out of his zipper, still several inches long even when flaccid.
He spoke in a menacing tone. "I am in control here. I own all of your asses. Remember that or face the consequences."
The room was totally silent as everyone was afraid to speak, or make any sound at all. Adrian stepped closer to me, grabbed his cock with one hand, pointed it at my ass and let out a short trickle of piss, that dampened the hem of my Agent Provocateur camisole. He held his bladder for a few moments, to gauge the level of resistance in me.
Stacey faked a cough, and I made eye contact with her. She was imploring me with her eyes to stand up and fight. I just didn't have it in me, and I averted my gaze from her.
"Nothing?" Adrian said impassively. "No push back?"
I wanted to stand up and fight him, especially as there were three women witnessing my debasement, but I remained on all fours with my back arched, like a bitch.
Adrian called me a pussy, and released his bladder. He started to piss all over my burning red ass and the back of my silk camisole. As he has demonstrated in the past, Adrian has the bladder capacity of a horse, and he urinated on me for about thirty seconds. I have never been so humiliated in my life, especially as my wife and both of my potential future girlfriends, witnessed his domination of me. Once he finished his piss, he put his cock back in his suit pants.
"Stay dressed like a bitch until further instructions," he said commandingly.
Adrian walked slowly around to where my head was. He stood between my face and the mirror, and I was fearful he was going to kick my ass.
Sara spoke next. "Thank Adrian for finally fucking your ass."
Adrian moved closer to me so that his shins were touching my forehead, and I understood exactly what he wanted. I slowly lowered my glossed lips to his feet, and planted one kiss on each of his black patent leather shoes, as if to show my respect for him. As he stepped back to admire my handiwork, the girls all came over to look at his shoes. The black patent leather was shined to perfection, and on the tip of each shoe, was a bright pink imprint of my lips.
"I would never kiss that asshole's feet," Sara said in a mocking tone, repeating the vow that I made, after Adrian forced Sara to kiss his feet, during her weekly Kogan massage.
Adrian laughed out loud at that remark, called me a fucking pussy, and left the suite with the three platinum blondes in tow.
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I went into the bathroom, dried my tears and was aware that my makeup was still perfect. Well, other than I was now wearing less lipgloss, as I had left some of it on Adrian's shoes. My ass really hurt both from the brutal ass-fucking, and from the beating I took with the belt. I pulled the crotchless panties back up. I had no idea how long Stacey would be, so I started to clean her suite.
I poured water onto the piss-stained carpet first, and dried it with a hairdryer. Fortunately there was no visible stain, and no odor, when I was done. It was a shame the same couldn't be said for my Agent Provocateur intimates. They were stained and reeked of piss. Adrian had defiled me in front of the triplets, and the foul odor of his urine worked against me, as I tried to erase the humiliating event from my memory. I wanted to take the lingerie off, but was too scared of Adrian to defy him.
As I busied myself cleaning Stacey's suite, I kept catching glances of myself in the multiple mirrors of the suite. I was totally passable and actually quite attractive, made up as I was and with long platinum hair. My feet hurt from the high heels, but I was too frightened to take them off.
Time dragged by slowly, and my lingerie finally dried. The stains had almost gone, and I spritzed myself with Svetlana's perfume, to mask the piss odor. I ended up ordering room service, and had a brief conversation at the door with the young waiter who brought my food. After I tipped him, he said "have a nice night miss", which made me feel good. Later on I called down to the front desk for a tampon, as my ass was still bleeding. A female employee brought a pack to my room. Once again, I passed as a female which was encouraging.
Stacey finally texted me, and told me I could return to the Garden Villa. I removed my lingerie and wig, and took a shower. I dressed in Svetlana's silk pajamas, and inserted a tampon in my ass, as I was still bleeding slightly. I returned to the four of them, and entered the room sheepishly. Adrian was watching the news, and the three platinum blondes were running on their respective treadmills.
I went to the room that I shared with Svetlana, and laid down on the bed. I had endured a tough day, but was one day closer to my freedom. Adrian and Sara were getting married in less than two weeks. Adrian would give me the security footage, and my NDA that guaranteed it would never see the light of day, and cut me loose. I had about two weeks left of servitude, at the most, and could see the light at the end of the tunnel. As I relaxed on the bed, Stacey came to the door of the room. She had just finished running on the treadmill, and had a towel around the back of her neck.
"Do you have a second to talk baby?" she asked sweetly.
I motioned for her to come into my room, and she sat down on the bed next to me.
"How come you didn't get up and fight?" she began. "You just knelt there and let him urinate all over your back and ass. Why?"
I shifted uncomfortably, unable to verbalize the fear Adrian instilled in me. Stacey could see my inaction was killing me, and changed course.
"I am so sorry baby," she continued, "I wish I had stuck up for you but Adrian pays my bills, and I have to be loyal to him. I have nothing without him. Let's stay in Vegas and make a go of it. Adrian and Sara fly home tomorrow morning, and Ivan will be here around noon to drive Svetlana, you and I back to San Clemente. Adrian said if you and I stay here, he will release you from your service to him, and pay us for twelve months in advance."
I wasn't completely sure I trusted Adrian, but Stacey was a shrewd businesswoman, and had hashed out the details. Adrian would write us a check for $96,000, and pre-pay for us to stay at the Wynn Palace, for three months. The Wynn would cash the check for us, based on their relationship with Adrian. Once we found our dream home, we could leave the hotel, and Adrian would cover our first year's rent.
"He also promised to pay off your mortgage. We can make this work baby," Stacey assured me.
I was happy to hear that my mortgage payoff was back in the deal, but I still had some reservations.
Once I said this, Stacey outlined the plan if we didn't follow Adrian's program.
"He really has it in for you baby," she told me. "If we get in that limousine with Ivan, you are going to have to suck Ivan's cock, or maybe worse. You need to get away from Adrian, he is sadistic, and he will only escalate his mistreatment of you in the next two weeks, especially as you never push back. You just let him piss on you. He thinks you are a total pussy."
We chatted for a while, and she offered to look at my butt to assess the damage. I was really warming up to the idea of staying in Vegas with Stacey. She was quite sweet, when you got beneath the cold bitchy exterior. She examined my rectum and assured me it wasn't torn. I probably just had a little internal bleeding.
"You are good to go, baby," she said with a smile. "Ready for Ivan to enjoy."
I shuddered at that thought, and made the decision to stay in Vegas, safely out of my principal tormentor's way. I would tell Adrian in the morning, just before he boarded the private jet. I didn't want to give him the satisfaction of knowing that he had beaten me, any earlier than I needed to. Stacey left, and I relaxed on the bed, as I couldn't really sit down without some discomfort.
A little later I got a text from Svetlana, telling me to fetch Adrian some ice. I went down to the hotel kitchen, got a large bag of ice, and knocked on the door of Adrian's suite, in case he was enjoying time with the girls. There was no answer, so I waited about thirty seconds and knocked again, a little louder this time.
Adrian's voice said "Enter" in a very commanding manner, and I shuddered as I realized how fearful he made me of him. I had never been bullied at school, or had a hostile work environment, so I had never had any reason to fear another human being. However, Adrian's dominant physical presence, coupled with his sadism and desire to make me look like a pussy, intimidated me immensely. I was worried I would piss my pants in his presence one day. I entered sheepishly with my tail between my legs, holding a large bag of ice.
Adrian was relaxing in a large leather recliner. His patent leather Ferragamo shoes were placed by the side of the chair. The bright pink image of my lips were still visible on each shoe, a stark reminder that I had kissed his feet, after he fucked my ass. Stacey and Svetlana were knelt before him on their sucky pillows, giving him a foot massage. They were dressed identically, in hot pink bikinis and they were lavishing attention on his feet. Adrian was watching the news on his iPad, as the submissive blondes worked the hot massage oil into the soles of his feet.
Sara was ordering food from room service, and I wondered why the fuck Adrian didn't just add a bag of ice to the room service order. I obviously wasn't there to bring them ice. There was a large stainless steel ice bucket on the table with a magnum of Crystal chilling in it. I opened the bag of ice, and emptied it into the oversized ice bucket. Then I removed the huge bottle of champagne from the bucket, and topped every one up. Sara wouldn't look at me as I filled her glass, but Stacey looked up at me with her piercing blue eyes, as she knelt at Adrian's feet, and silently implored me to stay in Vegas with her.
There was a massive eighty-inch tv screen mounted on the wall, and I couldn't help but notice that our favorite porn was playing on it. That is Sara's and mine. The movie depicted three beautiful platinum blondes, pleasuring a black man. Sara and I had watched that movie at least fifty times.
I think we both knew every scene of that movie, we had watched it so many times. In it, the three blondes gave the black man a tender, loving edging blowjob for almost an hour, before he busted his nut on their faces.
This had been a fantasy of mine, but was now a reality for Adrian, as Sara, Stacey and Svetlana were getting ready to edge Adrian, until he finally blew his load. After Sara ordered their food, she took her place at Adrian's feet, and the three platinum blondes began the prolonged edging session of Adrian.
They started by kissing his cock very tenderly, barely making contact. Three pairs of eager lips, brushing gently against his erection, leaving traces of pink lipgloss as evidence of their undying devotion to this dominant black man. Adrian was egging them on, talking dirty, probably in an attempt to arouse jealousy within me. If that was his goal, he had succeeded. Watching the three blondes, one of whom I was still legally married to, worship his massive black cock, was stoking several emotions within me, one of which was unbridled jealousy.
Sara was the most eager to please, lavishing attention on her future husband, and directing the other two girls, so that their choreographed moves closely matched the porno movie, scene by scene. Svetlana licked Adrian's shaft with the tip of her extended tongue, moving down in a tantalizingly slow motion, until she reached his nutsack. Then the beautiful young Czech girl, under verbal instruction from my wife, began to softly nibble his scrotum.
Stacey took Adrian's cock-head between her soft, eager lips and, as she made eye contact with him, gently sucked just the tip of his blood engorged erection. Sara ran her extended tongue up and down his shaft, occasionally planting soft kisses on it.
Adrian is blessed with a huge cock, both in length and girth, and the three of them were able to work in tandem. I knew I would never be on the receiving end of a three girl blowjob, but in the unlikely event that I was, the girls would have to take turns blowing me. My cock just wasn't large enough to accommodate three pairs of lips. Adrian allowed me to watch intently, relishing my obvious jealousy, and smug in the knowledge that my wife was worshiping his huge black cock, right before my eyes.
It was a sight to behold, even sexier than the professionally filmed and back-lit 4K movie, unfurling on the eighty-inch monitor. To view it in person was incredible, and as Adrian's muscular body tensed and flexed under the extreme sexual stimulation, I could only imagine what delight he was experiencing. His breathing was heavier now as he was on his path to his next orgasm. Occasionally he would look at me and smirk, but for the most part he was caught up in the visual of the three platinum blondes worshiping him.
I would steal an occasional glance at the porn movie playing on the massive monitor. Although it was essentially a mirror image of the live show, playing just a few feet from me, the porno seemed much more mechanical. Compared to the adoration Sara, Stacey and Svetlana were lavishing on Adrian, the porn actresses appeared to be going through the motions.
Adrian's triplets were maintaining eye contact with him, which was having the desired effect, as he struggled to prevent himself from ejaculating too quickly. I imagine having three sets of piercing blue eyes looking up at you with adoration, as they sucked your cock, would be enough visual stimulation to break even the most sexually jaded man.
I vowed to myself if I were ever lucky enough to be in that position, I was just going to shoot my load when I was ready, and then go back for round two. Adrian was all about control, and although he had mastered complete command of his orgasms, he was being severely tested under this extreme stimulation.
About twenty minutes later there was a knock on the door.
"Answer it, Chrissy," he said commandingly. "The girls are all pre-occupied. The tip is on the table."
There was a twenty dollar bill sitting on the dining table, so I got the food and tipped the waiter. I did feel self-conscious answering the door in Svetlana's pink silk pajamas, especially as it was the same guy that had seen my dressed as a girl earlier. He didn't recognize me, and after he left, I started to lay the food out on the large table.
I heard Adrian announce that he was hungry, and I wondered if he was going to forego his orgasm, so that he could eat. Adrian muted the television but let the porno continue to play on the huge screen.
"Chrissy, get your ass over here," he commanded.
A wave of fear descended on me, and I complied immediately. I stood in front of him as the girls waited patiently to see what Adrian's expectations were.
"Kneel right by my side," he said, dispassionately, "I want you to witness this. This is about as much pleasure as a man can endure."
"I am ready to come before we eat," he instructed the three blondes kneeling before him.
The three of them extended their tongues, in unison. They started to gently lick Adrian's shaft, just below the cock-head. They were barely touching him, the tips of their eager tongues teasing his frenulum, in much the same way that Svetlana had licked the Shea butter from my cock.
Adrian went from being fully composed, to putty in their hands instantaneously, such was the sexual delight he was experiencing from having his frenulum stimulated. I had a close-up view, kneeling as I was, about eighteen inches from the action. It wasn't ideal that my cock was throbbing away in the confines of my cock-cage, further aggravating my chafing. Or that I was dressed in a pair of very feminine pink silk pajamas, as this Alpha Male enjoyed my wife's tongue on his shaft. Or that Adrian's release was imminent, and I was forced to witness him ejaculate on my supposed new girlfriend, Stacey's, face. Yes, this was wrong on so many levels.
With the television muted, I could hear every lewd sound as the girls lapped away at his frenulum, like a trio of kittens. Adrian gave me one last look of disdain, before he closed his eyes in ecstasy. Less than two minutes later, as Sara withdrew her tongue from his cock, Adrian had a vocal orgasm, and came all over Stacey and Svetlana's faces. The two girls snowballed his load, sharing it between them in an extended show of submission, before spitting the remnants into a shot glass. I shuddered, as I tried to imagine the indignity that awaited me, when I was inevitably ordered to drink the contents of that shot glass.
After Adrian came, he moved over to his recliner and relaxed in his post-orgasmic bliss. I remained kneeling in the middle of the floor, awaiting further instructions. Stacey and Svetlana had left the room to wash their faces, and had vacated their respective sucky pillows. Adrian pointed to Stacey's pillow.
"Kneel in front of me," he said commandingly.
I was so intimidated by him, and I maintained a submissive demeanor around him for fear of any kind of confrontation. For this reason, I crawled over to him and I took my place on Stacey's red pillow.
"Have you made a decision about staying in Vegas with Stacey?" he began.
"Can we talk, Adrian?" I responded. "Man to man, as friends?"
I tried to appeal to Adrian's sense of loyalty.
"Adrian, we have been friends for years. Set me free to enjoy my life with Stacey. You have won. You have Sara. I agree to stay in Vegas with Stacey, completely out of your way, if you agree to leave me alone."
Adrian was enjoying my submission to him.
"I will certainly think about it," he said dispassionately, "after we enjoy a meal together. All that sex has made me very hungry."
Adrian made me continue to kneel before him as he played with his phone. Eventually, the girls returned to the living room. They all came over and thanked Adrian individually, before taking their places at the table. Sara gave me a particularly dismissive look, as I knelt before her new man.
Adrian slowly arose from his recliner, with the words, "Let's eat," which I took as my signal to stand.
There was an opulent spread of food laid out, and I noticed four comfortable upholstered dining chairs, around the table. The four of them sat eagerly, having worked up quite an appetite. Adrian told me to grab a bar stool, and invited me to sit. He had obviously pre-planned this, because there were two low-slung bar stools next to the table.
After I sat down, not only was I seated lower than everyone else, but the bar stool was very uncomfortable, as someone had removed the padded cushion. I shuffled uncomfortably on the wooden stool, as I still had a tampon in my ass.
Adrian noticed me squirming.
"Are you still sore from your ass-fucking? That was hours ago," he taunted. "I must have torn you a knew one."
The girls laughed out loud at his continued domination of me, but I noticed Stacey was not getting off on my humiliation.
Sara offered to get me a pillow, and returned with a hemorrhoids cushion, that was bright pink. I had seen a similar cushion before, when my sister was pregnant with her first child. We had gone to a baby store, and they sold pregnancy cushions to deal with the common side effect of hemorrhoids. They were available in blue or pink, depending on the sex of the baby. Adrian had decided that I needed pink, that prick.
After I was comfortably seated, Sara served the food. The four of them were given a nice full plate of chicken, rice and veggies, while I got a small plain, salad. There was a selection of dressings on the table, and I decided on the ranch flavor. As I reached for the Kraft dressing, Adrian spoke up.
"Chrissy, you have to try the house dressing. It is made fresh daily, and I am told by the girls it is quite delicious."
Sara arose from the table, to giggles from Svetlana. She returned moments later with the shot glass of Adrian's semen, and poured the contents of it all over my salad.
"Bon Appetit, Chrissy," Adrian said, to a few more giggles, before everyone tucked in.
I didn't want any further confrontation with Adrian, so I ate my salad in silence, my face burning red with indignation.



        My Best Friend My Nemesis Pt. 13

        Adrian enjoys the triplets in their HS Cheerleader Uniforms.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-best-friend-my-nemesis-pt-13

Title: My Best Friend My Nemesis Pt. 13

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Adrian enjoys the triplets in their HS Cheerleader Uniforms.

Tags: cuckold, dominant male, humiliation, sloppy seconds, blackmail, interracial

Series: My Best Friend My Nemesis


After we ate, the five of us retired to the main area of the suite.
Adrian announced that he was in the mood for dessert, and the girls giggled as if they had shared a hidden joke.
"Would anyone else like dessert?" he asked, knowing that the girls would decline, as they were all on a strict diet regime.
When no-one responded Adrian said, "Just a bowl of mint chocolate chip ice cream then Chrissy."
I realized that this was my cue to get my ass down to the hotel kitchen, and fetch him a bowl of ice cream.
"Take my Ferragamo shoes down with you, Chrissy," he ordered me. "Find the butler, and ask him to give them a shine. I have an early morning appointment, and I don't want to have to face the inevitable questions of why I have Pink lipgloss on my shoes."
I went downstairs and found the concierge, but he informed me that Adrian had dismissed the butler early, because he had his "house boy" with him. I imagined the concierge knew I was the "house boy", as I was dressed in a pair of pink silk pajamas, and was holding Adrian's patent leather shoes. I returned to the Palace Villa with a large bowl of mint ice cream and my head hung in shame.
Luckily for me, the girls were gone so they didn't have to witness what happened next. I knew I would be expected to give his shoes a shine, and this was confirmed when I saw that someone had laid a towel down, to protect the Persian rug in the living room. A shoe-shine kit sat on top of the towel.
"Put my shoes on the towel, Chrissy," he said with a smirk. "You have all night to shine them. I need them by 6am."
I placed the shoes on the towel and retreated to my room, as Adrian enjoyed his ice cream. My plan was to wait until everyone was in bed, then I would give his shoes a quick polish. Of course, my plans were quickly derailed. Less than ten minutes later, Svetlana texted me that my presence was required in the main living area.
I walked in sheepishly in my pink silk pajamas, and was greeted by the sight of the three girls kneeling before Adrian. They had each freshened their makeup, glossed their lips bright pink, and arranged their hair in pigtails. All three of them were dressed in their respective High School cheerleader uniforms.
As I admired the three blondes, it occurred to me that I had seen Sara's uniform before, although she had never worn it for me. In fact, Sara's uniform had undergone a startling transformation at the hands of the express dry-cleaning service. The pleats of her short skirt were beautifully pressed, and her crop-top looked brand new, having emerged from Adrian's bladder-draining piss, none the worse for wear.
I had fucked Svetlana very briefly in her uniform, before I had to rapidly withdraw as my cock was on fire. I had also seen a photo of Stacey dressed this way, in her High School yearbook, although in the picture she looked a lot more innocent. Adrian had made some major improvements to Stacey's appearance, turning her from a girl next door type, into a pornstar looking fucktoy. Stacey's Oklahoma City High School cheerleader uniform was the standout.
I am assuming she had modified it, as even the most liberal High School in the country, surely would not have permitted such an overtly sexual outfit. This skirt was several inches shorter than Sara's and Svetlana's. Coupled with the fact that Stacey towered over the other two blondes, the skirt length enabled me to tell what color underwear she was wearing, as she knelt before the dominant black man.
Adrian was wearing a pair of white, silk briefs, his erection visible as he surveyed what I now realized was his "dessert." He didn't look at me, but told me to sit on the floor and enjoy the show.
Then he invited the girls to stand and they arose in tandem and approached him eagerly. My cock throbbed in my cage as I watched Stacey, Svetlana and Sara take turns making out with Adrian. As one of them kissed him, the other two would nibble and suck his earlobes, and whisper in his ears. Sara knelt first, my wife being the most naturally submissive. She tenderly planted kisses all over Adrian's stomach and inner thighs, as Stacey and Svetlana kissed Adrian's neck and chest.
Before long, the three of them were on their knees before him and they started to kiss his white silk briefs. He was tenting in his underwear now, and the girls continued their adoration of his entire genitalia. They were kissing his cock through the silk of his briefs, leaving lipstick traces all over his white underwear. Sara scooted behind him and started to nibble his ass-cheeks, the pink tell-tale signs of her ministrations, deposited all over his ass.
"This reminds me of my blowjob from Chrissy at the wedding reception," Adrian said with a laugh. "That bitch got lipstick all over my cock and nuts."
I felt my face redden in shame, and wanted to speak up, and let everyone know that Koko sucked Adrian off, not me. It just didn't matter. To the three of them, I was a pussy and a cocksucker.
I had seen Adrian's lipstick covered briefs before, discarded carelessly for me to launder. However, even though I had imagined how much pleasure a man could derive from having three beautiful blondes kiss him all over his genitalia, the actual sight of it was much more sexy than I had imagined. Their lips were everywhere, as they gave him an extended tongue bath.
At last, his cock forced its way out of the confines of his silk briefs, the massive black cock-head glistening with pre-cum. Sara got there first, staking her claim to the first taste of his seminal fluid. She extended her soft little tongue, and she licked the pre-cum from the tip of his cock. Once his cock was free, the girls took his briefs off using just their mouths.
This was much easier said than done, but five minutes later, Adrian lifted his right foot and Stacey emerged from the tip of his toes, with his undies in between her teeth. They were no longer white, but had pink lipstick traces all over the front and back of them. Stacey tossed them my way and they landed in my lap. I didn't know what to do so I folded them neatly, getting pre-cum on my hands in the process.
Once Adrian was naked, the three platinum blondes started giving Adrian another three girl blowjob. They took turns blowing him for several minutes and then he moved forward slightly and rested one foot up on the sofa. The girls instantly adjusted their positions. Sara moved behind Adrian and started to rim him. Stacey continued to suck the tip of his cock, and Svetlana nibbled and sucked his swollen black nuts.
I would have shot my wad by now but Adrian enjoyed his three girl worship session for several minutes, before he spoke his next directive.
"I am ready to fuck," he said assertively.
The three platinum blondes rose from their knees and walked over to the large dining table that we had eaten at earlier. They seductively removed their underwear and tossed them in my general direction. I caught Stacey's, and Sara's landed on me. I noticed Sara's were soaked, as she responded favorably to her submission to Adrian. Svetlana's came up short, but were within arm's reach so I grabbed them too.
When they reached the dining table, the three of them bent over it and hiked up their skirts. From my vantage point I could see a generous amount of lubrication had been applied to each girl's pussy and asshole. Adrian strolled over to the table, seemingly trying to decide which of the six available holes to fuck first. My cock was hurting now, fighting a losing battle with the cock-cage. I shifted uncomfortably trying to find a seating position that hurt less.
Adrian took my wife's asshole first, presumably to send me a message that she was his now. As he eased his huge black cock inside her anal passage, she spoke.
"Am I tighter than my hubby, Adrian?" she asked, as Svetlana struggled to suppress her laughter. "I can't believe you butt-fucked us both tonight."
Adrian ended up fucking all three of them vaginally and anally. I know he had come several times already, but his stamina was truly impressive. None of the girls had an orgasm, which was not surprising given the fact that none of the anal vibrators were inserted. After nearly an hour of alternating between pussy and asshole, Adrian made me a surprisingly generous concession, while balls-deep in Stacey's asshole.
"Do you want a crack Chris?" he asked.
"Sorry, Adrian?" I asked, not sure if I had misunderstood him.
"Do you want to fuck one of my bitches? Yes, or no?"
I nodded my head enthusiastically, and Adrian responded.
"I'll take that as a yes. Which one?"
He knew my answer before I even said it. I had been married to Sara for fifteen years, and while I never had butt-fucked her, or enjoyed her dressed in her High School cheerleader uniform, she was never going to be my first choice, with these available options.
Same with Svetlana. I had fucked her, albeit briefly, in her cheerleader uniform, so that was no longer on my bucket list. That left the beautiful Stacey. Stacey was a total goddess, and in her obscenely short cheerleader skirt, was completely fucking irresistible. I had already enjoyed one very intense orgasm with Stacey. I was dressed in women's lingerie, and had ejaculated all over her stockinged feet as she toyed with me, inducing my first release after five months in the cock-cage.
"Stacey," I said with a shaky voice.
"Ass or pussy?" Adrian said.
"Pussy," I said nervously, deferring to Adrian who was currently sodomizing Stacey, and hoping to God that this wasn't another trick.
Adrian whispered something to Sara, and she came over to me and knelt before me. Sara removed the key to my cock-cage from around her neck, and unlocked me. After the cage was off, my erection danced between my legs, dripping pre-cum all over my inner thighs.
Sara rested her hand on my knee and said sweetly, "Wait your turn, baby. Adrian gets to enjoy her first. He's the Alpha here. When he is done using Stacey, you can get your sloppy seconds."
Adrian was indeed enjoying Stacey. He was approaching his orgasm now, thrusting deeply into her anal passage, as he occasionally slapped her ass. Stacey was encouraging him to come, and threw her head back, so that her hair reached her ass. Adrian pulled out of her at the last minute, let out a low guttural roar, and ejaculated all over the back of her cheerleader skirt, her lower back and the hem of her crop-top.
Adrian shot six or seven ropes of cum over Stacey. It was a copious load, a testament to this man's capacity to produce semen. He should have been paid to breed women, such was his sperm count, stamina and short refractory period.
As soon as he was finished ejaculating, Svetlana knelt before him, and sucked him clean. I am not a fan of ass to mouth, but Adrian used it, along with golden showers, as a tool to subjugate women.
"You're up, Chris," Adrian said with a smile.
I shuffled forward tentatively, unsure of whether I was actually going to fuck this goddess. Sara walked me over to where Stacey was, bent over the table. Just before we got there she spoke.
"You do need to wear protection, baby, at least until we get you tested," she said with a smirk.
"I am clean, Sara," I countered, "I have been celibate for five months."
"House rules," she said, as she unwrapped one of Adrian's condoms.
I turned my back to Stacey, and Sara knelt before me and rolled the condom over my erection. I knew as soon as she got the condom to the base of my shaft, that it was way too big for me. Adrian used oversized Magnum rubbers, and my size would have been extra-small, or even petite, if they offered that size. Sara continued to unravel the condom, until it also completely covered my nuts. The four of them were having a laugh at my expense, as Adrian's Magnum enveloped my entire genitalia.
Adrian had clearly pre-planned this, because he stepped forward with a solution.
"I recently traveled to Japan," he began. "I bought some condoms there as a novelty item, after seeing how small Asian rubbers are, compared to those in the US. Chris will probably fit into them perfectly."
With that he briefly left the room, returning with the extra-small rubbers. He tossed the package to Sara, with the additional proclamation.
"Japanese condoms are not regulated by the FDA, so I suggest doubling up for assured protection," he told Sara, to another round of giggles from the girls.
Sara struggled to get the first condom over my erection, as I guess, by Asian standards, even I was well-endowed. Once my cock was finally sheathed, she unwrapped a second rubber, and fought to get it on. The latex was very tight on my cock, and reduced my feelings somewhat, but I was ready to fuck Stacey.
When I turned around to enter Stacey, she was looking over her shoulder at me through her piercing blue eyes. She had stood up straighter now, instead of bending over the table. The bottom of her cheerleader skirt hung just below her ass-cheeks and she reached one hand under her pussy to guide me in.
"Fuck me stud," she said seductively.
It looked like I was finally going to fuck the lovely Stacey. It wasn't the perfect scenario, given the fact that my performance would be watched, and no doubt, critiqued by, three other people. Also, I had to wear two condoms, which seemed completely unnecessary, because the only thing I had been coupled with, in the last several months, was my pocket pussy. Lastly, it was painfully obvious that I was enjoying "sloppy seconds".
Adrian had ejaculated a massive load all over the back of Stacey. It was all over the back of her cheerleader skirt, across the bottom of her crop-top, and it had pooled at the base of her spine, as she arched her back. As I got closer to her, I could see his semen in the bottom of her pigtails too, although this was drying and matting in her platinum hair.
I eased up behind Stacey, trying not to make contact with Adrian's seminal fluid. Sloppy seconds was definitely gross, but I wanted a piece of this hottie. Stacey grabbed the tip of my cock and guided me inside her.
As I slipped inside Stacey, a wave of euphoria washed over me. I had known this alluring goddess for years, and had jerked off to the thought of fucking her, on multiple occasions. I couldn't believe I was actually balls-deep inside her.
She felt tight, warm and well lubricated. I was surprised at how tight she was, considering how often Adrian fucked her. She definitely wasn't in need of any vaginal rejuvenation, although I guess I didn't really have much frame of reference. In the last fifteen years I had only fucked Sara, unless you count the couple of minutes I was inside Svetlana, before rapidly withdrawing in considerable pain. I had never had any anal sex, well at least giving. I had received anal twice, once from Svetlana with the strap-on, and earlier tonight by Adrian. My only other reference was my pocket pussy, and Stacey felt just as tight as that.
Once I was balls-deep, I started to fuck her. Even though the thought of finally fucking Stacey was overwhelming, and the visual of her dressed up in her High School cheerleader uniform was incredible, the actual physical stimulation was really muted by the undersized condoms I had been forced to wear. I started to thrust deeper into her, trying to increase my pleasure through the extra friction.
Svetlana and Sara walked over and stood either side of me. They each rested a hand on my ass-cheeks, and tickled my ass with their fingertips, which felt amazing. I tried to stand up straight to avoid coming into contact with Adrian's semen. However, as I got more aroused, I leaned over the back of Stacey. It felt much more intimate this way, I nibbled her earlobe, sniffed her hair and took in her intoxicating scent, as we fucked.
I felt Adrian's semen on my chest and stomach as I leaned into Stacey, but it felt like a small price to pay, in exchange for being balls-deep in this goddess.
As I laid on Stacey's back, Svetlana tickled my taint, and Sara whispered to me.
"Fuck the crap out of your pussy baby. Own it!"
I am not sure if Stacey really enjoyed it. She wasn't self-lubricating, or loosening up at all, the way women do during sex. She remained tight, which felt great to me, but it wasn't an indicator that she was responding favorably to getting fucked.
I knew I wouldn't last long. It was my first real orgasm in five months, through actual, penetrative sex, and I came with a roar. I shot two or three bolts into Stacey, well actually, into the two condoms within Stacey, and was done.
After I came the girls were giggling and had a million questions for me. They took turns peppering me with them.
"How did it feel? Did you come good baby? Is Stacey nice and tight?"
I stood up straight, aware that Adrian's ejaculate was drying on my stomach and chest. I felt dirty and I wanted to take a shower.
"How was sloppy seconds, buddy?" Adrian asked condescendingly.
I thanked him for the unexpected release, and he nodded magnanimously.
"Why don't you take a quick shower Chris," he said, "meet back here in ten minutes. You can leave your cage off while you clean up."
I thanked him again, I just couldn't help being obsequious around him and it disgusted me. I started to pull out of Stacey's tight pussy, and noticed all eyes were on me.
When Adrian withdraws from one of his bitch's holes, it is always an impressive sight. A huge, jet black cock, slick with juices standing proudly, is always exciting for a woman to see. However, in my case, I couldn't understand the interest the girls seemed to have in my withdrawal.
When Stacey bent over the table and I pulled out of her, the girls began to giggle. I looked down, and attached to my condom-covered cock, which was already rapidly softening, was my pocket pussy!
What the fuck? I looked over at Adrian, and he had that smug look of victory on his face, as I processed that I had just enjoyed one very realistic simulated sex session with the beautiful Stacey.
"I know," Adrian said with a smirk, "the condoms were completely unnecessary. I made you wear them, solely to reduce your pleasure."
I slinked out of the room holding my pocket pussy, with my cock still inside it, to go and take a shower. I heard the four of them laughing and hollering at my expense and I wanted to curl up and go to sleep.
As soon as I got out of the shower, I saw that someone had left a gift for me on the countertop. There was a card and a small package, wrapped up in pink wrapping paper, both bearing the name, "Chrissy." With some trepidation, I opened the card first.
It was from Stephanie, the flight attendant, and read simply, "Chrissy, wear my panties to bed tonight. These are the ones I wore when I sucked Adrian off at the airport."
The card was scented, and Stephanie had kissed the inside of it, leaving a clear imprint of her lipgloss. I felt my balls stir at the indignity of having to wear her underwear to bed, but my cock remained lifeless, as it had only been a few minutes since I ejaculated inside my pocket pussy.
My hands were shaking as I undid the package, even though I knew what was inside. Stephanie's panties were tiny. A beautiful shade of mint green, very soft to the touch and heavily scented with the same fragrance as the card. Instinctively, I went to sniff the liner and discovered that these panties were crotchless!
I surmised that this beautiful young flight attendant probably wore crotchless panties around Adrian to make herself more available to him. Her hostess uniform was form-fitting, and even though the skirt was short, it would have been less convenient for her to remove her panties, if Adrian wanted to bend her over something, and enjoy a quickie. So, by electing to wear crotchless panties, Stephanie made herself accessible to Adrian, at all times.



I sniffed around the crotch opening and could detect the scent of a woman's vaginal secretions. Sucking Adrians cock behind the limousine had made Stephanie wet. I placed the panties back on the countertop, dreading the thought of joining Svetlana in her bed, wearing them.
Svetlana showed up seconds later.
"Adrian wants you in mint green for the next part of the evening's entertainment," she said excitedly.
I had no fight left in me, and dejectedly squeezed into Stephanie's panties. They were tight on me, and my swollen nuts hung from the open crotch, inviting Svetlana to give them a quick fondle, which of course, she relished.
Svetlana and I returned to the main living area. Adrian made me do a quick twirl in my new panties.
"I love your affinity for crotchless panties," he said with a chuckle. "Makes you available to me if I want to bust a nut in your ass later. Sara, get your blue eye contacts ready, in case I decide to enjoy Chrissy again."
I knew he was just fucking with me. He had butt-fucked me to make a point, but with three beautiful blondes available to cater to his every sexual desire, he had no need for me. Sara made a couple of derisive comments, about me being a bitch and a cuckold, before Adrian spoke again.
"Now that you have busted a nut, it is time to lock you back up," he said, commandingly.
Stacey did the honors this time, gently fondling my nuts as she lowered my panties and secured me back into my cock-cage. Once I was secured, Adrian gestured towards the white towel with his shoes on it. I walked reluctantly towards it and sank to my knees. I didn't say a word as I knelt on the towel. Adrian and the girls watched expectantly, and I began to polish Adrian's six hundred dollar shoes, wearing only my new panties and my cock-cage.
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Adrian spoke next, his commanding voice filling the suite.
"As you can see, Chrissy and I have buried our differences. There are many advantages to having harmony in the household, but there is one more relationship in this household that needs work."
I knew he was referring to the vibe between Sara and Stacey. They barely spoke when Adrian was not around, and only tolerated each other, because Adrian expected it. They used to be best friends, but after Adrian paid Stacey to give him a rimjob, on the same night that Sara got him off three times, there was jealousy between them. Adrian had decided that this was going to end, tonight.
He told Sara and Stacey to go and get naked, and to insert their anal eggs. They left the room obediently, and Adrian turned his attention to me.
"Take a couple of pictures of my bitch polishing my shoes," Adrian said to Svetlana, with noticeable disdain.
Svetlana gleefully took a few photos of me kneeling in Stephanie's crotchless panties, while polishing Adrian's expensive dress shoes.
"Shall I forward the best ones to Stephanie?" Svetlana asked.
"Pick out the three best ones, and send them to Chrissy," he said decisively. "I want Chrissy to send them to directly to Stephanie, thanking her personally for the gift."
I really didn't want to go down this road. I already had endured the embarrassment of Koko witnessing my submission to Adrian at the wedding. Surely, it was enough to have the triplets involved in my continuous emasculation. The last thing I needed was the beautiful Stephanie joining the group, particularly as she had already shown a propensity for domination.
Svetlana had taken about a dozen pictures of me polishing Adrian's shoes and she consternated over her decision, as she selected the most humiliating ones. I heard my phone ding and Svetlana handed it to me. The photos were horribly emasculating and made me out to look like a complete pussy.
I was kneeling on the white towel polishing Adrian's black, patent-leather, Ferragamo dress shoe, wearing a pair of tiny mint green women's panties. The crotch was open, clearly exposing my swollen nuts, and the base of my cock-cage. Svetlana had captured perfectly my look of abject submission, as I worked on spit-shining another man's shoes. The second dress shoe was by my knee, and Svetlana had caught the clear imprint of my pink lipgloss on the tip of it. I hated that photo the second I processed its incriminating details.
The other two photos were no less humiliating, and I struggled to form the words as Adrian waited expectantly for me to text Stephanie. I managed to put together a brief thank you text, but after I read it to Adrian, he deemed it not sufficiently obsequious, and dictated his desired version to me.
"Hi Stephanie, Chrissy here. Thanks for giving me the silky green panties that you wore to blow Adrian yesterday. I am wearing them now, in anticipation of being allowed to suck his cock tonight. Maybe one day I can model them for you? Love, Chrissy."
My hands were shaking as I typed his words. After he had finished he told me to send it to Stephanie. I got an almost immediate response, and Adrian told me to read it aloud before Sara and Stacey returned.
"Chrissy, you look so cute kneeling there polishing Adrian's shoes. I would love you to model some of my pretty things for me very soon."
"It's a date," Adrian exclaimed, as Svetlana watched me squirming before him.
Sara and Stacey were gone quite a while, and returned naked and holding hands, as if to let Adrian know that they had resolved their differences. He seemed to appreciate the gesture, but wanted more of a commitment from both of them. He stood in the middle of the room, and told them to kneel before him. They obeyed his directive immediately, and sank to their knees in unison.
Adrian held out his hands expectantly, and they both handed him their Apple Watches. He fired up both anal stimulators, and Sara instantly stiffened up. I still couldn't believe how she responded to that magic egg, each and every time. Stacey reacted less dramatically, but she still had a smile on her face, as the egg hummed away in her asshole.
Svetlana had laid out a pink silk duvet on the floor of the large room, and there was an assortment of sex toys, wipes and lubricants on it. Adrian told Sara and Stacey to go and kneel on it together.
"Kiss and make up," he said.
They both nodded, and started apologizing to each other.
Adrian said, "No, literally. I want you to literally kiss and make up."
I watched out of the corner of my eye, as I worked on shining Adrian's shoes. Sara and Stacey obediently started to kiss each other. Sara was already on the road to her first orgasm, and as the two girls tenderly made out, Adrian watched intently. After a few minutes of Stacey's tender touch, Sara had her first orgasm. After she had composed herself, Adrian spoke.
"Sara, you owe Stacey one."
Sara understood what Adrian wanted, and put her face between Stacey's legs. Stacey gripped the duvet with both hands, as Sara's soft little tongue licked her clitoris. Adrian increased the tempo of Stacey's anal egg, and a few minutes later she came on Sara's face. Sara kept pleasuring Stacey, and she ended up coming four times on Sara's face. She had stopped griping the silk duvet now, and hand her hands wrapped in Sara's hair, as she continued to take her pleasure.
Finally, Stacey cried out, "Enough," and pulled Sara from between her legs, by her hair.
Stacey was breathing heavily, but Adrian was not finished.
"Your turn Stacey, return the favor and eat Sara's pussy," he ordered.
Sara was a much easier come with the anal vibrator still inside her, and she enjoyed five or six orgasms in less than ten minutes. Adrian ordered them to get into the sixty-nine position, and they continued to come on each other's faces. They definitely had strong chemistry, and they were both responding very favorably, to the softer touch of a woman. Sara was coming every few minutes, and cried out Stacey's name each time she orgasmed on her face.
Adrian kept them in the sixty-nine position for forty minutes and, to my astonishment, they both continued to periodically have an orgasm. Finally, Adrian told the girls that now was the time to bury the hatchet, and make their respective apologies. The girls uncoupled, and they both looked visibly flushed, and quite obviously aroused. They smiled at each other, and I could feel the newly forged connection between them.
Sara grabbed the pack of wipes, and lovingly cleaned her pussy juices from Stacey's face and neck. She then cleaned her own face, which was slick with Stacey's fluids. They were whispering sweet things to each other, and began to kiss again. They laid down on the duvet and continued to kiss passionately. Once in a while, they would stop kissing briefly, and touch their foreheads together, as if to demonstrate their bond.
Only it wasn't a demonstration for Adrian. Everyone else in the room had disappeared, as far as the girls were concerned. Their universe had shrunk to the size of that pink duvet, at least for the moment. They were kissing again now, and Sara laid on top of Stacey, stroking her face as they gazed into each other's eyes. Stacey whispered something in Sara's ear, and Sara nodded and smiled agreeably.
Sara got up on her knees, and reached over to the collection of sex toys laying on the duvet. She picked up the harness for the strap-on, and secured it to her pelvic region. There were several dildo attachments to choose from, and Stacey lifted herself up on to her elbows, so that she could select her desired cock. Sara showed Stacey three or four options, and the girls giggled together, when Stacey chose a large black one. Sara attached the black cock to the harness with a loud click, and shuffled slowly towards Stacey on her knees. Stacey laid back down on her back, placed the soles of her feet on the ground, and spread her legs.
Sara laid on top of Stacey, and without any need of additional lubrication, lined the huge strap-on up with Stacey's moist pussy, and slowly slid inside the beautiful young woman. Stacey let out a gasp when Sara got all the way in, and the two blondes started to kiss again. They were being very gentle, and touching each other softly, as they kissed. Stacey placed her hands on Sara's tight little ass, and Sara began her slow love-making motions.
They were definitely making love, as opposed to fucking. This was about forging a lifelong connection, as they both recognized the incredible chemistry between them, that had, before this moment, been masked by jealousy and contempt for each other. Sara was moving in and out of Stacey with a slow, methodical approach, grinding her hips deep into Stacey's with every forward thrust. I could see Sara's ass-cheeks flex, as she tightened them with each stroke, and I knew it would be her who came first.
A couple of minutes into their tender love-making, Sara did have an orgasm. I think the deep pelvic thrusts, combined with the anal egg that Adrian still had throbbing in her asshole, pushed her over the edge. Sara shuddered with pleasure as she came, and Stacey gently tickled Sara's ass-cheeks, with her fingertips. Sara came twice more within a few seconds of the first.
Stacey was talking to her now.
"I love you Sara. I am so sorry that we fell out. I would do anything for you. I will never let another man come between us."
It was just the sort of tenderness that Sergei had shown Sara in the limousine, and she responded to it in a similar way.
Sara asked Stacey if they could change positions, and Stacey nodded agreeably. Sara withdrew the huge black cock from Stacey's pussy, and it was slick with her juices. Sara rolled over onto her back, and Stacey immediately mounted the strap-on, and with more intensity, began to bounce up and down on it. Stacey had a phenomenal body, and her abs were flexing as she rode Sara. I tried to keep my head down, and focus on Adrian's shoes. My cock was straining against the cock-cage, and without the silk lining, it was irritating my chafing.
I knew I had the backing of nurse Mary, when it came to the potential of long term damage, if I remained caged for too long. So, I went to Svetlana and told her I needed to pee. She took me to the restroom, and when we were alone, I shared my concerns about the chafing. She agreed to take a look, and she ended up texting another picture to Mary. Within ten minutes Adrian acquiesced, and I was out of the cage. I think he only let me out because he didn't want to directly contravene medical advice. However, at least I could continue to enjoy the impromptu lesbian sex show, even if one of the participants was my wife, and the other was my soon to be girlfriend.
I didn't dare flaunt it in front of Adrian, but I had a tremendous erection, as I watched Sara fuck Stacey with the strap-on. The tiny mint green panties barely contained my stiff cock, and the tip of it protruded from them. I leaked continuously, as I watched the girls fuck.
Stacey rode that huge black cock for several minutes, and with the help of the anal stimulator, came three more times. Sara never came when she was laying on her back, as I think she needed the additional stimulation of thrusting her pelvis, especially as she had now come at least a dozen times. However, it appeared that she was ready for her next orgasm, as she asked Stacey if they could change positions.
Stacey was very agreeable with her new bestie, and got into the doggy-style position facing Adrian. Sara got on her knees behind Stacey, and entered her from behind. They both fixed their eyes on Adrian, and I noticed he took out his cock, and called for Svetlana. The young Czech girl came out of the kitchen, and took one look to assess the needs of her master. She grabbed her sucky pillow and her magic egg. She tossed both items on the ground between his legs. Then making very sure not to obstruct Adrian's view of the live sex show in any way, she knelt before him, and started to suck his cock.
Even though the doggy-style position typically invites dominant behavior, Sara made love very tenderly to Stacey. Both girls had been completely enraptured by each other, but now they focused on Adrian's needs, and started to make it more of a show for his benefit. They both looked directly at him, as they made love gently. It was in stark contrast to the way that Adrian fucked his bitches from behind. He would slap asses, pull hair, rain insults down on them, and often wouldn't even have the impulse control to resist finishing in their assholes.
Sara held Stacey gently by the hips, and rocked slowly in and out of her until Stacey had her next orgasm. Sara would let her partner compose herself, and then resume the lovemaking. Sara was flexing her ass-cheeks now, as she thrust her pelvis forward, and she ended up coming twice more.
Shortly after Sara had another orgasm, Adrian indicated that he was ready to come. Svetlana picked up her magic egg, and held it against Adrian's nutsack. A few moments later, he ejaculated in Svetlana's mouth. He was quite vocal, and called the young girl a "slut" and a "cocksucker" as he orgasmed. He wasn't even looking at Svetlana, but was making eye contact with my wife, as he came. I took a quick glimpse out of the corner of my eye, and was relieved to see Svetlana lewdly swallow his load. I was praying they weren't making me some more salad dressing. Adrian got up out of his chair, and a few moments later I heard the sound of his shower.
Stacey and Sara resumed their lovemaking, and were now completely engaged with each other. Stacey came several times this way, before she finally asked Sara to stop. Sara slowly removed the strap-on from Stacey's well fucked pussy, and Stacey slumped forward onto the pink duvet. She was giggling excitedly and rambling on about her experience.
"Holy fuck, Sara that was incredible. I have never come like that before in my life. You are so hot, baby."
Sara was on Stacey as soon as she removed the strap-on from the harness. They were giggling and kissing and professing their love for each other, speaking freely as Adrian was still in the shower. Sara was equally as enamored with Stacey, telling her that she loved her and that Stacey was the best sexual experience she had ever enjoyed. They kissed and cuddled until Adrian's shower stopped running, whereupon Svetlana told them to, "get a grip."
Fortunately, Svetlana broke them out of the trance they were in, and the three of them gathered up the duvet, and all of the sex toys, and left the room before Adrian returned. I made myself scarce too, placing Adrian's patent Ferragamo shoes, which were now spit-shined to perfection, by his chair and bailing to my room.
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When I got back to my room, Svetlana was there.
"Everyone got their rocks off, except me," she complained.
"I didn't get much play either, Svetlana," I said, "unless you count fucking a piece of plastic while wearing two tight condoms, play."
"At least you got off," she teased, "even though it was in your pocket pussy. You should have seen your face handsome, when you pulled out of Stacey and looked down at your cock! It was fucking priceless."
"I really thought I was fucking Stacey," I said, disappointment written all over my face. "Did you see the smug look on Adrian's face when I realized what he had done?"
"He is an asshole, handsome. I am over his selfish ways. It has been so long since anyone paid attention to my needs. You should have fucked me when I was drunk. Your cock-head was between my labia, right at the entrance to my vagina, for fuck's sake. I was prepared to let you get a little action. You made me feel so good when you caressed my shoulders," she admitted.
We commiserated each other, and Svetlana prepared us for bed. I went to remove the mint green panties but she spoke up immediately.
"You are wearing those to bed tonight," she said matter of factly.
She protected the sheets, by covering my erection with one of Adrian's massive condoms, and shortly thereafter we went to bed. We talked for a while about Sara and Stacey's encounter, and both agreed that they would now be best friends for life, and probably secret lovers. Sara had come so many times, it was just incredible.
I think Stacey made Sara realize that Adrian was replaceable, that she didn't need a dominant touch to have a multi-orgasmic experience. Sara and Stacey had undeniable chemistry, and had connected on many levels, and Sara didn't have to endure pain or humiliation, to have a thoroughly satisfying experience. For Stacey's part, ever since she had moved to Orange County, at eighteen years old, she had been a courtesan.
She had always focused on the pleasure of the rich men that spoiled her, and had paid no attention to her sexual needs. With Sara, she had enjoyed the most fulfilling sexual encounter of her whole life. Svetlana mused that they would make the perfect pair, if Adrian didn't own Sara. It was getting late, and we decided to go to bed.
To my surprise, once we got under the covers, Svetlana turned towards me, and gave me a very tender kiss.
"Night Chris," she said, using my real name for the first time I could remember. "See you in the morning."
With that she turned her back on me, and I lay there motionless for a few seconds. Then, emboldened by her earlier words, I moved closer to her, and tentatively put my arm around her. When she didn't push back, I spooned her, and hugged her close. My cock was hard, although protected as it was by the oversized condom, I didn't have to worry about leaking onto the silk sheets.
Svetlana put her hand on mine as if to give me her consent, and we intertwined our fingertips. I am normally very submissive around women, and rarely make the first move. However, there had been a lot of sex today, and Svetlana had witnessed it all without being allowed any release. I knew she was horny and I figured she might cut me some slack, in her current state of arousal.
I moved my lips to the back of her neck and gave her a light kiss. I figured if she reacted negatively, I would pass it off as a good night kiss. I felt her tense up and shiver, but she didn't try and stop me, so I grazed her neck with my lips again, barely making contact with her. I extended my tongue and lightly licked Svetlana from the base of her neck to about halfway up the back of her head.
Svetlana let out a quiet moan, released her hand from mine, and moved her long platinum hair to the side, thereby exposing her neck to me. This was a very clear indicator of her consent and it encouraged me to go further. I knelt on the bed next to Svetlana, and she rolled over onto her stomach, and kicked the covers off of her legs.
Svetlana was wearing a tiny black silk camisole and her matching boy shorts, so I had lots of exposed skin to work my magic on. I am submissive by nature, and a very gentle
lover, so I was very happy to give Svetlana a tender, loving massage and tongue bath. I started with her neck and shoulders, using a combination of licking, nibbling, and kissing her exposed upper torso. She was responding very favorably to my soft touch, particularly when I started on her shoulders. I heard a few audible moans and noticed her breathing was deeper.
I was completely erect, although the condom was ensuring that I didn't leak on the silk sheets, or worse, on Svetlana. I moved the thin straps of her camisole to the edge of her shoulders and Svetlana told me to take it off. My hands were trembling as I grabbed the base of the silky garment, and pulled it over her head. Once she was naked from the waist up, I lowered my lips to her back and began to lovingly work my way down her spine. It was very dark in the bedroom, but I knew roughly what part of her anatomy I was pleasuring.
I kissed her gently all over her back, as she moaned and occasionally ground her hips into the silk sheets. After several minutes of teasing her, she spread her legs apart and I adjusted my position, so that I was kneeling between her legs. I slid one knee between her legs, pushing against her vagina through her silky boy shorts. I felt the dampness immediately and Svetlana must have noticed it too.
"We need to get out of bed," she said. "We can't stain the sheets. Adrian will check in the morning to make sure there was no illicit sex."
I reluctantly climbed off of the bed and Svetlana got to her feet, put the lights on low, and went to get some towels. When she returned, she had removed her boy shorts, was completely naked, and she had her travel vibrator in her hand.
I had seen Svetlana in many skimpy outfits before, lingerie, thong bathing suits and tiny mini skirts, but her naked form was absolutely phenomenal. Her abs flexed as she walked towards me, and her pert breasts were flawless. She had a clean shaven pussy, and her vaginal secretions were visible on her upper thighs.
She looked like a very innocent young woman until I caught her reflection in the full length mirror of the bedroom. In complete contrast to her lithe youthful frame, her lower back was emblazoned with a huge tramp-stamp, bearing the humiliating moniker, "Property of Adrian." Directly beneath this massive tattoo, were the words "Black Cock Only" and a black arrow pointing directly at her asshole. I shuddered when I remembered that Adrian had forced my wife to endure a similarly degrading set of tattoos.
Svetlana laid one towel on top of the plush carpet, and told me to lay down on it. I laid on my back and she used a second towel to prop up my head, like a makeshift pillow.
"Why don't we use our pillows," I asked with a confused look on my face.
"Trust me," Svetlana began, "that controlling asshole will check for any evidence of misbehavior in the morning. He will inspect all of our bedding, the sheets, pillowcases, even my lingerie, for traces of semen. He gave me one Magnum condom to contain your leaking, and he will want it back in the morning, to make sure you didn't come in it."
"I never imagined Adrian was jealous of me," I said with some measure of satisfaction.
"Ever since Sergei fucked all of Sara's holes, he has been more controlling. Then when Phil McKenzie butt-fucked Sara, that made Adrian even more obsessed with his ownership, and exclusive access to us. You made it worse, when you taunted him about access to the forbidden orifice being easier. He needs to be certain that he is the only one enjoying us."
Once I was laying on my back, Svetlana straddled my face, slowly lowering herself onto my tongue. I guess she was done with the foreplay, because she stuck her vibrator against her clitoris and fired it up. I really thought Svetlana was responding to my gentle touch, but now that it was time for her to come, she wanted it rougher, a lot rougher.
I had never really experienced anything quite like the transformation Svetlana went through, on her path to orgasm. She changed from seemingly enjoying my tender ministrations, to needing a physically dominant encounter, in which she ground out her orgasms on my face, with increasing ferocity. Svetlana had her vibrator in one hand, jammed forcefully against her clitoris, and my hair in her other hand, as she held me in her desired place.
She was grinding her hips, exerting a significant amount of pressure onto my nose, as she rode my face to orgasm. She didn't let up either. In addition to the significant sexual tension that had built up within her, over the last few months, she was also harboring a deep hostility towards Adrian for not considering her needs. He used her as his sex toy, made her play second fiddle to Sara, and put her through the much hated weekly golden shower. Now, as she found an opportunity to get some release, she intended to enjoy it to the fullest.
Svetlana aggressively rode my face until she was completely satiated, then she released my hair from her vice-grip, dropped her vibrator onto the towel, and rolled off of me and laid on the floor, breathing heavily.
"Holy fuck, handsome, I needed that," she exclaimed through her ragged breaths. "It's been a long time since I came that hard."
Svetlana sat upright and looked tenderly at me. She reached one of her dainty hands over to the tip of my cock, and gave it a gentle squeeze. Then she gave my nuts a quick fondle, as they hung through the open crotch of my mint green panties.
"It looks like you enjoyed pleasuring me too," she teased. "Go and wash your face. It is slick with my vaginal juices."
When I returned from the bathroom, Svetlana was already in bed. I climbed in next to her and tried to roll her over onto her back. I was horny as fuck and wanted some reciprocation.
"Go to sleep Chris," Svetlana said dismissively. "Nothing is on for you tonight."
"Can I jerk off while you watch?" I asked lamely, knowing I sounded desperate.
"Go to sleep Chris," she said more firmly.
A few moments later Svetlana was asleep, having enjoyed the release of oxytocin that happens during orgasms. I laid silently in bed, my nuts aching from the torment of having been denied release by Svetlana, even though I had so thoroughly taken care of her. My cock protruded from the top of my mint green panties, desperately seeking release.
Even though I was rock-hard, I knew I needed to sleep. Svetlana had got me hot and bothered, but it was Stacey that occupied my thoughts.
I had some decisions to make in the morning, and unfinished business with Stacey was driving me mad with desire. All those expectations of unlimited sexual encounters with that tall, skinny blonde, and all I ended up with was a foot job through my crotchless panties, and simulated sex with my pocket pussy. Fuck, Adrian was a manipulative prick.
I got up in the night to get some chilled water from the fridge, and noticed that Sara and Stacey were snuggling in a loveseat in the living room. Their bodies were intertwined as they kissed, and they were so engrossed in each other, that they didn't even notice me. I hoped that Sara would slip through Adrian's clutches, even as it appeared that she would be married to him in a matter of weeks.
In the morning I awoke early. Svetlana was already gone from our bed, so I assumed she was working out. She had left the silk pajamas on the bed, so I put them on over my mint green panties. I made coffee for everyone, and called room service for some fresh fruit. Adrian likes fresh fruit in the morning so, after it arrived, I knocked on his door and waited to be given permission to enter. He told me to come in, and he was in bed with all three of the triplets. They were dressed identically in baby blue camisoles, and were all sprawled across the massive bed, like it was a giant slumber party.
I served them coffee and fruit, and Adrian spoke.
"I want to hear your final decision about staying in Vegas, after I take a shower," he told me.
He got up out of the bed, let his towel drop to the floor, and said dismissively to me, "Tidy up my room, Chrissy."
Then he walked naked out of the bedroom into the opulent en-suite, with the three platinum blondes in tow.
I heard Adrian say, "I need to piss like a racehorse."
Sara replied, "Svetlana is here, go in the shower," to a round of laughter from them all.
Once I heard the shower running, I turned down Adrian's bed. Under the covers were an assortment of sex toys that needed to be sanitized. I gathered them up and took them to my room to deal with shortly. There were two of the magic eggs, inscribed respectively with Stacey and Svetlana's names. Sara probably still had hers in her anal passage, loathe as she was to part with it. Unless the girls were planning to use it on Adrian's nutsack, to increase his pleasure.
There was a set of anal beads, a regular vibrator, and some KY lubricant. After I dumped the accessories in my room, I changed his semen-soaked sheets. There were two baby blue silk g-strings under the covers, both of which were soaking wet. Apparently, he had pleasured two of them this morning. I checked the sizes and they were both small, so he had got Sara and Stacey to orgasm already. In light of the new developments in the house, he probably made Sara and Stacey put on another lesbian sex show for him.
I assumed Svetlana still had her panties on. Maybe she had blown him again, as he watched Sara and Stacey in the sixty-nine position. I don't know why I tortured myself every day, with theories of how Adrian enjoyed my wife, but I was obsessed with his ownership of the three girls.
When I removed the pillow cases, I discovered the third g-string. It was extra small, belonged to Svetlana, and had a large semen stain in the crotch. Mystery solved. Adrian had fucked the young Czech girl as he watched the lesbian show.
It appeared that Adrian's jealousy was aroused after Svetlana spent the night in my bed. Apparently, he needed to reassert his ownership of the young Czech girl, so he got balls-deep inside her and left his ejaculate deep in her pussy. I knew of two occasions in the past where his jealousy had surfaced, after witnessing Sara with another man.
The first time was the night of my birthday, when Adrian treated Sara and I to dinner in a fancy restaurant. Adrian was overwhelmed with jealousy as he watched us dine together. After dessert, as I sat waiting for my cocktail to arrive, Sara excused herself to use the ladies room. Adrian followed my wife into the restroom, bent her over the bathroom countertop, and fucked her in her new Dior dress, until he blew his load deep inside her.
The second time that Adrian had failed to contain his jealousy, was when his boss, John, asked Sara out, a few minutes after she had given him an over the clothes handjob. Adrian reacted with rage at this discovery, tearing Sara's panties off before forcing her over his desk, and reclaiming ownership of her pussy.
Now, the evidence, Svetlana's extra small panties with a copious load of semen in the liner, suggested that Adrian had fucked her this morning, once she returned to his bed.
If that was the case, it hadn't diminished his libido, as I could hear laughter and playful shouting in the shower. I tidied up the fresh fruit platter, and removed the coffee cups from his room.
Svetlana and Stacey emerged from the shower first, and grabbed hold of me as we left the bedroom. They took me into the room that Svetlana and I shared. Stacey looked really conflicted, and bit her lip as she made eye contact with me. She gave me a very awkward smile.
"I am sorry baby," she began, "After last night, there is no way I can stay in Vegas with you."
My heart sank, as I realized I was heading back to Orange County to spend my last couple of weeks, with my chief antagonist. I asked Stacey why, but I already knew the answer. She wanted to be wherever Sara was, and because she was just doing it for the money, Adrian had the least leverage over her.
"Will you turn down Adrian's offer, so that I don't have to?" she begged me.
This just got a whole lot worse for me, and I had some strong reservations about doing her dirty work.
Stacey and Svetlana were very persuasive. "How about we give you a two-girl blowjob if you take the blame for the Vegas deal going sideways?" Stacey asked.
Svetlana smiled and said, "unfinished business."
I thought about it for a few seconds, and then agreed. I couldn't pass on a blowjob from the two of them. I would have regretted that for the rest of my life.
"Can I get the blowjob right now?" I asked excitedly.
"Fuck no, are you crazy," Svetlana admonished me. "Adrian will beat you to a pulp if he catches you with your hand in the cookie jar. Obviously, we will have to do it later."
I knew better than to trust Svetlana, but I agreed to the deferred blowjob. Svetlana and I shook hands, and she made a toast to "unfinished business."
Shortly after that, I was before Adrian, kneeling on my sucky pillow, declining his Vegas deal. He was furious, and immediately offered Stacey more money. She said it wasn't about the money, but she didn't want to tell Adrian that she had fallen for Sara, and just wanted to be wherever she was. The more Adrian pressed Stacey, the more flustered she became.
"I want a specific, credible reason why you don't want to be with Chrissy anymore," he demanded.
Under pressure, Stacey finally blurted out, "He is a premature ejaculator, and I have lost all respect for him after you ass-fucked him, and then pissed on him. I don't want to be seen around Las Vegas with a pussy cuckold like him."
"At last," Adrian said with a chuckle, "an honest answer. And, if I may say so, an accurate assessment of Chrissy. Then it is decided. We are all going back to San Clemente as one, big, happy family. Stacey, Svetlana, you will fly back to Orange County Airport with Sara and I. I suspect when we land, there will be two new members of the Mile High Club!"
"Chrissy, you will drive back to Orange County with Ivan, and all of the luggage," he said with a smirk.
Adrian knew that I would be in Ivan's hands for about five hours. I had already sucked Ivan's cock, and given him a rimjob. Now I would be alone with him, and six suitcases of slutty clothes and fantasy wear. That didn't bode well for me, and I knew Ivan would force me to dress up for him.
Adrian dropped the next bombshell with a chuckle, that he made no attempt to suppress.
"The Wynn Palace check-out is 11am, but Ivan drove most of the night to get back from his client in San Francisco. Federal Department of Transportation laws, require an eight hour break, after ten hours of driving. Therefore, the plan is to drive about two and a half hours out of Vegas to Barstow, and spend the afternoon and early evening there, before departing for Orange County, after the rush hour traffic has died down."
This just got way worse for me. Now I am in a hotel, for several hours, with Ivan and the six suitcases of lingerie, skirts and costumes.
"I have chosen a nice hotel for you both Chrissy," Adrian continued. "Hampton Inn and Suites. I treated you guys to a suite. It even has a hot tub!"
"I could drive back with Chrissy and Ivan," Stacey offered, presumably to mitigate some of Ivan's abuse of me.
Adrian wasn't having it. "I need you on my jet joining the Mile High Club," he told her dismissively, "not cock-blocking Ivan."
Adrian told everyone that the discussion was over, and that Ivan would be there in less than an hour. After Adrian dismissed us all, I went back to my room. I was stressing hard.
Stacey came in and said quietly, "Thanks for taking one for the team. I do have a little bit of bad news for you, though. Svetlana used your phone, to send a photo of you to Ivan, when you were dressed up in your Agent Provocateur lingerie. I am so sorry, I will clear things up with Ivan, when he arrives, I promise."



I couldn't focus on what she was saying. I was too busy checking my outgoing texts and emails. I found the email to Ivan, and it was a definite invitation for him to fuck my ass, on the drive home. I opened the attached photo, and it was of me on all fours in my lingerie and my crotchless panties. My long platinum hair reached the top of my panties, as I arched my back, to signal my availability. The caption read simply "unfinished business."
Oh fuck, I had shared a toast with that sadistic little bitch Svetlana, without realizing quite what the unfinished business entailed.
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Stacey was empathetic, and promised to fix things when Ivan arrived, but I was scared shitless. He had treated me very roughly when I sucked his cock, upon arriving at the Wynn Palace. God knows what he expected from me, if we were alone for eight hours in a motel.
Ivan arrived about forty minutes later, and the two of us loaded the luggage into the huge trunk of the limousine. Adrian gave us strict instructions on how to load the cases. He wanted his loaded first, so we put the six Aluminum cases in the deepest part of the trunk. Sara's six Glacier Blue suitcases went in next, in a particular order, to ensure that the two cases that contained her lingerie, swimsuits, short skirts, Halloween costumes and accessories, were easily accessible. Adrian also decreed that my pink Barbie suitcase rode up front next to Ivan, with my "SLUT" collar resting on top. This presented a visual reminder of my availability to him, should he desire to enjoy me in the hotel suite.
I was so scared I thought I would piss myself, and Adrian was having the time of his life. Ivan was a very scary dude. He had served multiple prison sentences and, according to Svetlana, had intimidated several hardened inmates to become his bitches, while doing his time. I had already decided that Ivan wouldn't need to use any threat of violence towards me. I would just submit to his desires, to avoid getting my ass kicked. I went to find Ivan, to let him know that I was going to be totally compliant on the journey home. Better to get that out of the way up front, I reasoned.
By the time I found Ivan, Stacey had beaten me to it. She had him cornered in my en-suite bathroom, and was working her magic on him. I walked in on them, and Ivan glared at me for my interruption. Stacey was whispering in Ivan's ear, and rubbing his cock through his pants. He had a visible erection, and was breathing hard. I apologized to Ivan, and asked him if we could talk before we got on the road.
"Pink," Ivan growled.
I wasn't sure I had heard him correctly. His first language is Russian, and his English is heavily accented.
"Excuse me?" I said, with as much deference as I could muster.
"Pink," he repeated. "If you came to ask me what color lipgloss I want you to wear for our drive home, it is pink."
Stacey giggled at Ivan's bluntness, and said, "someone is going to to get a little road head on the way home!"
She never stopped teasing Ivan through the fabric of his pants, and he glared at me again, as if to tell me to beat it. I didn't want to have this conversation in front of Stacey anyway. I was about to let Ivan know he didn't need to use any violence, or even the threat of violence, to make me submit to him. I would do whatever he wanted, on the trip home. That humiliating admission needed to stay between Ivan and I, so I turned and left the room.
I heard Stacey say, "So if I sweeten the deal with Svetlana, are we good?" as I left the room.
Ivan found me a few minutes later, and told me to follow him into the media room of the large suite. As he closed the heavy door with a thud, I remembered reading on the Wynn Palace website, that the Garden Villa had a sound-proof media room. My heart sank, as I realized that Ivan had chosen this room to hide my screams, as he was going to either kick my ass, or fuck it.
Fear is a very powerful motivator, and I submitted to him immediately. I sank to my knees and started letting Ivan know my intent.
"Please Ivan," I begged. "You don't have to hurt me to get what you want. I will do whatever you say."
I reached my hand out tentatively to stroke his erection, but it had disappeared. Adrian hadn't allowed me to remove the pink fingernail polish, and my slender hands looked very feminine, as I toyed with Ivan's non-existent erection.
"Stacey sucked me off," Ivan informed me. "She sucked my cock a few minutes ago, to save your ass. She promised me a two-girl blowjob from her and Svetlana, if I leave you alone. You and I need to come up with a plan. Adrian is expecting me to ass-fuck you during our layover in Barstow. He wants some photos of me dominating you. We need to make it appear realistic. Stacey already knows all about it."
I was relieved to find out that Ivan wasn't planning on beating, or fucking, my ass in the media room. The rest of the plan needed a little work, but Ivan said we would work it out.
"Don't worry Chris," he assured me. "As long as Stacey and Svetlana honor our agreement, your tight little ass is safe."
Stacey and Svetlana had let me down so many times, that I did have some concerns about them honoring the deal. However, that was out of my control, so I tried to put it out of my mind.
Once the limousine was ready to go, Ivan took Adrian and the three girls to the private jet terminal at Las Vegas Airport. Adrian wanted me feminized for my trip home with Ivan, and told the girls to make it happen. Luckily, Stacey had a good friend, that was a beautician in the MAC store, in the Miracle Mile Shops. She agreed to come to the Garden Villa, and do my makeup.
It was embarrassing when she first arrived, but she told me she did makeup for a lot of Vegas drag queens, and not to be shy. A few minutes later, she had transformed me into a passable female, through the skillful application of makeup, hair and nails. She spritzed me several times with Svetlana's perfume, and I smelled like a girl.
My Agent Provocateur lingerie was delivered to the Villa, by the hotel dry-cleaning staff, along with my freshly laundered sucky pillow. The young woman held the silky garment up for my inspection, and told me that all of the yellow stains had been successfully removed. The beautician smiled at that remark, and I wondered if everybody in Vegas knew that Adrian had pissed on me.
Once both women left, I put on my lingerie, my butt-form crotchless panties, stockings, garter belt, and my peek-toe Louboutin pumps. My breasts were fuller, and I noticed that someone had sewn larger breast forms, into the top of the camisole. I used the silk-lined leather gaff to hide my male genitalia, and once again I was passable.
I put on the pink choker to hide my Adam's apple, although I fully expected Ivan to collar me with his preferred "SLUT" collar, for the photo shoot. One last look in the mirror, and I was very happy with my appearance. I stood by the front door of the Villa holding my red sucky pillow, and waited for Ivan to arrive.
Ivan entered the Villa shortly after I was ready, and did a double-take.
"Holy shit, is that you Chris?" he asked me, with desire written all over his face. "Call Stacey, and tell her the deal is off," he said menacingly. "I want a piece of your ass."
I felt sick to my stomach, as Ivan approached me, and undressed me with his eyes. He got within arm's length of me, and told me to kneel. I obeyed him immediately, dropped my sucky pillow and sank to my knees on it. I couldn't help but notice that his erection was back, and I swallowed hard.
"Relax, Chris," Ivan said, in a much softer tone. "I am fucking with you. We just need to take a couple of pictures to keep Adrian happy."
Ivan got out his phone and snapped a few pictures of me kneeling before him, on my red silk pillow. Then he stood next to me with his hand resting on my head, and took a few selfies. Next up, one of me from behind with my head in his crotch, appearing to suck his cock. Then one of us in the bathroom, with me bent over the counter, and him positioned behind me, apparently fucking my ass. I could feel his erection against my ass, and he kept sniffing me. He told me to act like I was in pain, and took a few shots of our reflection in the mirror.
Next up, was me on all fours, with him kneeling in front of my head. Again, through clever use of mirrors, Ivan made it appear as though he was face-fucking me. I could feel his cock twitching, as my face touched the front of his pants. We went outside and took a few shots, in and around the limo. He put the "SLUT" collar on me, and took a photo of me, draped across the front bench seat of the limousine, with my head in his lap. He put one hand on the steering wheel, as if to simulate that he was driving, and receiving road-head.
We took a few photos in the back of the limo. Different shots of him enjoying me in various positions, both orally and anally. Then one more of me kneeling by the limo with a chamois in my hand, appearing to have just cleaned the wheels of the car. He took great care not to show the hotel in the background, and ten minutes later we were back in the Villa, checking out his photos. We deleted most of them, but kept about twenty very realistic shots of Ivan, repeatedly enjoying my mouth and ass.
Ivan texted Svetlana, and she walked us though how to download an app, to blur our faces. Then, satisfied with our work, Ivan gave me a warning.
"You need to take a quick shower, Chris," he said in a serious tone. "I am getting aroused by your look and scent. I can't be responsible for my actions, if I am around you for much longer, dressed that way. I have a very powerful sex drive, and have always struggled to control my urges. A lot of the guys I raped in prison, were friends of mine who got in my way on the wrong day."
"I appreciate your candid warning, Ivan," I told him. "I bet I could get you to come very quickly, if you did decide to enjoy me," I joked, for reasons unbeknownst to me.
As soon as I said it, I wished I hadn't. Ivan flashed me a stone cold killer stare that sent chills down my spine. I lowered my head, and went to leave the room to take a shower.
As I left the room to go and take a shower, Housekeeping showed up, and told us it was time to check-out. I was going to ask them if I could take a quick shower, but decided against it. Adrian was a very frequent guest at the Wynn, and it was just his style to ask what I was wearing when I got into the limousine. I got into the front seat of the limo "en femme" and sat next to Ivan.
We had about a two and a half hour drive to Barstow, and we ended up talking non-stop. We had a lot of shared interests, and would have been great friends, had we met under different circumstances.
"I really don't like Adrian," Ivan told me. "I work for him because the money is good, and the work is consistent, as Adrian travels frequently. However, I hate the liberties Adrian takes with Svetlana. She is a sweet young Czech girl."
I found that a little ironic, as Ivan had come in Svetlana's mouth, just a couple of days ago. However, I took the opportunity to throw Svetlana under the bus.
"Svetlana is far from sweet. She is actually a very submissive girl," I lied. "She loves being sexually abused by men, the rougher the better. She told me that the highlight of her week, is waiting on her knees in the shower for Adrian to chug his beers, and urinate on her."
Ivan smiled at that revelation, and asked me about my relationship with Adrian. I shared a few of the indignities that Adrian had heaped on me, and Ivan seemed really interested.
"When Adrian fucked my ass," I told Ivan, "he looked at me in the mirror and proclaimed that the next time he butt-fucked me, I would have piercing blue eyes."
"Do you even have a pair of blue eye contact lenses?" Ivan asked.
"No," I told him, "but I could use Sara's if I needed to. However, the point is Adrian obviously plans to fuck my ass again, before he releases me from his service. I am dreading it. It was very uncomfortable, and I know we will have an audience."
"I butt-fucked loads of dudes in prison," Ivan said coldly. "Whenever I got a new cell mate, I would rough them up on the first night, to put the fear of God in them. The threat of serious injury was usually enough to get a guy to completely submit to me. Once they feared being permanently injured more than they feared anal sex, I could take whatever pleasure I wanted, day or night. That said, I never made one of them wear blue eye contacts," he added. "Adrian is messed up."
As we drove towards Barstow, Ivan shared some prison stories. He had fucked up lots of inmates, broken several jaws, stabbed a guy in the eye with a pencil. Turned some of his long-term cellmates into sex slaves. He was definitely not a guy to fuck with. Ivan said that he hoped that I got out from under Adrian's thumb, before too long. I told Ivan that I was considering leaving California, but it seemed like the long arm of the Russian Mafia would find me wherever I hid.
"Not in Hawaii," he responded. "You would be safe from us in Hawaii. The Russian Mafia has no presence in Hawaii. It is run by Samoan and Japanese gangsters. It is too far for us to go. We would not enjoy the protection of safety in numbers, no back up. You could live there peacefully without any threat of retaliation. Adrian is not a gangster. He only has access to our hired muscle, because he wraps our investments in with his NFL portfolio, to give us tremendous returns on our cash."
I was pleased with this news. Both the fact that I could move to Hawaii and start my life over, and knowing that Adrian was not connected in any way to the Russian Mafia. He just hired Ivan and his crew as mercenaries, when needed. The drive to Barstow went very quickly, as Ivan and I chatted amiably. When we got there, I stayed in the limo, and Ivan checked in. We were in the nicest hotel in Barstow, which isn't saying much. However, it was clean, and I relaxed in the air-conditioned suite, as Ivan brought in two of Sara's cases, and my pink Barbie case.
My ass was feeling much better, and I told Ivan I could drive the rest of the way home, if he wanted to have a drink. I guess you should never say that to a Russian, because he was delighted with that idea, and ran straight to the liquor store to get some vodka. When he returned, we closed the black-out curtains, so that you couldn't tell if it was day or night, and began the photo session.
We opened the two suitcases of Sara's that contained her costumes and lingerie. Most of Sara's clothes were too small for me, but we found that anything made out of Lycra, elastane or spandex, would stretch enough for me to wriggle into. It would be a tight fit, and obviously shorter on me than Sara, but that was the look we were going for anyway.
Ivan picked out five outfits that were made of stretch material, and handed me the first one, telling me it that was his favorite. It was the pink Playboy Bunny uniform with all the accessories, still in its dry-clean bag. It was quite small on me, and as I struggled to get it on, I was grateful for the fact that I had taken it to get it dry-cleaned. Emasculating as it was to be dressing up in fantasy costumes for Ivan's photo shoot, it would have been worse to wear that ridiculous Bunny costume, with Adrian's semen splattered all down the front of it.
I did manage to squeeze into it, but it was very tight and form-fitting, and there was no rear access for anal sex. Adrian, of course would have known this, as he had enjoyed my wife several times in this costume. Sara even referred to it as her "Blowjob Bunny" costume.
"We could take some pictures that simulate me giving you a blowjob, Ivan," I offered. "We just won't be able to go any further, due to the limitations of the access this costume provides."
"Adrian knows me too well to believe that I would stop at a blowjob," he said laughing. "If you were on your knees blowing me, wearing that, he knows I would rip a hole in the rear of that Playboy Bunny costume, and fuck your ass."
"Well, we don't need to be destroying any of Sara's costumes," I said, timidly.
We agreed that we needed a change of outfit, and Ivan seemed more than disappointed, when I removed the "Blowjob Bunny" costume.
Ivan's disappointment was very short-lived. Sara had a yellow cheerleader costume that was made of Lycra, packed in one of her suitcases. I put that on, with some matching yellow bobby socks, that had a lace ruffle around the top. I arranged my wig in pigtails, tied with a couple of yellow silk ribbons, and held the matching Pom Poms. That put the smile back on his face! Ivan snapped a few photos of me, apparently dancing a cheer routine for him. Then we went through an array of submissive poses, blurred our faces, and then forwarded the time on the clock, so that we could repeat with a different outfit.
We did this four times, advancing the clock about ninety minutes each time, so that it appeared that Ivan busted a nut four times in the eight hour rest period. We had pictures simulating me getting fucked in doggy-style, cow-girl, reverse cow-girl and on my back in the missionary position. There was photographic evidence to prove I had knelt before Ivan and sucked him off, that he had straddled my face, and that I had laid across the sectional and sucked his cock.
We took dozens of pictures, and chose the most realistic and demeaning ones to send to Adrian. According to the photos, Ivan violated me dressed as a cheerleader, a nurse, a schoolgirl and finally in an obscenely tight, hot pink, off the shoulder Lycra dress that was several inches too short for me. After forty-five minutes we had the photo session complete, and both of our faces were blurred. Ivan had consumed six vodkas, and had a very noticeable erection. I was sitting on the sectional still dressed in the pink Lycra dress.
I was going to suggest to Ivan that we just get on the road. We no longer had to wait eight hours for Ivan's rest period, as I was going to drive. Then, I realized that Adrian expected us in San Clemente after midnight. He liked to control everything, and it really wouldn't go over well if we showed up six hours early. So, even though I wasn't ecstatic about being alone in a hotel suite, dressed as an alluring female, with an increasingly inebriated Ivan, we stayed put.
Ivan stood up to pour himself another vodka, his cock straining against the fabric of his pants. As he staggered over to the kitchen, I questioned whether it was a good idea for me to be in this hotel room, with this ex-felon gangster, who was getting drunker and more aroused as the evening progressed. He poured himself a very large vodka and then sank into the recliner.
Ivan kept looking at the photos we had taken, and adjusting his crotch. He occasionally would look over at me, and mumble something in Russian. He was slurring his words, and I knew I was on the menu for Ivan tonight.
"What a fucking idiot I am," I said quietly under my breath. "What did I expect allowing him to get drunk, and parading myself around in slutty outfits for forty-five minutes? Why the hell would I simulate sex with this man in multiple different positions, and not expect him to get aroused?"
I was in deep shit now, and my mind was racing to find a way out. I had done it the last time I was in this position, in the limousine, when Ivan told Svetlana or I, to suck his cock. I miraculously got out of that situation. I needed another lucky break.
I couldn't leave the hotel room dressed as I was, "en femme". It was only 3pm, sunny outside and I had nowhere to go. There was a truck-stop a few hundred yards from the hotel, but I had no cash on me. That would put me in the same position as I was now. I would be forced to suck a trucker off, for a ride to Orange County. I assessed my options, and decIded that I would give Ivan what he wanted. Hopefully, he would pass out after he ejaculated, and would remain asleep until we needed to get on the road.
Then it hit me. The key to my freedom from a good ass-fucking, from this increasingly drunk Russian, was to make him pass out. I got up from the sectional, grabbed my sucky pillow, and walked seductively over to Ivan. He was looking at the pictures of me, and had his hand down the front of his pants. It seemed as if he had abandoned the nice guy act, and had decided that he was going to fuck my ass. I had never seen someone consume so much alcohol, in such a short period of time.



When I reached Ivan, I left no doubt about my intent. I placed my red silk sucky pillow on the ground to one side of him, and knelt on it. I rested one manicured hand on his knee, and started to caress his leg. I leaned forward slightly, nibbled his earlobe and whispered, seductively.
"We can take our time baby. We have eight hours to kill, no rush this time. Why don't you go and take a piss, and tell me what outfit to put on?"
I already knew that Ivan was going to choose the schoolgirl costume. He had been checking me out, ever since I got into the limo in Vegas, in my lingerie. After the "Blowjob Bunny" was deemed too tight of a fit, the schoolgirl costume had definitely piqued his interest the most. It was very provocative, and the most accessorized of all of the looks I had modeled for him. Now as he looked at the photos he had taken of me he, was focusing on the eight or nine shots of me dressed as a schoolgirl. Plus he had his hand down his pants, openly fondling himself. Yep, I was going to service Ivan in my Mary Janes.
Ivan mumbled, "slutty schoolgirl," his slurred words betraying his level of intoxication.
I replied, "my pleasure, Ivan," as cheerfully as I could.
I was a little concerned that he felt the need to add the word slutty, as if to convey that his expectations would require the services of a complete, and total slut.
"I am going to get changed for you. I may be a few minutes. The schoolgirl uniform has a lot of accessories, and I need to lubricate my ass for your enjoyment."
The last thing he said to me was, "I want you to have blue eyes."
He grunted something else in Russian, which I imagine was a pejorative, and walked unsteadily into the kitchen. He grabbed one of the soup bowls, and said he was going to take a piss. I started to ask Ivan why he needed a bowl to take a piss, but he cut me off. He was quite drunk now, and starting to become aggressive. I guess I should have known that there was going to be a dramatic personality change in Ivan, as I had witnessed him pound several large vodkas. I just wasn't prepared for his level of hostility towards me, especially as we had been buds two hours ago. He grabbed me by the throat and slammed me against the wall.
"You have been teasing me all afternoon, you fucking prick tease," he yelled, "putting lewd ideas in my head. Telling me that you could make me come quickly. You are going to work for my load, you bitch. After I come, you are going to get down on your hands and knees, and drink my piss from the bowl. If you disobey me, I am going to fuck you up."
I recoiled from the shock of how aggressive he became after getting drunk, but took a leaf from Sara's playbook, and responded calmly.
"Whatever you want, Ivan," I said submissively.
I didn't want to aggravate Ivan, unnecessarily. I could survive giving him a blowjob, or getting butt-fucked by him, dressed as a schoolgirl. It wouldn't kill me if I had to drink his piss from a soup bowl. Incredibly humiliating, yes, but not damaging to my physical well-being. I just didn't want him to hurt me. He had beaten guys up in prison, stabbed a guy in the eye with a pencil, for fuck's sake. That scared me way more than a little sexual domination.
Ivan left to take a piss, and I went into the kitchen to freshen his drink. As I poured a triple measure of vodka into his glass, I had an idea. I had been having trouble sleeping since Adrian had turned my life upside down, and had sought medical advice. The doctor had prescribed me Ambien, and I always had them with me when I traveled.
I went to my pink Barbie suitcase, grabbed three of the pills, and crushed them into a fine powder. I emptied most of the powder into Ivan's drink, trying to ensure that his vodka didn't look tampered with. I gave it a quick stir and tossed in an ice cube. The vodka looked a little murky, but with the curtains still drawn, and Ivan's level of intoxication, I didn't think he would notice. I also cracked open a light beer, and poured it into a soup bowl. If Ivan didn't fall asleep before he forced me on to my hands and knees, I hoped I could at least slurp some Bud Light from the bowl, instead of his piss.
After a few moments, Ivan shouted my name from the restroom. I scurried down the hall as quickly as I could in my pink Lycra dress and high heels.
"Did you fix my cocktail?" he demanded.
"Yes, Ivan, it is in the living room by the couch," I responded with deference. "Do you want me to fetch it for you?"
Ivan didn't answer my question but handed me the empty soup bowl. I was happy at his change of heart, as he had apparently already taken a piss, and I was off the hook. Or so I thought.
"Hold my bowl. Kneel by the toilet and wait for me," he said, slurring his words. "I still need to piss. My erection only just went down."
Ivan waited until I knelt by the side of the toilet, which was easier said than done in my high heels. Then he stumbled out of the room, clearly very intoxicated.
I waited on my knees like a total pussy, and I imagined I was feeling the same sense of despair that Svetlana felt, as she waited in the shower enclosure for Adrian, every Wednesday at noon. Ivan staggered in a few moments later, holding his half-finished drink. It was much lighter in the bathroom and I could see how murky Ivan's drink was. I hoped to God he didn't notice. Ivan took another big swig of his cocktail and started raining pejoratives down on me, in Russian. This wasn't about sex. This was about control.
"Put the bowl on top of the toilet and unzip me, you fucking bitch."
I had very shaky hands, as my pink manicured nails fumbled with his zipper. I could feel the warmth of his cock as it strained against his pants. That asshole was getting hard again. Once I freed his semi-erect cock, he glared at me.
"Hold my cock and fill your piss bowl," he growled.
I tentatively reached out and grabbed the tip of his penis with one of my dainty hands. With the other hand, I held the soup bowl right underneath the tip of his cock. Ivan closed his eyes, apparently content with leaving the aim up to me, and released his bladder.
I know from experience that it is not easy to piss with a semi-erection. It is difficult to aim, and also challenging to control the flow. As much as I tried to focus his stream into the bowl, I got some of Ivan's piss on my hand and a few drops on my Lycra dress. Ivan finally went soft, and I managed to aim the rest of his piss into the bowl without further incident. He let out a satisfied groan, once his bladder was empty.
I let go of his dick, as the bowl was full of urine, and was getting too heavy to hold with one hand. Ivan grabbed his cock, and flicked the remnants of his urine in my general direction, wet spots appearing instantly on my pink dress. I placed the bowl of warm piss on top of the water tank of the toilet, and looked up at Ivan submissively. I think Ivan was enjoying dominating me, and I shuddered at the thought of sharing a prison cell with him. That would be my worst nightmare.
Ivan looked expectantly at me, as a drop of urine appeared at the tip of his cock. I reached for a piece of toilet paper and handed it to him, so that he could dry his cock-head before he made me suck it.
"Lick me dry, bitch," Ivan ordered. "Save a tree."
I flashed him a defiant look, but backed down immediately when he glared at me. I was really intimidated by this animal, and fear was motivating me to obey him. For this reason, I leaned forward, and licked the tip of his cock dry.
"I am going to shower, lip gloss boy," he said dismissively. "I will prepare myself for my rimjob. Hold my piss bowl, kneel there and wait for me."
Ivan disappeared behind the glass block wall that separated the shower enclosure from the toilet. Moments later I heard the shower turn on. It was so emasculating to kneel there holding the bowl of his warm piss, while he showered. However, looking on the bright side, the more time that elapsed, the more likely the sleeping meds would kick in. Also, I was grateful that Ivan had offered to shower before I had to eat his ass. He had driven from San Francisco to Las Vegas, and would have undoubtedly had worked up a sweat.
Ivan enjoyed dominating other men. He could have forced me to rim him without showering. Fuck, as fearful as I was of him, he could have run a 5k race, and then made me give him a rimjob. Yes, there were some positive sides to this latest development of him showering.
As I knelt there, I contemplated the ramifications of being forced to drink Ivan's piss. I knew it wouldn't do me any physical harm, but the emotional component was extremely disturbing. Prior to Adrian's prolonged and degrading ass-fucking, which was followed by him taking a lengthy piss on me, the one thing that separated me from the triplets, was the fact that Adrian had not yet pissed on me. Of course, this distinction was now gone, but the thought of them knowing that I had knelt before Ivan and slurped his piss from a bowl, was destroying me. I had to stop this from happening.
My defiance emboldened me, and I got up from my knees and carried the warm bowl of piss into the kitchen, and switched it out with the bowl of Bud Light. They looked almost identical, and I surmised that the only way Ivan would be able to discover my deception, would be for him to taste it, which was unlikely, to say the least.
I returned to my spot next to the toilet. Ivan kept me kneeling there for several minutes, holding the bowl that now contained Bud Light. When he finally emerged from the shower, I watched in disgust as he put his old clothes back on, underwear and all. This kind of defeated the purpose of showering, and I gagged at thought of getting my nose deep inside his ass-crack, when I rimmed him.
"Make me another drink," he commanded. "Then wait for me on your knees on your sucky pillow. Leave the soup bowl, I may need to piss some more."
I left the restroom, praying that Ivan didn't need to piss again. I made him another drink, tossing the rest of the crushed Ambien into the glass, and giving it a quick stir. After a few moments, Ivan stumbled out of the restroom, to find me kneeling on my sucky pillow. I was still dressed in the pink Lycra dress, and I was holding a fresh cocktail for him, with a smile on my face. He sat down on the couch and reached for his drink. I tried to be as submissive as possible, and imagined what I would want to hear, if I were ever in his position. I leaned towards him, placed one hand on his crotch, and whispered in his ear.
"I am going to get changed into my schoolgirl uniform baby," I told him. "I am going to transform into a blue-eyed cocksucker for your pleasure. You relax here and enjoy your cocktail. When I get back you can decide how you want to enjoy me. Everything is available for you today. Back in just a few minutes."
I felt his cock stiffen in his pants, as I offered myself to him. I kissed him gently on the ear, before I shimmied seductively out of the room, in my tight Lycra dress. I was shaking with fear as I got dressed. How long would the Ambien take to kick in? Would he notice his drink was cloudy, and fuck me up? I stalled as long as I could, but the inevitable happened, and I was soon ready for his enjoyment, dressed as a schoolgirl with my ass lubed up. I put the piercing blue eye contacts in, and the change in my look was transformative. I was a proper blue-eyed platinum blonde.
The plaid skirt was short on Sara, but it was positively obscene on me. Ivan had shouted for me to hurry up twice already, but his tone became a lot more aggressive, the third time he yelled my name. Fear motivated me to return to him and let him take what he wanted from me. I grabbed the soup bowl containing the Bud Light from the bathroom, and I returned to the living room. I tried to be as cheerful as I could, as I asked Ivan where he wanted me to place his bowl of golden nectar, but I was shaking like a leaf. He appeared wide awake, and I could only stall for so long.
He told me to place the bowl on the floor in front of him, and I got the impression that he was going to watch me lap up the contents of it, right after he ejaculated. I let Ivan take me in for a few moments. I was wearing a short red plaid pleated skirt, a crop top that tied at the front, and matching garter belt and panties. When Sara wore this skirt, it revealed the top of her stockings and a glimpse of her garter belt straps. On me, it was several inches shorter, revealing the fact that I was wearing plaid panties.
I had grabbed a red padded bra that belonged to Sara, and stuffed it with the breast forms from my Agent Provocateur camisole. Under the crop-top, that was two sizes too small for me, it gave the appearance that I had some cleavage. It appeared that Ivan liked it, as I saw him check out my chest.
My make-up was still impeccable, and my platinum wig was arranged in pigtails, tied off with plaid bows. I couldn't squeeze into Sara's plaid heels, but I found a pair of red, high-heeled, open toe shoes that worked. My pink toe nails were visible, and matched my manicured fingernails. I had also spritzed myself with a very generous spray of Svetlana's perfume, and I smelled very feminine. My bright blue eyes complemented my platinum blonde hair perfectly. I had a bottle of KY lube in one hand, and Stacey's magic egg in the other. She had slipped it to me, when she realized that I would be at Ivan's mercy for eight hours.
"This should get him off quicker," she had told me. "If you have to suck him off, hold it under his asshole. If he is fucking you doggy-style, reach under him, and hold it against his nuts."
Now that this was going to happen, I had to get it over as quickly as possible. The Ambien combined with the alcohol was supposed to knock Ivan out. If he was still awake, it would just prolong his orgasm, and I would have to work harder to get him off. I knelt before him, and I noticed he inhaled my scent. I started to rub his crotch, and could feel his erection straining against the confines of his pants. I kissed his neck as I caressed his hard cock, and whispered seductively in his ear.
"I need a strong man in my life. It turns me on to submit to you, Ivan. How would you like me?"
"Why don't we start with a lap dance, bitch," he said with contempt.
I had mixed emotions about this idea, none of which I conveyed to Ivan.
I just beamed with excitement and said, "I would love to dance for you, baby."
In truth, the idea revolted me. I had only been to a strip-club on a couple of occasions. However, I had never seen a more overt display of power imbalance, than watching a hot young girl shimmy and shake in front of a man, for twenty dollars a song. It just seemed so demeaning. Now it was my turn to dance seductively in this drunk Russian's lap, although the stakes were much higher than twenty dollars. Ivan had made it very clear to me, that any mis-step on my part, would result in him "fucking me up" as he so eloquently expressed it.
The mixed emotions came from the fact that I knew that the clock was ticking. I had given Ivan a powerful dose of sedative, and combined with the bottle of vodka he had consumed, it was surely going to put him to sleep. The more time we spent goofing around on lap dances, and other forms of sexual intimidation, the less likely I was to get sodomized by this animal.
So, for this reason, I put my heart and soul into Ivan's lap dance. I chose Prince as my dance music, due to the great beat and the suggestive lyrics. Then, swallowing my pride, I started to dance seductively for this man. I was dressed the part, in my pleated schoolgirl skirt, and padded crop-top, that left little to the imagination. I flailed my platinum pig-tails around as I shook my ass for Ivan, and smiled at him like I was having the time of my life.
Ivan picked up his cell phone and started to take pictures of me dancing for him. I continued to shake my ass and act like a stripper, as he documented my submission to him with his camera.
I was actually hating every demeaning second, and just when I thought it couldn't get any worse, Ivan upped the ante.
"Twerk for me," he commanded, with a chuckle.
Oh, God. I hated fucking twerking. It felt like it was invented solely to demean women, and I had never seen anyone under the age of thirty, attempt to do it. However, as my fear of Ivan forced me to obey him, I forced my fifty-five year old body into a low, squatting stance and started to thrust my hips in a sexually provocative manner.
Ivan watched intently as I continued to signal my complete availability to him, occasionally taking another incriminating photo.
After two songs with minimal contact, Ivan motioned for me to sit on his lap. I approached him submissively, maintaining eye contact, in an attempt to gauge his level of awareness. When I got to his knees I turned my back to him and started to gyrate my hips lewdly.
Ivan took a few more photos of his bitch, acting like a complete slut in her schoolgirl skirt.
"Arch your back," he growled, snapping more photos as my pigtails reached the top of my pleated skirt.
I was trying to tease Ivan, seductively lowering myself onto his lap and grinding his cock with my ass, through his jeans, before rising up again to continue with my gyrations. I looked over my shoulder and blew Ivan a kiss, and he took another photo of me, as I beckoned him to take what was his.
Ivan had seen enough, he took my enticement as an invitation to fuck, and pulled me roughly down onto his lap.
As soon as my plaid panties made contact with his jeans, I felt his erection against my ass. Ivan may have been on the road to complete incapacitation, but his cock was wide awake. It throbbed within the confines of his jeans and I felt its warmth radiate out. Ivan wrapped one arm around me groping me lewdly, told me to smile, and took a selfie of us. Finally, Ivan was done toying with me and had obviously decided it was time for him to get some.
"Stop fucking around and wasting my time," he told me in no uncertain terms. "Get on your knees. I want you to suck my cock."
"I have been looking forward to giving you a blowjob, from the day I met you," I lied, as I dismounted his lap and knelt before him.
He smirked at me, and said, "Get on with it, bitch."
I knew Ivan wasn't much for pillow talk, or foreplay. My first sexual encounter with him, a rimjob in the Wynn Palace bathroom, had taught me that.
I unzipped his pants, and told him to lift his ass up off the sofa. His movements were labored now, and he struggled to support his own weight. This gave me hope that the drugs were kicking in. After Ivan finally managed to lift his ass from the sofa, I removed his pants and underwear. His briefs were slick with pre-cum from the prolonged teasing, and I realized he had probably been leaking since he first laid eyes on me in Las Vegas.
My time had run out, and it was evident that Ivan expected some action. I began to gently kiss his stomach, as I caressed his nuts with my hot pink fingernails. He groaned at my touch, and I lowered my lips to his inner thighs. I licked and nibbled the inside of his thighs, as I gently squeezed his nuts. He was breathing heavy now, deep, labored breaths. I looked up at him submissively, and he had his head leaning on the back of the sofa, with his eyes closed, apparently in ecstasy.
I knew I couldn't stall any more, so I moved my head so that my lips were right above his leaking erection, extended my tongue and licked some of his pre-cum off the tip of his cock. I looked up at him through my platinum blonde bangs for his approval. I had a huge smile on my face, as if it was the most gratifying moment of my life, to be allowed to suck Ivan off.
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There was no response from this Russian gangster, so I spoke softly to him.
"Baby, why don't you watch me suck you off? It turns me on to pleasure you. You can look into my baby blue eyes when you come. I like it when you make me your bitch."
Ivan didn't answer or open his eyes, but he started snoring loudly. I couldn't believe my luck. Ivan had passed out from the combination of alcohol and drugs. Just in the nick of time. I got up off my knees, and slumped onto the recliner. I was perspiring from the adrenaline and fear, that Ivan evoked in me. I was scared that he would wake up, realize I had tried to incapacitate him, and brutalize me, physically and sexually. I knew he was capable of it.
I turned out all of the lights, and sat silently for about twenty minutes, trembling with fear. I was just praying Ivan didn't wake up. As I sat in the dark, my fear slowly subsided and, in a moment of clarity, I realized I needed a plan. Ivan was so intoxicated that there was a chance he wouldn't remember our encounter. I could tell him that he had fucked the crap out of me, that I had sucked his cock, and given him another rimjob. I could even say that after I drained his nuts, I got down on all fours like the bitch that I am, and slurped his piss out of the bowl. If I was convincing enough, perhaps he would believe me.
I turned the lights back on, and said Ivan's name loudly, to assess his level of unconsciousness. He was passed out, so I decided to delete the incriminating photos he had taken of me. I grabbed his iPhone, and unlocked it using his thumbprint. I accessed Ivan's photo library and started to browse through the pictures of me performing for him.
I was completely unrecognizable, with my platinum blonde hair and my bright blue eyes, but the photos were so humiliating that they evoked a strong emotion of shame within me. I had willingly allowed this man to debase me and document it. Then it occurred to me. If I fabricated a prolonged session of Ivan dominating me, and documented it through photographic evidence, I could probably convince Ivan that he had already completely defiled me.
I knew I could take pictures of myself using the timer function, to delay the shot by up to ten seconds. So, I needed to position the camera correctly, make sure I got the pictures in the correct order, and have them appear in a realistic timeline. Once I had formulated the plan in my mind, I set about its execution, hoping that Ivan remained passed out the entire time.
First of all, I took a couple of cute selfies of me in the mirror, dressed as a schoolgirl. I waited about ten minutes, and then took a picture of me kneeling before Ivan on my sucky pillow. He was naked from the waist down, and was starting to lose his erection, so I had to change my plan before he went soft. It wasn't believable that I would be draped all over Ivan, and his cock was flaccid. So, before he went soft, I kissed his cock-head, shaft, nuts, inner thighs and stomach hard enough to leave pink lipstick marks over them. I snapped a few shots, and then once I had all the photos I needed of his erection, I got back to the original plan.
A few minutes later, me with my head in Ivan's lap, taken from the living room table, using the delay function. Ivan appears to be leaning his head back, with his eyes closed in ecstasy. I took a second photo of this, but moved one of Ivan's hands, and rested it on the back of my platinum blonde hair. This really looked like he was dominating me. I waited ten minutes, and then mounted him. He had gone soft by now, but I arranged my plaid skirt to obscure the fact that he wasn't inside my ass, and the photo made it appear as if we were fucking.
I wanted to make him think that he had lasted a long time, so I took a break, and waited another ten minutes. There were some fresh croissants in the kitchen, that Ivan had purchased, when he bought the vodka. I ate one of those delicious, flaky pastries, and returned to Ivan.
Ten minutes had elapsed and I took two more pictures. I was facing the camera now, in the reverse cowboy position. This coincided with the expected timeline. I grabbed both of his hands, and put them on my thighs, as if he was holding me as he thrust into me. I also put a very pained expression on my face, as if he was brutally butt-fucking me. I managed to shield his sleeping face with my blonde hair. In the last picture of this series, I leaned into him, and positioned his head so that he appeared to be talking in my ear.
I got up from Ivan's lap, and checked out my handiwork. So far, I had a very convincing series of pictures, that made it look like Ivan had taken me as his bitch. I waited another fifteen minutes, as I wanted to make him look like a stud after he awoke, and it was my time to flatter him. Fifteen minutes later, I am back on my knees. I wrapped one of my pigtails around his fist, and put my head between his legs. As his arm fell to the side, it pulled my head with it, creating the illusion that Ivan was pulling my hair, as I blew him.
For the final photos, I picked up Ivan's briefs, and wiped his pre-cum across my lips and chin, and all over the tip of his dick. I rested the camera on the rear of the sofa, right next to Ivan's head. That way it would appear that he took these final photos. I knelt between his legs, and put his flaccid penis between my glossed lips. Looking up at him submissively, I smiled.
When I released his cock from my mouth, it flopped across his leg, and my saliva dripped from it. I took a couple more shots of me kissing the tip of his cock, draped across his thigh. Then five minutes later, the same picture, as if he had made me suckle his cock, long after he ejaculated. After I released his cock, I wiped a little more semen from Ivan's briefs onto my chin, and took one more picture of me kneeling before him, smiling with my piercing blue eyes.
I waited several minutes, before I repositioned his iPhone, to capture the floor in front of him. In the center of the frame was the soup bowl full of Bud Light, which resembled Ivan's piss. I knelt in front of it, and assumed a begging position, before setting the delay timer and taking my photo.
Then, three or four minutes later, I got on all fours, and began to lap up the golden liquid from the bowl. I had a disgusted look on my face, and took several bursts of photos, to capture the exact look of revulsion I was trying to convey. I marked the position of the bowl, and emptied its contents down the kitchen sink. Then, after placing it in the exact same spot, I greedily licked the remnants of the Bud Light from the bowl.
I made no attempt to blur my face, as I checked out the lewd photos. Ivan would never share these pictures with anyone. Plus, in full makeup and blonde hair with my blue eyes, I was unrecognizable. The timeline was believable, although the photos of Ivan's erection were a bit rushed. I would think of a reason for that, if Ivan asked.
I felt so much better now, as Ivan was snoring away, and was completely passed out. I went into the bathroom, and wiped Ivan's pre-cum from my lips and chin. My make-up was still perfect, but I did freshen up my lipgloss in case he woke up. Then I went and sat on the recliner, and waited for Ivan to wake up. I felt like such a total fucking pussy sitting there, dressed as a schoolgirl. However, fear is a powerful motivator, and I was scared to death he would wake up and get pissed, because I hadn't been readily available for round two.
It was now almost five in the afternoon, and we had about two hours until the traffic would subside enough, to make it feasible to get back on the freeway. I was driving home, so we no longer had to worry about Ivan's mandatory eight hour rest period. I sat there silently willing the time to move faster, when suddenly there was a knock on the hotel room door.
Fuck! I had no clue what to do. Ivan was fast asleep, naked from the waist down. I was dressed as a schoolgirl, with full make-up and long platinum blonde hair. I sat quietly on the sofa, and someone knocked on the door again. I heard a girl's voice call out my name, and then Ivan's, and I realized it was Svetlana. What the fuck was she doing here?
I went to the door and opened it, obviously self-conscious of the fact that I was dressed up for Ivan's amusement. Svetlana and Stacey bounced through the door, took one look at me, and then another at Ivan passed out, with his pants and underwear in a heap in front of him.
Stacey said, "Oh shit, I think we are too late. Looks like Ivan has fucked Chrissy already."
Stacey started to apologize to me.
"I sucked Ivan off in Vegas," she told me. "He made a deal that if Svetlana and I drove to Barstow, and gave him a two-girl blowjob, he would leave your sweet little ass alone. We shook on it."
Stacey was quite upset that she was too late to save me from Ivan's advances, but Svetlana, that little sadist, was getting off on my unfortunate predicament.
"Is the unfinished business, now finished?" she said with a smirk.
I asked them both to have a seat, and started to explain the story. I guess it was a testament to Adrian's domination of me, that neither of the girls even mentioned how I was dressed. "Chrissy," was normal to them, a regular member of our happy family. I told them that I had drugged Ivan, as he became increasingly drunk and aggressive. They both had a palpable look of fear on their faces, as they came to the realization that Ivan was going to permanently maim me, when he woke up.
"Maybe not," I said, as I reached for Ivan's phone, unlocked it with his thumb print, and scrolled through the photos.
"Hear me out. After Ivan got drunk, he threatened me. I got dressed up for him, out of fear for my safety. I put three Ambien in his drink and, luckily for me, he passed out just as I was about to suck his cock. I took a few staged photos, to make it appear as if I had pleasured him. I think he will believe me. Anyway, now that you guys are here, when he wakes up, he will undoubtedly focus on his two-girl blowjob, and forget about me."
Svetlana was skeptical, and asked to see the photos. The Hamilton Inn had a large, wall mounted tv monitor with an Apple TV connected to it. I hit Airplay on Ivan's phone, and the first of the lewd pictures appeared on the eighty-inch screen.
Svetlana was in her element when the first pictures came up on the monitor of me dancing and twerking for Ivan.
"Holy fuck, handsome," she exclaimed excitedly, "Ivan got you to dance for him, you fucking pussy."
The pictures were horrible, incontrovertible evidence that Ivan had made me his bitch. I was barely recognizable with my long platinum blonde hair and my piercing blue eyes, but the three of us knew it was me, which was humiliating enough.
"You look like you are really enjoying yourself, Chrissy," Svetlana said with a giggle, as the photo of me looking over my shoulder, and blowing Ivan a kiss, was displayed.
Next up, was a selfie of me on Ivan's lap, his hands all over me, as I ground my ass into his erection. You could see the lust and desire in his eyes, as I invited him to fuck my ass.
The first picture that I took, after Ivan passed out, was of me posing in the bathroom mirror, in my schoolgirl costume. Then there was a picture of me kneeling on my sucky pillow, in front of Ivan. The photos of me getting pink lipgloss all over Ivan's cock, nuts and inner thighs were next, and his still-erect cock was visible in these pictures. Next up, I am blowing Ivan, his cock obscured by my head, but his hand apparently holding me in place. Then I mount him in both cowgirl, and reverse cowgirl.
"Pretty realistic right?" I said to the girls.
Stacey responded first. "He was sleeping all the time you took those photos? That is amazing. He totally looks like he is dominating you."
I was happy that the girls thought the pictures looked real, so as long as Ivan believed it, I was off the hook. The picture of me kneeling blowing Ivan, as he wrapped my pigtail around his fist, was particularly realistic. After the picture of me with Ivan's flaccid cock in my mouth, and his come on my lips and chin, appeared on the big screen, Svetlana spoke up.
"You made him come while he was unconscious?" she asked incredulously.
"All staged Svetlana," I replied proudly. "Pre-cum from his briefs mixed with my saliva, gives the impression that I swallowed his load."
The girls were clearly impressed, and both of them agreed, Ivan would definitely believe the incontrovertible photographic evidence. When we got to the last set of pictures, in which I was begging Ivan in front of a soup bowl of some unidentified golden liquid, Svetlana spoke up.
"Ew, what is this?" she asked. "Is that piss? Are you begging him to let you drink his piss? Was that his idea or yours?"
Svetlana was fucking with me again, she couldn't resist it. I explained to her that Ivan, in his drunken state, had got progressively more dominant. He decided he wanted me to drink his piss from a bowl, on my hands and knees, like a dog.
"Oh Jesus," Stacey said, with a horrified look on her face. "He made you drink his piss?"
"He fell asleep before that happened, fortunately," I said. "I switched the piss to Bud Light."
The pictures were very convincing, as I begged him not to make me do it, before lapping it up, and even cleaning the bowl with my tongue.
"I can't believe he was going to make you drink his piss from a bowl," Svetlana said. "That I would love to see!"
Stacey spoke up next. "I don't think you have any right to act holier than thou, when it comes to piss, Svetlana. Adrian pisses on you every week, and I am sure he occasionally makes you drink it," she said, cruelly.
Svetlana responded in a very bitchy tone, "At least he doesn't piss on me while I am eating his ass, Stacey. Rim jobs are very demeaning to women."
There was no love lost between Stacey and Svetlana, and they took a dig at each other whenever they could.
Svetlana turned her attention to me. She asked to see the photos where I am kissing Ivan's erection, one more time, and I agreed amiably, proud as I was of my handiwork.
She gave me a nod, and said "Nice work Chrissy. Ivan will totally believe this happened."
Ivan hadn't stirred this whole time, so we shut down the monitor, put Ivan's phone down and adjourned to the kitchen. Stacey decided to buy another bottle of vodka, and when she returned she poured the contents down the sink. It now appeared as if Ivan had consumed almost two bottles of vodka, before he passed out. Obviously, I hadn't drunk anything, as I was driving.
About ninety minutes later, Ivan appeared in the kitchen. He looked very hungover and a little disoriented. I jumped up as if I was delighted to see him, and walked over to him stIll dressed as a schoolgirl. He smiled when he saw me still dressed up, and apparently waiting for him.
"Hi Chrissy," he said warmly, as I snuggled up next to him.
Ivan seemed very happy to see me, and he rested his hand possessively on my ass. He gave my butt a little squeeze, then slid his hand under my schoolgirl skirt, which was obscenely short on me. He slipped his thumb under the strap of my garter belt, as if to signify his ownership of me. My only concern was getting back to San Clemente without incurring Ivan's wrath, so I played along and accommodated his dominant streak. I wiggled my ass seductively, and leaned in close to Ivan.
I gave his earlobe a nibble and asked, "Are you ready for round two? Svetlana and Stacey drove all the way to Barstow, to give you your two-girl blowjob."
Ivan appeared to remember the deal he made with Stacey, and smiled broadly. He was still naked from the waist down, and his cock started to rise, presumably at the thought of these two platinum blondes sucking his cock.
"I am not sure our deal is still on after what you put Chrissy through," Stacey said jokingly.
This flippant remark enraged Ivan, and he reached for the knife that I had used to butter my croissant.
"I was joking Ivan," Stacey cried out in terror. "Please, put the knife down. Svetlana and I can't wait to suck you off."
The tension in the room was palpable. Ivan had a red-hot temper, and a propensity to resolve problems through extreme violence. Stacey needed to be careful. Svetlana said something very softly to Ivan in Russian, and he nodded. She moved over to me, and without any warning, spritzed me with a heavy dose of her perfume. Her scent permeated the room, and once again, I smelled divine.
"Yes, I am ready for you two bitches to suck me off," he said, dismissively. "Then we can hit the road."
"Why don't you enjoy all three of us, Ivan?" Svetlana said, tossing me under the bus.
"Oh Svetlana," I said sweetly, "Ivan just fucked the crap out of me, he is probably ready for some variety."
Svetlana was undeterred by my attempted redirect, and continued to offer me up to Ivan.
"Enjoy Chrissy's soft lips on your asshole, while Stacey and I suck you off Ivan. Remember how much you enjoyed your rimjob, when we first arrived in Vegas. She is scented just the way you like."
Ivan chuckled, as he seemingly recalled my extended submission to him in the Wynn Palace Garden Villa bathroom. I noticed his cock swell, which was an ominous sign, for me.
"I am serious, Ivan," Svetlana continued, determined to get me involved. "The three of us will take care of you. Unless you don't want to, Chrissy."
"Of course I want to," I stammered unconvincingly, "I would be honored to pleasure you again, Ivan."
"You crazy bitches should get married," Ivan said with a laugh. "You fuck with each other constantly, but deep down you are a perfect match. For now, two girls will be great, Svetlana," he said, nipping her suggestion in the bud.
Stacey and Svetlana walked Ivan over to the sofa. He looked very happy with a platinum blonde on each arm, and his rock-hard cock between his legs. After he was comfortably seated, the girls removed his shirt, leaving him completely naked. I didn't want to stare, but judging by the pool of pre-cum visible on the tip of his cock and his inner thighs, Ivan was ready to bust a nut.
Stacey knelt before him first, the tall blonde quickly adapting to the situation and becoming extremely submissive. She had already sucked him off in Vegas, to save my ass. She was a magnificent manipulator of men, and had already figured out Ivan's hot buttons. She started to suck Ivan's cock very aggressively, making lots of noise, just the way he liked it. Within a few moments, Ivan rose from the sofa, grabbed Stacey by the ears, and started to fuck her face. Svetlana had so far managed to stay on the periphery of this threesome, but Ivan called out her name.
"Svetlana, you fucking bitch, get your ass over here and kneel before me."
I could see fear in Svetlana's eyes, and I realized that I only ever saw her react that way, when Ivan was around. Svetlana knelt next to Stacey, and was quickly the next victim of Ivan's brutal oral assault. He alternated between face fucking the two of them, until he finally announced he was close. He withdrew his cock from Svetlana's mouth, pushed the two of their faces together, and told them to look up at him with their mouths wide open.
As they looked up at him submissively, Ivan jerked himself off onto their faces, blowing most of his load into Stacey's hair. Stacey, ever the courtesan, smiled broadly at Ivan as his semen ran down her platinum locks. Ivan flicked the last remnants of his load onto Svetlana's upturned face, and then turned round and walked into the kitchen.
"Is there any more vodka left?" he asked.
"You drank both bottles, Ivan," Svetlana said sweetly. "Chrissy could run to the liquor store and get some more," she suggested.



This was a horrible idea. I was dressed up as a schoolgirl, with long platinum pigtails. In the darkened hotel suite, I was barely passable as a woman. However, in the harsh afternoon sun of Barstow, I would stand out like a sore thumb, dressed as I was. Maybe in Vegas, I wouldn't draw too much attention, due to the large cross-dressing community there, and the live and let live vibe of Las Vegas.
However, Barstow is a blue collar town, with two large military bases and a huge freight train hub. The locals would not be tolerant of a feminized man parading down their Main Street, dressed as a schoolgirl. Svetlana's idea was going to get me fucked up.
"The mini-bar has vodka," I suggested cheerfully, trying to hide my fear of what might happen to me, if I was dispatched to get Ivan more vodka.
"Yeah, at five times the price," Svetlana responded, still trying to throw me under the bus.
"Let me fix you a cocktail, Ivan," I said sweetly. "I know exactly how you like your drink made."
With my trip to the liquor store apparently put on hold, I poured Ivan a very strong vodka on the rocks, with lots of ice. I served it to him with a smile on my face, as if his pleasure was of the upmost importance to me.
"Thanks, Chrissy," Ivan said, as he inhaled my scent.
I noticed his cock twitch as he sniffed me, which was not a good sign. Svetlana noticed it too, and walked seductively over to Ivan.
"Ivan, you stud," she flattered him. "Are you ready to go again? Chrissy will happily get you hard again, if you want to bust a nut again before we get back on the road. She's a great little fluffer."
"Actually, I need a word alone with you and Stacey," he said coldly.
The three of them went into the bedroom and Stacey emerged a few minutes later, looking terrified.
"That prick has no respect for women," Stacey said angrily.
I wondered what the hell Ivan had asked the girls to do, that made Stacey mad. Adrian had urinated all over her, as he relaxed in the Sukebe chair, after Stacey rimmed him. How much worse could it be? It turns out that it wasn't a sex act that pissed Stacey off, but rather the threat of violence. Ivan had held a knife to Stacey's eye, and threatened to blind her, if she ever spoke of his domination of Chrissy.
After he threatened Stacey, he told her to fuck off, and started speaking to Svetlana in Russian. Ivan had really scared Stacey, and she said she was going to text Adrian, and let him know that I would be driving the limousine back to Orange County. She would ask him if it would be okay, if we drove home now.
Ivan and Svetlana entered the room shortly afterwards, still conversing in Ivan's native tongue. Svetlana had a satisfied smile on her face, but Ivan looked pissed. He glared at me, and Svetlana spoke.
"Ivan has some questions about what happened when he passed out," she said, innocently.
I swallowed hard, and asked what part needed clarification.
"All of it," Ivan said gruffly.
I was scared now. Svetlana had either told him the truth to save her own ass, or had discovered some glaring mistake in my staged photos, and wanted to take credit for it. Ivan walked over to me, and I could feel myself shaking.
"Show me the photos you took," he said, without betraying any emotion.
"You took most of the photos, baby," I said submissively, as Svetlana reveled in my predicament. "You directed the show, and documented it. I just followed your direction."
Ivan looked at his phone, trying to remember what had transpired between us.
"Show me the fucking photos," he growled, quickly losing his patience.
"Of course, baby," I said softly, "I will put them up on the large monitor to enhance your visual."
I connected Ivan's phone wirelessly to the eighty-inch monitor, and I started to give him a play by play of what had happened. I had manipulated the order of the photos, so that the pictures and selfies that Ivan took, were mixed in with the ones I staged. Ivan smiled as he took me in on the big screen.
He was enraptured by the photos of me dancing and twerking for him, and once again, his hand disappeared down the front of his pants. I was happy that Stacey and Svetlana had just got Ivan off, because he kept looking at me with desire in his eyes.
"I remember the twerking," he said with a chuckle.
"Yes, you hadn't finished your vodka yet," I informed him, setting the stage for him to accept that he might have had a blackout, from the alcohol consumption.
The selfie of me grinding on Ivan's lap as he pawed me, was next. You could see the lust in his eyes, as I ground my ass against his erection.
"I remember this, too," he admitted with a slight smile.
"This is one of my favorite photos," I lied, as the disgusting image was displayed on the eighty-inch monitor. "This was just before you fucked my ass."
"I do remember this, Chrissy. You were offering yourself up to me, like the dirty bitch you are."
A few photos later, I am on my knees with Ivan's cock between my lips.
"This is where you forced me to blow you," I said trying to act cheerful. "Remember, baby?"
Ivan was looking at the photo, but was apparently unable to remember taking it. You could see the puzzled look on his face, as he struggled to recall the events leading up to it.
I ran through the photos, trying to fill in the gaps for the intimidating man, as he continued to fondle himself through his underwear. When we got to the pictures of me on Ivan's lap in the reverse-cowboy position, with a pained expression on my face, Ivan said something to Svetlana in Russian, and she started to talk.
"Ivan wants to know why your lipgloss has completely disappeared, right after the photos of you kissing his erect cock, balls and inner thighs," she said, cheerfully.
I was completely lost for words. That sadistic little bitch was going to get me permanently disfigured by Ivan. She had no clue the danger she put me in.
"More specifically," she said, with a smile, "why do you have pink lipgloss on when you are teasing Ivan's erect cock, then the next time you face the camera in the reverse cowboy position, it is gone? I know you worshipped Ivan's entire genital area, and some of the lipgloss is evident on his cock, stomach and nuts. However, you were wearing long lasting lipstick, and it should be able to withstand one blowjob, without being completely removed."
Fuck. She was right. I didn't have the answer for her, but it was a definite mistake in continuity on my part. I was stammering for an answer, and then Svetlana and Ivan started talking in Russian again. He was more animated now, his anger rising within him. I thought about running to the door, but I was in high heels, and Ivan would have caught me easily.
Ivan came to the realization that something was not right. He started to walk towards me with a menacing look in his eyes, and he was cursing at me in Russian.
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In an unusual stroke of luck for me, Stacey's phone rang.
Ivan glared at her and said, "Leave it."
Stacey looked at her phone, told Ivan it was Adrian calling, and answered it. Ivan allowed Stacey to talk to Adrian for a few moments, while he glared at me.
Finally, Stacey said, "I will hand you over to Ivan, you can tell him yourself."
I presume Adrian told Ivan to head home, because Ivan gave Adrian an approximate ETA, and a few minutes later we were loading the limousine.
"You can stay dressed as a bitch for the ride home," Ivan ordered me.
I made no attempt to argue with him. It was going to be embarrassing, driving two hundred miles dressed as a schoolgirl, as I knew everyone checks out limousines on the freeway, but I obeyed Ivan without question.
Stacey was going to drive her car home, and I would drive Ivan and Svetlana in the limousine. At least I would be safe up front in the driver's compartment, or so I thought. Svetlana upturned those plans.
"Ivan, I can drive the limousine, if you want to have a heart to heart with Chrissy," she offered. "I have the required chauffeur's license, and I am on Adrian's insurance policy as a named driver."
"Great idea Svetlana. I could use three hours alone with Chrissy," Ivan said pleasantly. "Maybe we can get to the bottom of the lipgloss inconsistency. Thank you, sweet girl."
Svetlana smiled sweetly at Ivan, and continued her own line of questioning about the missing lipgloss.
"I only ever completely remove my lipgloss before bed, or to eat something," she mused. "Did Chrissy eat anything that you know of?"
It hit Ivan and I at the same time. The croissants! I must have inadvertently wiped my lipgloss off, eating those flaky croissants. I remembered using a paper towel to wipe the pastry flakes from my lips, after each bite. Ivan hit the trash can, at almost the same exact moment, that I realized my fuck-up. He emerged with a used paper towel covered in pink lipgloss and croissant flakes, and waved it angrily in my face.
"Are you telling me that in the middle of our fuck-fest, I allowed you to take a croissant break?" he shouted at me.
"Ivan," I confessed immediately, "I fabricated the whole sexual encounter. You passed out before anything happened. I posed you in different positions, so that you appeared coherent. We didn't have any copulation, oral or anal."
"Anything else?" he growled angrily.
I looked at Stacey, and she shook her head, as if willing me not to say anymore. A quick glance at Svetlana, and I knew she had already told Ivan.
So, I blurted it out. "I switched the piss in the bowl with Bud Light, Ivan," I admitted fearfully.
Svetlana had apparently already told Ivan about the Bud Light, because it came as no shock to him. However, that little sadist turned the heat up on me.
"Ivan, I can get you another soup bowl if you want to force Chrissy to slurp up your golden nectar. I would love to see you dominate him that way. That would get me so wet," Svetlana said, alluding to the fact that she might let Ivan fuck her, if he made me drink his piss.
I was shaking with fear at this idea. Not only was the thought of it repulsive, but I knew if this happened, I was going to have an audience, which made it ten times worse.
"Any other confessions to make, Chrissy?" Ivan growled.
I had a quick look at Stacey. She had a grimace on her face and was shaking her head, signaling me to keep quiet.
"I drugged you to make you sleep, Ivan," I blurted out.
The way he reacted, I realized that the drugging was a complete surprise to him. This was his first time hearing about his incapacitation, at my hands.
Svetlana put her hand to her mouth and said "Oops. TMI, Chrissy," with a giggle. "You are fucked."
Ivan glared at me and I wasn't sure if he was going to fuck me up, or even kill me. He was fighting to contain his rage, and he told me to go and wait in the limousine. I sat on the back seat, shaking uncontrollably. I was going to piss my plaid panties, if he ramped up the level of aggression anymore.
I could see Ivan on the phone, pacing around by the front of the hotel, and Svetlana was right next to him, making no attempt to defuse the situation. In fact she was egging him on. At one point she was waving a soup bowl in his face, presumably trying to get him to yank me back into the hotel, and subjugate me into drinking his piss. Stacey, fearing for her own safety, got into her car and drove off.
Svetlana, came to the limo before Ivan. She tossed her travel bag onto the front seat, and took her place behind the wheel. The intercom switched on, and the young Czech girl asked me cheerfully, if I wanted the good news or the bad news. I couldn't speak, so she gave me both.
"The good news, handsome, is that you are going to remain handsome, at least for the near future. Adrian has instructed Ivan not to hurt you, until after the wedding. He doesn't want Sara to change her mind about marrying him. The bad news? I will let Ivan share his exact plans with you. However, once Sara and Adrian are on honeymoon, you and Ivan are going somewhere nice to celebrate. It involves a weekend in a hotel suite, lots of costume changes, and no Bud Light!"
Ivan entered the limousine, shortly after I learned of his plans to enjoy me over a long weekend, in a hotel suite. He had a very angry face, and was struggling to contain his rage.
"Adrian has asked me not to touch you until after the wedding," he said, through his gritted teeth. "However, immediately after the wedding, you and I are having our own honeymoon, at the Laguna Niguel Ritz-Carlton Resort. After I have taken what is mine, you are a dead man. You drugged me you fucking prick."
I decided at that moment to move to Hawaii. I would abandon my home, as there was little to no equity in it. I had enough cash to start over in a modest apartment, even without Adrian's help. I would tell Adrian to fuck off, right before the wedding, and catch a plane to Honolulu, far from Ivan's reach. It would be the last thing either of them expected. I would be free.
As soon as Svetlana pulled the limousine out of the Hampton Inn parking lot, I slid off the seat, and knelt on the floor at Ivan's feet. I was trying to convey a combined message of submission and availability, for any needs Ivan had. Ivan continued to taunt and threaten me, as we entered the freeway. I knelt silently, looking down at the floor, in total submission. After several minutes of unchallenged threats, his rage started to diminish, and his tone softened slightly.
"Why the fuck did you drug me?" he demanded. "And what drugs did you use? Did you slip me a Rohypnol? Svetlana said she thought you had some roofies with you."
"May I speak, Ivan?" I asked, in the most deferential tone I could muster.
He nodded, as if to tell me to continue.
"First of all Ivan, I apologize for my stupid judgement. I was acting out of fear. The alcohol made you very aggressive, and I was very scared. I only gave you a couple of my prescription sleeping tablets. I take them most nights, and they don't have any long term effects."
"Sleeping pills?" Ivan said, incredulously. "You just gave me sleeping pills?"
I could see he was softening his stance on me, so I continued to flatter him, and stroke his ego.
"Alcohol makes you very scary, Ivan," I said timidly. "When I found out we had a hotel suite for eight hours, and Adrian's orders for you to dominate me, I was very excited. I wanted to dress up for you, and suck you off," I lied. "I wanted you to tell me to get on all fours, so that you could fuck my ass. I expected the sex to be a bit rough, but the escalation of violence scared me. I am truly sorry."
Ivan spoke again, in a less aggressive tone. "Alcohol brings out the worst in me Chrissy. I didn't mean to scare you. I am not abusive towards women."
As soon as Ivan let on that he viewed me as a woman, I had my out. I just had to stay in a submissive feminine persona around him, and I felt like his death threats wouldn't happen.
"I really like you Ivan," I said, continuing the deception. "Kneeling here before you makes sense to me. It feels like I am in my rightful place. Maybe I can show my appreciation for you, now that we are alone?"
I hated groveling to this hardcore Russian gangster, but fear is a very powerful motivator, and given the choice between being his personal cocksucker, or losing an eye, pass me my sucky pillow!
Ivan finally smiled at me. "I won't hurt you, Chrissy, as long as you are nice to me."
I knew that "nice" was a euphemism for "available" and this seemed like a fair exchange to me. I could give Ivan a little action, in exchange for him retracting his threats of violence towards me. I wanted to make it clear to Ivan, that his needs were important to me. It was evident that he had needs, as his erection was visible in his pants. I was flattered that I could elicit this reaction from Ivan, and wanted to coax a load from his balls, to apologize for my earlier deception.
I extended my hot pink fingernails to his crotch, and gave his stiff cock a playful squeeze. His cock throbbed as I caressed it, and I licked my lips lewdly.
"Would you please allow me to suck you off, Ivan?" I said submissively.
His broad smile was a good indication of his approval, and I tried to convey my submission, as I lowered his zipper. After I had removed his pants and briefs, I started my extended, teasing blowjob. Ivan came in my mouth about twenty minutes later, as I looked up at him adoringly, through my piercing blue eyes.
I swallowed Ivan's load, and thanked him for the privilege. He was softening towards me now, and gently caressed the side of my face. I remained kneeling before him, and after about twenty minutes of small talk, in which he made many concessions to me, I lowered my lips to his flaccid penis, and tried to awaken it. Ivan was much younger than Adrian, and even without the assistance of Viagra, his erection quickly returned.
As soon as he was fully erect, I started to flatter him.
"Wow, Ivan, I can't believe you are hard again. You are such a stud. How many times are you going to come for me on the drive home?"
Ivan was smiling, as he came to the realization that he was going to get his cock sucked, all the way to San Clemente. I got Ivan's juices flowing, and then placed the vibrating egg under his nuts.
"Oh, fuck, that feels incredible," he exclaimed, moments before he ejaculated in my mouth for the second time in less than an hour.
Once again, I remained kneeling in front of him. He was watching me intently, so I opened my mouth, so that he could see his load on my tongue. Then I swallowed it.
Any hostility Ivan had previously harbored towards me, had dissipated. He patted the leather rear seat of the limo, and I rose gracefully, and sat next to him. I knew better than to try and kiss Ivan, right after he had shot his load in my mouth. However, I wanted to strengthen our connection, so that he would feel less inclined to beat my ass in the future. So, I snuggled up next to him, and started whispering in his ear, as I caressed his muscular chest.
"They say variety is the spice of life, Ivan," I began, as a mischievous plan was taking form in my mind. "Why don't I drive, and you can enjoy Svetlana for a few minutes?"
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Ivan loved this idea, and smiled broadly. I knew he was very attracted to Svetlana, and she was shit scared of him, and inclined to do whatever it took to keep him happy. He looked at me for help.
"Let's take a five minute break, and ask Svetlana to join us. There is a Walmart Super Center up ahead two exits," I offered.
Ivan nodded his consent, and I got on the intercom.
"Svetlana, Ivan needs to use the restroom. Pull into the Walmart two exits ahead, please," I said, in the same cheerful tone that she always used, when she had bad news for me.
Svetlana pulled the limousine into the crowded parking lot. It was early evening and the place was packed. I told Ivan to leave us alone for five minutes, and I would soften Svetlana up.
After Ivan left, Svetlana and I waited in the rear compartment of the limo.
"Why on earth did you tell Ivan I gave him Rohypnol?" I asked. "He is obsessing over it. Once he learned that I only gave him my prescription medication, he questioned why you would mention roofies," I told her.
"He was questioning your judgement, Svetlana, and your motives," I said, as if I was on her side.
Svetlana looked very worried, and shortly after Ivan returned to the limo, he began to question her.
"Why did you tell me I was drugged with fucking roofies?" he began angrily. "You are supposed to be my friend. I thought you had my back, Svetlana."
Svetlana stammered, as she struggled to find the right words to calm Ivan down. As all beautiful women do, she began to use her desirability, to diffuse the situation. She was flirting openly with him, touching his arm, and telling him she was a good friend to him.
Svetlana had already sucked Ivan off twice this weekend. The first time was when we arrived at the Villa, as I gave him a rimjob. Then, again with Stacey in Barstow. Ivan wanted more, so I served Svetlana up on a platter for him.
"It is obviously a misunderstanding, Ivan," I began innocently enough. "Svetlana really likes you. She drove all the way out to Barstow to give you a blowjob."
Svetlana was glaring at me, as she knew where this was going. She had only driven to Barstow to help Stacey out. The two of them had given Ivan head, to save my ass from a good fucking. Svetlana didn't want to have to service Ivan again. As much as she had fucked with me in the last few months, I was really enjoying the prospect of returning the favor.
"I can drive the limo for a while, if you want to make it up to Ivan," I said sweetly. "All of Sara's stuff will fit you. There was one Playboy Bunny outfit that Ivan really liked the look of, but it was too small for me."
Then turning to Ivan, I said "Will that help ease the tension between you guys Ivan? If Svetlana wears that "Blowjob Bunny" outfit that you loved, while she makes her apologies to you?"
Ivan grunted an affirmation that this would work.
"Great!" I started. "Svetlana, the Blowjob Bunny outfit is in a dry-clean bag, in the first suitcase, in the trunk of the limo. All the accessories are in there too," I said cheerfully.
Svetlana glared at me again, and then got out of the limo to fetch that ridiculous bunny costume. I was alone with Ivan for about thirty seconds, and after we exchanged a high-five, I used the time to advise him to make Svetlana wear the magic egg in her asshole. Then I gave Ivan a blue pill.
"Viagra," I said with a smile. "Make that bitch work for your load!"
Ivan laughed, and swallowed the Viagra. Svetlana returned with the large plastic bag containing the Playboy Bunny costume and accessories.
Ivan handed her the vibrating egg, and said, "Wear this too Svetlana."
"You will need to stick the egg up your ass before you put the Playboy Bunny costume on," I helpfully advised Svetlana.
Svetlana went to enter the limo, and I spoke again.
"Ivan, you will enjoy the visual more if you see complete package. Svetlana should get changed in the Walmart restroom, and then you get the additional element of surprise."
Svetlana did not like this idea at all, and started protesting in Russian. Ivan and Svetlana had a brief exchange in his native tongue, before he switched back to English.
"Svetlana, get your sweet little ass into Walmart, stick that egg up your butt, change into your Blowjob Bunny outfit, and let's get back on the road. Adrian is expecting us."
Svetlana knew she was fighting a losing battle, and walked hastily into Walmart to find a restroom. Ivan thanked me for the "bonus piece of ass", and we had a chuckle as we waited for the young Czech girl to change.
"You should get the Sukebe chair out of the trunk too," I dared Ivan. "Just to fuck with Svetlana. She hates being under that chair. She thinks it is demeaning to eat a man's ass."
"Fuck me!" Ivan responded. "Adrian dresses her up once a week in a couture dress, and takes a piss on her, and she thinks a rimjob is demeaning!"
With that pearl of wisdom shared, Ivan went and retrieved the Sukebe chair. It was gleaming, spotlessly clean, just as Adrian expected it to be. He had two of the sex toys and always kept one in his limo.
A few minutes later, a visibly flustered Svetlana, emerged from Walmart wearing a hot pink stretch-satin Playboy Bunny outfit. She was a similar size to Sara so it fit her well, complimenting her tight ass and perky tits. She had on a white bow tie and matching cuffs, pink stockings, pink high heels with a little cotton ball on the tip of each shoe. She had a set of white Bunny ears that stood up tall, and her fluffy cotton ball tail was white.
She also had a crowd of admirers around her. Four or five twenty-something college guys, lewdly assaulting her, verbally and physically. One of them was pinching her ass, and the second guy looked like he was trying to pull her tail off. They followed her all the way to the car, and as she reached the limo, Ivan stepped out of it. Ivan is a physically imposing guy, with that hardened Russian look and demeanor. As soon as they saw him, the young guys dispersed.
Ivan told Svetlana to twirl for him, and as the young guys watched from about twenty feet away, she implored him to let her get into the safety and privacy of the limo.
"Twirl" he said menacingly.
I was enjoying seeing that young sadist being dominated by Ivan, and watched as she turned around slowly for him.
"Wiggle that ass," he said dismissively.
Again, Svetlana implored him to stop degrading her, but she realized her pleas were falling on deaf ears. So, as the young men looked on, she began to wiggle her ass for Ivan's amusement. He made her wiggle and shimmy for him for about a minute, before he told her to get her ass in the limo.
Svetlana climbed into the limo, and immediately recoiled at the sight of the Sukebe chair, sitting in the middle of the limousine floor. She knew better than to say anything to Ivan, but she couldn't take her eyes off of it, and did not look happy.
Ivan said to no-one in particular, "I love rimjobs."
The young guys left as soon as the door of the limo closed. Ivan thoughtfully waited until there was no one around us, before he told me to get out and drive us home. I was still dressed as a schoolgirl, so it was a relief to me that he didn't make me change seats in front of the college guys.
They were behind the privacy screen, so I couldn't hear or see anything. However, Ivan had already come twice in the limo, and had just taken a Viagra. Svetlana couldn't use the vibrating egg on his nuts, to accelerate his orgasm, as it was buried in her anal passage. Also, in her current costume, the aptly named "Blowjob Bunny", she could not have penetrative sex with him, so her only option was to suck him to completion. She was in for a prolonged session on her knees, I thought to myself, with a laugh.
Fifty minutes later, Ivan came over the intercom.
"Chris, I just busted my nut! That took forever. Thank you, man."
I noticed he was talking to me as if I was his buddy now, and was relieved to have finally made a connection with him, man to man. He told me to lower the privacy screen, and as I sped towards San Clemente, Ivan started to share the details of Svetlana's apology.
Svetlana was still kneeling in front of Ivan, as he relaxed with his cock draped across his muscular thigh. I could see her red sucky pillow in the mirror, and even at a distance, I could see it was soaking wet. Ivan must have noticed me looking at the pillow, because he started to tell me that Svetlana came multiple times, as she made her apologies.
"That bitch loves to suck cock," he said lewdly. "She kept orgasming as she sucked me off. Thanks for the Viagra, bro."
Svetlana gave me the death stare, and I had a feeling I might regret hooking Ivan up with the Viagra. Svetlana was sadistic, and held considerable power over me within the house. We made eye contact briefly in the rear view mirror.
She mouthed "you are fucked," to me.
Ivan enjoyed watching the power struggle between Svetlana and I, and he had witnessed a lot of it.
I continued to drive with the privacy screen down. There wasn't much traffic, and the freeway is very straight as it traverses the desert down into Victorville. Svetlana and Ivan were having a heated discussion in Russian. I heard her say "Nyet" several times, which I understood to mean "no" from watching the TV show, Homeland. Ivan raised his voice, and she lowered her head, and nodded "yes" very submissively.
Ivan asked me if I wanted to switch places again.
I said, "Whatever you want, Ivan," agreeably.
I wasn't enthralled about getting back on my knees on the limo floor, but I had no intention of arguing with him. I pulled off the 15 freeway at the next off-ramp, and found a private spot in a small parking lot. I was still dressed as a schoolgirl, and this was not West Hollywood. I did not want to get seen like this, in this part of the world. I got out of the limo, and opened the rear door. To my surprise, Ivan got out of the limo, not Svetlana.
He handed me the Apple Watch that acted as the remote for Svetlana's anal vibrator.
"I am done! I came three times, and I feel completely satisfied. Your turn buddy."
There must have been a look of confusion on my face, because Ivan restated his offer in more simple terms.
"Svetlana has apologized sufficiently to me," he began, "but she feels she has wronged you also, and wants to make amends."
I looked at Svetlana, who was kneeling submissively on the floor of the limousine. She had her Playboy Bunny costume on, and looked adorable. Ivan slapped me on the back, and invited me to take my place on the leather seat, and receive Svetlana's humblest apologies. I stepped inside the limo, sat down and made eye contact with Svetlana. She must have been shit scared of Ivan, because all traces of any contempt she may have had for me, had disappeared. In her eyes, there was nothing but adoration for me, a strong desire to make things right between us.
Ivan closed the limo door, and got into the front seat. We pulled out of the parking lot, and the privacy screen closed slowly. I was expecting Svetlana to glare at me and tell me to fuck off, but she seemed delighted and honored, to be kneeling before me. I knew it was an act, driven by a deep-rooted fear of Ivan, but it felt very convincing. I wasn't going to let her suck me off. The repercussions would be too severe. I also didn't need the extra tension in the house for my last ten days. I still had to work with this sadistic little bitch.
I did enjoy sitting there for a few seconds, with Svetlana the "Blowjob Bunny" kneeling before me, ready to suck my cock. I let her off the hook gently.
"You don't need to do anything for me Svetlana," I started. "Let's just chill out and enjoy some time away from Ivan. Come and sit next to me."
Svetlana shook her head, and reached under my tiny pleated schoolgirl skirt.
"Ivan has give me very clear instructions," she said fearfully. "I have to do exactly what he says. He wants to see your load in my mouth, or on my face, when you are done. Please don't make this difficult for me. Let me suck you off."
I placed one hand on hers, and offered to jerk myself off. I could ejaculate onto myself, and tell Ivan I got too excited, I suggested.
The fear in Svetlana's eyes was palpable, and she looked at me and said quietly, "Please, handsome, let me suck you off. Please."
I never imagined in my wildest dreams, that this beautiful young Czech girl would be on her knees, begging me to allow her to suck my cock. However, as I realized that this was actually happening, I moved my hand from hers and she lifted up my skirt. My cock was rock-hard, as she pulled my plaid panties down to my ankles.
I had witnessed so much sexual activity over this wedding weekend, yet had only come three times myself. Once in my Agent Provocateur lingerie, as Stacey gave me a foot job, once again, involuntarily, when Adrian fucked my ass, and finally in that humiliating simulated sex encounter with Stacey, where I was actually fucking my pocket pussy while wearing two condoms. Not a very auspicious Las Vegas weekend for me.
For this reason, I wanted to come in Svetlana's mouth more than anything else on earth.
Svetlana asked me to lift my shoes up from the limo floor, and slipped my panties off, over my high heels. Then without any foreplay, or attempt to make an intimate connection, she started to suck my cock. All of the blowjob practice she had performed on me, under the watchful eyes of Sara had paid off. She was a skillful cock sucker, and now that she was actually blowing me, instead of the strap-on she normally practiced on, I knew I would come quickly.
The girls' plan was to turn me into a premature ejaculator, a "two pump chump" as they called it. They accomplished this through the use of the cock-cage, endless sexual teasing and denial, and the occasional release, which normally lasted less than a minute.
Well, today was to be no exception. Watching Svetlana kneeling before me in her "Blowjob Bunny" outfit, working to coax a load from my swollen nuts, was too much visual stimulation for me. Less than two minutes after she parted her pink glossed lips and took me into her warm, moist mouth, she gave my nuts a gentle squeeze, I tensed up, and ejaculated into it.
Even though her approach was quite mechanical, and her motivation to suck me off was fear of Ivan, rather than a desire of me, it felt fantastic to blow my load in her young mouth. I had endured so much teasing, torture, and so many broken promises from Svetlana, I had given up hope of even getting any tenderness from her. As soon as I came in her mouth, Svetlana raised her head from my crotch and tapped on the privacy screen.
Ivan lowered it immediately, and looked in the rear view mirror. Svetlana remained on her knees with her mouth wide open, so that Ivan could verify that she had sucked me to completion.
Once he was satisfied that Svetlana had a mouthful of my semen, he said simply, "show Chris that you like to swallow."
She turned to face me, look dejectedly in my eyes, and swallowed my load.
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I would have liked a bit more of a connection, or perhaps a hint of intimacy, but either way, having a beautiful, young girl suck you off and swallow your come, is an incredible sexual experience. I was about to thank Svetlana, but Ivan interjected.
"You sneaky fucker," Ivan said, with a chuckle. "I'm impressed. I didn't know you had been to Bangkok's blowjob bars."
I gave him a quizzical look, and he realized I wasn't trying to game the system. I was just genuinely a quick come! Ivan started to explain to me that all of the blowjob bars throughout Asia, offer you a second shot if you come in the first five minutes.
"They don't have to give too many punters a second shot, as most guys can last five minutes, and the premature ejaculators don't often admit it," he said laughing. "However, you are a VIP customer in Ivan's blowjob bar. You came within five minutes and, more importantly, admitted it, so you are fully entitled to a second blowjob. You sneaky fucker," he repeated, and this time, I understood the connotation.
I made eye-contact with Svetlana, and she looked downtrodden. I felt sorry for her, but I hadn't been prepared to argue with Ivan, to stick up for myself, so I surely wasn't going to get into any conflict, to help her. I would just enjoy my second, hopefully, longer lasting blowjob. Ivan looked at Svetlana in the mirror, and said a few things in Russian, and she lowered her head submissively. I could tell she wasn't happy, but she nodded yes to the intimidating man.
"Go for it bro," Ivan said to me. "Take your time, this time. There is no rush. Svetlana is honored to pleasure you."
He hit a button, and the privacy screen slowly started to rise. After the blacked-out screen closed, Svetlana swiveled around on her knees to face me.
She asked me sweetly, "how do you want me, handsome?"
I didn't really know how to answer that question, as Ivan had instructed her to suck me off, and I couldn't think of many options. Svetlana began to outline my choices for me.
"I can continue to kneel on my sucky pillow, or I can lay across the rear seat and blow you," she began. "I can lay on the limo floor, and you can straddle me and fuck my face. You can tit-fuck me, and come in my mouth that way. We can assume the sixty-nine position, and I can suck you off that way. You can even sit in the Sukebe chair, if you want. I will blow you, while you relax in the chair. How do you want me?"
Her bluntness wasn't helping our intimate connection, although I did like the fact that she was apparently prepared to make it a memorable experience for me. My cock was still flaccid. I hadn't taken any performance enhancing drugs, and I had ejaculated less than ten minutes ago. I am in my mid-fifties, so it was going to take a while. So, I told Svetlana to remain kneeling on her sucky pillow, and I fired up her anal vibrator.
Svetlana stiffened up immediately as the magic egg started to hum away in her asshole. She didn't have the look of absolute joy that Sara got when she used the egg, but she had a smile on her face. I sat there enjoying the control I had over Svetlana, even if it was only temporary. I brought her to her first orgasm, and as she screamed with pleasure, and leaked all over her sucky pillow, my cock started slowly rise. After she came, I brought her back on the boil with a tap of the Apple Watch, and I started to get naked. Svetlana came twice more, soaking the crotch of her Playboy Bunny costume and leaking more of her juices onto the sucky pillow.
Once I had shed the schoolgirl outfit, I carefully removed the platinum wig. I instantly felt more of a man, although I still had my makeup on.
"I want to sit in the Sukebe chair, and have you suck my cock," I told Svetlana.
She smiled agreeably, and I took my place on the acrylic sex toy. Ivan had obviously told Svetlana to take her time with my second blowjob, because she was much more tender and loving with her attention to me. She basically kissed me from head to toe, and after several minutes of a sensual tongue bath, she lowered her lips to my cock.
I was in heaven. I had fantasized about this, ever since I first met the beautiful young Czech girl. I had been through so much sexual torture at her sadistic hands. I had endured so many broken promises, and she had taken me to the edge of orgasm so many times, before putting me back in my cage without release.
Now, as she knelt before me, with her bunny ears tickling my stomach as she sucked my cock, I wanted more. I wanted to punish her for all the shit she had put me through. She had fucked my ass over Adrian's desk, in front of my wife. She had burned my cock by lining her female condom with BenGay and chili flakes, for fuck's sake. It was payback time.
"жополиз," I said slowly, in very poorly accented, but undoubtedly phonetically correct Russian.
Svetlana immediately stopped sucking my cock, and looked up at me with a quizzical look on her face.
"жополиз," I repeated, even more slowly this time, as I looked right into her beautiful blue eyes.
Svetlana recoiled, and reflexively responded in Russian, "Nyet." Then, as if remembering who she was talking to, she said "No," firmly.
I had wasted way too much time over the last few months playing Svetlana's games, and I just wanted to bust a nut. I leaned forward on the Sukebe chair, and hit the intercom.
"Ivan, жополиз?" I said in a questioning tone.
I heard him laugh, and he responded, "whatever you want Chris. Svetlana is yours to enjoy as you see fit. Relax and bust a nut. Fuck, come twice more if you can. We are about an hour outside of San Clemente, so let me know if you want me to stop so that she can change outfits for you. Variety is the spice of life," he said with a chuckle.
Then he said more firmly to Svetlana, "Your Russian is poor Svetlana. жополиз is rimjob! Ask Chris nicely if he wants one."
I heard the intercom switch off, and Svetlana looked at me dejectedly, as if appealing to my sense of goodness to let her off the hook. Hell no, I thought, as I recalled all the times she had taken what she wanted at my expense. I looked at her expectantly and leaned forward again to hit the intercom.
Svetlana grabbed my wrist and said, "Ok," quietly.
As much as Svetlana detested giving rimjobs, she feared Ivan more. She knew that one day Adrian would tire of her, and replace her with someone younger and cuter. Her immigration visa was tied to her employment at Adrian's business. Without that work visa, she would either have to go back to the Czech Republic, which was fraught with peril, or go underground, and take refuge with someone who would feed her and put a roof over her head. That someone was Ivan, so she needed to be obedient and respectful of his wishes.
She scooted around beside me, and whispered seductively in my ear.
"Would you like me to get under the Sukebe chair?" she said softly.
"For what purpose?" I asked her, enjoying having her on the ropes for once.
Svetlana knew how this was going to play out. She also understood Ivan's expectations of her, so she just got with his program.
"Baby, would you like me to give you a rimjob?" she began. "I have been wanting to eat your ass, ever since we practiced on you. I know Sara made you wear those latex shorts, so you couldn't enjoy my eager lips on your ass, balls and taint. I asked her to take them off you many times, so that we could pleasure you properly, but she always denied me the privilege of eating your ass. May I have the honor now?"
Hearing her obsequious request to be allowed to give me a rimjob, got my cock rock-hard. I wanted to thank her for wording it in such a way, to turn me on. However, now that I had her in a position of submission, I wanted to enjoy my moment in the Sukebe chair.
So, I said simply, "Don't rush my rimjob, Svetlana. Worship my asshole."
"Of course, handsome," Svetlana said sweetly, "Whatever you want."
Her submissive nature aroused me immensely, and I watched as this young blonde scooted under the see-through acrylic Sukebe chair. She started nibbling my nuts and it felt fantastic. I could feel my nuts churning as soon as she started to nibble my taint. Svetlana was just so fucking cute, and the fact that she considered rimjobs the most demeaning of all sex acts, made it so much more enjoyable for me.
She had been under me many times in the Sukebe chair, but it had always been without pleasure for me, as I had been wearing latex shorts, and numbing cream on my ass. Those extended torture sessions were designed to increase her rimjob skills, but sometimes it just felt like a mind-fuck to me.
I wanted to make her come while she rimmed me, as I knew this would piss her off. I turned the anal vibrator on, and felt her stiffen up immediately. I hoped I could make her come before I erupted, because I knew I didn't have long. I could feel her soft tongue on my taint, and her warm breath on my nutsack, and it felt amazing. When she finally got to my asshole, she licked me gently around the entrance, and then stuck her wet tongue deep in my ass, and wiggled it inside me! Oh fuck, that felt incredible, and I was on the road to orgasm.
Desperate times call for desperate measures, and I wanted the satisfaction of bringing her to orgasm as I demeaned her, so I turned the magic egg onto its highest setting. Svetlana was having a tough time focusing, as the nerve endings in her asshole came under assault. I saw her stomach muscles tense, and knew I had her. I started to taunt her. I just couldn't resist it.
"I thought you hated rimjobs, Svetlana. I don't know why. You are very good at eating ass. It seems like you actually enjoy it. In fact, you look like you might have an orgasm from rimming me."
I know most men can't come from a rimjob, without additional stimulation such as a handjob or blowjob, but I had been through so much teasing, that I knew I wasn't going to last a long time. Svetlana knew this too, as she witnessed me writhing and squirming with ecstasy on the chair. I was close too. I continued my verbal assault of Svetlana.
"I am going to tell Ivan how great you are under the Sukebe chair. We can see if he wants a turn next. Out of loyalty to Adrian, I will tell Sara too. She is sick of always being under the chair. Now that you enjoy this activity, only fair that you take turns with Sara."
I don't think that Svetlana gets off on verbal abuse the way Sara does, but shortly after I called her a slut, she had a very vocal orgasm. I looked down at her through the acrylic chair. I saw her taut stomach tighten, as she cried out. It was encased in the pink stretch-satin material of the bunny costume, and seconds later, I erupted all over her stomach and upper thighs.
I know it surprised her when the first rope of cum splattered across her stomach, because she jumped, and involuntarily stuck her tongue deeper into my asshole. She was in the middle of her own orgasm, and my second rope of cum hit her upper thighs. Two more weaker shots landed closer to her breasts, as she laid with her feet in front of me, and writhed in her own release.
I was able to turn the magic egg off, but I was shivering with pleasure, as she continued to rim me. She seemed determined to follow Ivan's directive, and rock my world. To Svetlana's credit, she stayed under the chair for several minutes, and didn't stop her adoration of my genitals, until I said I had enjoyed enough ass worship.
After I finally asked Svetlana to stop rimming me, I sat in the Sukebe chair, stunned at the powerful orgasm I had just experienced. She slid out feet first from under the chair, and knelt before me. I didn't want to give her any opportunity to manipulate me, or have me feel sorry for her, so I issued a very straight forward set of commands.
"Lose the Bunny costume, and put your High School cheerleader uniform on. Remove the magic egg from your asshole, and clean it. Then, get back under the chair feet first, so that I can see your face. I am going to take Ivan up on his generous offer, and have another orgasm!"
Svetlana tried to remain cheerful, but she was clearly not excited about giving me another rimjob, especially as it would take me longer, presumably, to ejaculate again. My cock softened, shortly after I came, and I rested as I waited for the costume change.
Svetlana's travel bag was on the front seat, next to Ivan, so she got on the intercom, and asked him to lower the privacy partition. After he did, Svetlana leaned into the front compartment and grabbed her bag, so Ivan didn't have to stop the car. I admired her tight little ass, encased in the pink satin bunny outfit, and briefly considered ass-fucking her. It was the only hole I hadn't enjoyed of hers.
Ivan and I briefly made eye contact and I told him what was going on.
"That slut made me come by rimming me," I began. "I am taking your advice about a costume change. Svetlana is going to get dressed in her High School cheerleading uniform and pleasure me again!"
"Nice!" Ivan responded, with a grin. "Enjoy that little cocksucker."
Svetlana winced at the way Ivan and I were disrespecting her, and tried to push back.
"Adrian fucked me in my cheerleader uniform last night, Ivan," she said, trying to diminish my sexual accomplishment. "He made Chrissy watch. The uniform hasn't even been dry-cleaned yet, even though Adrian's semen stains are clearly visible. Talk about sloppy seconds."
"Just take care of business Svetlana," Ivan said dispassionately. "Chris would like another rimjob. I want you to put your heart and soul into pleasuring this man."
Svetlana resigned herself to the fact, that there was no more help coming her way from Ivan. Within a few moments, she was ready to resume my session.
She tied her long platinum blonde hair into two pigtails, and reapplied her lip gloss. She sprayed herself from head to toe in my favorite scent, and in the confines of the limo rear compartment, the smell was intoxicating. She knelt to one side of me, and placed one hand on my arm for balance, as she lifted one leg, and expelled the vibrating egg from her anal passage. She cleaned it carefully with a wet wipe, and handed it to me. I placed it to one side of the Sukebe chair, and told her I was ready.
Svetlana was a very skillful lover, and she knew that the best way to get me hard, was to talk dirty to me. So, she knelt next to the chair, and started to kiss my neck and ear. She had spent enough time fucking with me over the last few months, and had learned exactly how to float my boat.
"I love dressing up for you and pleasuring you," she began. "I got so wet eating your ass."
"You got more than wet. You had an orgasm you dirty bitch," I corrected her. "I bet you can't wait to get back under me and lick my ass again."
"Why don't you fuck me instead, handsome?" she offered sweetly. "Take me doggy style in my short, pleated, cheerleader skirt. Hey, now that the egg is out, you can fuck my tight little ass if you want."
That offer got me hard. Under different circumstances, I would have loved to fuck Svetlana's pussy or ass. However, this was about retribution, and I had a very specific plan, to pay back this sadistic little vixen, for months of sexual torture.
"Don't flatter yourself Svetlana," I said coldly. "Get in your rightful place and eat my ass."
Svetlana recoiled visibly at my contempt for her, but she laid down on the limo floor in front of me, and scooted back under the chair, feet first. I had a much better view through the acrylic chair, this time. I could see her beautiful blue eyes, and her platinum hair, as she lifted her head to suck my nuts. I let her pleasure my balls for a few minutes, then I told her to suck my cock.
She lifted her head a bit higher, and began to tease the shaft, before taking the head between her glossed lips. I let her blow me for a while, until I felt my nuts churning, which was a good indicator that I was getting closer to ejaculating. She was just so young and beautiful, even though I had already come twice, I couldn't last long around her.
"Svetlana, I am ready for my rimjob," I told her, and she dropped her head to the floor and scooted under me.
I watched her intently through the see-through chair, and I felt her tongue darting in and out of my asshole. I picked up the vibrating egg, fired it up using my watch, and handed to her. She knew exactly what I wanted, and placed it under me, between my nuts and my taint. I tensed up immediately, and seconds later ejaculated again, all over her forehead, and the top of her platinum hair. My eruption was less powerful this time, but no less enjoyable.
"Keep licking my asshole, you slut," I said, enjoying the power I had over Svetlana.
Waves of pleasure continued to wash over me, as I enjoyed the physical and visual stimulation. Svetlana remained passively beneath me, working on my pleasure. Eventually, my cock went limp, and the remains of my load leaked onto the upper part of her pretty face. I leaned forward, and wiped my semen across her nose and cheeks, to try and get some reaction from her, but she remained passive. I grabbed her pigtails and pulled them away from the side of her head, before cruelly stepping on them with my bare feet.
Finally, some pushback as she cried "ow, that hurts, you are pulling my hair."
I wasn't just pulling her hair. Once I put my weight onto my feet, I had effectively immobilized her. She tried to move her head side to side, and then attempted to lift it up, but I had her pinned down.
"Let me up you asshole," she said, breaking out of her submissive role.
"Shut up bitch, and keep still," I ordered. "Was Adrian pissed when he found out I fucked you in your cheerleader uniform, before he did?" I asked, remembering his face when I told him.
"He was very mad that you beat him to the punch, especially when I told him that you were the first man ever, to fuck me in my High School cheerleader uniform. It pissed him off, that you rubbed it in his face driving to the Police Station. However, in true Adrian style, once he found out that the Police investigation was closed, he came right home and defiled this little cheerleader in every way possible."
"What do you mean defiled you, Svetlana?" I asked
"He fucked me in every conceivable position. He ass-fucked me, enjoyed oral sex from me and then sat on his Sukebe chair and enjoyed a rimjob from me, dressed like this. There is truly nothing else left for you to take from me. I don't know why you try and compete with him. He will always beat you. You will always enjoy sloppy seconds. So, you got to fuck me briefly in my High School cheerleader uniform. Big deal. You got inside me for five minutes, before your cock got burned. He won, Chrissy. He will always win."
Her words stung me, but I had one more trick up my sleeve. Having just enjoyed three orgasms, courtesy of this beautiful young Czech girl, I let my cock hang between the edges of the open-bottomed Sukebe chair.
"Did he get this little cheerleader in the shower for his Wednesday appointment at noon, yet?" I asked, referring to his weekly degradation of Svetlana.
Svetlana's face clouded over, as she realized what I was up to.
"Don't you fucking dare, Chris," she began.



        My Best Friend My Nemesis Pt. 21

        Svetlana is forced to shower at a truck stop.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-best-friend-my-nemesis-pt-21

Title: My Best Friend My Nemesis Pt. 21

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Svetlana is forced to shower at a truck stop.

Tags: dominant male, revenge, humiliation, non-con, blackmail, noncon

Series: My Best Friend My Nemesis


Svetlana's face clouded over, as she realized what I was up to.
"Don't you fucking dare, Chris," she began, right as I released my bladder.
"Ew. What the fuck? Stop pissing on me you fucking asshole. Fuck off!" she yelled, as my urine streamed through the gap in the chair, and started to soak Svetlana's face and hair.
I knew she couldn't move as long as I kept my weight on her pigtails, so I grabbed the end of my cock, and directed my stream of piss onto her mouth. That shut her up! As soon as some of my urine entered her mouth, she shut it immediately, and pursed her lips to prevent her having to drink it. She couldn't speak now, and I directed my piss stream onto the tip of her nose.
She was struggling the whole time, and very angry, but she was powerless to stop me, or to move. After I had finished my business, I flicked the final drops of piss onto her face, and released my grip on her pigtails.
I knew she was pissed, but wasn't sure if she would attempt to physically assault me, so I switched on the intercom, and reached out to Ivan for support.
"I am finished with Svetlana," I began. "But she is going to need to take a shower before Adrian sees her. Can we stop somewhere?"
This must have piqued Ivan's interest, because the privacy screen went down and he had a good look in his mirror. Svetlana looked horrible and Ivan burst out laughing.
"Jesus, what you guys being doing back there?" he said with a laugh.
"Chris disrespected me, Ivan," Svetlana cried. "He held me forcefully in place under the Sukebe chair, and urinated all over my face."
If she was looking for support, she was in the wrong place. Ivan dismissively ignored her complaints, and looked at her in the rear view mirror.
"You guys fuck with each other constantly. You paint his fingernails pink, he makes you blow me. You deserve each other."
Svetlana and Ivan had a brief conversation in Russian, that I obviously didn't understand a word of. I could tell from the tone, that it wasn't going well for the young Czech girl.
Ivan ended the conversation abruptly, with the words "Truck stop," and Svetlana held her head in defeat.
Five minutes later, we got off the freeway and Ivan pulled into a truck stop. Svetlana started to plead with Ivan, but he was having none of it.
"I am not booking into a motel so that you can take a fucking shower," he told her angrily. "Get your ass in there and use the truck stop facilities to clean up."
"Can I at least get changed before I go in there, Ivan?" she said timidly.
"I won't tell you again Svetlana!" the scary Russian responded.
Svetlana looked absolutely ridiculous. She was wearing a cheerleader uniform, she had semen on her forehead and the front of her platinum blonde hair that was still fresh. The semen I had wiped across her nose and lips had dried, that is, at least until I urinated on her face. Her makeup was smeared from my piss, and she stank.
She definitely wanted no part of the truck stop, but her fear of Ivan motivated her to move. She grabbed her sweats and a t-shirt, slinked out of the limo, which in itself was very conspicuous in a truck stop, and hustled her ass into the convenience store to pay for her shower.
If you have ever been in a large truck stop in California, you would know that it is not unusual to have scantily clothed young females hanging around. They do use the restaurant, showers, and the laundry facilities, but their primary purpose of being there, is to sell their bodies to the truckers.
For this reason, it wasn't long before Svetlana started to get propositioned. I saw four guys approach her, in the few moments it took her to get from the limo to the convenience store. By the time she had paid for her shower, word had got around that there was a cute "lot lizard" trolling the truck stop, dressed as a cheerleader.
Ivan and I watched with amusement, as Svetlana fended off these dirty, pot bellied truckers, in her pleated cheerleader skirt. She didn't dare go into the waiting room, but chose to stand by the entrance to the shower facilities, looking down at her ticket, until they called her number. She took the world's quickest shower, and emerged a couple of minutes later, in her sweats and t-shirt, with wet hair. One of the more persistent truckers followed her all the way to the limo, and called her a fucking prick tease as she entered the car.
Ivan and I were pissing ourselves at Svetlana's misfortune, and she was not amused. She threw the piss-stained cheerleader uniform into the rear of the limo, and asked Ivan if she could ride up front with him.
"Everything has a price Svetlana," he said condescendingly, and Svetlana nodded her head in submission, as if to let Ivan know she would pay it.
At that point, Svetlana would have paid a much higher price to get away from me, and the piss smell that permeated the rear of the limousine. In her eyes, I was the "house boy", the lowest person in the extended family, and I had completely defiled her. Svetlana got into the front seat with Ivan, and just before he closed the privacy screen, I handed Svetlana her pink lipgloss and her perfume.
"Ivan likes these," I said cheerfully, as the screen closed.
You know, when you know you are going to regret something, but you still do it? That is how I felt after my debasement of Svetlana. I still had up to two weeks left in the house, although I felt like Adrian would cut me loose early. He had nothing to gain by keeping me until the very last day. Sara and I were days from being legally divorced, and he ran less of a risk of her changing her mind, if I was out of the house. However, Svetlana had rank over me within Adrian's household, and he had allowed her considerable latitude with my punishments. She could make my life hell the last few days.
I tried not to think about the consequences of pissing on Svetlana. I opened the windows and moonroof of the limousine to air it out, and relaxed in the solitude of the back compartment, as Svetlana sucked another load out of Ivan. It was late when we got home, so I unloaded the suitcases, and took the limousine home with me. I could take it to the car wash tomorrow, and get an interior detail. Sara's soiled cheerleader uniform was in a heap in the back seat, and I planned on taking it to the dry cleaning place in the morning.
In the morning, I cleaned everything out of the limo. I took Sara's cheerleader uniform and Adrian's Sukebe chair into my place. I even got the chamois out of the glove compartment, after I remembered that there were a pair of Sara's panties hidden inside it. After I dropped the limo at the detail place, Mary, Adrian's nurse, picked me up and took me to Adrian's house. We chatted amiably as we drove to San Clemente, and she told me something of consequence was going down today.
I was prepared to tell Adrian to fuck off. I was moving to Hawaii. I had reached the point where the indignities he had heaped on me, were worse than the threat of blackmail. I knew he wouldn't hurt Sara, as they were a few days away from getting married.
As I reviewed my email list, it occurred to me that they were mainly professional contacts in one form or another. Co-workers, fellow HOA Board Members. Terribly damaging if I stayed in Orange County and tried to find work. Of very little consequence if I moved to Hawaii, safe from the Russian Mafia and Adrian's retribution, and lived a very simple life. Even the friends listed on my email contact list, would inevitably drift away from me, if I moved to Hawaii.
Without the constant expenses of Sara's high-flying lifestyle, I could live very cheaply. As Mary and I headed to Adrian's, I was feeling much better about everything. Actually, it was more than that. I was excited to tell that prick to go fuck himself!
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When we arrived, Adrian and the three platinum blondes were in his office. Adrian summoned me to join him, and I walked in with uncharacteristic confidence.
"Ivan has spent all day fucking his ass," Adrian announced to the room. "Do you need the pink hemorrhoid pillow, Chrissy?"
I shook my head, as laughter reverberated around the office, and then Mary and I joined them.
There were three other scary looking guys in there, that I had never seen before. Svetlana said something to one of them in Russian, and I realized that they were probably gangsters. I noticed that there were four red, heart-shaped, pillows in front of Adrian's desk.
A wave of fear descended on me, and I was terrified as I sat in Adrian's office. All my bravado had disappeared, and instead of telling Adrian to go fuck himself, I went back into my submissive pussy mode. Once we were all seated and in silence, one of the huge Russians moved to the door to prevent anyone from bolting, and Adrian spoke.
"I heard you violated one of my bitches again," he began ominously. "Svetlana told me all about your stunt in the limousine, Chrissy. She told me you were trying to one-up me, which I find very hard to believe. Surely by now you should know your place, and yet you still try and rise above your station. I am going to teach you a lesson today."
I swallowed hard as I processed his threat, but remained silent.
"I hear you are moving to Hawaii, Chrissy," he continued. "Far away from my influence, and power of retribution. I am going to cut you loose today. You will be free in a couple of hours time. I will give you your security footage, the non-disclosure agreement, a cashier's check for one hundred thousand dollars, the deed to your house, and my assurance that you will never hear from me again. However, I am going to give you a little something to remember me by," he said ominously.
"All four of you in fact," he continued. "You guys have been fucking around, wasting my time and money, for way too long. Sara and I are about to get married, and I am leaving on a plane for India this afternoon, to go to a meditation retreat, to clear my head before the wedding. I need closure in this house before I leave. I am going to punish you all in equal measure, before we go our separate ways. A little something to remember me by, permanently."
When he said permanently, my heart sank. Very few things are permanent, and none of them are good. Branding, tattoos, disfigurement were a few things that came to my mind. I wanted out of that room, but with the burly Russian stood there with his arms folded, that wasn't one of my options. Adrian told the four of us to kneel, and I walked to my respective sucky pillow, and sank to my knees on it. Sara, Stacey and Svetlana knelt next to me, and I noticed that they were dressed identically.
One of the Russians stepped forward, and zip-tied my hands behind my back, presumably as I was deemed the biggest threat to them. That was a joke. I was totally planning to be the most compliant one in the room. We had something coming to us, and I imagined whoever put up the most resistance, would be made an example of. That wasn't going to be me.
Adrian spoke again. "I am going to give each of you an identical tattoo on the back of your neck, to remind you of your servitude to me. I need you to sign a consent form. If you elect not to sign it, I will have one of my guys break one of your fingers, and ask you to sign it again. Hopefully, I do not need to break anybody's fingers to convey that I am deadly serious. The reason I have five people in the room, is that if you say this was done under force or coercion, I will have more witnesses than you. I already have a consent form from Sara."
I shuddered as I remembered the laminated list of Sara's limits, that Adrian had sent me a copy of.
It said something to the effect of, "if you brand me, or tattoo me, put it somewhere that I can hide from my family."
Sara had definitely given her consent already. Adrian asked us if we had any questions, and everyone was too intimidated to speak up. One of the Russians had a clipboard, and the girls signed their consent forms immediately, in complete silence. Svetlana didn't even read hers. She had lived in their world, and knew full well their threats were real.
I still had my hands behind my back, but one of the Russians held the clipboard under my nose, and I read the language of the form. He had a hammer in his other hand, presumably the instrument of choice with which to break my fingers, which was totally unnecessary. I was signing anything Adrian put in front of me.
It said that I was over eighteen years of age, not under the influence of drugs or alcohol, not under any threat or coercion, and fully consented to the tattoo. I nodded my agreement, and the guy stepped behind me, and cut my zip ties with a knife. I signed the form, and the Russian looked to Adrian, and asked him if he should zip tie me again.
"No need. Fear will keep that pussy compliant," he said, which was an accurate assessment.
After the legalities were taken care of, there was a knock on the door.
"Look at the floor, all of you," Adrian commanded, and I averted my gaze downwards.
I could still make out roughly what was happening as I stared at the carpet. The burly guy with his arms folded, opened the door, and a guy entered wearing latex gloves and holding a tattoo gun.
I heard Stacey exclaim, "Oh fuck, this is really happening."
Shortly after that, I heard her weeping softly. I wanted to comfort her but I couldn't find the words.
"Who wants to go first?" Adrian said cheerfully.
I don't know to this day why I spoke up, but something deep inside me suppressed my fear, and I heard my voice, unwavering and full of confidence speak up.
"I will go first!" I said. "In fact, you sadistic prick, if you agree to let the girls go free, you can put my tattoo on my forehead."
Adrian smiled at this idea and responded, "Deal. Your brand will be both permanent and visible. Girls, you are free to return to your seats, while I mark my bitch."
Sara, Svetlana and Stacey got up from their kneeling positions, and returned silently to their chairs. Svetlana glanced over at me and flashed me a genuine smile.
Then she silently mouthed the words, "Thank you."
I nodded, as if to accept that there was finally to be a truce between us.
Adrian turned to the tattoo guy and told him that he just needed one tattoo today, but he was changing the design. Adrian and the tattoo artist huddled, and it was clear that the guy had some major reservations, about the placement of this tattoo. Adrian asked me if I had my driver's license on me, and I said no.
I heard Adrian say he would double the payment, but the tattoo guy wanted something else, in exchange for breaking the rules.
"If one of your bitches sucks me off, I'll do it," he said. "I have taken blowjobs and pussy in payment before. I do need payment up front, no offense."
"No offense taken, bro," Adrian said amiably, as if they were trading baseball cards. "I am marrying the one with the huge tits, so she is off-limits, but the other three are available to suck you off," he continued, lumping me in with Stacey and Svetlana.
The tattoo artist shuffled around, trying to conceal his growing erection, as he pondered which one of us he wanted to suck him off. I was happy to look at the floor as I didn't want to make eye contact with the guy. Apparently, I was still in contention to blow him.
"Has Chrissy sucked you off before, Adrian?" the guy asked, apparently reading the name embroidered on my sucky pillow.
"Many, many times," Adrian said with a laugh, completely embellishing our sexual relationship. "Don't let the look of Chrissy put you off, bro. I admit she's a bit butch, but I have a glory-hole massage table, so you don't have to look at her. You can relax on the table while she crawls underneath and works her magic on you. She'll be heavily scented for your session."
"Tempting," the tattoo guy said.
"If I was going out to a nightclub, or to a fine restaurant, and wanted to show my date off, there is no doubt I would take Stacey or Svetlana," Adrian said cheerfully. "They are both beautiful, sophisticated women who shine in the spotlight. However, if I just wanted to bust a nut, Chrissy would be my bitch," he continued, trying hard to influence the decision, and humiliate me one last time.
"I am leaning towards Stacey," the guy said, as I breathed a sigh of relief.
"Cool," Adrian said, "consider it done."
I exhaled sharply, and shuddered at how close I had come to sucking off the guy who was about to brand me for life.
Adrian, fixated on inflicting my final indignity, continued to sell my oral skills.
"You will need to wear a rubber, bro, to enjoy oral from Stacey."
This did not sit well with the tattoo artist, and he asked if condoms were a requirement with Svetlana.
"Yes, bro, unfortunately," Adrian responded. "Only Chrissy does bareback. In fact, I am tempted to tattoo bareback bitch across his ass-cheeks."
The tattoo guy was now on the fence about who to choose, and I was on the hot seat.
"Let's do this," Adrian offered, "I will set up the glory-hole table and make the room a very sensual environment. Stacey and Svetlana will change into matching bikinis, and will give you a four hands massage, while Chrissy sucks you off bareback. Deal?"
"Deal!" said the tattoo guy, as I resigned myself to my latest humiliation.
Adrian announced to the room that we were taking a quick thirty minute break, before resuming with my facial tattoo. Sara escorted the tattoo guy to the massage room, lit some candles, put on some soft music, and generally increased the ambience of the room.
Stacey and Svetlana decided what bikinis to wear, settling on pink to match their fingernails. They sprayed me with a liberal dose of Svetlana's intoxicating perfume, and the three of us headed over to the massage room.
I felt sick to my stomach, as I processed the situation. Both girls expressed their gratitude to me, for saving them from their involuntary tattoos. However, I was about to suck this guy's cock, to persuade him to agree to tattoo my face. This was so fucked up.
"Can we do anything to help you?" Svetlana asked me.
"Get him hard," I responded. "Hopefully, he will come more quickly if you guys are teasing him too."
When we got to the door, Stacey and Svetlana entered cheerfully, and acted as if it was an honor to pamper this guy. It was all a facade, but Stacey was an expert courtesan, and the tattoo guy was lapping it up. The girls started the sensual four hands massage, paying particular attention to his ass-cheeks, in an attempt to get him erect for me.
I waited about five minutes outside the door of the massage room. Sara showed up just before I entered the room, and spritzed me again with Svetlana's scent. I felt like such a pussy when Adrian showed up.
"Good girl, Chrissy," he said dismissively, "make sure you use all of your newly acquired blowjob techniques to rock his world."
I lowered my eyes to avert Adrian's sneer, and started to walk into the massage room.
"Crawl in there, Chrissy," Adrian said with disdain, "that will signal your intent of submission to this man."
I obediently lowered myself to my knees. Then, I got on all fours, and crawled into the room. The tattoo guy smelled me as soon as I scooted under the table.
"There she is," he said with a chuckle. "I like a soft touch, lots of saliva, cock-head kissing, and a light nibbling of the nutsack, Chrissy," he explained, as if he was detailing his preferences to the Mamasan, in a Bangkok blowjob bar.
Sara had positioned my sucky pillow right under the glory-hole, so I knelt on it and checked out the cock that hung beneath the massage table. I had spent many hours under this table over the last several weeks, servicing Adrian, but this felt more emasculating, because I didn't even know this guy's name. I didn't even know what he looked like. All I knew was that my cocksucking skills had been thrown in, to sweeten the deal.
I gave the cock a cursory once over. It paled in size to Adrian's ebony monster, and even as it stiffened before my eyes, it was going to be much easier to deep-throat than Adrian's.
I heard a lewd licking sound, and the tattoo artist moaned softly, "Fuck yeah, eat my ass you filthy bitch," as his cock rapidly hardened.
I figured it was Svetlana rimming him. Even though she detested rimjobs, she would have taken one for the team, after I saved her from the latest involuntary tattoo. My assumption was confirmed, when I heard Stacey start to talk dirty to the guy. A few seconds later I heard kissing sounds. I realized that the two girls were engaged in trying to get this man off, so I extended my tongue and licked the guy's cock-head.
Emboldened by the immediate release of some pre-cum, I parted my lips and sucked the head of this ever hardening cock. I know men respond to the sounds of a sloppy blowjob, so I made as many lewd noises as I could. I could hear Svetlana eating his asshole, and Stacey talking dirty to the guy, encouraging him to blow his load in my mouth.
"Have you ever had three bitches trying to coax a load out of you before?" she asked him. "One greedy little cocksucker underneath the table, ready to swallow your ejaculate, and one platinum blonde hottie, submissively eating your ass, while I talk dirty to you, until your release."
"Holy fuck," the guy whispered hoarsely, "I am close."
Ever since the fateful night of our threesome with Adrian, he had been my frame of reference, as far as male performance was concerned. I knew his stamina and endurance was not normal, but I was reminded of how impressive a specimen he is, when the tattoo guy cried out like a little girl, and started to come in my mouth, after less than three minutes of being sucked off.
It was a puny load too, nothing like the massive amount of semen that Adrian creates, and discharges, every single time. I swallowed the guy's ejaculate, and remained silently under the table, waiting for him to leave the room.
"Oh my god," the guy exclaimed in amazement, "that was incredible. I am so sorry I came so quick. It has been almost a year since I was last with a woman. Get me hard again!"
Fuck no, I thought, this wasn't the deal. I was told to give the guy a blowjob so that he would change the placement of my tattoo, from the back of my neck to my forehead. One blowjob, not an extended glory-hole session, with multiple cumshots.
The guy continued to protest, arguing that he had been promised thirty minutes and had used precisely four minutes. I was thankful that Ivan wasn't there, to point out that the "Queensberry Rules" of blowjob bars, offer a freebie if you shoot your wad within five minutes.
Adrian showed up a couple of minutes later, aware of the commotion in the massage room. He immediately adjudicated the matter, predictably not in my favor. He did suggest a compromise though.
"Guys, I have a flight to catch and time is getting away from me. How about the three of you bitches continue to pleasure my good buddy until he ejaculates for the second time. Then we can get Chrissy marked for life, and I can get on my way to the airport."
I wasn't thrilled about having to suck this guy's cock again, particularly as I still didn't know his name.
It was Stacey that spoke for our group. "That seems fair. Playtime is over as soon as he comes, right Adrian."
Adrian agreed that this was the case, and left the room.
"I am going to take my sweet ass time to blow my wad," the tattoo artist taunted us. "Make you bitches work for my load."
Svetlana and Stacey apparently took this as a challenge.
"We are very happy to work hard to pleasure you," Stacey said sweetly to the tattoo artist. "Why don't you go and use the restroom, while we freshen up our lipgloss. We won't start the twenty-six minute clock until you return."
"Great idea," the guy said, "spray some more of that perfume too," he added, "that smell is fucking intoxicating."
As soon as he left the room, Stacey and Svetlana appeared under the massage table.
"This massage table should have been acrylic, like the Sukebe chair," I opined. "That way the lucky recipient of the glory-hole blowjob, could enjoy the visual."
Stacey and Svetlana both agreed with me, and Stacey said, "Of course, it would take a man to think of that. Fantastic idea though."
They started to formulate a plan of attack, and quickly agreed that the fastest way to get a man off, was through frenulum stimulation. I had experienced this particular form of sexual arousal once before, when Svetlana licked the Shea butter from my cock, and I can attest to the fact that my balls were churning almost immediately. More importantly, as I am probably not a good bellwether of male stamina, I have also witnessed Adrian endure this delight.
The triplets were giving Adrian an extended three girl edging blowjob, as he watched porn on the massive monitor. When the food arrived, and Adrian expressed his desire to eat, they changed to a frenulum stimulation, and he erupted a few moments later. If they could turn a man like Adrian into a quick come, imagine what they could to this undersexed tattoo artist.
When the guy returned from the restroom, he was sporting a semi, evidently excited about the prospect of his second cumshot. Stacey stuck her head out from under the massage table, told the guy to get comfortable, and a few seconds later he forced his erection through the glory-hole.
"Worship his nuts, handsome," Svetlana directed me, "I will give you a signal when I need you to take his load into your mouth."
I moved over to his clean shaven nutsack, and began to nibble his scrotum, as I processed the fact that I was going to swallow his next cumshot, too.
I had a perfect view of Stacey and Svetlana as they worked as a team to empty the guy's balls. They extended their tongues, and using just the very tips, began to gently lick the guy's frenulum, in a rhythmic motion. They started off with a very light touch, and slowly increased the pressure, as he responded to their teasing. The tattoo guy started to moan, and the girls increased the speed of their tongue flicks, just below his cock-head.
"Oh fuck," he whimpered, "what the hell are you guys doing, that feels phenomenal?"
Stacey and Svetlana continued to lick the guy's frenulum, and I felt his nuts constrict, as I sucked them. Svetlana gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up, and I scooted around her and put my lips over the very tip of his cock-head.
The tattoo artist, let out a guttural moan, and cried out in pleasure, "Fuck, I am about to come."
Moments later he stiffened up and ejaculated, and as the girls continued to tongue his frenulum, I closed my mouth around his cock-head, and swallowed his load.
He was panting now, shaking with pleasure as we drained his nuts. Stacey and Svetlana wanted nothing to do with his semen, so they crawled out from under the table to resume the massage, while I continued to suckle his softening cock. A few moments later, the flaccid cock disappeared through the glory-hole, and the three of them left the room. Two of the burly Russians arrived to escort me down the hallway, back to Adrian's office.
"Don't forget your sucky pillow, lip gloss boy," one of them said derisively, in heavily accented English.
When I got back to the office, I felt like a pussy standing there holding my red heart-shaped sucky pillow. The tattoo artist had already sketched the design onto wax paper. A few moments later, he held his handiwork against my forehead, and pressed the wax paper firmly, to transfer the outline of the tattoo onto my skin. Adrian held a mirror up for my approval, and my stomach sank. The design was about five inches wide and two inches high, basically covering my entire forehead. It was two words written in a very feminine shade of yellow, using a flowing script, probably visible to all from fifty or sixty feet away. I gasped as I processed wearing the words "Adrian's bitch" for the rest of my life.



Again, completely out of character, my bravado remained intact.
"I thought you would have used hot pink ink for the tattoo," I said fearlessly.
Adrian responded, "You know me well Chrissy. I was going to do it in pink, but John, the tattoo guy, informed me that yellow or turquoise inks are the very hardest to remove. Even if you went to have this removed tomorrow, it would take eight to ten laser sessions, and you have to wait eight weeks between each session. You are going to be announcing to the world, that you are my bitch, for the next eighteen months at minimum."
As soon as Adrian mentioned that the tattoo artist's name was John, I recognized him. I had gone into his studio one evening, as moral support for a friend who was getting his first tattoo. I hadn't been involved much in their conversation. I had spent most of my time in there laughing at his "wall of shame". This was a collection of misspelled tattoos, mostly involving translation errors, that he had copied from the internet. Either way, that wall was hilarious.
However, I did overhear John telling my friend about a new City of San Clemente ordinance on facial tattoos. In an attempt to suppress gang activity, the City had applied for, and been granted, an injunction against the local gang. The injunction gave the City wide powers against the gang members, that included prohibiting gang signs or overt signs of membership, such as certain colored bandannas, whilst in public.
The City had gone one step further, and passed a City ordinance requiring tattoo artists to ask for identification, prior to administering any tattoos on the face, hands, or front and sides of the neck. The tattoo artist was required to file this information online, and was given an automatic approval, if the person receiving the tattoo was not a known gang member.
I surmised that this was the reason for John's reluctance to put the tattoo on my forehead. He was required to submit my personal information, and a photo of my license, to the City of San Clemente before inking my forehead. John finally moved towards me and fired up the tattoo gun. I felt the needle touch my skin, and couldn't wait any longer to speak.
"Will this one end up on your wall of shame, John?" I asked the tattoo artist.
John reflexively pulled the tattoo gun away from my head, and turned to Adrian.
"I can't do this without the proper paperwork," he said firmly. "When I agreed to do this, it was four back of the neck tattoos. I have a buddy in Riverside who will do it. You can keep my design for free. I just can't do a face tattoo in San Clemente, without the approval of the City. How about I give Chris a tramp stamp? I can make this sketch larger, so it takes up most of his lower back and ass. Maybe put a black cock only arrow up into his asshole, like I did to Sara and Svetlana? Adrian, you mentioned tattooing Bareback Bitch across his ass. I could do that in hot pink. Or would you like me to call my buddy in Riverside?"
Adrian smiled at my reaction to that humiliating "Bareback Bitch" option, and nodded his head understandingly. I knew Adrian didn't have time to drive to Riverside, as he had a flight to catch this afternoon. He knew if he sent me to get my driver's license, I wouldn't come back. So, in a spur of the moment decision, he spoke up.
"Fuck it! Everyone knows he is my bitch anyway. Proceed with the original plan and incorporate the Adrian's Bitch script, right beneath it."
John started to sketch the new design, and Adrian looked on approvingly. Once the sketch was done, Adrian told me to kneel before John, on my sucky pillow.
"Oh, thanks Adrian," John said with a laugh, "Chrissy already sucked me off twice, that won't be necessary," to another round of laughs from the Russians.
John grabbed a razor blade and a small can of shaving gel. He moved around behind me, and told me to lower my head. He shaved the back of my neck, and then shaved a small area in the middle of the back of my head. A few moments later, as Adrian looked on and dictated the placement of the tattoos, I felt the wax paper on my neck and head. Shortly after that, I heard the tattoo gun and braced for the pain.
Tattoos aren't really that painful. However, the indignity of getting branded without consent, and not even knowing the design you will be wearing for the rest of your life, was more painful than the needle. I remembered back to the day I first saw Svetlana's involuntary tattoos, and the vow I had made, to fight like hell if Adrian ever tried to tattoo me. I think I had said he would have to render me unconscious first. I felt like a total bitch, as I knelt there on my sucky pillow for several minutes, fully conscious and complying peacefully, as John applied my tattoo.
Adrian watched intently the whole time, obviously enjoying my branding immensely.
"Don't you trust me, Adrian?" John asked at one point. "Do you think I am going to tattoo John's bitch on Chrissy's neck?"
"Well, while it would be an accurate assessment of her, I trust you to mark her as mine," Adrian replied smugly.
"Of course, Adrian," John said cheerfully, "although I may add a little detail of my own, if that's okay. A memento of today, if you will."
"No problem, bro," Adrian replied magnanimously.
When John was finished, he wiped up the blood spots, and held up a mirror so that I could see his handiwork. On the middle of my head, about three inches above my neck was a "queen of spades" tattoo, in black ink. This was a common tattoo, symbolizing a sexual preference for black men, in general. Right beneath it, at the top of my neck, "Adrian's Bitch" was in flowing yellow script. This would presumably indicate, to any interested black men, that I was already taken.
John had added a small pair of glossed women's lips to the original design. They were open slightly, and had semen dripping from them. The word "Chrissy" was emblazoned beneath them in hot pink ink
Adrian loved it, and took a photo of it, before John covered it in antibacterial ointment and put a bandage on it. I heard my phone ding, and realized Adrian had already sent me the picture. I remained kneeling as Adrian went to pay John. To my surprise, Svetlana spoke up.
"Adrian, you said you were going to punish us all in equal measure, and yet you have singled out Chrissy for punishment. That's not fair. I will accept my tattoo also."
Svetlana stood up, walked towards me, and defiantly knelt on her sucky pillow. John looked at Adrian for direction and Adrian, uncharacteristically, looked lost for words. Before he could answer, Sara stood up, joined us, and knelt on her pillow.
"Me too," she said quietly, with less conviction than Svetlana.
I was looking at Stacey. She was clearly conflicted. An hour ago, she had been weeping at the thought of being identified as a black cock only woman. Now, in solidarity with her friends, particularly as she had formed such a deep, intimate sexual connection with Sara, she was seemingly about to volunteer to be tattooed.
"Fuck it. Me too," Stacey said, as she knelt next to her fellow platinum blondes.
As they knelt together, they held hands in an act of solidarity. I could tell that pissed Adrian off, because he was gritting his teeth. However, he couldn't show any weakness in his own house, particularly in front of the Russians.
Adrian looked at the three girls kneeling in solidarity and said, "Fuck it. Mark my bitches, John. Stacey first."
I know he chose Stacey because she was the least committed. She was the one who was there solely for the money, available to the highest bidder, as she put it. To her credit, Stacey knelt impassively, as John marked her with the black cock only symbol, and her Adrian's Bitch designation. Svetlana was next, as Adrian wanted to give Sara the chance to change her mind. Right before the tattoo artist told Svetlana to lower her head, we made eye contact again, and she mouthed the words, "I love you."
At that moment in time, I wanted Svetlana more than anything else on the planet. It just felt like despite all the torture she had put me through, we belonged together. I really loved that girl.
Once Svetlana was done, Sara arranged her long, platinum hair so that it fell over her shoulder, and exposed her neck. Then she lowered her head, and allowed John to tattoo her also. I couldn't help thinking how crazy must Adrian be, to tattoo "Adrian's bitch" on his fiancée's neck, ten days before the wedding, just so that he didn't look weak in front of the Russians.
Once we were all tattooed, and identified as his bitches, Adrian gave me the security footage, a signed non-disclosure agreement, a check for one hundred thousand dollars, and the deed to my house, which he had paid off in full.
I let out a sigh of relief. I was free. My months' long nightmare was over. I couldn't wait to get the fuck out of that room, and get on with the rest of my life. Of course, with Adrian pulling the strings, it wasn't going to be that simple.
"Oh, I almost forgot," Adrian began, with a broad smile. "It has come to my attention that Sara and Chris exchanged an illicit email a while back. I am not going to go into the specifics, but needless to say it warrants punishment. I am going to exact that punishment before I cut you loose, Chris. In fact, you get to decide whether I punish you or Sara," he continued, obviously enjoying this final kick in the nuts for me.
I knew immediately that he was referring to his gift of a stake in his company. Sara had emailed me the document that he required her to sign, to get my opinion of whether or not it was beneficial to her, and legally binding. Adrian had obviously intercepted our correspondence, and was going to punish us for the infraction.
"Do you want to know how I intend to punish you, before you decide who will be the unlucky recipient?" he asked.
I nodded my affirmation, and Adrian told me and Sara to kneel on our respective sucky pillows. Once we were in his desired position, Adrian retrieved an ominous looking rattan cane from his office desk drawer. I took one look at it, and immediately recognized the amount of pain that this instrument of torture could inflict, if wielded correctly. I wanted no part of a farewell beating from that sadistic fucker, and decided on the spur of the moment that Adrian could punish Sara.
As I knelt on my sucky pillow next to Sara, I knew what the right thing to do was. There was no question about it, as a man, I should have protected my wife. However, a wave of fear descended over me, and I started to justify why I should ask Adrian to punish Sara instead of me. I knew he would go easy on her, especially as they were soon to be married. I also knew that he would take the opportunity to severely whip my hide, if this was to be my final punishment.
Also, with several witnesses in the room, it would be emasculating for me to be crying out like a pussy. I had demonstrated my low pain threshold already, having squealed like a pig when Svetlana fucked my ass with the strap-on, and yelped like a little girl when Adrian beat my ass with his belt. I was very conflicted and Adrian seized upon it.
"This is exactly why your wife left you, you fucking pussy," he taunted. "Man up and take your thrashing."
I don't know if he worded it that way to scare me, but if that was the case, it achieved his desired result. I had heard enough and wanted no part of the cane. The words left my mouth reflexively.
"Sara," I said, unable to look up from the floor.
There were a few audible gasps in the room. Adrian's nurse, probably due to a lifetime of working in an environment where people's pain thresholds were routinely exposed, covered her mouth with her hand, at my act of cowardice. I heard one of the Russians call me a pussy, under his breath.
Adrian, of course, remained composed but wanted clarification.
"Sara to punish, or Sara to save?" he asked with amusement.
I could barely say it. There was a long uncomfortable silence in which everyone understood not to speak until I had answered Adrian.
"Punish Sara, not me," I said quietly, my shame overwhelming me.
"Chris, please," Sara begged me. "I am still legally your wife."
I knew this moment would be a pivotal point in my life, one that I would look back on with regret and shame, but fear of Adrian overwhelmed my sense of duty, and all I could do was repeat my cowardly words.
"Punish Sara, not me."
"Then it is decided," Adrian said with a flourish. "Sara prepare yourself for the cane. Kneel by my desk."
Sara rose from her sucky pillow and stood next to me for a few seconds, presumably to see if I had a change of heart. I couldn't look at her, and was a million miles from changing my mind.
"Gentlemen, please excuse us for a few moments," Adrian said firmly.
The burly Russians and the tattoo artist moved towards the door, and I started to get up from my knees to follow them.
"Not you, Chrissy," Adrian growled. "You are going to watch this."
My heart sank at this latest revelation. The last thing I wanted to see was Adrian administering corporal punishment to my wife. Once the men had departed the room, Adrian told Sara to get naked. His tone was such that it didn't invite conversation, and she stripped in silence. Once she was naked, she knelt again without any prompting from Adrian.
The rattan cane looked sinister, as it laid on the desk. The punishment tool looked like it could really inflict some serious pain, in the right hands. The bottom six inches or so was bound in leather to facilitate grip. Adrian picked it up from the desk, and made a few practice thrashes in the air, the swooshing sound reverberating around the office, thoroughly intimidating the four of us.
He approached Sara slowly, the cane looking menacing as he held it in his right hand. I could see the fear of the unknown in Sara's eyes, as she processed whether or not this was actually going to hurt. Adrian walked behind Sara and held the tip of the cane just above her shoulder. After a few seconds, in which I could see her tense nervously, he lowered the cane onto her shoulder, causing her to jump involuntarily as it made contact with her skin.
Adrian continued his slow circling motion of Sara, as she knelt naked in silence. When he emerged from behind her, he dragged the tip of the cane from her shoulder, towards her nipple. On contact, her nipple hardened immediately and Sara gasped, presumably at the humiliation of being toyed with, in front of the three of us, by her soon to be husband. I empathized with her. It wasn't appropriate that she was about to be punished while naked, in front of Svetlana, Stacey and I. However, it was completely incongruous for Adrian to be sexually stimulating his future wife in such a way, given the makeup of the audience.
Adrian cruelly flicked the tip of the cane across Sara's nipple, and she let out a cry of pain. He let the cane rest on her abdomen for a few seconds, and I watched as her taut stomach flexed, as her fear caused her to struggle to control her breathing. He owned this woman, and everyone in the room, including me, her current husband, knew it.
In one fluid motion, Adrian withdrew the cane about six inches from her stomach, and then, with a flick of his wrist, hit Sara sharply with it. The loud crack made me jump, and Sara let out a squeal as if she was in distress. Adrian let the cane hang to the ground, and a red welt appeared immediately on Sara's stomach. He had her attention now, and she looked very worried.
Adrian touched the tip of the cane on Sara's pubic region, just above her vagina, and she jumped involuntarily, as if it were hot. He ran the cane up her body, in a tantalizingly slow manner, over her lower abdomen, across her belly button, over her upper abdomen, across one of her breasts, until the tip of it rested under her chin. Adrian tapped Sara lightly under the chin, and she raised her head to look up at him.
"Get up on my desk on all fours," he commanded.
Sara climbed up onto the massive leather topped desk, and got into the doggy-style position. She arched her back, positioned her platinum blonde hair so that it spilled down to her ass, and waited in silence for her upcoming punishment. Adrian moved slowly over to her, relishing the control he exerted over the room.
Mary, Adrian's nurse, moved over behind Sara to observe the punishment, presumably to make sure it posed no long-term danger to Sara's health. Adrian told Stacey, Svetlana and I to kneel in front of Sara, so that we had an unobstructed view of her face. I lowered my eyes to the floor, wondering if it was too late to change my mind, even though I had no intent of doing so.
Adrian walked around in front of Sara and spoke.
"Do you know why I am punishing you Sara?" he asked my wife.
"Yes, Adrian," she replied with a shaky voice. "Because my husband is too much of a pussy to take it."
Adrian laughed out loud at this, and shook his head.
"You are right about that Sara," he said looking at me with contempt. "His cowardice is on display today."
I knelt there in silence, feeling my shame wash over me, but still too fearful to offer to switch places with my wife.
Adrian walked back around behind Sara and went over the ground rules.
"Today's punishment will mirror Chrissy's of a few weeks ago. I will administer the cane to Sara's bare ass, until tears are visible in her eyes, and she has begged for it to stop. Sara, after each stroke I expect you to thank me, and count it off."
I could feel anger surging through me as he laid out his rules. This punishment was designed to humiliate Sara as much as to inflict pain. I knew he was going to take it easy on her, but asking her to thank him, for fuck's sake?
Adrian rested the cane across the back of Sara's upper thighs, just below her black cock only arrow, that pointed into her asshole. He held it there for several seconds, creating unnecessary stress in my wife. Then, in one fluid motion he raised his arm and brought the rattan cane down firmly on the back of her thighs.
The noise was unexpectedly loud, both the swish of the cane, the smack as it made contact with her skin, and the yelp that Sara let out. It was a high pitched cry of anguish, followed immediately by a palpable gasping for breath as she processed and dealt with the pain. I knew it wasn't pain like a broken bone or getting burned, but it was enough to induce fear in Sara, and to make her eyes well up.
"One," she said shakily. "Thank you Adrian."
Adrian positioned the cane in the exact same place, understanding that the most torment would be created by beating the same area of the body. Nurse Mary had a cursory look at the welt, and nodded her medical consent for Adrian to continue.
Sara's body language had completely changed after the first stroke of the cane. She looked fearful now, under stress, and her body was trembling as Adrian caressed her thighs with the cane. He removed the cane from the back of her thighs, and Sara tensed up. Her eyes were wide and I could see the first tears start to form. Adrian lifted his arm up and held the cane in the air, the anticipation torturing Sara almost as much as the actual pain. He held his arm aloft for several seconds, enjoying watching her squirm nervously.
Then his arm fell from the sky, and we all heard that ominous swish followed by the loud smack, as the rattan cane bore down on Sara's upper thighs. She let out a pitiful scream the second time, and you could see the pain and fear etched on her face. It took her a few seconds to recover from the shock before she could form the words he expected from her.
"Two. Thank you Adrian."
Tears were flowing now, and her breathing was ragged as she sobbed. Sara's body was slumping, not holding the perfect form that Adrian demanded from his bitches, when they were posed in the doggy-style position. He adjusted her position using the rattan cane, sliding it under Sara's huge breasts first, as they hung beneath her like a cow's udders. He flicked the tip of the cane across one of her erect nipples, drawing a moan of pleasure. Then, once he was sure he had her undivided attention, he placed the cane under her stomach and tapped lightly upwards, so that she lifted herself into his desired position. Once she was perfectly erect in the doggy-style pose, he removed the cane from under her torso. Using just the tip of the cane, Adrian forced her lower back down slightly, which had the joint desired effect of raising her ass, and arching her back.



"Perfect," he said, to no-one in particular. "That is how I expect my bitches to pose during their punishment."
Adrian rested the cane on Sara's lower back, to allow nurse Mary to inspect the wounds. Once again the medical professional deemed it safe to proceed. I raised my eyes from the floor and made eye contact with my wife. Her eyes implored me to step up and stop this brutal punishment, but we both knew that wasn't going to happen.
I hadn't tried to stop Adrian when he butt-fucked me, and beat me with his belt. I had remained passively draped over his desk, as Svetlana took my anal cherry with her strap-on. I had knelt in silence when Adrian had the black cock symbol tattooed on the back of my neck. Why would I now suddenly develop the intestinal fortitude to stand up to him. Particularly as I was minutes from my freedom. Sara would need to look elsewhere for help.
I mouthed "I am sorry," to Sara and averted my gaze, as Adrian caressed her lower back with the cane. As soon as Adrian removed the cane from her back, Sara let out a frightened whimper, such was the level of fear at her impending next stroke. I couldn't watch any more and lowered my eyes to the floor. I felt like such a pussy kneeling there as Adrian punished my wife for our mutual infraction.
She was crying now, and I could see her arms shaking, as she struggled to hold herself still for him. I couldn't watch any more, and as I heard the swoosh of the cane, I actually closed my eyes. The next stroke made a completely different sound, and Sara let out a cry of anguish that made the first two seem tame. I opened my eyes to see what the fuck he had done to my wife.
She was sobbing uncontrollably now, and Adrian had a smile on his face as he realized Sara was finally getting his message. I looked over at him and the position of his arm confused me. It was down by his side, which didn't make any sense to me, until I saw that he had struck the soles of her feet. That sadistic fucker was relishing in her punishment and Sara was struggling to breathe. It took her a few seconds to compose herself and then she spoke.
"Three. Thank you Adrian," she said, her voice trembling from a mixture of fear and pain.
Adrian had only administered three strokes of the cane, but it had reduced my wife to a quivering mess. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and she had a look of abject misery on her face. Adrian stepped away from the table, and announced that he was taking a five minute break, before resuming the punishment. Mary checked out the soles of Sara's feet and gave Adrian the green light to continue.
Adrian wanted to see Sara's tears for himself, and walked around to the side of the desk, so that he could make eye contact with her. As he rounded the desk he had a smug look of satisfaction on his face, and a very visible hard-on. Beating my wife had got that asshole erect. Adrian faced my wife, took in the pained look of distress on her face, ran his huge black finger under one of her eyes, and spoke in a gentle tone.
"Real tears. Quite salty. We are on the road to atonement," he said with a chuckle.
Sara looked up at him, begging with her eyes for the punishment to stop. Adrian initially seemed unimpressed with her attempt to halt the proceedings, but apparently had a change of heart, because he offered her a way out.
"Do you want me to continue Sara?" he began calmly. "We are far from done, in fact I am just getting warmed up. Nurse Mary has assured me that we are nowhere near your limits of endurance. Do you want another few strokes on the soles of your feet, or would you like to make your apologies in another way?"
"Please Adrian," Sara begged. "No more caning. I am done. Please stop hurting me. Give me another way to show you that I am truly sorry. Anything. Please. I am begging you."
While it hurt me to watch my wife take a beating from Adrian, it was worse to hear her beg him for an alternate way to show her remorse. I knew it would be of a sexual nature and that I would have to watch. Adrian patted my wife on the head.
"I am proud of you, Sara," he said condescendingly. "You are a good girl."
Adrian turned to face me, his erection straining against the fabric of his pants, and smirked at me. Then, in a move that was clearly designed to emasculate me, he turned his back on me, moved closer to his desk, and put his erection right in Sara's face.
Sara immediately took the opportunity to cease her torture session, and reached her dainty manicured hand towards Adrian's zipper. I heard his zipper go down and a few moments later, Adrian let out a gasp of pleasure. Apparently Sara had freed his cock from the confines of his pants, and was about to suck him off.
I knelt there on my sucky pillow as the lewd sounds of a blowjob replaced Sara's cries of pain.
"Good girl, Sara," Adrian said, as she continued to slurp enthusiastically on his cock.
Truth be known, I couldn't blame her. Pain is a very powerful motivator, more so even than fear. And, Lord knows, I had done some very humiliating things under the motivation of fear. Sara was putting her heart and soul into Adrian's blowjob, and he kept complimenting her.
After a few minutes of Sara's oral ministrations, Adrian took control and began to thrust his hips forward, apparently fucking her mouth. I knelt on my sucky pillow silently, as my boss fucked my wife's face. After a few minutes he increased his pace, and shortly thereafter, he let out a moan of pleasure. I assumed Adrian came in Sara's mouth, but when he moved away from his desk and zipped up his pants, I could see his ejaculate all over her face and hair.
"Apology accepted," Adrian said, with a laugh, as he left the office to take a piss.
Sara knew better than to move while Adrian relieved himself. When he returned he looked calm and relaxed, and his erection was gone. His ejaculate had run down Sara's face and was hanging from her chin. She also had a copious load matting in her platinum bangs. Her eye-liner was running down her face from her tears, and she looked well-used.
Adrian re-entered the room, walked back over to his desk and picked up the rattan cane. Sara tensed up immediately, fear written all over her semen-stained face. Adrian walked behind Sara, placed the end of the cane on her inner thigh, just above the knee, and tapped her gently. Sara understood his non-verbal command, and spread her legs further apart.
Once she was splayed open for him, displaying her sex, I realized that he was going to fuck her. However, I had apparently misread the situation, because instead of preparing himself for sex, Adrian slid the rattan cane up Sara's inner thigh, until it rested between her legs. He moved the cane around the entrance to Sara's pussy for a few seconds, and then withdrew it from her sex. I couldn't help notice that my wife's nipples were fully erect. Surely, she wasn't enjoying this?
He walked slowly towards me holding the cane, and I noticed that the end of it was visibly wet. It appeared that the cane had emerged from Sara's vagina, slick with her juices.
"Do you think your wife self-lubricated when I thrashed her, or when I fucked her face?" Adrian asked smugly.
The answer was unimportant. The fact was that Adrian's mistreatment of my wife had aroused her, despite the pain and humiliation.
Adrian got to within a couple of feet of me, extended the rattan cane towards my face, and wiped the tip of the cane across my upper lip. I was instantly assaulted by the incontrovertible evidence of my wife's arousal, both through the strong scent and the transfer of her juices to my upper lip. When he was satisfied that he had coated my upper lip sufficiently, he withdrew the cane and returned to his position behind Sara.
"I hope you have learned your lesson, Sara," he said cruelly. "I told you not to have any contact with your pussy of a husband. I am going to tighten your reins when we get married. Reduce your privileges so that you appreciate me more. Bring you to heel like the dog that you are, make you my bitch, like I did the night of our first threesome," he added, referring to the way he collared my wife and made her crawl down my hallway, while he tugged on her dog leash.
Without warning, he raised the cane one more time and brought it down forcefully on the soles of Sara's feet. Sara let an awful scream of agony and began to sob instantly. She was hyperventilating, struggling to hold herself in the doggy-style position, and moaning as she dealt with the pain.
Adrian waited expectantly behind Sara for a few seconds, before he finally cleared his throat.
"Four." Sara whispered with a trembling voice. "Thank you, Adrian."
I am not proud to admit it, but Sara's cries of anguish from her brutal foot thrashing, stirred some other feelings within me. It wasn't purely sexual, and I didn't get an erection as I processed her reaction to the torment. However, I had a deep-rooted respect for the fact that Adrian was able to get my wife to submit to his punishment. More impressive was her willingness to remain passive, even as the motivation of severe pain should have caused her to flee. She even thanked him after each stroke, for fuck's sake.
I pondered what would happen, in the unlikely event that I was ever in the position to discipline a woman through corporal punishment. Would I have the backbone to inflict the necessary corrective measures, even as the unfortunate recipient, cried out in anguish? I knew I would never wield the power over a woman that Adrian currently exerted over my wife, but it was an interesting thought, nonetheless.
My thoughts were interrupted, as I heard the rattan cane hit his desk. Adrian had dropped it, and then he was gone. Sara slumped down onto the desk, got into the fetal position and lay there panting. Svetlana and Stacey rushed to help Sara, and a few moments later, under the medical guidance of Nurse Mary, they helped her to her feet. Sara couldn't walk without assistance, so Svetlana and Stacey supported her weight, so that she didn't have to apply any pressure to the soles of her feet.
The last thing I saw of them was their look of disbelief, as I left the relationship intact with my promised paperwork and security footage. I couldn't make eye contact with Sara, but as I passed Svetlana in the doorway, she leaned towards me, put her lips to my ear and whispered.
"Take care, handsome. I will never forget you. I love you."
I wanted to tell that beautiful young girl that I loved her too, but I needed to get the fuck out of there, before Adrian changed his mind. I think Svetlana realized that I had finally abandoned Sara, when I let Adrian beat her instead of me. I think she felt the renewed possibilities of us being together. However, it appeared I would never know.
I slinked off towards the front door sheepishly, trying to get the hell out of that house of horrors. Adrian was waiting for me in the foyer with two of the Russians, and I prayed he hadn't changed his mind.
He took one last disdainful look at me and said dismissively, "Get the fuck out of my house. I hope you learned your lesson, you fucking pussy!"
I left there with my tail between my legs, jogging down Adrian's long driveway, in case he changed his mind. I called a cab once I was in the relative safety of a coffee shop. Once I got home, I grabbed my car and drove straight to the bank. I put the security footage and the NDA in a safe deposit box, and deposited the cashier's check, receiving confirmation of funds almost immediately. I was free!
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THIS STORY IS A SEQUEL TO THE "MY BEST FRIEND MY NEMESIS" MULTI-PART SERIES. I RECOMMEND READING THIS SERIES FIRST TO UNDERSTAND THE CONTEXT OF WHY MY WIFE IS SUBMITTING TO MY BEST FRIEND.
Adrian was on a meditation retreat in India, clearing his head before the fast approaching wedding, when the US stock market crashed. He was without his phone, computer or iPad, as the retreat encouraged distancing from all distractions. He didn't find out until the end of the day, by which time a lot of the smart money had bailed from the market.
The lack of high-speed internet in the rural province was a major problem and he was several hours from the nearest international airport. He did manage to find a working landline, but dialing the US was problematic. So, in desperation, he emailed his stockbroker and copied Sara. He gave Sara emergency powers to act as his proxy, as the stockbroker could not accept stock trades by email. This was for security and verification purposes, particularly as Adrian was in India, which is a hotbed for internet fraud. He would instruct Sara by email, and then she would call the stockbroker for implementation.
As word of the stock market crash spread, Adrian's voicemail filled with messages from worried current and former NFL athletes. Again, with spotty phone service and the twelve hour time difference, communication was difficult. Out of desperation, he gave Sara his access code to his voicemail and the password to his computer. This would enable her to respond to any requests for withdrawals from the fund. Sara reacted quickly and began to skim through the dozens of voicemails to determine an appropriate course of action. Nearly all of them were from clients but there were two messages that pissed Sara off.
One was from Koko, the eighteen year old Asian, who had sucked Adrian off at the wedding. In her message, she thanked Adrian for paying her rent. Sara had no clue who Koko was, or that she was about to start college in USC. However, Sara did realize that there was no way Adrian was paying this dumb bitch's rent, unless he was fucking her.
The other message that bothered Sara was from Samantha, the young college blonde from the cafe by the Pier. Adrian had successfully picked Samantha up on a dare from Sara. He had invited her to attend a wedding with him and in a test of her submission, she had given him her panties. Sara had witnessed Adrian deleting Samantha's number from his phone, so she must have called him back. Her message was much more sexual in nature and it was obvious that Samantha and Adrian were currently fucking. Sara was pissed. The wedding was in five days and her groom was fucking at least three other women, including Svetlana. Sara acted quickly, and in her own interests.
She had signed a pre-nuptial agreement with Adrian that was generous, but still protected Adrian's interests. However, he had given Sara a five percent stake in his financial brokerage, as a good faith gesture. Adrian's company was a Public Limited Company, so its value was subject to fluctuations with the stock market. Sara's five percent share, prior to the stock market crash, was worth nearly three million dollars.
Sara trusted my business acumen, and so it was me she turned to for advice. I answered the phone immediately. Sara said that she needed to talk to me, and it was urgent. We met at my house, as I couldn't face going back to Adrian's. To my surprise, Svetlana was with her. I couldn't contain my happiness at seeing the beautiful young Czech girl again. Svetlana and I smiled at each other, and instinctively gave each other a hug that lasted way too long. I wanted to tell her I loved her, but it felt wrong in front of Sara.
Sara was wearing carpet slippers, a drastic departure from her usual stiletto high-heels. She was walking gingerly, and I assumed her feet were still bruised from the brutal caning Adrian had given her. I tried to mumble an apology to Sara, about the beating I had forced her to endure, but she was all business.
"Chris, I am calling the wedding off," she began. "I have reason to believe that Adrian is fucking Samantha, and some other bimbo, Koko."
"I am sorry to hear that Sara," I lied.
"It's not really a big deal. None of my family were invited anyway, as they are very racist, and wouldn't approve of my union with a black man. Nearly all of the attendees are Adrian's friends and business associates, so he will have to deal with the fallout. I just wanted to make sure that your end of the deal is done, you have your NDA and the tapes, and your settlement has cleared."
"Adrian has settled with me as promised," I began. "Are you sure that he is fucking other women? Do you have any proof?"
"Nothing definitive, yet. However, I know that asshole can't keep his dick in his pants, Chris. At least you were always faithful to me," she added wistfully. "I could always trust you. Did Adrian ever mention Samantha or Koko to you?"
"We don't talk much since the night of our threesome, Sara," I said. "That night flipped my world upside down, and changed my relationship with him."
"Would you let me know if you knew something?" she continued.
I felt bad keeping it from her, and so I opened up about meeting Koko at the Vegas wedding.
"Koko sat at my table at the wedding reception in Vegas," I confessed.
"What is she like?" Sara asked.
I tried to downplay Koko's physical beauty, but Sara kept pushing me so I finally told her everything.
"Koko joined my table right before the reception began. She is eighteen years old, about to attend USC."
"Is she pretty?" Sara asked. "Please be honest, Chris. And specific. I need to hear the details before I can move on from Adrian."
"She is pretty," I said, downplaying the truth.
Sara asked me again to be brutally honest, so I told her.
"Do you remember that young Asian girl that asked Adrian to dance at the reception?" I said.
"How could I forget that bitch?" Sara said with contempt. "She was a cocky teenager, breathtakingly stunning, and brimming with sexual confidence as she tried to seduce my man. She was all over Adrian on the dance floor, even kissed him on the lips, after they shared a dance."
After she stopped speaking, the light went on in her head.
"That little bitch is Koko?" she asked me jealously.
"I first met her when she joined my table," I assured Sara. "She was checking Adrian out as soon as she arrived. After his speech, she asked me who he was, and which one of the blondes he was about to marry. A little later, she danced with Adrian and was flirting shamelessly with him."
"Flirting?" Sara said angrily. "I know women. That girl was trying to fuck my man."
"Well," I continued, trying not to inflame Sara, "remember when Adrian disappeared and we split up to find him? I ended up finding Adrian in a storeroom alone with Koko. I entered the room to see Koko on her knees in front of Adrian, with his semen on her nose and lips."
"She sucked him off at the wedding reception?" Sara asked in disbelief.
"Yes, and they made it look like I had given Adrian a blowjob. That was Koko, not me. Adrian asked her to gloss my lips, and then he wiped his ejaculate across my face. Koko took a selfie of us, with me kneeling at her feet. She said it was for her roommate, who is a Pastor's daughter and is very innocent. You guys walked in right after she left, and assumed I had blown him."
"Jesus Christ," Sara exclaimed, "Adrian is such an asshole. Is there anything else you need to get off your chest, Chris?"
"Um," I stammered, unsure whether or not to share this potentially embarrassing information. "When Koko came back in to the storeroom later on, to freshen up my lipgloss and perfume, she sent me the photo."
"Do you still have it?" Sara asked.
"Yes," I said uneasily, knowing how much of a pussy this photo made me look, as I knelt before Koko with my lips glossed, and semen on my nose.
I opened the photos on my phone and quickly found the photo of Koko and I. Sara and Svetlana checked out Koko, and Svetlana giggled as she processed the fact that Koko was attempting to dominate me through her body stance.
"She picked up real quick that you are submissive," Svetlana said admiringly. "She made you her bitch."
I felt my face redden as Svetlana openly mocked me.
"That fucking slut is only eighteen?" Sara asked in disbelief. "Adrian is fucking that bitch?"
Sara's face was ashen as she processed the depth of Adrian's infidelity. Tears welled up in her eyes, and she looked at me for comfort. I think she wanted me to hug her, but I just wasn't feeling it. Sara, recognizing the extent of her fuck-up, started to speak.
"I know this is way too late, Chris, but I am really sorry for the way I allowed Adrian to turn our lives upside down," Sara began with her completely unexpected apology.
"After I had my first orgasm, I was filled with emotions that I had never experienced before. It was like being reborn into a world with additional pleasure, beyond that which I could imagine. The otherworldly sensations made me reprioritize everything, and I selfishly put my physical pleasure first. I was already going to do whatever Adrian wanted me to, in exchange for the continued euphoria that sexual release provided, but once the added caveat of blackmail was added, there was no way out for me."
"I understand Sara, I really do," I said, trying not to have this conversation.
"I would wake up in the morning and hate myself," she continued, "but as soon as the egg was inside me and I heard Adrian's directive, my juices would flow and obedience was my first thought."
"I liked the glamorous lifestyle, the clothes, the private planes, driving my Maserati around town like I was a celebrity. You know I came from a very modest background, Chris. My life has always been a bit vanilla, and then Adrian came along and filled a void. I asked you many times to be dominant, or at least assertive, in bed. I know you are not comfortable taking control sexually, but I needed that, and Adrian provided it."
"I accept your apology, Sara," I said, once again trying to end this conversation.
"I need to get it all off my chest," she continued. "Adrian got me strung out on cocaine and ecstasy to the point that getting high was my first thought in the morning. I think I know how drug addicts must feel. A lot of women turn to street walking. They get up in the morning and hit the streets trying to find some random guy to blow, to get the money for their first hit. I was at the point where I woke up hurting from the symptoms of withdrawal, and needed to find Adrian, and offer him something in exchange for some coke."
"We called them coke-whores in the eighties," I said coldly.
"A fair description," Sara acknowledged, seeming willing to accept the blame for our situation. "Adrian did whore me out. He put me in a position where I had to give a young college kid a handjob over his jeans. I had to give his boss some play too, to expedite our check release. And, of course, my extended sexual encounter with Sergei, while I was high as a kite on ecstasy, will forever haunt me. I can't believe he tossed me in to sweeten the deal with Phil McKenzie. You witnessed that humiliating ass-fucking. He made me eat Stacey's pussy, and he has enjoyed watching Svetlana and I in the sixty-nine position, many times."
"Jesus, Sara," I finally interrupted. "I don't need a detailed account of your sexual submission to that asshole."
"Chris," Sara continued, "even if you can't forgive me, I need to forgive myself. The first step of forgiveness is for me to acknowledge my fuck-ups."
As I watched her writhe in torment in front of me, I felt a strong urge to forgive her. I did see where she was coming from. Sexual pleasure is an extremely powerful motivator. I would submit that the most happily married man wouldn't turn down an unsolicited offer of sex, particularly if it checked something off a bucket list. I know I would have folded instantly, if Koko had offered me the opportunity to jerk off on her face, even while I was happily married to Sara.
Sara had been offered her first ever taste of sexual release, with a man that she knew and trusted, and had strong chemistry with. Adrian had upped her enjoyment by dominating her and giving her a powerful sexual stimulant, MDMA. Of course, it wasn't hard to understand why she had obeyed his every command.
As I processed what she was saying, a wave of forgiveness enveloped me, and I reached out to hug her.
"I forgive you Sara, truly, I do."
Sara and I embraced, and it felt like she was never going to let go. When she finally stopped hugging me, she looked right into my eyes, and expressed her gratitude for my forgiveness.
"I am sorry, too, Sara, for allowing my fear to force me to choose you, to endure Adrian's beating," I said, my regret palpable.
"I deserved it," Sara said, to my surprise. "For all the crap that I put you through. Consider us even."
Svetlana, who up until now had been a silent observer, stepped forward.
"Sara, we need to tell Chris about the accounts," she said. "That is the reason we are here."
Sara nodded her head in acknowledgement, and began to speak.
"Svetlana gave Adrian's accounts a cursory once over," Sara began, "and it appears to be a Ponzi scheme. Not a classic example of an overt attempt to defraud, but rather a case of a man who is over-extended financially. After today's stock market crash, if all of his clients want their money back, there is not enough cash to pay everyone."
I knew that there were laws in place to require financial brokerages to maintain enough liquidity, in the event of a mass withdrawal. However, enforcement was done in response to complaints, as it would have been impossible to check every broker, every day.
"How much is the fund short?" I asked, trying to conceal my joy.
"Adrian spends an obscene amount of money, as you know." Sara began. "Way more than he earns. As of this moment, if every client wants out, he is about twelve million dollars short."
I was very wary of whether this was a set up. The last time I had trusted Svetlana, I had asked her to leave Adrian and come and live with me. Sara had taped my conversation, and my disloyalty to Adrian had cost me a very brutal spanking, and a prolonged ass-fucking over his desk.
The girls assured me this was not a trick. I was struggling to process this information, but Svetlana seemed very sure. She had majored in accounting and Adrian's ledgers were fairly transparent.
"We have a more time-sensitive issue," Svetlana interjected. "Adrian gifted Sara five percent of his company. I think that Sara should take the cash and bail, while the company still has some value."
I felt that we needed legal advice and the girls agreed. They were both of the opinion that if Adrian was going under, he had nothing left to offer them. I got on the phone to a local attorney for a brief consultation. However, as soon as he realized we were talking about Adrian's investment company, he wouldn't meet with us. In fact, all five of the attorneys in our small town wouldn't schedule a meeting with us, such was Adrian's influence in our community.
We had to call someone in Newport Beach, which is thirty minutes away, to arrange a face to face consultation. The three of us drove there together in Sara's Maserati, and the conversation revolved around the plan. When we met with the attorney, our primary question was the legality of Sara selling her stake in the company. The attorney looked over the paperwork and assured us Sara had the legal right to cash out her share, whether or not the wedding proceeded.
The pre-nuptials were contingent on the wedding actually happening, but this share of the company was a gift. The attorney had a CPA and a Notary Public in the office. If they took a snap shot of the share price of Adrian's company, that would determine its exact current value. Sara was legally entitled to withdraw five percent of that number in cash, as long as it occurred the same time as the valuation. If the Notary Public witnessed and documented the transaction, it would definitely stand up in court.
The three of us huddled together and Sara decided she wanted to do that, so she told the attorney to proceed. The paperwork took minutes, and once everything was signed and Notarized, Sara was legally allowed to take her money. Adrian had foolishly authorized Sara to make disbursements on his behalf so she acted without hesitation. She asked the CPA how long the process would take, and his response ended up completely changing my life.
"If you transfer to a different bank than Bank of America, there is a two day hold," he began. "If you transfer to an account within Bank of America, it will be immediate."
Sara and I had just finalized our divorce. We had separated our finances several months ago, when we first filed the petition. Adrian had opened a bank account at Chase for her, as he didn't want her to have to face any questions from the bank staff about her change of situation. We had been at that bank for years and knew everyone.
Even though we were no longer married, she trusted me implicitly, and didn't hesitate to suggest that we transfer the money from Adrian's business account, to my Bank of America Savings account. The amount would vastly exceed the limits of FDIC protection, but Bank of America wasn't going broke soon.
She logged onto Adrian's computer remotely, and executed a trade from his business account, to my savings account. A few minutes later, I got a text alert that I had successfully made a deposit of just over two and a half million dollars. My heart skipped for the first time in several months, as my luck had finally turned for the better.
Sara then turned the attorney's attention to the state of Adrian's investment business. The CPA pored over the accounts, and came to the same conclusion that Svetlana had. Technically, Adrian was in violation of the fiduciary trust laws, that required him to have enough cash to pay everyone at once. The CPA also told us that if Sara had waited until the news got out about Adrian's finances, her five percent share would have been worthless.
We left the Newport Beach office on cloud nine, albeit for different reasons. I was happy for Sara and I to finally be free of Adrian, even if we were no longer a couple. Sara was happy to be out of that toxic situation, especially as it was apparent that Adrian could not keep his dick in his pants. The lovely young Svetlana was now homeless, but she no longer had to endure Adrian taking a lengthy piss on her, once a week.
Sara, Svetlana and I headed back to Adrian's house, to work on the rest of the plan. We chatted amiably on the way home, and the three of us decided to work as a team to reclaim our lives. Interestingly enough, Sara and I didn't hold much of a grudge against Adrian.
For me, Adrian was doing what I would have done, had the roles been reversed, and I couldn't blame him for that. For Sara, she had been used as a total fuck-toy. However, prior to her sexual encounter with Stacey, that had changed her life, Sara had enjoyed every minute of Adrian's abuse. The fire behind our revenge, was burning within Svetlana, and she wanted Adrian to pay.
Svetlana's first call was to Ivan. We all had some history with Ivan. He was Adrian's personal bodyguard on the rare occasion Adrian needed some muscle, and Adrian's introduction into the Mafia, if he needed some serious fire power. However, like all tough guys, at the end of the day he was a mercenary, available for hire to the highest bidder, which was no longer Adrian.
Ivan met with the three of us, and we showed him the impending collapse of Adrian's finances. He was infinitely grateful to us, as he had millions of dollars in Adrian's fund, wrapped amongst the legitimate NFL money. I surmised it was dirty money, and would later learn it was Bratva cash, Russian Mafia.



We paid him first, and he got one hundred percent of his cash back. He also agreed to send a message to Adrian, to leave us alone, and we compensated him handsomely for doing so. In a rare display of emotion, Ivan told Svetlana and I that we worked well together, and would make a great couple. He also told Svetlana that she had done a great job, and that she was now free to live her own life, the significance of which I would learn later.
Next, Svetlana called back everyone who had left a voicemail for Adrian, identified herself as Adrian's assistant, and recommended complete withdrawal from the fund. We processed the refunds via bank transfer immediately, further depleting Adrian's cash supply. Svetlana was far from done.
She called every one of Adrian's clients, except Phil McKenzie, and recommended withdrawal, and most of them took it. The fund had only lost about ten percent, as it was well diversified, but there wasn't much cash left in it by the time Svetlana had finished. We were satisfied with our retribution, particularly as it had been accomplished without breaking any laws.
I logged onto Adrian's computer and started to snoop around. I wasn't really even sure what I was looking for, but it didn't take me long to find something juicy. As I browsed through his computer, I stumbled upon an email from the travel agency confirming Adrian's flights to India. I opened up the PDF attachment and was surprised to see Adrian was not flying alone. Seated next to him, in the first class cabin, was none other than Miss Koko Yamato.
I knew it had to be Koko from the Vegas wedding. I couldn't believe that Adrian had taken an eighteen year old girl abroad, less than two weeks before his wedding. I opened the search browser on his computer and typed in the word Koko to see if I could get a match. Nothing, so I tried USC, then Los Angeles. Finally, I entered Yamato and got an immediate hit on a file. I opened it up and was rewarded with some very sexy photos of the stunning young Asian.
There were two videos in the file too, and I watched enough of each to realize that they were very incriminating. At least for a man that was about to get married. I copied the file onto a thumb drive and took it to show Sara. She needed to know the truth.
I found Sara and Svetlana in Adrian's bedroom going through his closet drawers, apparently looking for any concrete evidence of his infidelity.
"I think I have found what you are looking for Sara," I said without any joy.
I knew this was going to really hurt her, and I couldn't be happy about it. Sara wanted Svetlana to watch the video too, for moral support. The recording started off innocently enough, with Koko and Adrian having a glass of wine together. Koko was sitting next to him, absentmindedly stroking his cock through his silk pants, as they made out tenderly. Adrian occasionally checked his watch, as if he was expecting someone to arrive.
The doorbell rang and Koko got up from the sofa to answer it. This was Sara's first opportunity to check Koko out, and I could see that she was jealous of how hot Koko was. The young Asian was just stunning. She had a total hardbody, long black straight hair and a very tight ass. She was wearing a beautiful light pink minidress and high heels. She stood up, exuding sexual confidence, and Adrian's eyes undressed her as she walked towards the door.
Koko returned a moment later with a young blonde, who she introduced to Adrian as her roommate, Jamie. Adrian arose confidently and hugged the petite blonde, making no attempt to conceal his erection, which was clearly visible in his silk pants. Jamie was very cute, but lacked Koko's self-assurance, and seemed a lot younger than the Asian girl.
The three of them chatted briefly, before Koko told Jamie it was time to get down to business. Jamie nodded nervously, retrieved her driver license from her purse and handed it to Koko. She scanned it into her iPhone and forwarded it to Adrian. Once Adrian verified that Jamie was above the age of consent, the two girls moved closer to each other and started to kiss. Adrian watched the show intently for a few moments and then, took control, and started to direct it.
"Undress each other," he commanded, as Jamie looked at Koko for moral support.
The two young co-eds kissed and fondled each other as they shed their clothes, and for a moment Jamie seemed to lose some of her inhibition. Once they were down to just their panties and high heels, Adrian stood up and joined them in the middle of the living room floor. Adrian kissed Koko tenderly, the young Asian clearly infatuated with her black sugar daddy. He whispered something in Koko's ear, and she sank gracefully to her knees and began to stroke his erect cock through his silk pants.
Jamie began to kiss Adrian now, her long blonde hair cascading down her back, as she stood on her tiptoes to reach the tall black man. I looked across at Sara briefly, and I could see the disappointment on her face, as she processed the visual of her fiancé enjoying two college girls.
Adrian rested his huge black hand on the young blonde's ass as they kissed. After a few moments, Jamie loosened up and Adrian moved his hand from her ass, placed it on her shoulder, and pushed down firmly. Jamie got the hint, sinking to her knees to join Koko.
"Unzip him Jamie," Koko directed.
Jamie reached for the zipper of Adrian's fly, and unzipped his pants as Koko unbuckled his Prada belt. Adrian watched on in admiration as the two co-eds worked together to remove his pants. As his linen pants hit the floor, Jamie was able to gauge the size of Adrian's cock, and she put one hand over her mouth, as if she were in shock. She tentatively rubbed Adrian's erection through his briefs, with her other hand, marveling at its size.
Adrian was ready for action now and said, "Show Jamie how I like to get treated, Koko."
Koko released Adrian's throbbing cock from his underwear, and pulled the silk briefs down around his ankles.
"Have you ever sucked a black cock before?" she asked Jamie.
"I have never sucked any cock before," the young blonde replied.
"Wow, I had no idea," Koko responded with a smile. "Let me show you what Adrian likes."
Koko took the end of Adrian's cock between her glossed lips, and started to suck it. Adrian inhaled sharply with pleasure and I stole a quick glance at Sara, who was not enjoying this revelation at all.
I was enjoying it very much, however, as the beautiful young Asian sucked Adrian's cock, with great enthusiasm. She sucked and nibbled his balls too, occasionally stopping to give Jamie some tips. After a few minutes Koko withdrew her young lips from Adrian's cock-head, pointed the tip of his dick towards Jamie, and spoke.
"You try it Jamie. Suck your first cock!"
Jamie awkwardly took Adrian's erection into her mouth as Koko coached her on the fine art of cock-sucking.
Jamie's technique was horrible. She clearly had never sucked a cock before. Koko had to teach Jamie the very basics, such as not to make contact with your teeth, and to breathe through your nose. Jamie would stop sucking periodically, to express her concern about her encounter with Adrian.
"My parents would kill me if they knew I was on my knees in front of a black man," she said, to no-one in particular. "Especially for money," she added clarifying for me exactly what Jamie was getting out of their encounter.
"Her Dad is a pastor," Koko said, by way of explanation. "She has had a very sheltered life."
Even though it was Jamie's first ever blowjob, Adrian didn't cut her any slack. He knew that she didn't have any frame of reference, so Adrian started to take liberties with the young girl. After a while, Jamie relaxed, and Adrian started to fuck her face. Not aggressively, but he grabbed her by the ears and started to rock back and forth, making love to her mouth. He was clearly disinterested in the needs of either co-ed, as he selfishly approached his own climax.
The first few times I got sucked off, I was polite enough to tell my girlfriend that I was about to come. Most of the time my girlfriend pulled away, and I would ejaculate on her shoulder or neck. However, if I didn't encounter any resistance, I would come in her mouth. It was always consensual though.
After I had ejaculated, I would leave it up to the woman whether or not she wanted to swallow my load. It just seemed to be the polite thing to do, particularly if the young lady was not that experienced.
Not so for Adrian. He took great delight out of humiliating and embarrassing young women, and Jamie was to be no exception. He gave her absolutely no warning of his impending release. He had apparently told Koko to be quiet too. She definitely would have known that he was about to come, as she sucked his nuts. Koko would have felt Adrian's nuts constrict, but she gave her innocent young friend, zero warning.
Adrian's capacity for the production and release of semen has been well documented in the past, and today was no different. As he thrust between Jamie's pursed lips, and enjoyed Koko's warm mouth on his balls, he unloaded a copious load into the young blonde's mouth. He tightened his grip on her ears, to prevent her from pulling away, and as she gagged and choked, he continued to ejaculate into her mouth.
Adrian shot two ropes of cum into her mouth, and then relaxed his grip on her ears. Jamie reflexively pulled her head back, so that she could breathe. She looked up at him in shock, and his next cumshot splattered on her pretty face. He unloaded two more shots on her face, adjusted the aim of his cock, and shot the rest of his load into her hair.
After he came all over Jamie, Adrian looked down at the two co-eds kneeling before him and took in the visual.
"Now we clean him up," Koko said excitedly, to a very shocked Jamie.
Under the watchful eye of Koko, Jamie tried to remove any traces of Adrian's semen from his cock, using her tongue. Once Koko deemed him clean, she grabbed Jamie's hand, and the two of them hurriedly left the room to take a quick shower.
I had quite an erection watching this blowjob, but Sara was pissed.
"I am done with that asshole," she said firmly. "He just paid that innocent Pastor's daughter to suck his cock. The wedding is off."
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Although I wasn't completely surprised that Sara and Adrian were not destined to get married, the timing, at least for me, was perfect. I had already been released from Adrian's service, and had received everything that was promised to me. At this point I think I still saw Sara and I getting back together, and I knew it was in my best interests to drive a wedge between Adrian and Sara. For this reason, and because I had a throbbing erection, I persuaded Sara and Svetlana to continue watching the footage.
I fast forwarded until the girls came back into the room. Koko and Jamie came back in holding hands and smiling, as if they had just experienced the most enjoyable encounter of their lives. I knew it was an act. Adrian got his jollies from debasing young women, and having them pretend to be happy about it.
They were wearing matching yellow sundresses, and it evoked a strong reaction from Svetlana.
"Those fucking bitches are wearing our clothes," she said angrily. "They have been rooting through our closets."
Svetlana was very possessive about her haute couture wardrobe. She felt that her beautiful clothes defined her, and Adrian spent thousands of dollars on her outfits. In fact, every weekend Adrian permitted Svetlana to buy a brand new dress or outfit, without much consideration of price. The only caveat was that Svetlana had to model her new clothes the following Wednesday at noon, during her weekly golden shower.
Jamie was about Svetlana's size, and was quite obviously wearing her yellow Dior dress.
"I bet that snooty little cunt wouldn't feel so cute if she knew that Adrian had pissed all over the dress she is wearing," she said, with a sense of satisfaction.
Sara laughed at that, and for a moment seemed less jealous. Her jealousy resurfaced seconds later, as Adrian started to explain a consent form to Jamie.
"This form says you consent to anal sex with me, and you understand that I am going to film it," he began, to a wide-eyed Jamie.
"I am not sure any more Adrian," she said fearfully. "I think you might be too much for me to handle in my virgin ass."
Adrian pressed the issue, taking control of the frightened young girl.
"The whole reason you are here tonight, Jamie," he began in a firm, but measured tone, "is to let me take your anal cherry. I have paid you two thousand dollars for the privilege, and you need to keep your end of the deal. Sign the form."
Jamie was still clearly conflicted, but she signed the consent form with a shaky hand.
"Good girl," Adrian said condescendingly, as he inspected her signature and compared it to her driver license on his phone.
"I know you are out of your comfort zone Jamie, but Koko will talk you through it. I took her anal cherry too, and have butt-fucked her tight little ass many times. Does she look any worse for wear to you?"
"No," Jamie answered quietly, as Adrian asserted himself over her.
"Good girl," Adrian said with a little more compassion. "Koko will get you ready."
Adrian had set up two cameras, each on a tripod, to record the young girl's violation. One was positioned right behind her, slightly off to one side, to capture the penetration. The second was positioned to capture the look on the young girl's face, as she got sodomized.
Adrian had obviously edited the tape, or more likely, had someone with more technological savvy than him, edit it. Either way, the footage was now split-screen and would show the anal assault from both ends.
Adrian left the room to allow Koko to prepare Jamie. He was only gone about ten minutes, but Jamie fought Koko every step of the way, as the beautiful Asian girl tried to ready her blonde friend, for her first ass-fucking.
"I think he is too big for me," she said fearfully. "I don't want to be permanently injured."
"Let me prepare you properly, and it won't hurt too bad, I promise you," Koko assured her. "I was scared to death the first time Adrian fucked my ass, and I wasn't getting paid two thousand dollars. Do you just want to give the money back and leave?"
Jamie looked wistfully at her roommate. "Don't be an asshole Koko, you know the money is already spent," Jamie said, realizing her options were limited.
"Well, it is decided then," Koko responded. "Let's prepare you for him. Are you wearing the butt-plug he gave you?"
"Yes, I have had it in all day like you told me to," the Pastor's daughter replied. "It doesn't feel tight anymore."
"That is a good sign Jamie," Koko said. "It means your sphincter is loosened up a little already. Get up on the coffee table on all fours and I will lube you up."
Jamie climbed onto the low wood coffee table and assumed the doggy-style position. Koko got behind her and lowered Jamie's panties to her knees. A black butt-plug was visible protruding from the young blonde's asshole. Koko removed it slowly, and you could see it had done a great job of opening up Jaime's virgin ass. Koko tenderly applied KY anal jelly to Jaime's butthole and a few moments later she was ready.
Koko pulled the young blonde's panties back up to restore some of her innocence, and she waited patiently for her first ass-fucking.
"What a bitch," Svetlana said with disdain, as the three of us watched the tape. "Waiting there on all fours like a fucking dog, for Adrian to take her anal cherry. Kind of reminds me of Chrissy in Vegas," she continued with a laugh.
I turned towards Svetlana, and she smiled apologetically to me.
"Oops, sorry Chris," she said sweetly. "I will work on my lack of sensitivity. I promise!"
Adrian appeared by the coffee table wearing a nice power suit, and full of confidence, as Jaime waited for him, silently in the doggy-style position. He walked over behind Jaime and stood behind her. The young girl looked nervously over her shoulder, and the camera caught her look of distress perfectly. I swallowed nervously and my cock danced around in my jeans.
It was just the perfect picture of submission. The eighteen year old Pastor's daughter, posed seductively in a Dior dress, in the doggy-style position with her anus lubed and stretched by the butt-plug. Koko had pulled her panties back up, not to restore her innocence, but rather to enable the well dressed black man to unwrap his gift of another anal cherry. The three of us looked at each other, as we realized that Adrian had taken this gift from us all, although my violation was by far the worst.
Adrian picked up the black butt-plug from the coffee table and walked slowly around to Jamie's head. She looked up at him nervously and he spoke.
"Did you use an anal cleanser earlier today?" he asked the young girl.
"Yes, Adrian, I did it twice, as you directed," she replied, her voice trembling.
"Then I take it you are confident that your anal passage is clean?" he said.
"Very confident," she replied, her wavering voice not conveying her confidence by any stretch of the imagination.
"Good girl," he said condescendingly. "Open your mouth and hold this."
He inserted the butt-plug between her young lips, and she obediently held it between them, barely able to hide her look of disgust. Adrian walked slowly back around behind her.
"Unwrap my gift, Koko," he ordered, as Koko slowly removed Jaime's panties.
Once Jaime's panties were on the floor, Adrian slowly unzipped his pants and told Koko to get his cock out. Koko fished his huge black cock out through his zipper and sank to her knees. She sucked his cock for a few moments until it was fully erect, then applied a liberal coating of KY anal jelly. Then she lined the tip of it up with the entrance to Jaime's asshole. Adrian moved forward barely an inch, so that the head of his cock was pushing against her sphincter, and paused for dramatic effect.
Jamie's eyes were wide open, fear visible on her young face. The Pastor's daughter was still a virgin, and she was about to lose her anal cherry before her vaginal one. Adrian had a look of satisfaction on his face, smug in the knowledge that he was the first guy to bust open Jamie's ass. He pushed the tip of his cock through her tight sphincter, and it closed around his shaft as he entered her.
Jaime was very scared and in obvious distress as Adrian eased his massive cock inside her teenage ass. Koko moved round to Jaime's side and was whispering words of encouragement to her college roommate, as Adrian continued to force his way inside.
Jaime was tearing up a little, but didn't speak, presumably afraid of the consequences of dropping the butt-plug, that she now held in her teeth.
"Don't cry baby," Koko whispered gently, "try and relax, it will hurt less."
Adrian didn't give a fuck about Jamie's level of distress or discomfort. He just wanted to get his rocks off. He had paid Jaime two thousand dollars for her anal cherry and, unbeknownst to Jaime, had also paid her best friend and roommate, Koko, five hundred dollars to entice Jamie to step out of her comfort zone, and let him sodomize her.
Once he was balls-deep, he let Jaime gather her wits, and then started to very slowly fuck her ass. She stopped crying and tried to put a brave face on it. As her sphincter relaxed, and her anal passage adjusted to accommodate the length and girth of Adrian's cock, the pain dissipated. I can tell you from experience that being butt-fucked by Adrian is not pleasurable, but it is not entirely painful either.
Once Adrian was in a rhythm, and Jaime was taking his assault without too much issue, Koko moved around to Adrian's side.
"How does she feel baby?" Koko asked. "Nice and tight? You own that ass, is it worth two grand?"
"Fuck yeah, Koko," Adrian responded, "the Pastor's daughter has a tight little ass. She is definitely giving up her anal cherry right now. That is worth every penny I paid for it."
A look of abject shame flashed across Jamie's face, as she processed the fact that this dominant black man, who was old enough to be her father, had purchased her anal cherry.
I looked across at Sara, as the three of us watched the tape and she looked very down trodden. I couldn't blame her. It was only a few days until the wedding and she was watching her fiancé enjoy two co-eds, one of whom was a virgin.
"Do you want me to stop the tape?" I asked.
Sara didn't respond, but Svetlana replied with a resounding, "Fuck no. I want to see what happens to my dress!"
My eyes widened at the insensitivity of Svetlana's comment, but Sara tried to assuage my concerns.
"She has a right to know what happened to her Dior dress," Sara said. "That is a three thousand dollar dress."
The two girls were in agreement about continuing to watch the tape, and I sat silently enjoying the performance.
Adrian had established a steady rhythm as he butt-fucked the Pastor's daughter. Jaime had got over the initial shock of having a huge black cock in her anal passage, and while I wouldn't characterize her demeanor as cheerful, she had stopped crying. She still held the butt-plug in between her teeth, so was unable to speak, for fear of dropping it.
Koko kissed the side of Adrian's face, and scratched his stomach with her manicured fingernails as he sodomized her college roommate. She moved her lips to his ear and started to talk dirty to him.
"Do you want me to suck your nuts while you fuck Jaime?" she asked eagerly.
"Get on the table, Koko, and eat Jamie's pussy," he directed her.
The beautiful young Asian was apparently used to Adrian's direction, because she got onto the low-slung oversized coffee table, and slid underneath Jamie and Adrian, face first. As Adrian fucked Jaime's ass from behind, Koko raised her hand slightly and started to lick her roommate's clitoris. I saw Jamie stiffen up as Koko's tongue teased her genitalia, and one side of the split-screen recording showed her eyes widen.
Koko sucked on Jamie's clit making lewd slurping sounds and the Pastor's daughter was responding favorably. After a few moments the sucking sounds were replaced by a slightly different noise, and it was apparent that Koko's tongue had entered Jamie's vagina. Jamie closed her eyes and lowered her head slightly, as she enjoyed the young Asian's lips on her.
Even though Jamie and Koko were in the sixty-nine position, Jamie did not reciprocate, afraid as she was to drop the butt-plug from her mouth. Jaime came fairly quickly on Koko's face, and I realized that the two college roommates had enjoyed each other in the past. Koko brought Jaime to another very quick orgasm, although she was not very vocal when she came, due to the butt-plug in her mouth.
Adrian realized that the sex toy was inhibiting her enjoyment, and spoke.
"You may drop the butt-plug Jaime," he ordered, "and eat Koko's pussy."
Jamie spat the black silicone plug out, and made a disgusted face, as she processed what Adrian had just made her do. Then, as Koko brought her back to the edge, she slowly lowered her eager lips onto Koko's freshly shaved pussy. Jaime had one more orgasm on Koko's face, and was much more vocal this time.
I saw Koko scoot forward a couple of inches and then Adrian tensed up, as she was presumably nibbling his nuts. Adrian's pleasure was visible from both camera angles. As he faced one tripod, a look of abject pleasure came over his face, as Koko worked to increase his enjoyment. The camera behind him caught him tensing his buttocks under the new stimulation. Jamie continued to eat Koko's pussy as she got her ass fucked.
The back of Koko's head finally emerged from beneath Adrian's muscular ass, and she started to give him a rimjob. He moved his knees further apart to facilitate her access, and picked up the pace of his thrusting into Jamie. A few moments later, Adrian cried out as he ejaculated into the teenager's anal passage. Koko continued to rim Adrian as he composed himself, and he finally withdrew from Jamie's ass. The two girls remained in the sixty-nine position awaiting further instructions.
Adrian stood up straight, and surveyed the two teenage roommates, as they waited passively for his next move. Apparently he decided he wanted Jamie to clean him up, because he walked over to her end of the table, and positioned his still erect cock at the entrance to her mouth. Jamie had a look of disgust on her face as she processed Adrian's latest expectations.
"Suck him clean, Jamie," Koko ordered. "If you cleansed correctly there will be no aftertaste."
The Pastor's daughter tentatively extended her tongue and started to lick Adrian's cock clean. Adrian allowed her to stall for a brief moment, before forcing his cock between her lips. Jaime did suck him clean but she was obviously disgusted by the whole ass to mouth scenario.
After Adrian was satisfied that he had humiliated the young girl sufficiently, he withdrew from her lips.
"I am going to take a shower," he informed them. "Let yourselves out, you may keep the dresses."
With that, he was gone.
Sara looked crestfallen as she absorbed what she had just witnessed. The tape continued to play, and showed two very different reactions to the event, from Jamie and Koko.
Jamie was obviously still disgusted with herself. She was looking down dejectedly, fixating on the black silicone plug that had been in her ass for several hours, before ending up in her mouth. She kept dry-heaving and I thought she was going to vomit.
Koko, by contrast, had got to her feet and was admiring her new Dior dress in the mirror just in front of coffee table. She twirled seductively, as if she was imagining where she might wear it. For her, everything had a price, and she was ecstatic with the events of the evening. She had been paid five hundred dollars to serve Jamie's anal cherry on a platter to Adrian. To top it off, she had been gifted a three thousand dollar Dior dress.
Jaime took her yellow dress off and left it on the coffee table. She apparently had no interest in ever seeing the outfit that she wore to lose her anal cherry, again.
"Well at least I still have my Dior dress," Svetlana said, with her continued insensitivity.
I flashed Svetlana a disapproving look and she realized that she was being inappropriate. She lowered her head to signal her apology, and then said something in a deadly serious tone, that had a sobering effect on the room.
"Adrian will pay for that infidelity, Sara, I promise you," she said ominously. "Ivan feels indebted to us for extricating him from that failing fund, without any financial loss. The Bratva inserted Ivan into Adrian's house to keep close tabs on their investment. They would have cut Ivan's balls off and made him eat them, had he lost their money. I am going to leverage that appreciation into a world of hurt for Adrian. One day I will take Adrian's anal cherry from him, bent over that fucking coffee table."
Sara gave Svetlana a half-hearted smile, but I knew she was deadly serious. At that moment, I felt nothing but love for that young Czech girl, but I was also eternally grateful to be on the same side as her.
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Once we had determined the extent of Adrian's infidelity, I wanted a deeper look into his business dealings. As I gave the numbers a quick once over, two things became immediately apparent to me. Firstly, the quarterly returns had no relationship to the health or performance of the fund. Adrian had seemingly plucked a number out of the air and paid it out as a dividend. Of course, because the returns were so much higher than the real world returns, no-one wanted their money back. Everybody just rolled the dividends over, so that the Ponzi scheme remained intact.
Secondly, Adrian paid Phil an increased return on his one hundred million dollar investment. Phil made almost four percent in the last quarter alone, so he would be a fool to ask for any of his dividends in cash. I had a detailed look through Phil's file, and found an addendum to the contract. This allowed Phil weekly access to Koko, for two hours every Friday night. Apparently, Adrian had used the young USC student as a bargaining chip to accommodate Phil's appetite for young Asian pussy.
Later on, when the time felt right, I asked Sara about her relationship with Phil. Apparently, as soon as Sara was revealed to be a blonde, Phil lost interest and tasked Adrian with find him some replacement Asian pussy. Sara had no clue that it was Koko, so I felt no need to share that with her.
Although it probably made good business sense to lend Koko to Phil, it undoubtedly infuriated Adrian that Phil got balls-deep in his young girlfriend, once a week.
Later that afternoon, Adrian called Sara. He was at Indira Ghandi International Airport in Delhi, and had finally got a reliable wireless connection. He wanted an update, and was concerned because he had received two calls from close friends, claiming that a woman had called them, and advised them to close their accounts at his firm.
Sara was evasive on the phone, and I had to remind her that she was no longer under Adrian's thumb. She finally told Adrian that the wedding was off, as he was still fucking Samantha, and apparently Koko too. Adrian told her not to be hasty, and they could talk about it when he got back to San Clemente.
"There is nothing left to talk about. I watched the tape of you sodomizing Jaime. Fuck you, Adrian. You had better watch your back, you asshole," Sara said, before hanging up on him.
We had almost twenty hours before Adrian could possibly show up, so we worked to get Sara and Svetlana's stuff out of there. The girls had different approaches in deciding what to take with them. Sara grabbed her magic egg and the Apple Watch first, which wasn't surprising, as it was that anal vibrator that started this whole months' long saga. Svetlana got into Adrian's Apple account, and deleted the Apple Watch from his devices. She explained that this was just in case he tried to reset the watch to factory settings, and delete the remote function for the vibrating egg.
Svetlana wanted to take her entire wardrobe, and started to pack using Sara's Rimowa suitcase collection. Sara did pack some of her sexy clothes, but she left a lot of things too.
"I don't want to bring anything that I wore, while Adrian defiled me," Sara said.
Svetlana giggled at this notion, and said, "Adrian has defiled me in all my cutest clothes. He loves to make me put on a Chanel dress, only to kneel before him, so that he can piss on me."
Sara made a disgusted face, and focused on the more sentimental stuff, like her photos and her High School Year Book. When she came across her High School cheerleader uniform, she was conflicted. Although it was obviously a sentimental item, she had also been defiled in it. Horribly defiled. Urinated on, for fuck's sake!
"Take it Sara," I suggested. "You can always throw it away later, if it bothers you."
Svetlana had no qualms about packing anything that Adrian had pissed on. She was also technically homeless.
"You can stay with us, at Chris' place, for a few days until you get back on your feet," Sara offered.
Svetlana asked me if that was okay and I nodded, surprised that Sara was planning on coming home with me.
When they were all packed we had used all six of Sara's Glacier Blue suitcases, all of Adrian's Aluminum Rimowa trunks, and still had some clothes left hanging in the closet. It was a very short drive from my house to Adrian's, and I dropped the girls off, grabbed my own empty suitcases, and went back for more of the clothes. I packed the rest of Sara's and Svetlana's stuff, and loaded it into the limousine.
I checked Adrian's voicemail one more time, and there were six new messages. He had probably already boarded the plane, which is why he never got the messages yet. There were three messages from clients looking to close their accounts, and three messages from Ivan.
The first message was Ivan quitting, and asking Adrian to call him back, as they needed to go over the new arrangements, regarding the security of Chris, Sara and Svetlana. The second and third messages were progressively more aggressive, and finally, Ivan told Adrian he would send him a message, to show him that he was serious. I deleted all three messages from Ivan, and then I processed the account closure requests, from Adrian's three clients.
I was about to leave, when someone kicked in the front door. Two huge guys came into the house, and they were armed. They were wearing ski masks, and speaking a foreign language, so I knew they were Ivan's guys. One of the guys told me to kneel, zip tied my hands behind my back, and then bound my feet together with some rope. He took my picture, and sent it to someone, and then they were off looking for Adrian.
About five minutes later, they had cleared the house and had obviously established my identity, as I was released with an apology. Ivan called one of the guys moments later, and the masked thug handed me the phone. Ivan was much more deferential now that I was his employer, calling me "Mr. Chris", instead of "lipgloss boy!"
Ivan asked when Adrian would be home, telling me that Adrian had ignored his requests to call him back, and needed to be taught a lesson for that. I guessed it would be sixteen hours or so, and Ivan said that his men would wait.
"Do you have any special requests for Adrian's punishment?" Ivan asked ominously.
I never took Ivan's bait and he dropped his line of questioning. The masked men never did reveal themselves to me, but I heard smashing sounds throughout the house, so they were obviously vandalizing the place.
I wasn't going to engage in any criminal activity, but I did share the location of Adrian's wall-safe with Ivan, and he told me another guy was on the way to open it. I couldn't resist giving Adrian a parting gift. I went into his closet, and opened the drawer full of his beloved pocket squares. I urinated all over the expensive silk accessories, that he cherished so much. He would know that was it me, but wouldn't be able to do anything about it.
After I zipped up, I surveyed the disgusting mess, took a picture of it, and downloaded it onto Adrian's computer, using an SD card. Then, using his email account, I emailed it to him, so that its origin could never be proven definitively. I also selected the gross image as his screen-saver. Then I texted Ivan, and told him to leave Adrian's pocket square drawer and his office computer intact.
Just before I left, I did a quick check of the house. Ivan's guys were taking a break from destroying the place, and were making something to eat. I let them know I was leaving, and placed the black strap-on dildo and the rattan cane on the table, between them.
"Ivan asked me if I had any special requests," I began. "If you want to convey a clear message that Adrian is done in this town, use these," I said.
I went into Adrian's bedroom, and there was a big pile of destroyed suits and dress shirts on the floor. His closet had been ransacked, but his pocket square drawer remained untouched and smelled of piss! I closed the drawer to keep the odor contained, and left the property.
Sara, Svetlana and I returned later to drop off the limousine, and to grab the Maserati and the Bentley, as they were both solely registered in Sara's name.
When I got back to my place, Sara and Svetlana were snuggling together watching television, in their matching yellow babydolls. They looked so cute dressed identically, with their matching yellow g-strings, and their hair adorned with the feminine accessory of a yellow ribbon. My cock throbbed in my jeans as I admired them. This was going to take some getting used to on my part. Adrian had spent hundreds of thousands of dollars on clothing for the girls, much of it on identical outfits for the three of them. The visual was very exciting and I struggled to remain a gentleman.
They had both taken a bath, and had opened a celebratory bottle of wine. Their wine glasses were on the table next to a large black bag. I didn't have any drugs in my house, and Sara was starting to have slight symptoms of withdrawal, so she decided to go to bed. My house is very modest compared to Adrian's, but I have three bedrooms, so Sara and Svetlana's stuff was piled up in the two guest bedrooms. Sara said good night, and limped out of the room with her glass of wine.
"Pour yourself a drink handsome, and let's celebrate our big win," Svetlana said with a sweet smile.
I poured myself a vodka, and sat on the sofa next to the young Czech girl. She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the cheek, thanking me for getting her out of Adrian's iron grip. She placed her manicured hand on my thigh, and I felt my cock stiffen. It felt strange to finally be out of the cock-cage, and for the first time in weeks, I had an erection that I could actually do something with.
Svetlana and I made eye contact, and we kissed tenderly. She was just so breathtakingly beautiful, that my cock strained against the fabric of my jeans. As we made out, she slid her hand up my thigh, and made direct contact with my cock through my jeans.
"I need to pay my rent," she said seductively, as she squeezed my erection.
"Svetlana, you are welcome to stay with Sara and I, until you get back on your feet," I told her. "However, I don't expect anything in return, and you shouldn't feel obligated to me in any way."
She laughed, and said, "Okay then, I need to take care of my man," and continued to tease me through my jeans.
My cock throbbed under her touch, particularly as I now knew I was going to get some release. Svetlana had tortured me sexually for months, but I was always aware that it was leading nowhere. Now, as she raked her manicured nails across my erection, all I could think about was getting off. I knew I wasn't going to last long.
Svetlana knew I had the hots for her, and she was also aware that I had a habit of coming quickly around beautiful women. So, to save me the embarrassment of a premature ejaculation, during sexual activity with her, she decided to make me come in my pants.
I wasn't aware of her decision at this point, but it definitely made sense. Svetlana locked eyes with me, her piercing blue contact lenses contrasting beautifully with her platinum blonde bangs. She rubbed my cock through the denim of my jeans, with an even stroke, maintaining the perfect amount of pressure to eventually induce my orgasm. Then she added the aural stimulation as she started to talk to me, detailing all of the delights that she had in store for me.
"How do you want me first, baby?" she teased. "We have so much sexual history, but most of it is unfinished. How would like to have your first orgasm?"
I grunted, unable to verbalize my desires, as I headed quickly towards my release. There were so many options running through my head, I couldn't narrow it down to one favorite. I wanted Svetlana to suck my cock. I wanted to fuck her doggy-style, vaginally and anally. I wanted to tit-fuck her. I wanted to make love to her in the missionary position, staring into her beautiful blue eyes as I unloaded deep inside her. The only thing I didn't want, was to shoot my load into my underwear. However, her touch felt so good, I didn't want her to stop.
"I want you to fuck my ass," Svetlana said. "I will dress up for you in a cute skirt with my signature garter belt and stockings. You don't need to wear a condom either, baby. From now on, I will be available for your enjoyment only."
I let out a whimper, as I processed what this young Czech girl was offering me. Svetlana stopped rubbing my cock through my jeans and hopped on to my lap. She put her knees on the sofa either side of me, and lowered herself slowly onto my throbbing erection.
Svetlana started to dry-hump me through my jeans, grinding her crotch into mine. She leaned forward and gave me a tender open-mouthed kiss, before continuing to grind on me. I hadn't dry-humped someone since I was in High School, and it brought back memories of long make-out sessions with my teenage girlfriends.
Svetlana placed her lips against my ear, and whispered seductively, "I want you to come for me baby."
It didn't take long, unsurprisingly. As she ground on my cock and continued to offer me promises of all kinds of sexual release, I blew my load into my briefs. I came really hard, and was moaning in pleasure, as she smiled and egged me on. I could feel my ejaculate pooling in my briefs and it was a copious load. Svetlana slowed her grinding motions slightly, but continued to rock in my lap until I asked her to stop.
Svetlana and I started to kiss again, as I enjoyed the continued sensations of my orgasm. After my post-orgasmic bliss started to wear off, it was replaced with embarrassment. I had just exploded in my pants like a teenager for fuck's sake.
"I am sorry for coming so quickly, Svetlana," I said quietly. "It has just been so long since I have been around a beautiful woman, with the cage off."
"That was my plan handsome," she replied, "You will last longer the second time. We can make out until you get hard again, baby."
"I would rather talk Svetlana, if that is okay with you," I said, in attempt to get to know her better. "There is so much I want to know about you, where you grew up, your family life. What happened to you that makes you be so sweet and then so mean?"
I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth. I could see I had touched the same raw nerve, as I had when I asked her what was in it for her to stay with Adrian. Tears welled up in her eyes and her bottom lip was quivering.
"I can wait until you are ready," I offered.
"I will never be truly ready," she said as she started to cry softly, "but I want you to know my story."
Svetlana shared her story with me that night, albeit piecemeal, between sobs, as she cautiously unveiled the gruesome horrors of her life in the Czech Republic. The more I listened and the less I judged, the more she shared. She had grown up poor in the small town of Minkovice, about fifty miles from Prague. Her parents were both hard working people, her Dad a coal miner and her mom a waitress. The tentacles of organized crime had permeated the town in which they lived, and from an early age, Svetlana had witnessed the perks of being involved in the Mafia, and the brutal consequences of violating any of the hundreds of unwritten codes.
Her twelve year old brother was shot dead in the street for stealing bread, when Svetlana was nine, and although she didn't witness the murder, the ominous presence of the gunman at her brother's funeral was terrifying for her. She couldn't understand why her father hadn't sought retribution, particularly as everyone in the small town knew who the murderer was.
When she got into her formative years, Svetlana blossomed into an incredibly beautiful young woman. While she attracted the attentions of the local boys, it was the Mafia that observed her from a distance, considering her as a prime candidate for induction into sexual slavery. It was apparent that as soon as she turned eighteen, and was able to apply for and travel on, her own passport, she was headed to Budapest or Warsaw, to work as a consort. Most of the young women that were abducted into sexual slavery ended up in the brothels of Eastern Europe, but Svetlana was stunning in every way, and deserved more. She would be a consort for an older established man, either within the upper echelons of government, or organized crime.
It didn't matter to the sex traffickers. Once they had hold of a beautiful young girl, she was available to the highest bidder. Svetlana knew this, and as soon as she turned eighteen, she was put to the test, and she made some decisions that shaped her life.
Svetlana was still in High School when her life was upended. She was home doing her schoolwork, when some armed thugs kicked in her front door, and pinned her father down on the living room floor, accusing him of owing them a gambling debt. Once they had searched and neutralized any threat within the household, the local crime boss, Igor, entered the property.
He clearly carried a lot of respect within the organized crime world, having ties to the Bratva, or Russian Mafia. The other men remained silent, while Igor surveyed the situation. Svetlana's dad owed Igor lots of money, money that he didn't have, and they were going to take a pound of flesh, literally.
"Cut his hand off," Igor barked, "Let it be a lesson to anyone else who owes me money," he said, as Svetlana's father begged for forgiveness.
When Svetlana realized that this was not an idle threat, she stepped forward from the shadows, her confidence belying the fact that she was just eighteen years old.
"Take me to repay the debt," she offered. "Leave my Dad alone, and take me instead."
Igor, held up his arm to stop his enforcers from amputating Svetlana's father's hand.
"You are a very brave girl," he said, condescendingly, "what are you proposing?"
"I'm am a woman, not a girl," Svetlana corrected him. "I recently turned eighteen years old. Take me to satisfy my father's debt."
Igor was no stranger to forcing the young women of Minkovice into his bed, but this one was different. She was stunning, in every conceivable way, but she was also confident and intelligent.
Igor ignored her father's pleas to punish him instead, and Svetlana left that night with the local crime lord. She left with the clothes on her back, and a small backpack that he allowed her to bring. Svetlana filled it with photos, her High School Yearbook, and some family mementos.
Igor watched impassively as she selected a few clothes to wear, and, pointing at her High School Cheerleader Uniform, said, "Bring that too," rather ominously.
"When Igor plucked me out of my family home on that fateful night, it changed me in ways that I still cannot comprehend," Svetlana confided in me. "I only intervened to slow things down, in an attempt to infuse some sanity into the situation. These thugs had already murdered my brother, gunning him down in the street for stealing bread because we were hungry. I knew if they cut off my dad's hand, that wouldn't be the end of the matter. I had heard similar stories all over our small town."
"What had you heard, Svetlana?" I asked with concern. "What did you think was going to happen?"
"They would have cut my father's hand off first," she said calmly. "Then they would have watched and taunted him, as he dealt with the pain. Soon after they maimed my father, they would have started drinking his vodka, toasting him with each shot, to add insult to injury. Once they had enjoyed a few drinks, and knowing they could act with impunity, they would have raped my mother and I, and forced my father to watch. The violence and sexual assault would have risen as the vodka flowed, and at some point my father would have inevitably pushed back. At that point, his death would be justifiable under their crazy code of honor, and they would have killed everyone in the house, because they felt disrespected."



"Jesus, Svetlana, I had no idea," I said truthfully.
"Things are different there," she explained. "We had no cell phones, we didn't even have a landline at our house. Even if we had managed to contact the police, they would have cleared it with the local crime lord, before they responded to the call. I knew I had to slow things down, so I offered myself up as payment."
"What did you think would happen?" I asked, not really wanting to hear the answer.
"I didn't have time to think, I acted," she responded. "To stop my dad losing his hand."
"What happened next?" I asked.
"When I stepped out of the shadows, dressed as I was in my pajamas, I felt the gangsters undressing me with their eyes, and my immediate concern was that my dad would resist them and end up getting us all killed. That is why I invited Igor upstairs to watch me pack. It defused the situation, and bought us all some time."
Svetlana told me that Igor insructed her to pack a small bag of personal items, and a few clothes. Apparently, she grabbed some jeans and sweaters before he intervened and made her bring her best dress, the one that she wore to church every Sunday, and her High School Cheerleader Uniform. Grab the pompoms too, he had instructed her.
Svetlana may have been an innocent eighteen year old when Igor snatched her from her family home, but she was not totally naive. She knew exactly why the older man had ordered her to pack her Cheerleader Uniform. Three hours later, as she adjusted to her new reality in Igor's home in Prague, she was mortified to be forced to perform her Cheerleader routine for Igor and three of his henchmen. The four men watched her intently as she danced and posed for them, the suggestions becoming increasingly lewd, the more vodka they drank. Svetlana was forced to perform a seductive strip-tease for them, and ended up giving them all several lap-dances. Two of the older guys wanted blowjobs but Igor, as the senior member of the crew, made her lay on her back naked, allowing the three of them to masturbate on her instead.
After the goons ejaculated on her, they left and Igor threatened Svetlana, giving her a clear-cut choice to make. Either she could submit to his every whim and be his sex slave, or he would turn her over to the Bratva (Russian Mafia) brothel in Moscow, where she would be forced to service upwards of twenty men per day, seven days a week.
Svetlana was not stupid. Even at the tender age of eighteen, she was able to suppress her idealism and recognize the gravity of her situation. Either way she was destined to be a plaything for an older man. It made sense for her to submit to this one, and remain within fifty miles of her family. She had envisioned Warsaw or Budapest as her final destination, both of which were close enough to home that it was not completely out of the realm of possibility of seeing her parents again. However, Moscow, within the borders of Mother Russia, was twelve hundred miles away, and much harder to access without permission.
Yes, she reasoned, Igor was the right play for the moment. Svetlana needed to get her hooks into this man, fulfill his every need and desire, no mater how depraved.
She knew exactly what was expected of her at this juncture, and she performed admirably. She took a shower to cleanse herself of the thugs' semen, dressed up in her Cheerleader Uniform, complete with the pompoms, and offered herself to the older man. She had given a few of the High School Football players blowjobs dressed as a Cheerleader, but so far her virginity was intact. This was apparently going to end this evening at the hands of Igor.
"I thought I was the first man to make love to you in that uniform, Svetlana," I said interrupting her story.
"I couldn't tell you or Adrian the truth about Igor," she admitted. "In truth, Igor took all my firsts."
My heart sank as I tried to process what Svetlana must have gone through at the hands of this gangster. Svetlana broke my train of thought as she continued her sordid tale.
"Igor took my virginity that night," she said with a wavering voice, "vaginal and anal. After he came in my ass, he fell asleep. I sat up all night in the recliner, still dressed in my High School Cheerleader Uniform, too scared to join him in bed. For the first three weeks of our relationship, he fucked me five or six times a day. It was as if he couldn't believe I was his, and he wanted to use me as much as possible before he lost me. I begged him to let me finish High School, and in exchange for total compliance in the bedroom, Igor granted me my wish of an education. His only caveat was that I learn Russian, as he thought that I might be able to help him in his dealings with the Bratva. He was very controlling, and would drive me to school and pick me up. His henchmen beat up a couple of my classmates just for talking to me, but soon after that the guys at school would avoid me like the plague."
"Did you graduate that particular school?" I asked, captivated by her story.
"He allowed me to graduate with my High School class, although it was Igor who attended the ceremony in the parental role."
"Did you go to college after that, Svetlana? Was that also in the Czech Republic?"
"I persuaded my new Daddy to allow me to attend college. Obviously, Igor wasn't going to let his latest fuck-toy actually go to Prague, so I enrolled online, and did my studies from home."
"How did you persuade him to let you enroll in college?" I asked.
"The same way I persuaded him to do anything," she responded, "through sex and a lot of begging. I also made him believe that I loved him, and that I enjoyed being his plaything. That elevated his level of trust in me, but it came at a price."
"In what way, Svetlana," I said softly.
"When I started school, the physical abuse increased," she began. "Igor was drinking heavily by this time, and his sexual demands got more depraved as he noticed I never gave him any pushback. I was focused on getting my degree, as I knew it was my way out. Igor wanted sex more frequently and with a greater degree of submission on my part. He would tie me up and fuck my ass without any lubrication, often causing my anus to bleed. He would make me have threesomes with other women, and beat me without provocation. He sterilized me before I turned nineteen years of age, removing the decision to have children from me. Igor made me get his name tattooed on the inside of my labia. Once he was informed that it was a very painful procedure, he decided that I would endure it without local anesthesia, and with an audience. Six of the new Bratva recruits were invited to watch, as the tattoo artist branded me with Igor's name and a disgusting pejorative."
"Jesus, Svetlana, I had no idea," I whispered, not daring to ask her what slur Igor had marked her with.
"Later on he tattooed his name on my lower back in Russian, so that other men would know that I belonged to him," she continued, weeping softly. "Adrian covered it with his own marking, which is why my tramp-stamp is so big."
My heart sank when she shared this with me. I always assumed she had enjoyed the college experience in the beautiful city of Prague. I imagined Svetlana and her college boyfriend walking along the banks of the River Vltava, or having coffee in Wenceslas Square as they studied together. Truth be known, Svetlana studied late at night, after Igor had blown his load inside her vagina or anus, and fallen asleep, in a drunken stupor.
"Jesus, I am sorry, Svetlana," I said.
"The abuse made me hate men. When I met you, and I realized that you were being blackmailed by Adrian, torturing you seemed like a way for me to get back at men, for everything Igor put me through. I am so sorry, baby."
In a way I was glad to know that Svetlana wasn't really a sociopath. She had just been subjected to so much abuse, that she needed an outlet, something to punish, and that happened to be me. She was crying again now, and I asked her if she wanted to change the subject.
"This is good for me," she maintained, "it is very painful but cathartic. Some of these things I have suppressed for years. After enough abuse, it starts to feel normal. Once Igor tired of the sexual and physical abuse, he turned to psychological torture. He would keep me naked for weeks at a time. He had parties where he would invite other men into the house, and make me serve them drinks or dance my routines for them naked. Sometimes, I had to masturbate for their amusement."
"Did he make you have sex with them?" I said with some trepidation.
"Penetrative sex, very rarely," she said. "Twice in four years he gave me to someone else to enjoy. They were very senior Bratva guys, and I was given out of respect. One of the guys took me for a month, and my Russian improved greatly thanks to the immersion in the language. That was how I learned of Vlad's position in the organization, and that was what set the ball in motion for my plan to meet, and seduce him. Igor treated me very poorly the last six months we were together and I had some concerns for my long-term mental health, as the psychological abuse increased."
"Do you want to change the subject?" I repeated, as I started to feel uneasy with the direction this conversation was heading.
"Like I said, baby, I have buried this shit for years. It feels good to unload some of it. Igor spent the last six months of our relationship telling me I was useless. He had a new young girl as his lover, an eighteen year old who was the daughter of working class parents, that were indebted to the Bratva. I guess my servitude to him gave him the idea to take a second sex slave, but in the process I got discarded. I was demoted to house servant, forced to wait on him and his new girlfriend. She was a very cruel young woman, and got off on physical abuse of me. Igor would allow her, actually encourage her, to beat me regularly with a riding crop. After she had whipped me into submission, they would make me lie face down on the floor, and watch as several of the young Bratva recruits jerked off on me. At that point, I feared for my safety and hatched my plan to leave."
"I had a steely resolve to have a better life than what the Czech Republic could offer, and I graduated from the University of Economics, with Honors and top of my class. I received multiple offers to pursue my Master's in Accounting, including two in the United States, that were completely paid for. After much consideration, I decided that I wanted to attend USC, in Los Angeles. There was no way Igor was going to let me leave his bedroom, let alone the Czech Republic, but I had a plan, and at the first opportunity, I put it into action."
Svetlana went on to tell me that a few weeks after she had graduated, Igor was invited to a wedding of a regional crime boss. There was going to be lots of Czech Republic Mafia guys there, and some high level Bratva guys. Law enforcement were there also, doing surveillance, so most of the gangsters brought their girlfriends, in an attempt to legitimize the ceremony.
"Tatiana, Igor's new girlfriend, was very sick when the important Bratva wedding came around. Igor was in a difficult position and he decided to escort me to the wedding, over Tatiana's objections. I had to borrow a dress from her, because Igor had given her all of my nice clothes, as he kept me naked most of the time. Even though Tatiana was bedridden, she threatened me with sustained and escalated abuse as soon as she got better. It was at that point that I decided I needed to leave Igor's house as soon as possible."
Svetlana was a truly stunning woman by this point, a total standout among all the female attendees, and she caught the attention of all of the men, even the married ones. Svetlana was polite and demure as the men vied for her attention, as she didn't want to inflame Igor, if her plan didn't come to fruition. It wasn't long before she was approached by Vlad, one of the senior Bratva guys, someone who was a decision maker within the illicit organization.
Svetlana was very skilled in the art of seduction, and she turned on her charms as Vlad showed interest in her. Normally, Svetlana acted demurely when approached by men, but she had limited time with this man, and she knew that he was in a position to help her.
Svetlana sucked Vlad off in the wine cellar, as two henchmen stood outside the door, standing guard, to protect this influential man. She hung all over him like an infatuated schoolgirl, as he recovered from his orgasm. As they chatted, she presented him with an opportunity to advance his business interests. She told him that she had recently graduated top of her class and had been offered a scholarship in the United States. While her perfect English and innocuous background would enable her to blend in whilst in Los Angeles, her prodigious math ability would enable her to find a safe haven for some of the ill-gotten money, that the crime family currently hoarded in safe houses. Svetlana's plan was to find a renegade investment broker, who blurred the lines in search of increased returns.
Even though Vlad thought the plan had promise, he was non-committal at first. He told her he would think about it. Svetlana knew she only had one shot at him, so she changed her tactics.
"Please," she begged him, "at least take me home with you. Igor is very jealous and he will fuck me up, when he sees I have fallen for someone else."
Her choice of words flattered Vlad, and it appeared that her manipulative manner had won him over. However, just to make sure, Svetlana allowed Vlad to fuck her tight little ass over the countertop in the wine cellar. She faked multiple orgasms and professed her undying love for him, as he ejaculated inside her anal passage.
"That was the night I sucked Vlad off for the first time," she confessed. "When I offered him my ass to fuck, I made sure to remove my dress first. It would have been more likely for a man of his stature to bend me over something, rip my panties off, and sodomize me. However, I wanted him to see my bruises and whip marks from the riding crop, so that he would believe that I was fearful for my life, and rescue me."
This was the icing on the cake, and Vlad took Svetlana home with him that night. He sent a couple of his goons to Igor's place to pick up her personal things, and apparently Igor got aggressive, and ended up getting killed in the ensuing gunfight.
"Vlad snuffed him out because of the liberties he took with me," Svetlana told me with a grin. "Igor would never have fought back against a Bratva man."
"That was also the night that I would learn the meaning of the expression, out of the frying pan and into the fire," Svetlana continued, "as Vlad was just as sadistic as Igor. Years later, after experiencing Adrian's dominant streak, I came to realize that the unfettered sadistic abuse was situational, rather than embedded in the individual man's personality."
"How so?" I asked with confusion written on my face.
"Igor, Vlad and Adrian are not evil men," she stated with some conviction. "They were just in a situation where there was no pushback for their behavior. This emboldened them to keep moving the goalposts, increasing the frequency and ferocity of the abuse. If you were given the same latitude, you would probably abuse me too," Svetlana said, much to my surprise.
I offered a half-hearted rebuttal, but I knew deep in my soul that I didn't have the answer to Svetlana's assertion, until I was in that position of complete and utter control of another human being. Svetlana acknowledged my self-awareness and continued with her sorry tale.
Even though Vlad had an even more rapacious sexual appetite than Igor, Svetlana endured his treatment of her, with a smile on her face, until she was granted a Visa to study in the United States. She promised she would fly home every chance she got, and Vlad, under pressure from his bosses to execute the plan, reluctantly drove her to the airport.
"Svetlana, I just don't know what to say," I began. "I am lost for words."
"All I ask from you, is to forgive the way I treated you," the young Czech girl said. "It wasn't you, it was my hatred of men."
"Of course," I muttered quietly, stunned at the depth of the horrors she had endured.
Svetlana continued her story, seemingly intent on sharing all the details with me. Once she was enrolled at USC, she began her search for the right investment broker. There were several retired brokers teaching at USC, and the Ethics Professor knew of a few investment bankers in Southern California, that had reputations of blurring the lines. Svetlana systematically eliminated the married ones, as her way into the heart of the business was through seduction.
Adrian was on her short list. He was single, a rising star in the industry, known for returns that raised eyebrows and elicited all kind of rumors. Svetlana entered his sphere, joining his Gym, frequenting the local coffee shop where he got his morning coffee, and jogging around his neighborhood. It didn't take Adrian long to notice the young Czech girl, and he first approached her at the Gym. Despite her apparent struggles with the English language, as an ex-NFL Conditioning Coach, he was able to offer her legitimate tips to improve her form. As receptive as she was to his advances, it wasn't long before he took her to lunch.
One thing led to another, and once Adrian learned she was going to school for her Masters Degree in Accounting, he took the young girl under his wing. Adrian offered Svetlana a job as his housekeeper, and a place to stay on the weekends, when she wasn't at school. Svetlana used sex to cement their relationship, and before long Adrian applied for a work visa for her. As she was already legally in the United States on a education visa, it was a simple matter of some paperwork to adjust her immigration status, to that of an employee. Shortly after securing her new visa, Svetlana dropped out of school and disappeared out of the clutches of Vlad, who had been expecting her back in the Czech Republic for half-term.
Svetlana had underestimated the reach of the Russian Mafia, but they found her very quickly. Once they were satisfied that she was following the long-term plan of finding an investment vehicle for their illicit cash, they let her operate semi-autonomously. They installed Ivan into Adrian's household, to keep an eye on the young girl. He applied for a job as Adrian's back-up limo driver, and within a few days had access to Adrian's car and house keys.
Once Svetlana was Adrian's lover and employee, it didn't take her long to funnel some cash into Adrian's investment firm, and she started to enjoy tremendous returns on her investment, even though she let the dividends ride, instead of withdrawing them. Svetlana's wealthy "uncle Vlad" sent her thousands of dollars a week for her expenses, and this got funneled into Adrian's fund.
Shortly after this, Adrian, Sara and I had our ill-fated threesome, that turned my life upside down.
I struggled to process the depth of Svetlana's deception. She was a very brave, extremely smart woman. She had duped Vlad, by offering him easy access to all of her orifices before fleeing to the USA with the blessing of his bosses. She had duped Adrian, feigning poor mastery of the English language, and using her sexual allure to get in a position of trust within his house. She had duped me, at Adrian's request, by intimating that we could be lovers if I played my cards right, and turning me in to Adrian and Sara, the second I made my move.
It was almost an hour later when Svetlana finished telling me her story. I felt sorry for her, but it was mixed with admiration at her resolve to find herself a better life. I snuggled in close to her, licking her salty tears away, before I kissed her on the nose.



"Is there anything I can do for you Svetlana?" I asked. "You have spent your whole life focusing on the needs of men. You must have your own needs and desires too. What turns you on?"
Svetlana kissed me tenderly, and nodded her head appreciatively. Adrian hadn't given much consideration to her sexual needs over the last few months, so it was very exciting for her to have someone ask her what she liked.
"How do you like to make love, Svetlana?" I asked for the second time. "I am willing to try anything that turns you on."
"A dominant approach to sex really gets me off," she said with an uncharacteristic shyness. "Can I be a little rough with you?" Svetlana asked me.
"I enjoy being dominated," I said truthfully, "I still think about when you fucked my ass. That was hot, especially when you talked dirty to me."
"Then it is settled," she said, more firmly. "Don't worry, I won't be too rough with you, but I am going to make you my bitch today."
Svetlana removed her yellow panties, and without saying much more, forcefully rolled me over onto my back on the carpet, and straddled my face. I am a tender lover when it comes to oral sex, and I instinctively started to gently kiss and lick her clitoris. Svetlana, however, wanted it much rougher, and start to grind her clit on my face, as she fingered herself.
Sara had always been the dominant partner in our sex life, and I had become accustomed to a take-charge woman. So, even though Svetlana took it to the next level, I was very aroused by her dominant style of sex. It was a lot rougher than I had ever experienced with Sara, but Svetlana quickly approached her first orgasm, so I didn't try and stop her. She was quite vocal and disparaging, as she came on my face.
"Eat my pussy you bitch," she exclaimed, the first time she had an orgasm.
A few seconds after she erupted on my face, she grabbed a fistful of my hair, and began to grind her clitoris against the tip of my nose. My nostrils were assaulted by the aroma of her vaginal secretions, a clear indicator that she was highly aroused. Svetlana rode my face aggressively, her sole focus being the pursuit of her pleasure. It didn't take her long to approach her second climax.
"Fucking pussy," she said derisively as she came, apparently lost in the moment.
Svetlana had a powerful orgasm on my face, soaking my nose and lips with her juices. After she came, it took her a few moments to compose herself, and then, seemingly realizing whose face she had mounted, she was immediately apologetic.
"I am sorry, Chris," she began. "I got lost in the moment, I meant no disrespect."
"None taken, baby," I assured her. "That was hot. I love your dominant streak."
Svetlana and I talked as she relaxed in her post-orgasmic bliss.
"Did you enjoy our 'four senses fuck' a few weeks ago?" she asked.
She was referring to us having intercourse, while I wore a strap-on. The four senses of sight, sound, smell and taste were fully engaged, while the sense of touch was denied. Truth be told, I had enjoyed it very much, and I told her so. Once she was sure that we were on the same page, she left the room briefly to get something from her stuff.
When she returned, she was holding some kind of harness with a dildo in it. It was black, about eight inches long, with a big ball at the base of the dildo. I had no clue what she planned to do with it, but she seemed very comfortable taking control. First of all, she stuck the ball end of the dildo into her wet pussy. Once it was slick with her juices, she removed it from her vagina, and told me to open my mouth wide.
She forced the large black ball between my open lips, and when I closed my mouth around it, I was effectively gagged. The black dildo stood upright as it protruded from my mouth, and she used the leather strap to secure it to my head. Once it was tied firmly around my head, she told me to lay flat on the floor. Then she straddled my face, and lowered herself onto the massive black dildo. She dropped her knees to my chest for support, and then started to fuck my face, or at least the cock protruding from it.
Once again, even though I couldn't feel anything, my other four senses were fully engaged. Svetlana loved this. Her dominant personality emerged, and she rode my face to orgasm after orgasm. I could hear her cries of pleasure, and the sound of her juices flowing, as she impaled herself on the dildo. I could taste her juices on the ball that was in my mouth. I could smell her sex, as she climaxed over and again, two inches above my nose. And I could see her rapture, as she fucked my face. I just couldn't feel anything, as she took her pleasure from the silicone cock, instead of mine.
She was insatiable, and continued to ride my face for several minutes, until at last she slumped forward onto my chest, with a giggle.
"Oh fuck, that was incredible handsome," she cried out.
I let her compose herself for a few moments, and then she dismounted the huge black cock. She was remorseful again, apologizing as she undid the leather strap around my head.
"Svetlana, it is fine," I assured her, "I am happy to submit to you."
Emboldened by my consent and general passivity, she reached over to her black bag. She pulled out the white glass strap-on that she had fucked me with on the day of my punishment. She waved it seductively in front of me, and I nodded my head, to give her consent.
Svetlana attached the dildo harness to her slender torso, and ordered me to get naked. I removed my clothes, conscious of the fact that my briefs and my pubic area were soaked with my semen. Once I was naked, she told me to kneel in front of her. As I adopted the submissive pose, she locked eyes with me, and secured the white strap-on to the harness with a loud click.
"Crawl to me and suck my cock, bitch," she demanded.
I fell forward from my knees onto all fours and crawled towards her, like a dog. When I got to where she was standing, she grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled my head up sharply.
"Open up, cocksucker," she said forcefully.
Her use of this particular pejorative shocked me, although as I processed its accuracy, I could no longer disagree with her. Prior to getting ensnared in Adrian's web, I had never had any sexual contact with another man. I considered myself resolutely heterosexual, although I was in no way a homophobe.
Since the fateful day of our threesome, I had been forced to blow Adrian, Ivan, John the tattoo guy, and five Marines at the sex shop. Even if I hadn't derived any pleasure from blowing another man, I definitely understood how to give a blowjob.
For this reason, as Svetlana slid her strap-on between my lips, I focused on giving her a world-class blowjob. I thought I knew what I was doing but Svetlana's body language, verbal assault, and dominant physicality, gave me a completely different perspective.
She didn't want a blowjob, she wanted to orally rape me. Svetlana grabbed my ears, held on tight, and started to brutally fuck my face. I could barely breathe, such was the intensity of the assault. I was gagging, almost choking on the saliva that was being produced to mitigate her invasion of my throat. Svetlana was loving every second of it, and was approaching orgasm as she rained pejoratives down on me.
She stuck two fingers inside her wet pussy, and after a brief stimulation of her clitoris, came all over her hand. After she had her orgasm, she withdrew her strap-on cock from my lips, and wiped it across my face.
"Be still, bitch," she instructed, as she reached back into her bag, and pulled out my pink collar with the bell attached.
She shook the collar in front of me, and I instinctively raised my face to allow her to collar me. Once I was wearing the humiliating dog accessory, she resumed the instructions.
"Assume the position," she commanded.
I knew she was going to fuck my ass next, so the logical position was doggy-style. I got on my hands and knees, and waited naked, for the impending anal invasion. Svetlana got behind me, lined up the tip of the strap-on with my asshole, and moved forward slightly, pushing gently against my sphincter. I knew she was toying with me, enjoying her new found power over me.
"Are you ready?" she asked with a giggle.
I wanted to express my concerns about the lack of anal lubricating jelly, but Svetlana was already forcing her way inside me, intent on using just my saliva as lubrication. The white dildo was quite thin, and even without any KY jelly, it slid inside my ass with ease. Svetlana started to give me a good ass-fucking, and my bell rang, as if to alert the world that I was her bitch.
"Are you going to get your Adrian's Bitch tattoo removed?" she asked me, as she grabbed a fistful of my hair, and thrust deep between my butt-cheeks.
"I am going to the laser removal place tomorrow for a consultation," I replied, between grunts as she impaled me.
"Ask them to just remove the ADR from the front of his name," she continued, as she approached orgasm. "That will read IAN. I can have a tattoo artist turn the "I" into an "L", add an "A" at the end. You will already have LANA in place and we can add SVET at the front."
She was fingering herself now as she got close.
"Do you know what that will say?" she asked me.
"Svetlana's Bitch?" I asked, right as she had a very vocal orgasm.
Svetlana continued to finger herself to orgasm, and came very vocally three more times. Finally, she withdrew from my ass, and rolled over onto the floor seemingly completed satiated. I left the room to get some wet wipes, and after determining that she had not made me bleed, I wiped the dildo clean and released it from the harness. Then, I laid next to her and kissed her face tenderly.
"Oh fuck, handsome," she said, through her labored breathing, "I have never come as much and as hard as I did tonight. That was incredible. Thank you."
I tried to downplay it, telling her that Adrian had been such a selfish prick over the last few months, that it was obvious that the next time she got some attention, she would be multi-orgasmic.
"No," she corrected me. "It is more than that. It is a lot more than that, you have no idea."
"Men have always either completely dominated and abused me, like Adrian and Ivan did, or they have been soft and sensual, to which I don't respond sexually. I have never encountered a submissive man that I was attracted to, until now."
We smiled at each other and began to kiss tenderly.
"What can I do for you handsome?" she asked. "Anything you want, name it."
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I wanted everything! I wanted her to kneel before me and suck my cock, before I jerked off into her mouth. I wanted to fuck her doggy-style, in her white pleated tennis skirt. I wanted to fuck her recently enhanced "D" cups, and ejaculate on her face. I wanted to fuck her tight little ass. However, more than anything I just wanted to look into her beautiful blue eyes and have an orgasm. So, I told her I want to fuck, in the missionary position.
She nodded her consent, and took me by the hand to my bedroom. I couldn't believe I was actually going to fuck Svetlana, and I was so excited as I walked a step behind her, towards my bed. Her long platinum blonde hair ran straight down her back almost reaching her ass. She had been transformed by Adrian into a Barbie doll fucktoy, and now she was mine to enjoy.
When we got to my bedroom, Svetlana pulled down the covers, and patted the bed for me to sit. I was erect now from the anticipation of finally fucking Svetlana, or at least fucking her without any fear of injury. I hadn't forgotten that she had allowed me to enter her doggy-style once. On that occasion, she had inserted a female condom laced with BenGay and chili powder inside her vagina, and it had burned me quite badly.
I sat down on the bed, and Svetlana knelt between my legs. She removed her pajama top so that she was completely naked. Then as we made eye contact, she smiled sweetly at me, and slowly lowered her lips to my cock. I knew Svetlana was an expert cocksucker. I had enjoyed her oral skills in the back of the limousine once, courtesy of Ivan. She had also practiced on me, well at least me wearing a strap-on, every day for over an hour, under the guidance of Sara.
I knew she had acquired some great techniques, and as she tenderly sucked, licked and nibbled my cock and balls, I could feel myself on the road to orgasm. I thought about coming in her mouth, but decided I wanted to fuck her instead.
"I am getting close, Svetlana," I warned her.
"Come in my mouth, or on my face first," she offered. "We can fuck later, handsome. I will get you hard again," she promised.
"I want to make love to you, Svetlana," I said softly.
Svetlana withdrew her soft lips from my cock, got up from her knees, and went and laid down on the bed. I wasn't sure if she wanted me to use a condom, but I had already decided to use one of mine, if I had to wear one. I didn't want to take any chances of her lining the rubber with something that burned!
She seemed to understand what I was thinking, as she told me, "No condom needed baby. I have been recently tested, and as long as you decide to keep me around, I will be off-limits to all other men."
I knew Adrian tested all of his employees regularly. In Svetlana's case, as his sexual partner, she would also have been tested multiple times. So I wasn't concerned about fucking her bareback. My main concern, was whether or not this was really happening. Was Svetlana really offering to be my girlfriend, and how much was it going to cost me?
I climbed on top of the beautiful young Czech girl, and she took the tip of my cock in her dainty hand. She lined my cock up with the entrance to her pussy.
"I am totally wet, in anticipation of this," she said seductively.
Then she placed both hands on my ass cheeks, and pushed me slowly towards her. I slid inside her easily, and seconds later I was balls-deep.
She looked me in the eye, and said, "You have been waiting for this for a long time. I hope I am everything you dreamed I would be."
We kissed tenderly as we fucked, and she caressed my ass with her manicured fingernails. I wish I could tell you that I fucked the shit out of Svetlana, and that she cried out my name, as she came again and again. Truth is, despite having shot my load in my briefs, less than two hours earlier, I came inside Svetlana within two minutes of us coupling. She was just too beautiful, too sexy, too available, too perfectly scented, for me to even try and last a long time.
When she sensed I was approaching my orgasm, she looked into my eyes.
"I am ready for your huge load inside my tight pussy," she teased, as she raked her nails across my buttocks.
She wrapped her legs around my ass and lower back, as I thrusted deep inside her. She was nibbling my ear and talking dirty to me, to increase my pleasure.
"I have wanted you to fuck me ever since we first met," she cooed. "Have you been looking forward to this moment too? When you first stole my panties, were you fantasizing about us fucking, one day?"
Her continued dirty talk, coupled with her beautiful blue eyes and her intoxicating scent, proved too much for me, and I couldn't hold on any longer. I let out a guttural moan as I ejaculated deep inside her. She continued to tease me, keeping her legs wrapped tightly around my ass, as we rocked in unison, ensuring that we emptied my nutsack.
Even after I was spent, Svetlana kept caressing me and whispering sweet nothings in my ear. We stayed coupled until my cock softened, and began to slip out of her moist pussy.
"Would you like to shower with me?" she asked.
I was very excited as we walked naked hand in hand, towards the shower enclosure. Svetlana turned on the shower, and stepped inside. She told me to join her and I followed her inside. We kissed for a few moments as the water rained down on us, and then Svetlana grabbed the soap, lathered it up, sank slowly to her knees, and started to soap my body.
She paid particular attention to my genital area, covering my cock, balls and ass with the soap. After she washed the soap off, apparently confident that I was squeaky clean, she turned me away from her. She tenderly kissed my ass-cheeks, and I could feel goosebumps all over them. She nibbled my buttocks a couple of times, and then spread them apart. Then, to my surprise, she stuck out her tongue and licked my asshole.
I couldn't believe that this beautiful girl was on her knees with her tongue in my ass. She hated giving rimjobs! She thought they were demeaning to women. Now that her options were limited, it seems the act of eating ass was less revolting to her. Especially as she knew I responded favorably to it. She was tentative at first, but then she started to give me a very enthusiastic rimjob.
I was moaning in pleasure, as Svetlana ate my ass. My cock was hard again, and she reached around me, and started to tease my cock-head with her nails. I could feel myself getting close again, and told her so. She removed her tongue from my asshole, turned me around, and started to suck my cock. A couple of minutes later I let out a moan, to let her know that I was about to come.
She stopped sucking me, pointed my cock at her "D" cups, and jerked me off until I blasted my load all over her perky tits. I came hard, even though it was my third orgasm in about two hours. After I had unloaded my nuts, Svetlana slowed her jerking motion and released my cock. She squeezed her tits together, pushed them skyward, and began to lick my ejaculate from them. She maintained eye contact with me as she ate my load. Once she had swallowed it all, she smiled sweetly, and licked her lips.
"Thank you, daddy," she said, in a very girlish voice.
Svetlana looked so fucking sexy kneeling on the floor of my shower enclosure, having just licked my semen from her 'D' cups. Our chemistry was such, that I immediately had the urge to fuck her again, even though my cock was completely flaccid. After Svetlana cleaned herself up, we dried ourselves off and we sat and talked.
"Where do you see our happy group going from here?" Svetlana asked. "You are a free man. You are single, out from under any threat of Adrian's blackmail, and you have Ivan's muscle to keep Adrian down. You have more than two and a half million dollars in the bank, and you will have no shortage of options, sexually. What would you like to happen? Please, be brutally honest. If you are going to hurt my feelings, I would rather it be today. I really love you."
"Truthfully, Svetlana," I began, "I am not one hundred percent sure. I would like to be in a relationship with you, but, if I am completely honest," I hesitated.
"Please be completely honest about what you want," Svetlana interjected.
"If I am completely honest," I continued, "I made a vow to myself that when this nightmare was over, Sara would suck me off wearing her schoolgirl uniform, and I would come all over her face."
"So, hypothetically, let's assume you and I are in a committed, monogamous relationship," Svetlana began, obviously trying to fulfill my every sexual desire. "Once a month, in exchange for her rent, you ejaculate all over Sara's face as she kneels before you dressed as a schoolgirl. How about Stacey? Where does she fit in? Adrian paid her to be your fuck-toy, and she has already texted me to see what your expectations are of her."
My mind span as I absorbed my new reality. I had three women available to me, on whatever terms I desired.
"I would like Stacey to live here, at least for the time that Adrian has already paid for. I would like to fuck her occasionally, if I am honest Svetlana. I just don't want to hurt your feelings."
"Baby, put yourself first for once," Svetlana said sweetly. "Take whatever you want from the three of us. Just be honest with me upfront."
"What would be your ideal scenario Svetlana," I asked, realizing that I loved her too.
"I have to be realistic," she replied, " but I could live with a scenario in which you and I were a couple, living together under your roof, with Sara and Stacey. Sara could indulge your schoolgirl fantasy once a month, on rent day. You could fuck Stacey occasionally, although after talking to her and Sara, they are destined to be a couple."
"You would be okay with that?" I asked her.
"I have to be realistic," she told me. "Stacey is a bitch, but she is an incredibly sexy woman. I know if she is living in the same house as you, you guys will fuck. I would hope you can fuck her a few times and get her out of your system. Once Adrian's contract with her is fulfilled, she will be gone."
I knew Svetlana was right. At twenty-two years old, she was very wise for her years. I knew Stacey was a mercenary, manipulative bitch, but having seen her recently in Las Vegas, I knew she would be the hottest chick I would ever fuck. I couldn't let that opportunity slip through my fingers, just to protect Svetlana's feelings.
"Let's get Stacey to move in, and have a house meeting to get everyone's thoughts on the matter," I suggested.
"Bad idea, baby," Svetlana said without hesitation. "Way too democratic. You need to understand that you hold all of the cards here. Sara's options are limited. She could return home to her parents, but won't want to leave Stacey. Stacey is in the same boat. She will go wherever Sara goes, but I doubt Sara's small-minded parents, will embrace Sara and her new girlfriend, coming home to their small town. If I am completely honest, I have limited options too. I would rather seek refuge with Ivan, than return to the Czech Republic."
"Svetlana, you are staying right here with me, baby. That is already decided. We are just ironing out the details."
Svetlana kissed me again, and thanked me for looking after her.
"We need to talk about the money," I said. "That two and a half million dollars really belongs to Sara."
"Don't be ridiculous," Svetlana scolded. "You earned it from all the bullshit and heartache you went through at the hands of Sara and Adrian. Besides, Sara would just piss the money away on ecstasy and cocaine. Also, Adrian continued to film Sara performing lewd acts on him during their time together. The Non-disclosure agreement that you were given, does not apply to any of the pictures Adrian took of Sara once they lived together. Most of them were consensual, as I am sure Sara never envisioned breaking up with Adrian. Even the non-sexual photo that was taken of Sara kneeling at Adrian's feet in the tailor's shop, would drive a wedge between Sara and her racist family. This is another good reason for you to keep Sara's millions. Adrian could just threaten Sara with the photos, and get the money right back. That asshole has nothing on you though."
I shuddered at the thought of Adrian blackmailing Sara, and getting his money back.
"You are right Svetlana," I said as I processed her words. "Let's have a house meeting three days from now, and I will lay out my expectations. Make sure Stacey is there."
The thought of having Svetlana as my live-in girlfriend, occasional access to Stacey, and Sara as my bitch on rent day, had made my cock hard again. Svetlana noticed my erection immediately and was all over me.
"You ready to come again, baby?" she teased. "How do you want me next?"
I was really surprised that Svetlana got me hard again. I ended up fucking her doggy-style and, at her suggestion, pulling out and coming all over her tight little ass. It was very late now and I needed to sleep. Svetlana took another shower, and I brushed my teeth and hit the sack.
In the morning, I awoke very early and went downstairs. Svetlana was waiting for me in the kitchen. We ate breakfast together and the conversation flowed easily. Svetlana asked me if I wanted a blowjob to start the day, but I was sore from the previous evening, and to my own disbelief, I declined.
She giggled and said "There is a first time for everything, handsome. No one has passed on a blowjob from me before!"
I started to apologize but she smiled and said "Just know I am available to you twenty four hours a day, for whatever you desire."
I had been in shock for the last week or so, since I got my freedom from Adrian. Kind of paralyzed into inaction. As soon as I heard the news about his physical condition, it became a reality that he was out of my life, for good. I decided to get the tattoo removed from the back of my neck, and drove to the local laser-removal franchise.
After the initial consultation, I realized Adrian had done his research when he selected the yellow ink, to brand me as his bitch. It was, indeed, the toughest color to remove. They could break down the black ink of the "queen of spades" tattoo, relatively easily. The glossed women's lips, with the semen spilling out of them, would also be relatively easy to remove. However, the yellow ink used for the "Adrian's Bitch" brand, was much more difficult to remove.
They echoed what Adrian had said, with regards to treatment. Not only would it take at least eight sessions, spaced ten weeks apart, but they would have to shave the back of my neck each time they used the laser on my skin. Also the back of the neck is exposed to the sun, so I wouldn't be able to go outside, without a large wide-brimmed hat.
"Might be easier to grow your hair to cover it bro," the laser removal guy suggested. "Gotta say though, it is decent work for a prison tat."
"Prison tat?" I asked him, with a surprised look on my face. "I have never been to prison."
"Sorry bro, my bad. Most of these ownership brands get done in the big house," he said dispassionately. "I just assumed Adrian punked you in prison, and got you to wear his mark of ownership. You didn't get it done voluntarily though, right?" he asked, seeking clarification.
"No," I said quietly, "it was definitely non-consensual."
Verbalizing this to the laser tattoo guy, made me realize that the last several months of my life had been full of non-consensual activity. Adrian had taken everything from me that he possibly could, his sole intention to reduce me to nothing, while taking my wife as his own personal fuck-toy.
This brief conversation was the first one I had experienced in months, with someone outside of Adrian's sphere of influence. It seemed impartial, and as such resonated deeply with me, and carried a lot of weight. The words "non-consensual" rattled around in my head, lighting a fire of revenge within me. My rage that had simmered for months, tempered by a profound fear of Adrian, suddenly surfaced, and consumed me. I was overwhelmed with a sense of desire for retribution, and I had a clarity of mind that I hadn't experienced since I used to surf regularly, before my debilitating injury. I felt alive!
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I decided to leave the tattoo in place for right now. My hair grew very quickly, and I figured it would probably be covered up within three months. Maybe if Svetlana and I worked out, I would let her change Adrian's name on the tattoo, to hers.
When I got home, Svetlana was waiting for me. Her hair and makeup were perfect and she greeted me with a smile. She handed me an ice-cold Corona, and waited expectantly for me to drink it. Three Coronas later, I was feeling no pain, and Svetlana moved in for the kill.
"I have a surprise for you, baby," she teased, as I wondered what sexual delight she had in store for me.
As it turns out, my surprise was not sexual in nature, although it did evoke a very stirring physiological response from me. Ivan showed up at my doorstep moments later, and asked me to take a drive with him. It was with some trepidation that I got into his car, but Svetlana was with me, and Ivan was on my payroll, so my concerns were not for my wellbeing.
When we pulled into Adrian's driveway, I gave Ivan a confused look. He quickly took charge of the situation.
"You need to witness this, Chris," he said assertively. "Don't touch anything or say a anything. Your DNA is already all over the house, which is to be expected since you lived here for several months. However, you don't need to be seen at this time and place. I have disabled the exterior CCTV cameras and Adrian's home security system."
I nodded in affirmation, deciding to trust this guy's instincts, honed as they were through years of gangster affiliation. The three of us entered the house through the utility room. He left the lights off and a few moments later my eyes adjusted to the low level of illumination.
At this point, Ivan opened the plantation shutters that looked into the well-lit living room. Adrian was visible kneeling naked before two large men, both of whom were wearing ski-masks. Adrian had been severely beaten, blood and bruises evident across much of his torso as he writhed in pain. The three of us stood in silence as Adrian begged for his life.
Part of me wanted to stop it, but I was also transfixed by his abject misery and couldn't tear my eyes away from him. The thugs forced him to his feet, and judging by his cries of pain, he had suffered a few broken ribs, and maybe a fractured wrist. He was unusually compliant, but continued to beg for his punishment to end. I gave Svetlana a sideways glance and she had a satisfied smile on her face.
"Can I join in, Ivan?" she asked, in a whisper.
"Of course," Ivan responded. "It was my expectation that you both would want to get a pound of flesh. I just need you to mask up and wear latex gloves."
I signaled to Ivan that I just wanted to observe, and he nodded in understanding. Svetlana pulled on some latex gloves, pulled a ski-mask over her head, taking the time to conceal her hair, and strode into the living room with Ivan. By this time, the gangsters had Adrian bent over the large ottoman, and he continued to cry out in pain about his ribs.
I scanned the well-lit room, and immediately noticed the black strap-on and the rattan cane, lying on the coffee table, upon which he had taken Jaime's anal cherry. I wanted to go in there and tell Svetlana, but she is a very perceptive young lady, and she quietly asked Ivan to reposition Adrian on all fours, atop the low slung table.
As soon as the gangsters told Adrian to get up on the table, he realized what was about to happen and began to resist. One of the thugs hit him once, with what appeared to be a police issue baton. There was a sickening thud as the wooden truncheon made contact with Adrian's shoulder blade, and he let out a squeal of pain, and complied immediately. Svetlana strapped the harness around her pelvis and secured the strap-on into it, with an ominous click. Adrian seemed more fearful of being struck by the baton again, and remained compliant in the doggy-style position.
Svetlana applied a generous dollop of Vaseline to the end of the black phallus, and inserted one of her gloved hands into Adrian's rectum, in order to lubricate it. I wondered why she spared him the dry insertion of the strap-on, but she obviously knew what she was doing, so I left her to her own devices.
Moments later, as one of the thugs rested the baton across Adrian's upper back, as if to warn him of the consequences of any resistance, Svetlana slowly forced her way inside his muscular black ass. I couldn't see Adrian's face, but his back was very tense as Svetlana entered his anal passage. I think he decided to deal with the pain, being as it was the lesser of two evils, compared to the baton. Svetlana remained silent as she violated him, in contrast to the whooping and hollering noises she made when she fucked my ass.
I am assuming Adrian knew it was Svetlana behind him, but she had been instructed by Ivan not to add any evidential element to her presence and participation. I watched Svetlana brutally sodomize Adrian for over ten minutes before I had to turn away. His cries of anguish as he suffered this indignity were too much for me to process. Deep down, I knew he deserved it, but I felt like retribution was achieved, and the prolonged assault seemed unnecessary.
Svetlana fucked his ass until he wept and begged her to stop. I turned my head to continue watching his punishment. Finally, she gave Ivan a sideways glance, and he said something in Russian to the masked thug holding the baton on Adrian's upper back.
"Don't fucking move an inch," the gangster growled, in heavily accented English.
Adrian nodded his head to assert his understanding, and Svetlana un-clicked the strap-on from its harness, and stepped back from behind Adrian. This gave me an unobstructed view of my former tormentor, although he seemed fairly harmless crouching as he was on all fours, with a huge black phallus protruding from his anal passage. He was bleeding from his anus, although this appeared to be the least of his medical concerns.
"Lay on the table," the thug ordered.
Adrian lowered himself gingerly to the wooden surface, clearly nursing several fractures. Once he was prone, the gangster zip-tied his hands to the legs of the coffee table, rendering him immobile. I felt sick to my stomach as I tried to process the upcoming physical abuse he was about to be subjected to. He had endured a prolonged physical beating and a brutal anal assault. What the hell had they got planned for him that would now require him to be restrained?
I got my answer a few seconds later, as Ivan handed Svetlana the rattan cane. Svetlana turned towards me, waving the cane at me, as if to invite me to administer the next punishment. I shook my head, declining the opportunity to participate, as I had seen enough. Svetlana shrugged, and got into position at the foot of the table, resting the cane on Adrian's upper thighs.
Once again, after a nod from Ivan, the masked gangster spoke.
"You have atoned for taking Chris' anal cherry," he said, clearly struggling with his English. "Now you will pay for Sara's assault with the cane."
Adrian started to beg again, his cries falling on deaf ears, but seemingly exciting Svetlana. I wondered if she was going to thrash his ass, ridiculous as it looked with the huge phallus protruding from it, or focus on his upper thighs. That cane looked fearsome, capable of inflicting unfathomable pain. It had reduced Sara to a blubbering mess after four strokes. It had inspired enough fear in me to induce me to sacrifice my wife, choosing her to face Adrian's wrath, in my place. Now as Svetlana held it aloft, I could barely watch.
Svetlana seemed in her element tormenting Adrian, and mirroring his treatment of Sara, she began to trace the tip of the cane across his skin. However, this was not done to evoke any sexual response from him, the way Adrian had teased and aroused my wife. Rather, as the end of the rattan cane glided over his muscular buttocks, upper thighs, hamstrings, back of the knees, calves and finally ankles, Svetlana was merely telegraphing that which Adrian was dreading. She intended to whip his feet.
Svetlana ran the cane across the soles of Adrian's feet for several seconds, allowing him to process his impending thrashing. He tensed up as she removed the cane from his soles, his broad muscular back flexing, stirring memories for me of him being balls-deep in Svetlana in the pool house, as Sara ate his ass.
I heard the familiar swoosh of the cane descending rapidly towards its target, followed by the crack as it made contact with his skin. Adrian let out a blood-curdling cry as the cane hit him, and I felt sick to my stomach. I just wasn't cut out to witness this and ended up closing my eyes. Even without the visual component, the sounds of agony permeating the room, made me queasy. Adrian didn't have anyone looking out for him. No medical professional, periodically assessing his physical condition, to determine if it was safe to proceed. They could have beaten him to death, had they desired.
I stopped listening shortly after the sixth lash, retreating back to the corner of the utility room, where I closed my eyes and tried to block out his screams of agony. I had seen and heard enough, my retribution was complete. I had three girlfriends, almost three million dollars in the bank, and no bills. I needed to focus on my future and forget the past. However, I had to allow Svetlana to get her pound of flesh, so I waited silently in the dark, as she thrashed him until he went silent.
My first thought was that they had killed him. A wave of terror descended upon me as I contemplated prison time for being an accessory to murder. However, Svetlana entered the utility room, seconds later, and the look on her face made me realize that Adrian wasn't dead.
"Vasovagal syncope," Svetlana said as she removed her mask, a broad smile on her face.
My confused look triggered a fuller explanation from her, and as she expanded her description of what had occurred, I learned that Adrian had passed out from a combination of pain, fear and stress. Svetlana was giving me a medical diagnosis, albeit with the same detachment that she had detailed the failure of my penis to respond to her advances, after I had mixed alcohol and amyl nitrite. As she dispassionately detailed Adrian's predicament, she also began to unzip my jeans.
My first thought was that her arousal at Adrian's torture session was overwhelming her, and she wanted to fuck. However, once my jeans and underwear were around my ankles, she grabbed my cock and pulled me into the living room. It was a pretty gruesome sight. Adrian was unconscious, restrained over the low-slung coffee table. The black phallus was still wedged deep inside his anal passage, and his body was covered in cuts and bruises. It was with little satisfaction that I took in the scene, and when my eyes reached his feet, I reflexively put one hand over my mouth.
His feet were torn up from the savage thrashing Svetlana had administered, a bloody mess, the deep grooves in the flesh oozing bodily fluids. It looked like it would be weeks before he would walk again.
I was in shock as Svetlana guided me around his lifeless body. When we reached his head, she stopped moving and released my cock from her dainty hand. She snuggled in close to me, kissed my ear, and whispered softly into it.
"Do you need to take a piss, baby?"
I guess I was still in shock because I never responded to her. I did have three Coronas inside of me, and was actually ready to use the restroom. I remained passive as she took my flaccid cock between her thumb and forefinger, and pointed it in Adrian's direction.
"Please, baby, do it for me," she implored.
"He's unconscious Svetlana," I said in an effort to resist her.
As if on cue, Ivan re-entered the living room and threw a bucket of water over Adrian, which had the immediate effect of waking him up.
My autonomic nervous system did the rest for me, releasing the three beers from my bladder, as I watched on as a disinterested third party. I felt the relief that comes from emptying a full bladder, but it was Svetlana who was getting her jollies from it. She grabbed a fistful of Adrian's hair, and pulled his bruised and bloodied face up from the coffee table. Then she directed my urine stream onto Adrian's face, letting out a whoop of delight at his debasement. Once she deemed him sufficiently defiled, she adjusted her aim and I pissed all over his hair. There was no pleasure or satisfaction gleaned on my part, but Svetlana was loving every second of it.
Once my bladder was empty, Svetlana released my cock from her grip, and I pulled my clothes back on, and shuffled out of the room. I heard Adrian cry out again as Ivan threw another bucket of water on him. I knew urine is not considered an ideal source of DNA due to the low level of nucleated cells present, but the additional water had the added effect of further diluting this already unreliable source of evidence. I left the house in shock, and waited patiently in the car, for them to return.
Nearly thirty minutes later, Svetlana and Ivan joined me in the car. Ivan was cool as a cucumber, apparently no stranger to the occasional impromptu torture session. Svetlana, however, was in an elevated state of arousal, and wanted to fuck.
Ivan dropped us back to my house, and within minutes Svetlana and I were making love. I hadn't ever seen this side of her, she was completely immersed in our lovemaking, eyes glazed over as though she were high on ecstasy, able to achieve orgasm with the slightest of sexual stimulation. I watched in awe as Svetlana came half a dozen times before she crumbled in a heap, gasping for breath and asking me for some time to compose herself.
Several minutes later, with a huge grin on her face, she crawled over to me, her satisfaction written all over her face.
"That was amazing baby," she cooed, "both the sex and the revenge on Adrian. He won't be able to walk for weeks," she said proudly, "I fucked his feet up."
"Do you feel better now that you have evened the score, baby?" I asked her gently, as I slowly emerged from my state of shock.
"You have no idea," she responded.
"Why did you lube him up, Svetlana?" I asked. "That seemed like a merciful act, quite out of character."
"Not so," Svetlana corrected me. "No amount of brute force was going to wedge that huge black phallus through Adrian's virgin sphincter. I needed to get inside him before I could inflict any damage. That damage will be lasting," she assured me, "both the physical tearing of his rectum, and the psychological damage of being forcefully sodomized. You needed to get your revenge too, baby."
While the thought of retribution intrigued me, a more worrying notion crossed my mind. I felt like Adrian had paid his dues, and I had extracted revenge from Sara when I had allowed Adrian to punish her instead of me, for our mutual infraction. However, even though I loved Svetlana, she deserved punishment too, for the way she treated me over the months. I knew I had to suppress this desire, in order to have a sexual relationship with her. However, I vowed that if the opportunity arose to punish her, I would take it, albeit with anonymity.
Svetlana was completely satisfied but I still had a noticeable erection. Svetlana grabbed my cock, and moved closer to me.
"Are you ready for that blowjob yet?" she teased.
I shuffled uneasily as I felt my cock throb. I had never been offered sex so readily, by such a desirable young woman. I nodded my consent, and smiled at the thought of a no-strings attached blowjob.
"Great!" Svetlana said with an agreeable smile.
Then with an evil grin, she said "let's wake that little cocksucker Sara up."
Before I had a chance to stop Svetlana, she was in Sara's bedroom. She pulled Sara out of bed by her hair, and forced her to her knees in front of me. Sara looked very scared, as she knelt before me, and I didn't have the heart to make her suck me off.
"Svetlana," I said, "let her go back to bed. I don't want her to do anything against her will."
"The bitch is just paying her rent," Svetlana said dispassionately. "Are you okay with that, Sara?" Svetlana asked, turning her attention to my ex-wife.
Sara nodded her head agreeably, and told me, "I owe you Chris. I don't expect a free ride after the shit I pulled."
Sara reached her dainty manicured hand out, and stroked my cock through my jeans. My erection was clearly visible, straining against the denim fabric. As Sara continued with her over the pants handjob, I remembered how she had made two guys ejaculate in their underwear this way. Both the young, handsome college kid outside the bar, and John, the District Manager had come this way. I deserved more.
"Unzip me, Sara," I said, commandingly.
Sara scooted forward on her knees and slowly unfastened my jeans. My cock sprang out from the confines of my underwear. Pre-cum was visible pooling around my cock-head, as I processed the idea of a blowjob from Sara. I was married to this beautiful woman for fifteen years, and she had never sucked me off to completion.
Now, as she desperately needed a place to live, she did what she had to do. As Sara lowered her head submissively into my crotch, Svetlana and I began to kiss. It didn't take me long to orgasm, and as I ejaculated into Sara's mouth, I continued to kiss Svetlana. The whole power dynamic had changed in my favor, and while I had no desire to debase or humiliate Sara, I did expect her to pay rent. Sara seemed to accept the new dynamic between us, and remained on her knees until I left the room.
In the morning, Svetlana called me into the living room to watch something on tv. The local news were reporting a home invasion robbery, in which a local businessman was hospitalized for multiple bone fractures, and a torn rectum. It was assumed to be related to the criminal underworld, because the victim was tortured sexually for several hours, before having his feet brutally caned, neither of which were the typical acts of a burglar. That was the last time I heard about Adrian, and it felt cathartic to have his memory erased from my consciousness.
Three days later, I had our first house meeting. I didn't write an Agenda, as I wanted it to unfold naturally. I figured the house dynamic would work itself out over time, and I didn't need to assert myself over them, as overtly as Adrian had. I was very surprised when I entered the room, to see the three of them dressed in their respective High School cheerleader's uniforms, kneeling on their Sucky pillows, their heads bowed slightly, in submission to me.
I tried to act natural, but my heart was pounding, and my cock throbbed in my pants at this visual in front of me. My voice was shaky as I laid out the rules. I told them that Sara would get a place to live, and could continue to drive her Maserati, enjoy her extensive wardrobe, and not have to work. She could continue to earn her "egg privileges" and pay her rent, by giving me a monthly blowjob, in her schoolgirl uniform.
Stacey could share a room with Sara, and live here for the next six months, under the terms of Adrian's agreement. I would have full access to Stacey for any sexual purpose, at any time of day or night. However, I didn't want Stacey to initiate, propose or offer any sexual act to me. Stacey could decide at the end of her term, to stay or leave.
Svetlana was my girlfriend and was to be respected within the household. In my absence, she was in charge. Svetlana would drive the Bentley, and would share my room. The third bedroom, which I had already converted into a closet for Sara, would be used to store the girls' extensive clothing and shoe collection. In addition, I would convert the double garage into another huge closet, and storage area, for their possessions.



The girls remained kneeling in silence, until I was done with my house rules. After I had outlined their respective positions, and expectations within the household, I asked them if there were any questions.
"Can we give you a token of our appreciation?" Sara asked timidly.
"You may," I said magnanimously, enjoying my new found power.
Sara arose from her knees, and walked over to the corner of the room. I noticed that her feet had healed sufficiently for her to walk without any trace of a limp. She returned with a wrapped package, and handed it to me, before sinking to her knees. The three girls looked up at me admiringly, as I unwrapped my gift.
"It was Adrian's wedding gift to Sara," Stacey said, with a giggle. "We want you to enjoy it instead."
My cock throbbed as I realized it was a brand new Sukebe chair, and I tried to process all of the possibilities for my enjoyment, in the future. I did have a brief thought of what an asshole Adrian was, to have purchased such a wedding gift for his wife. However, as the girls rose slowly from their respective Sucky pillows, and started to undress me, all thoughts of Adrian, evaporated.
Sara and Svetlana got me naked, as Stacey readied the chair. She put her sucky pillow underneath the acrylic seat, as if she had decided to stake her claim to my ass first. A bottle of KY lube and some wet wipes were next to the Sukebe chair, and one of the magic eggs. The girls understood that I don't possess Adrian's stamina, so it seemed like their plan was to get me off quickly, and then allow me to enjoy my second shot in a less hurried manner.
I had made it abundantly clear that Svetlana was my girlfriend, so the other two deferred to her and she began to kiss me. I was so enthralled by this beautiful young woman, that I felt like it was all the stimulation I would ever need. That is until Sara and Stacey both sank to their knees, in unison. Stacey started to lightly kiss my stomach, raking her nails across my pubic area, as she did so. Sara scooted around behind me and started to lightly lick and nibble my ass-cheeks.
I have never been more excited about the prospect of anything, in my entire life. Sara had just recently given me a blowjob to completion, and here she was on the verge of giving me a rimjob. I was beside myself with arousal. Stacey kept planting the softest kisses on my stomach, and I jumped each time I felt her lips on me. Every so often, she would lick the end of my cock to clean up the pre-cum that was leaking continuously.
Svetlana stopped kissing me and moved her attentions to my ear. As she sucked and nibbled my earlobe, she started to talk dirty to me. Her slight movement to my side also enabled me to watch Stacey clean my pre-cum up with her tongue.
"You can enjoy us any way you want, baby," Svetlana whispered. "We will get you warmed up, then you can take your rightful place in the Sukebe chair. Stacey will get under the chair first, but by the end of today, we will all have eaten your ass."
When I felt my ass-cheeks being pulled apart, I knew Sara was going to lick my ass. She knew just how to tease me, too, having benefited from months of tuition from Adrian. She extended her soft, wet tongue and dragged it lightly across the back of my nutsack towards my taint. I had never experienced anything quite like this before. It was a fantastic combination of exquisite sensory delight, coupled with the visual of Stacey, the most beautiful woman I had ever kissed, starting to suck my cock.
Svetlana continued to nibble my earlobe and talk to me.
"Bust a nut if you want to, handsome. We'll get you hard again. We are yours to enjoy until you are totally spent."
I have had a few girlfriends before and have always prided myself on being a considerate lover. By that, I mean, I try and satisfy my partner first, before I get my release. The triplets were completely focused on my pleasure, wanting nothing in return, and I felt very selfish when I told Svetlana I was close.
"How do you want to come baby?" the young Czech girl asked me.
"I'm almost there," I replied shakily, as I felt my balls churning.
"Chris is close guys," Svetlana announced, as they worked collectively to heighten my pleasure.
I felt Sara's adjustment first, as her tongue stopped lapping at my rosebud, and entered my asshole. This was only my second ever rimjob, at least on the receiving end, and it felt otherworldly as Sara moved her tongue around inside my anal passage. I let out a moan and Stacey made her necessary adjustments next. She started to bob her head up and down on my cock, and made eye contact with me.
Stacey is a very beautiful woman, and I felt I had unfinished business with her, that made me want to blow my load down her throat. I looked into Stacey's piercing blue eyes and she smiled at me like she was in complete rapture at the prospect of being allowed to suck me off. Svetlana, removed her lips from my earlobe, got down quickly on her knees, leaned in under Stacey, and gently nibbled my nutsack.
A few seconds after experiencing the joy of three women worshipping my genitals, I exploded in Stacey's mouth. She maintained eye contact with me as I unloaded my nuts. I felt my asshole constrict as Sara kept her tongue deep inside me. I shot two or three ropes of come into Stacey's mouth as she continued to smile at me. After I had ejaculated, Stacey withdrew her mouth from my cock and Svetlana enveloped me between her soft lips. She suckled my cock as it slowly started to soften.
Stacey looked up at me adoringly, and let some of my semen spill out of the sides of her mouth, and down her chin. Svetlana was on her immediately, licking my cum from Stacey's face as if it were a life-sustaining liquid. The two girls kissed and snowballed my load until they had greedily consumed all of it. Sara emerged from between my ass-cheeks with a shy smile on her face, and the three of them knelt expectantly before me.
"We have another surprise for you," Svetlana said provocatively. "Give us ten minutes to freshen up."
I needed to take a piss and relax for a few minutes anyway. That was the most profound sexual experience of my life, and I wanted to enjoy the memory of it for a few moments. The girls skipped out of the room, giggling as if they had won the lottery, and I went into my bathroom to compose myself.
Svetlana texted me about ten minutes later to meet them in the master closet. The master closet was formally the third bedroom. Sara and I owned a three bedroom house, and I had converted one of the rooms into a huge closet, and makeup room for Sara. The closet area was mirrored from floor to ceiling, and had makeup studio lighting, on adjustable dimmers.
I entered the master closet excitedly, in my bathrobe, and was greeted by the sight of the three of them kneeling on their respective sucky pillows. They were still dressed in their High School Cheerleader uniforms, which was fine by me. In the center of the large room was a table, covered with a red silk sheet.
"Did you guys buy me a pool table?" I asked excitedly.
Adrian and I used to play a lot of pool together, before the fateful threesome. We would play at his house, because he had a dedicated games room, that included a pool table. Now, it appeared, the girls had bought me one.
"Guess again, baby," Sara said.
"Ping pong table?" I offered.
"You never treat yourself to anything baby," Stacey said. "We wanted to buy you something that you could use regularly, for your enjoyment. We didn't spend any of your money. This is our treat."
They certainly had piqued my interest, and I truly had no clue what kind of sports equipment they had bought me.
"Foosball?" I said with a chuckle.
Stacey grabbed the silk sheet by the corner, and very theatrically pulled it off in one sweeping motion. The reveal put a huge smile on my face, and the girls allowed me to process exactly what they had done, before they spoke.
They had bought me my very own glory-hole massage table, and this one was made of stunning see-through acrylic glass.
"Transparent, just like you fantasized about," Stacey said with a smile. "You will be able to see every single move we make."
My cock involuntarily stiffened, as I processed the possibilities for fun, using this table. Stacey got up off of her knees, and stepped forward to demonstrate the features of this custom massage table.
It had a similar opening as Adrian's massage table, about halfway down the length of it. This would enable someone to lie on their stomach and let their cock and balls hang underneath the table. However, adjacent to that glory-hole was another opening, larger in size, that would accommodate an ass. You could lie on your back on this table, and enjoy a rimjob. There were two vinyl straps that supported your buttocks, and left your asshole exposed and accessible.
Stacey pointed out that the floor underneath the table was now mirrored, using commercial grade, scratch-resistant, mirrored tiles. The ceiling above the table was also mirrored, which along with the mirrored walls, created a fantastic visual.
"Try it, baby," Svetlana said, enthusiastically. "Climb on. Let us pleasure you!"
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I was like a kid in a candy store. I didn't know whether to lie on my front or my back. I didn't know who I wanted positioned where. All I knew was I had another erection, and I was ready to get off.
Predictably, Stacey took charge. Even though Svetlana was my girlfriend, Stacey had the most experience as a courtesan, and was comfortable taking men to heaven.
"Take your robe off, baby," she whispered seductively. "Let's start off with you on your front, and we can adjust our positions once you decide exactly how you want to come."
I quickly disrobed, letting my bathrobe fall onto the ground. Sara picked it up immediately and hung it up in the huge closet. I felt like I should have apologized to Sara for my inconsideration, but it was clear that she viewed me as her new master. I was shaking as I climbed onto the see-through table. Stacey placed a small pillow under my chest, which enabled me to have some upper body support, but still see everything that happened beneath me.
The girls had clearly choreographed what happened next, because it was flawlessly executed, and very fucking sexy. Sara started to give me a very sensual massage, focusing primarily on my ass and inner thighs. She teased me with her fingertips, raking her nails across my ass-cheeks, which immediately resulted in goosebumps. Svetlana and Stacey scooted under the table and looked up at me through the clear acrylic.
Svetlana blew me a kiss and mouthed, "I love you, baby."
Then she and Stacey started to french kiss under the table, for my visual stimulation. My only experience with the glory-hole massage table, involved me being underneath it, servicing Adrian. Each and every time I sucked his cock, I greatly appreciated the anonymity of the glory-hole. However, now that the tables were turned, and I was the lucky recipient, rather than the provider of the blowjob, it was awesome to be able to see the girls kissing each other.
I have watched many porno movies featuring schoolgirls or cheerleaders kissing, but viewing it in real life, was so much sexier, and made my cock ache. After a few moments of kissing, they turned their attention to my cock, as it hung under the table. I was already rock-hard, and ready for my next orgasm, however that unfurled. Stacey and Svetlana put their hands on the mirrored tiled floor, and started to gently lick the shaft of my cock. They started at the base, right above my balls, and slowly moved towards the shaft, at the exact same speed. When they reached my frenulum, they each gave me a couple of quick flicks of the tongue, and my pre-cum dripped onto the glass tiled floor.
They repeated this motion several times in tandem, causing me to leak profusely. Stacey emerged from under the massage table briefly, to remove her crop-top. Svetlana continue to tease me until Stacey scooted back under the table. They switched places and then Svetlana removed her crop-top. They were wearing identical red sports bras, that did a fantastic job of showcasing their recently enhanced 'D' cups. They got closer to my cock now, and as they continued their edging blowjob, my pre-cum dropped directly onto their exposed breasts.
Occasionally, one of the girls would lean forward, and seductively lick my seminal fluids from the other girl's tits. It was a sight to behold and I could feel myself on the path to my next orgasm. Sara had finished raking her fingernails across my goosebump covered ass, and finally pulled my butt-cheeks apart and started to kiss and nibble my taint. The sensations were mind blowing, and I couldn't fully process all of the physical and visual delights.
My cock-head was red and very swollen from the prolonged edging session. Pre-cum hung from the tip of it, in a long thin rope, that extended all the way down to Stacey's tits. Sara's tongue reached my rosebud now, and she flicked it rapidly across the opening of my anal passage. That new stimulation, along with the two girl frenulum tease, was going to get me off, before too much longer.
Sara's tongue finally entered my asshole, just as Stacey and Svetlana, increased both the speed and pressure of my frenulum tongue bath. I was close now, my ragged breathing signaling to the girls that my orgasm was imminent. Svetlana and Stacey looked up at me through the see-through massage table, their piercing blue eyes staring at me as they continued their loving massage of my frenulum.
"I am close," I whispered hoarsely, as I started to tremble with pleasure.
Sara's tongue wiggled around in my anal passage and I felt my nuts constrict. My first rope of cum was expelled with tremendous force and splattered all over Stacey's tits. She recoiled slightly with surprise, and then giggled and held her tits together to encourage me to coat them further with my ejaculate. My second cumshot was weaker but I still managed to shoot another rope of semen between Stacey's breasts. My ejaculate ran down her breasts and disappeared between them. Svetlana grabbed the tip of my cock and pointed it at her face, and my last expulsion coated her neck and chin with my seminal fluid.
After I came, the girls continued to pleasure me, and for several minutes I enjoyed Sara's tongue wiggling around, deep in my asshole, while Stacey and Svetlana licked my cock-head and frenulum. At some point, I signaled that I was done, and Sara removed her tongue from between my ass-cheeks and left to wash her face. Stacey and Svetlana remained beneath me and started to lick my ejaculate from each other's breasts. I watched intently as they devoured my load.
Sara returned after a few moments and kissed the side of my face.
She whispered softly in my ear, "We are going to take a quick shower and change our costumes. What do you want us to wear next?"
I didn't know what to say. I was so enraptured with the sensory and visual stimulation, that combined with the dizzying array of choices I had, was overwhelming. Sara sensed this and tried to simplify things for me.
"When we are in the shower, look though our closet. If anything in there turns you on, leave it out and we'll do the rest."
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After Svetlana and Stacey had licked all of my ejaculate off of each other's tits, they invited me to pick out their next outfits, and left the room holding hands. I climbed off the massage table and walked over to the closet. It was massive. Dozens of drawers full of panties, garter belts, stockings and accessories. There were hundreds of pairs of shoes, arranged on shoe racks, and stuffed into see-through plastic storage containers. Rows and rows of clothes hanging from chrome rails. I truly didn't know where to start.
As I looked through the accessory drawers, I noticed something that caught my eye. It was a pair of white bunny ears, that I knew accompanied Sara's Blowjob Bunny costume. I decided at that moment to take a page out of Hugh Hefner's book, and enjoy a three Bunny blowjob. I knew that these form-fitting, stretch satin Playboy Bunny costumes were for oral enjoyment only, as they lacked any access holes to the vagina and anus.
I left the bunny ears on the top of the makeup counter, and laid back on the massage table, face down. I put the pillow under my head, and dozed off shortly after. I heard the girls enter the closet area, giggle excitedly at my choice of costume, and then gather all of the necessary components of these fantasy outfits. Then they hurriedly left the room, presumably to get changed.
A few minutes later, they returned to my massage table, dressed identically as Playboy Bunnies. It was evident that their stretch-satin, pink Bunny Tuxedos were tailor made, as each costume flattered the best part of each girl. Sara's massive 'E' cups, were thrust forward and skyward, inviting me to ogle them lewdly. Stacey's tight little ass was cupped perfectly by the shiny stretch material, and her cute little bunny tail was positioned right over the entrance to her asshole.
Svetlana's Tuxedo was stretched tightly across her ripped, lean stomach, showcasing her best asset, and making her beautiful, perfectly sized, "D" cups look extremely perky. The bunnies stood in front of me for a few moments, inviting me to enjoy the visual. Then, as my cock stiffened before their watchful eyes, they took turns to rotate 180 degrees,and wiggle their bunny tails seductively, as if to signal their availability to me.
This was very erotic to watch, even if it did seem like a little false advertising, knowing that there was no access to their respective "forbidden orifices." Stacey had the best ass by far, so fuckable, just the thought of getting balls-deep inside it, made my cock throb.
I had to remind myself that these erotic thoughts, running rampant through my mind, were totally unnecessary. I didn't need to fantasize about butt-fucking Stacey, or jerking off on Sara's tits. I owned these bitches. They had knelt before me, dressed identically, and spritzed in my favorite scent, and professed their unwavering loyalty, and unrestricted availability to me, sexually. I didn't need to think it, I could just do it.
Emboldened by my sudden realization, I reached across and slapped Stacey's tight little ass. The sound reverberated around the mirrored room, and Stacey let out a squeal of delight. The girls walked seductively towards the massage table, and began to tenderly caress me. I rolled over on to my back, my erection telegraphing my desire. Stacey got there first, and she slowly lowered her pink glossed lips, until she reached the tip of my cock, and planted one soft kiss on it.
I jumped reflexively at the unexpected stimulation, and expelled some pre-cum as I processed my upcoming sexual arousal. Sara and Svetlana were seconds behind, and suddenly I had three platinum blondes, competing to suck my cock.
For the first few moments I relaxed on my pillow and enjoyed the show. The three of them took turns sucking my cock, maintaining eye contact as they worshipped me. If I was blessed with a bigger cock, maybe the three of them could have blown me simultaneously, however, because of my size limitation, Sara and Svetlana sucked my cock while Stacey disappeared under the acrylic table. I felt Stacey's tongue brush across my buttocks before she started to lick my anus.
Although Sara and Svetlana were providing me a spectacular visual, I closed my eyes and tried to picture Stacey. She was just so breathtakingly beautiful, and she was eating my ass. It was such a turn-on to think of her pretty face buried between my ass-cheeks. The massage table straps did a fantastic job of supporting and separating my ass-cheeks, providing easy access for the gorgeous blonde. The girls teased me for several moments and then withdrew their lips from me simultaneously.
They walked away from the massage table, towards the large floor to ceiling mirror that dominated the room. They got down on their knees next to each other, and then, in a clearly choreographed move, positioned themselves on all fours, doggy-style, and began to wiggle their asses.
"Take anything you want, Daddy?" Svetlana teased.
I got up slowly from the massage table and walked over to the girls. They continued to shake their asses, as if to invite me inside. I pondered what Adrian might do, in this situation. He would probably rip access holes in the crotches of the Playboy Tuxedos, and bury his cock deep inside their anal passages.
I was still adjusting to the power these girls had given me over them, and wasn't ready to tear their clothes to gain access to their fuck holes. As I got closer, I checked out Stacey's tight, desirable ass. As she continued to shimmy seductively for my visual enjoyment, I noticed that her Bunny tail moved with her body rather than with her Tuxedo. It appeared to be attached to her, rather than the stretch-satin fabric of her costume.
"Pull my tail," Stacey invited me, as I stood over her.
I tentatively reached for the round, white fluffy cotton ball, grabbed it, and gave it a tug. To my surprise, it came away in my hand, and I noticed a hole in the Tuxedo, right over the entrance to Stacey's asshole. A cursory look at the bunny tail, revealed it to be a butt-plug that had been inserted inside Stacey. She stopped shaking her ass, and looked over her shoulder at me.
"Sveltlana modified our Blowjob Bunny costumes, to add anal to our menus," she said cheerfully.
Sara and Svetlana shook their asses at me, inviting me to remove their fluffy tails, too. I pulled both of their butt-plugs out, and couldn't help noticing that Sara's came out the easiest. My heart sank at this revelation, because I knew that Adrian had repeatedly butt-fucked her over the last eight months, thereby stretching her sphincter.
Svetlana had cut a little access hole in each of their Bunny costumes, similar to the modifications she made to my latex-shorts, when she took my anal cherry. I now had three additional holes to enjoy. I placed the three butt-plugs on the makeup counter and noticed a small glass bowl full of condoms.
They were neither Adrian's Magnum condoms, nor the novelty Japanese extra-small rubbers that Adrian had used to embarrass me. These were regular size, extra sensitivity condoms and I was grateful to have them if I was going to engage in anal sex, for the very first time. At least anal sex in which I was the penetrator, as I had been on the receiving end twice before, at the hands of both Svetlana and Adrian.
I debated whether or not to use a condom for anal sex. Unlike Adrian, I didn't want to use the humiliation of ass to mouth, as a means to subjugate these women. Plus, it seemed more sanitary, even though I was sure the girls had used anal cleansers.
The girls were motionless now, side by side in the doggy-style position, heads pulled back, backs arched, platinum hair spilling down to their available asses. Pretty much the position I had assumed when Adrian knelt behind me to fuck my ass. My cock throbbed as I pondered where to start.
If this had been a month ago, I would have given Svetlana a brutal, non-lubed, ass-fucking, as payback for some of the shit she did to me. However, now that we had buried the hatchet, and she was my girlfriend, I had all the time in the world to enjoy her tight little asshole. I had never enjoyed Sara's asshole in the fifteen years we were married, but felt like Stacey was my choice for my first attempt at anal sex. I think she knew it too. Her ass was perfect, completely fucking irresistible.
I grabbed a condom and walked over to where Stacey was positioned, waiting for me in doggy-style position. She must have heard me open the condom package, because she turned her head back over her shoulder and spoke.
"You don't need a condom Chris," she assured me. "I just gave myself a very thorough anal-cleanse and already lubed up my back door. Enjoy me bare-back. It will feel so much nicer."
That was all the invitation I needed, and I discarded the condom on the floor, and knelt behind Stacey. Sara and Svetlana got up from their doggy-style position and knelt either side of me. Sara had the KY lube, and started to apply it to my throbbing cock, while Svetlana and I kissed tenderly. I withdrew my lips from her, and asked for her consent.
"Are you okay with this, Svetlana? I won't do it if you have a problem with it."
Svetlana gave me a quick kiss on the lips and responded.
"We talked about this. I want you to take whatever you want from us all. Nothing is off-limits to you."
Then, giving me her express permission, she grabbed the tip of my cock, lined it up with Stacey's anal passage, placed one hand on my ass, and slowly pushed me forward. Stacey had done a wonderful job of lubricating her asshole, and I slowly eased inside her.
Wow, I had no idea anal sex could feel so good. Her ass was super tight, nice and warm and very well lubed. Once I was balls-deep, I took a moment to process where I was. I had fantasized about getting any kind of play from Stacey, since the very first time I met her, at lunch with my wife. I had jerked off many times in the past, imagining Stacey on her knees blowing me, or me easing into her as she laid beneath me in the missionary position, looking up at me with her baby blues.
However, in my deepest imagination, I never anticipated butt-fucking her, dressed as she was as a Playboy Bunny. I took a deep breath and looked directly in the mirror that was in front of us. Stacey and I made eye contact, her piercing blue eye contacts shining as she smiled at me.
"You can come right away if you want," she offered cheerfully. "Our sex life is all about you!"
I knew I wasn't going to last long, so it was nice of her to remove all of the pressure relating to my sexual prowess, and invite me to get off whenever I was ready. I pulled my cock half-way out of her ass and then slid back inside her and started to slowly fuck her.
Sara got into the sixty-nine position underneath Stacey and started to suck my nuts as I fucked Stacey's tight ass. Svetlana started to kiss and nibble my ear, and I enjoyed the view in the mirror, of me sodomizing Stacey.
Stacey stared into my eyes in the mirror, and I felt Sara scoot back slightly and lick my taint. Svetlana moved one hand to my ass, and raked her perfectly manicured nails across my buttocks. The stimulation was otherworldly, and I felt myself on the road to my next orgasm. Sara moved back again and I felt her licking around my anus.
"Does it feel good to fuck Stacey's ass, baby?" Svetlana teased. "Bareback is the way to go, always, with the three of us."
I moaned at her verbal stimulation, it was just what I wanted to hear.
"Come in my ass, baby," Stacey offered. "I am ready for your load."
"I am close, Svetlana," I whispered.
The three of them started collectively trying to increase my pleasure and take me over the edge. Stacey was asking me repeatedly, to come inside her ass. Sara inserted her tongue inside my anus and wiggled it around. Svetlana kept on with the dirty talk.
"Fuck that ass. You own it. You own all of us."
That was all I could take. I tensed up, threw my head back, and let out a loud roar, as I ejaculated into Stacey's tight asshole. Sara kept wiggling her tongue around inside my butt, and Svetlana tickled my ass-cheeks with her fingertips, as I unloaded my nuts.
After a few deep thrusts, I was done and I put both hands on Stacey's ass to steady myself.
"Fuck yeah! That was amazing," I said to the three blondes.
They weren't in any rush to uncouple me from Stacey. I enjoyed the sensations of Sara's tongue in my ass, and Svetlana's fingertips massaging and tickling my butt-cheeks, for several more moments. It wasn't until I felt my cock starting to go soft, that I slowly withdrew from Stacey's ass.
As soon as I pulled out of her anal passage, my semen started to leak out of it. Stacey adjusted her position slightly, half-sitting, half-kneeling above Sara's face, and my ejaculate dripped right into Sara's open mouth. Sara swallowed it greedily, before extending her tongue into Stacey's gaping asshole, in search of the remnants of my load.
Svetlana scooted forward on her knees, kissed me tenderly and spoke.
"Let me clean you up baby. Stacey is perfectly clean, just relax."
With that assurance, she began to suck my cock clean. Like I said before, I am not a fan of using ass to mouth as a way to humiliate or subjugate women. However, Svetlana was willingly prolonging my pleasure by cleaning my cock with her mouth, and it wasn't done with any intent to demean her, so I just enjoyed it.
Sara left the room first. She had just rimmed Stacey and I, and presumably wanted to wash her face. Stacey joined Svetlana and the two of them sucked my cock until it went flaccid.
"Why don't you shower baby," Svetlana offered, once my cock was clean. "Take a break until you are ready to go again."
I ended up coming five times that night, the most orgasms I have had in one day since I discovered masturbation as a teenager. I crawled into bed, fell asleep immediately, and slept soundly for nine hours. The girls had completely drained my nuts. Svetlana tried to wake me up with a morning blowjob, but my cock slept through her attempts to arouse me for several minutes, before I finally asked her to give me a day off.
Five years have now passed since Sara and I got divorced. The four of us still live together in harmony as one happy unit. Sara and Stacey exist as a couple and still have off the charts chemistry. Svetlana and I are also coupled up, and she is more than enough of a woman to keep me satisfied sexually, as I approach sixty-one years of age.
Sara puts on her schoolgirl costume, and sucks me off once a month for her rent. Most of the time Svetlana and I kiss while Sara blows me, to remind Sara of her diminished status within the household. I always pull out of Sara's mouth just before I cum, and ejaculate all over her face. I fuck Stacey once in a while, and occasionally enjoy a threesome or foursome, and involve Sara too. My Sukebe chair and acrylic massage table get used regularly.
You would think that after five years of complete sexual access to all of the triplets, I would have got my premature ejaculation under control. However, as the girls never make any sexual demands on me, and all of our sexual activity is done for the sole purpose of my release, I come when I am ready. Whether that takes two minutes or twenty minutes is immaterial. The girls act as if they are honored to coax a load from my nutsack, and I wouldn't have it any other way. Sometimes, it feels like a dream but I get off however, and whenever, I want.
It is not completely joyless for the girls. Sara and Stacey make each other orgasm every single day, and I let Svetlana dominate me occasionally, which really gets her off. Sara is permitted to use her beloved anal stimulator on rent day, and has a few vocal orgasms as she sucks me off in her Schoolgirl uniform. It is one of the highlights of my month, to ejaculate all over her face, as she kneels in front of me and rides the anal egg to multiple orgasms.
I haven't spent much of the two and a half million dollars that I got from Adrian, living mostly off of the interest income, and Sara never mentions the money. She got clean over four years ago, and is much easier to be around, now she is not high all of the time.
My expenses are fairly low, as Adrian paid off my mortgage, and bought the girls enough clothes to last a lifetime. I ended up converting the double garage into a closet and storage area for the triplets, once I realized how many clothes they each owned. Adrian had spent hundreds of thousands of dollars on sexy dresses, skirts, lingerie and fantasy wear for the three blondes, and I had inherited it all. There were dozens of matching outfits, as he liked to dress them identically most of the time.
My big splurge was to remove all of the girls' tattoos. That was quite expensive and time consuming, as I rotated their laser treatments, so that only one of them was out of action at any one time. Between the tramp-stamps, black-cock only arrows and their matching "Adrian's Bitches" markings, it was almost a year before I had three blank canvasses to work with. I was tempted to mark them as my own, but so far have left them undecorated, with the implication that I will brand them only as a form of punishment.
Svetlana's labia tattoo removal was the most painful, although I had advanced warning when I took her for her consultation.
"The labia, due to its hypersensitivity and hidden location, is just about the most painful part of the body to use the laser on," Kenny, the technician informed me. "Svetlana will definitely need a Lidocaine injection, right before we start the process."
"Of course," I responded graciously.
I had never asked Svetlana what the tattoo meant, although even with zero knowledge of either the Czech or Russian language, I could tell that the inscription contained more letters than Igor's name. I asked the laser removal guy to take a picture of it during the consultation, and I forwarded it to Ivan.
The following week, Ivan shuffled uncomfortably in my office, as he told me that the most literal English translation was "Igor's Cunt." There was an embarrassing silence after Ivan told me this, and it was at this point that I made the unilateral decision to have it removed and punish Svetlana, simultaneously.
I felt like I had the right to punish Svetlana as I saw fit. Igor had exercised his right to do as he pleased with her young body, and I owned her now, so surely that gave me the same right. I wanted her to remember this laser removal session forever, and while I didn't add the humiliation of an audience, I planned to make her suffer. This would be payback for all of the sexual torture she inflicted on me, the difference being my punishment would be done anonymously. Svetlana would assume that her pain was just part of her procedure. I felt like once I heard her scream, I could move on from the past. We would be even, and I could focus on our future relationship.
Two weeks later, Svetlana sat nervously in the waiting room, biting her lip as I gave the laser removal technician very specific instructions. This was my shot at punishing Svetlana, with a semblance of anonymity. He flashed me a confused glance as he processed the fact that I wanted any pain medication, either through injection or topical spray, to be a placebo.
"Are you sure?" Kenny asked nervously. "This is an incredibly painful procedure. You want me to inject her with a saline solution instead of Lidocaine?"
"Yes, that is correct, she will be fine," I said dismissively, enjoying the total control I had over her ordeal. "She is a tough girl."
"Are you sure?" Kenny repeated, a worried look appearing on his face. "That will be unnecessarily painful for the poor girl. How about some local anesthetic spray to take the edge off?"
"No!" I said dispassionately, "Kenny, she can handle it."



I sat in the waiting room as Svetlana "handled" her laser treatment without any benefits of pain mitigation. Judging by the anguished howls she let out during the process, it was indeed one of the more painful procedures.
Svetlana's cries of anguish brought me right back to the day of Sara's brutal foot thrashing. At that time, I had pondered whether or not I had the capacity to stand passively without intervention, and allow a woman to experience severe torment.
My curiosity was resurrected when Svetlana opined that male sadistic tendencies were situational, rather than personality traits. I had my answer as I listened to Svetlana's reaction to her pain. Unrestrained as I was by the usual constraints of peer pressure, familial intervention, and the concern of friends, I was free to abuse Svetlana as I saw fit. This seemed like a fitting way to get my revenge, and I felt my rage towards her dissipate, with every pitiful howl.
Kenny had warned me that the laser removal of a tattoo on the labia would be extremely painful, and at some point he decided to enter the waiting room, and take another run at me.
"I am not sure if you can hear anything back here," he began, diplomatically. "However, Svetlana is experiencing an elevated level of discomfort. Can I please give your girlfriend a shot of Lidocaine to numb the pain?" he asked, concern written all over his face.
It must have been obvious to Kenny, that Svetlana had been tested over the years. She bore marks of ownership from at least two guys, "Adrian's Bitch" emblazoned on the back of her neck, "Igor's Cunt," etched on the inside of her labia. In addition, there was the ominous "Black Cock Only" arrow, disappearing into her asshole. Kenny didn't know if it belonged to Adrian, Igor or some other dominant prick who had asserted ownership over this beautiful young Czech girl. All he knew, was that her new owner, me, wanted her to feel the pain of the removal process, as unnecessary as that was.
In truth, it wasn't the pain that turned me on. It was the fact that I could inflict it without any pushback. For this reason, I shook my head impassively, although I did give the technician a way out.
"I am leaving to go to another appointment," I began. "If you want to negotiate some form of pain medication with Svetlana, so be it," I offered magnanimously. "However, under no circumstances is any money to change hands," I said with a smirk. "Call John at San Clemente Tattoos if you need any further clarification. Svetlana worked out some deal with him for her back of the neck tattoo."
Kenny absorbed what I had just shared with him, processed it, and seemed to get my drift. I don't know if he reached out to John, or figured it out on his own, but Svetlana got her much needed pain relief, and Kenny got some relief of his own, in the recovery room, once the procedure was complete.
After that horrible "Igor's Cunt" moniker was burned from her inner labia, Svetlana was out of action for three months. Well, at least vaginally. She offered me her anus as an alternative, almost every day of her recuperation period, but I declined her out of respect, turning to the lovely Stacey for my daily release. I would fuck Stacey, vaginally or anally, as Sara ate my ass, and I was reminded of Svetlana's demeaning "Cunt" designation, every day of the twelve weeks until we were able to make love again.
When we went back to the laser removal franchise two weeks later, for a post procedure check-up, I made sure Svetlana was dressed the part. I made her wear a baby-blue Lycra dress, that was skin tight, and impossibly short. She had her trademark matching garter belt and stockings on, with some sky-high fuck-me pumps. I had booked the first appointment of the morning, so the waiting room was empty, upon our arrival.
Kenny, the technician, greeted us and looked embarrassed to see me. He shuffled around uncomfortably as Svetlana started to disrobe, his erection visible in his jeans. Once she was down to her garter belt, stocking and panties, she climbed onto the examining table, and put her feet in the stirrups. She was still wearing her panties and her sky-high stilettos, and looked phenomenal as she relaxed on the table in her lingerie. He tried to be professional, but Svetlana has a powerful effect on all men, and he was under her spell.
"Can you remove your panties please, Svetlana?" he stammered.
"Be a sweetheart and take them off for me," Svetlana said with her practiced innocence.
The technician's hands were shaking as he reached for the tiny g-string panties, and lowered them over her clean-shaven pussy. He let out an audible gasp when he noticed Svetlana's body modification, in his honor. Just above her clitoris, in the clean shaven pubis area, was a small heart-shaped temporary tattoo. It was very feminine, done as it was in pastel pink in a flowing script. Within the heart the words "Property of Kenny" were inscribed, an invitation to the young laser technician to enjoy Svetlana's recently cleansed pussy. Cleansed, in the sense of being devoid of any humiliating brands of ownership, other than that of Kenny.
Kenny licked his lips and cleared his throat, as he tried to process Svetlana's intention. He continued to lower her panties over her garter belt. When the panties reached her ankles, Svetlana spoke.
"Thank you, Kenny, I have got it from here," she said seductively, as she removed the tiny panties from one of her legs, before allowing them to hang provocatively from the heel of her stiletto.
At her last visit, this young guy had bartered some medical grade pain relief, for a blowjob in the recovery room. Like all of Svetlana's previous sexual partners, he had enjoyed a taste of her sexual delights, and wanted more. As he unwrapped her, and fixated on the feminine tattoo that seemed to dedicate her pussy for his sole enjoyment, he was sweating.
I enjoyed watching Svetlana fuck with his emotions, and after several minutes of observing him trying to deal with the throbbing in his jeans, I excused myself to take a phone call.
"Make sure you thank Kenny for your pain meds, Svetlana," I said authoritatively.
A visibly flushed young man emerged from the treatment room less than five minutes later, breathing heavily, with an obvious wet spot in his jeans. He wouldn't make eye contact with me, but I knew Svetlana had made him come in his pants. His erection was gone, but there was a noticeable bulge in his right jeans pocket.
As we drove home from the laser franchise, Svetlana shared her latest conquest with me.
"You should have seen the poor guy's face, Daddy," she began with a giggle. "After he examined me, I sat up in the chair and thanked him for the Lidocaine. I noticed he was erect again, so I started to rub his cock through his jeans. I told him that I was really disappointed that I couldn't give him another blowjob, but maybe at my next check-up."
"You fucking prick-tease, Svetlana," I said with a chuckle. "How long did it take that poor bastard to shoot his wad in his underwear?"
"Ha," she responded gleefully, "he came quicker this time from an over the clothes handjob, than when I sucked him off."
"No doubt the way you are dressed contributed to his premature ejaculation," I scoffed.
"He couldn't keep his eyes off of my tattoo," she said excitedly. "After he came, I slipped my panties from the heel of my shoe, and handed them to him. He stuffed them straight into the pocket of his jeans, in case I changed my mind."
"I noticed the bulge," I said laughing at his predicament.
That was the last time I gave Svetlana to another man. I was enraptured by the effect she had on men, and it made me realize that she was a very special woman. From that day forward, I kept all of her sexual delights, completely to myself.
I wondered if Svetlana would snap out of the ether and leave me after three months of celibacy, but on the day that she was cleared medically to participate in sexual activity, she was as enthusiastic as ever.
She was also tight, very tight, like a virgin. I assumed it was from abstaining from sexual intercourse for three months but, when pressed, she admitted to having vaginal rejuvenation, to enhance my pleasure.
"I paid for it myself," she assured me. "I was out of commission for twelve weeks anyway, so it seemed like a great idea. Think of it as an early Christmas present for you, Daddy. Sara and Stacey want to get it done, too!"
I did succumb to that temptation, tightening Sara and Stacey up, so that they too felt like teenagers, when they were finally ready to fuck. The gynecologist tightened Sara's anal passage too, her nine month dalliance with Adrian having stretched her sphincter considerably, from the combination of daily anal sex, and his huge black cock. I paid for the vaginal rejuvenation for both girls, but left Sara to figure out payment for her newly tightened asshole.
I used the same gynecologist as Sara used the first time, and Sara is a fairly resourceful individual, so she undoubtedly preyed on his previously stated attraction to her. Her gynecologist had just performed rejuvenation surgery on her vagina and anus, so Sara found herself on her knees, offering her other orifice to him, when it came time to pay the man. Sara tossed her sucky pillow onto the floor in front of the now sixty-eight year old man, signaling her intent to suck his cock, to settle her bill. Sara ended up sucking that old man off twice that afternoon, and they agreed that she could settle her bill by giving him oral sex on each of her follow-up visits.
Sara was not a particularly skilled negotiator, and when she complained to me that the good Doctor had advised her to attend a follow-up consultation every Friday, I laughed at her. Sara, bound by her code of ethics, attended each and every consultation, but they were a joke. The gynecologist would enter the office with a visible hard-on, ask Sara if she had any issues with her bowel movements, and then force her to her knees to extract his weekly payment.
I later learned that the industry best practice called for a monthly visit after such a procedure, and Sara learned to pay more attention to the details. For his part, the good Doctor extracted his pound of flesh from Sara, without having to take my ex-wife on vacation to the Maldives.
I also paid for Sara to go back to 'C' cups as I know her ridiculous 'E' cups made her very self-conscious. On rent day, I dispensed with the usual blowjob and facial, choosing instead to tit-fuck my ex-wife, enjoying her 'E' cups for the final time. I made her dress up in her usual rent-day Schoolgirl Uniform, although I removed her bra as soon as she knelt before me. I told her to tie her crop-top tightly under her boobs to hold them together, and made her lay on her back.
I propped her head up with a pillow, so that I could see her piercing blue eyes as I fucked her titties. Then, after squeezing a generous helping of lubricant between her oversized breasts, I slipped my cock underneath her crop-top and started to fuck her tits. The plaid crop-top, two sizes too small as it was, did a wonderful job of holding her tits together, leaving her hands free to tickle my stomach and tease my taint. I knew it wouldn't take me long to come, freed as I was from any expectation of reciprocation from any of the triplets.
Sara extended her tongue, licking the tip of my cock-head as it emerged from between her huge mammaries. She maintained eye contact with me, urging me to blow my load on her face or in her mouth. It wasn't lost on me that in the fifteen years of our marriage, she had never allowed me to tit-fuck her, or give her a facial. Now, as the power dynamic between us had been upturned, she was my very own fuck-toy, one of three that I currently owned.
As I approached my orgasm, I didn't even give her the courtesy of advance warning. My new-found power was intoxicating, and I didn't feel I owed any of the triplets any consideration. Sara may have known I was about to ejaculate on her, as she would have felt my nuts and asshole constrict, as she toyed with my taint. However, she didn't exhibit any of the signs of someone who was about to get a facial, most of which I had learned about from watching porn. She wasn't attempting to divert the direction of my imminent cum-shot, she wasn't closing her eyes, she wasn't turning her head to the side, to avoid the blast.
Instead, Sara was smiling and maintaining eye contact, as she continued to implore me to unload on her. A few seconds later, as I thrust deep between her well-lubricated tits, I unloaded my first rope of cum. Landing right on the tip of her beautifully sculpted nose, before splatting onto her eyelashes, it took Sara by surprise. She let out a squeal of delight and continued to egg me on. My second blast hit her lips, open as they were to allow me to enter her mouth, if I so desired. The final two cumshots, weaker in force, coated her neck. Sara lay there submissively as I caught my breath.
After I blew my load over her face and neck, I broke the good news about her upcoming breast reduction surgery. She was ecstatic, until I told her that Dr. Matthews was tasked with her third breast surgery in about a year.
"Please, no," Sara begged. "Please choose a different surgeon, Chris. I can't face him again."
"Quiet, Sara," I growled, silencing my ex-wife. "I decide who works on you, and what cosmetic changes I want. If I want you to go under the knife to Dr. Matthews, that is the end of it. One more word, and I will let Ivan take you to your appointment, and pay the bill."
This shut Sara up. Her objection wasn't so much with Dr. Matthews, even though he had intentionally given her a larger breast enhancement than she had agreed upon. Her principal fear was that the plastic surgeon would know she had been passed around like a joint. I had accompanied her and paid for her original breast enhancement. Several months later, Adrian had footed the bill for her huge 'E' cups. Now, just a few months later, if Ivan accompanied her, and paid for her new tits, it would like she was being modified to suit the tastes of three different men, within about a year.
This mortified Sara and she started to sob quietly at her impossible predicament. I removed my softening cock from her well-oiled tits, and went to take a piss. Sara remained on her back, having been conditioned by Adrian, not to move until instructed to do so. When I returned to her, I decided to soften my stance on her upcoming surgery. I told her that I would allow her to select a different plastic surgeon this time, after the stunt that Dr. Matthews pulled.
She knelt before me full of gratitude, as I explained my plan to return her to a full 'C' cup. I was married to this woman for fifteen years, but as I looked down on her, kneeling before me dressed as a schoolgirl, with my semen coating her neck and face, it wasn't love or benevolence that I felt, but contempt.
"Get on all fours, Sara," I ordered her, the control I had over her causing my cock to slowly stiffen.
Once she was in my desired position, I knelt behind her. Her plaid skirt, shortened at my request in order to further sexualize her, barely covered her ass-cheeks. Her plaid panties were the only thing between me and her tight wet pussy, and I ripped them off to make her available to me. I positioned the tip of my cock against the entrance of her vagina, which was slick with her juices. Being used by me had caused her to self-lubricate, and she was ready to be taken. I inserted my cock just inside the entrance of her pussy, and she started to perform her Kegel exercises to entice me to enter her.
I remained motionless as she continued to self-lubricate, and once my cock-head was slick with her vaginal secretions, I withdrew from her pussy and forced my way inside her anus. Fuck, that felt tight! It hadn't been that long since Sara underwent her rectal rejuvenation, and even though I had never butt-fucked her before Adrian stretched out her sphincter, I imagined that my wife probably would have felt like this on our wedding night, had she been inclined to offer me the delights of anal sex.
Of course, she had denied me that privilege on that night, and for the fifteen years that followed. In fact, she ended up keeping her anal cherry intact, until Adrian dressed her up in her bridal ensemble and ass-fucked her over my desk, using her bridal panties as a makeshift gag. It was this image that took me over the edge, and I came deep inside of Sara's recently tightened anus. After I came, I admired her taut little butt-cheeks, returned to her natural flesh tones, after the removal of Adrian's demeaning tattoos, overt symbols of his ownership of my wife, that they were. I was glad to have his markings removed from the triplets, and even though I reserved the right to brand them as my own, my thoughts were of designating Adrian as my bitch, by way of inking him up.
I still have my markings on the back of my neck as a reminder of what I endured. I know I went through hell for six months, but it made me a better person, and more appreciative of the simple things in life.
Occasionally, if I am feeling too entitled or proud of myself, I will look at my tattoos in the mirror. I find myself immediately grounded, the overt symbolism of the "Queen of Spades" tattoo reminding me of my diminished status within the multi-level hierarchy of Adrian's house. I was a black man's toy, I am forced to remind myself. The tattoo of the women's lips with a copious load of semen overflowing them, is a stark reminder of how many guys I ended up blowing, during my time as Adrian's house-boy. I was Adrian's bitch, I am forced to remind myself, as the label he forced me to wear mocks me in the mirror.
The tattoos will remain forever on the back of my neck, as they serve the purpose of grounding me. I achieved considerable financial success living in Southern California, but when I return to the humble roots of my small hometown, I am grounded by the poverty that surrounds me, in the same way that the tattoos bring me back to earth. It serves as a major reality check, something that I need occasionally in my new fantasy life. One day I may take one or more of the triplets to my home town, although they would be totally out of place, amongst the church-centric social calendar, and the myriad of charity shops on Main Street.
What would my childhood friends make of my markings, I occasionally contemplate? The ethnic make-up of my home-town was almost completely white. There was a Chinese family that ran the Dragon Pearl Restaurant, but no black people lived there. How would they take the news that a Black man had physically, mentally and sexually subjugated me for several months, whilst simultaneously owning my wife? What if I passed away unexpectedly, and my parents were called upon to identify my body? How would they react to my symbols of ownership, once the true meanings were explained to them? My mom probably had no idea what the "Queen of Spades" tattoo signified. And why on earth did I have a tattoo of some glossed female lips overflowing with semen, on my neck?
Today, similar to every other day that I took stock of my markings, reminded me that I wasn't ready to go and visit my home-town. I needed to stay safely ensconced in my fantasy life, with almost three million dollars in the bank, and three platinum blondes to take care of my every sexual desire.
For their part, the triplets are set for life. My will divides my estate equally between the three girls in my life, and at my age, I don't envision any of them bailing on me. The four of us get what we need out of the relationship, and none of us have to work, so life is pretty good.
Adrian's company went bankrupt shortly after the US stock market crash. The only bad thing about a Ponzi scheme is that the last guys out, end up getting fucked. Most of Adrian's clients were current or past NFL players. The minimum point of entry into Adrian's fund was two million dollars, although he had let me in with a much smaller investment. Nearly everybody in the fund could stomach a loss if it happened.



I knew right away who the guy would be holding the bag. He had disrespected Adrian by butt-fucking Sara, forcing Adrian to watch, and then condescendingly thanking him for the "complimentary piece of ass." He had compounded this by taking Koko as his fucktoy, once a week. He had pissed Sara off with his disdainful treatment of her. He had made an enemy of me, by his violation of my wife, before my own eyes. Yes, Phil McKenzie's "complimentary piece of ass" was actually going to cost him several million dollars.
Fortunately for Sara, she liquidated her five percent of the brokerage, before Phil's attorney contacted her to discuss the health of the fund, following the stock market collapse. She calmly told the attorney that she was no longer associated with the fund and to direct all correspondence to Adrian.
I never got the exact number, but by the time we had refunded everybody, the fund had eighty five million dollars in it. I assume that went back to Phil McKenzie, as he had made an initial investment of one hundred million dollars. This means it cost him fifteen million dollars to fuck my wife's ass!
Adrian got convicted of several felonies relating to his Ponzi scheme, and is getting more sex than ever as he does his time in the big house, alongside several of the Russian Mafia.
Ivan came to the house shortly after Adrian was sentenced. He asked me if I wanted any more retribution, but I felt like Adrian had suffered enough. Svetlana said something to him in Russian, and he nodded agreeably.
The fire burned within Svetlana for years after Adrian was convicted and incarcerated. She would wake up some nights, screaming and crying out, flailing her fists wildly at some unknown assailant. Except, by now, I knew it was not some anonymous figure, but rather a combination of Igor, Vlad and Adrian, her principal tormentors.
She had been released from the clutches of the Bratva, given her freedom after completing her successful mission of laundering their dirty money through Adrian's investment brokerage. Even if she had sought revenge against the two men who had held her as a sex slave, it would have been impossible for her to have acted against them. They were too powerful, too isolated, too protected for any meaningful retribution, beyond maybe scratching their cars, or breaking a window in their home or office.
Adrian however, trapped as he was in a Federal Prison, with dozens of Bratva in his facility, was a sitting duck for Svetlana's revenge. I tried to reason with her and justify why she should just let him go. We had a great life, free from the pressures of work, with no financial or health issues to burden us. Still, Svetlana was drawn to him, more specifically drawn to extracting her pound of flesh from him.
She was still in contact with the Bratva, albeit through Ivan. As grateful as they were for her financial acumen, and money laundering accomplishments, they were willing to inflict occasional punishments on Adrian, at her behest. They offered a hit on him, but Svetlana preferred periodic, non-lethal assaults, both physical and sexual.
At first, I took no solace from the photos she would receive from Ivan. However, as I noticed a slow reduction in Svetlana's anger over the years, I realized that it was a form of therapy for her. There was no pattern in what triggered her. One night we had watched a movie called "Extremities" about a woman who was terrorized in her own home by a rapist, before getting her retribution. This triggered Svetlana, and two days later I found her poring over some photos of Adrian's latest debasement, a massive black cock only arrow tattoo, just under his asshole.
She seemed calm and at peace, so I never interjected my thoughts on the matter. However, one side benefit of her random violent interruptions of Adrian's routine, was her elevated sexual arousal, during and after the attacks. Svetlana and I had a lot of sex, but there wasn't a true sexual connection, in the typical marital sense. Svetlana was available to me twenty-four hours a day, for whatever I desired. I would have several orgasms daily, but she didn't get much from our interaction. In return, I would submit to her occasionally, enduring her ferocious domination, as she came repeatedly at my total capitulation. She would come so hard that I feared that she would pass out. I got very little from these encounters, unless you count the bruises and ligature marks.
However, when our lovemaking coincided with Adrian's assault, there was a deep loving connection between us, and we would make love for hours, often coming at the same time. For this reason, I never demanded that Svetlana leave Adrian alone.
One day I came home after having lunch with some friends, and Svetlana wanted to make love. I knew that look in her eyes, and I called her on it right away.
"Svetlana, you little sadist, what did you do to Adrian this time?"
"Let's fuck baby," she responded, as she knelt before me and started to unzip my jeans.
It was late at night before we finally stopped our extended multi-orgasmic session. I knew she had orchestrated another beat-down on Adrian, but it took me several days to get the specifics out of her. However, she finally showed me a photo of Adrian in the prison hospital. It was taken by one of the prison guards after Adrian was sexually assaulted in the shower, forwarded to an associate of Ivan's, and then on to Svetlana.
In the photo, Adrian was laying on his stomach with bandages between his ass-cheeks, having endured another brutal gang rape. His hospital gown was open at the back, and his latest artwork was clearly visible. Right across his butt-cheeks, in the blurry style of prison tattoos, it read "Bareback Only Bitch."
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I am Tim, a forty-two year old unmarried male, working at a large pharmaceutical company as Vice-President of Marketing. I am unmarried in the sense that I have no wife, but most of my friends consider me married to my job. I do work a lot of hours and am well compensated for my time, making just over forty thousand dollars per month. Like most Americans, I spend just about every penny I make. I contribute the maximum allowable amount to my 401k retirement plan, but after taxes and medical insurance premiums are taken out of my paycheck, I pretty much spend the rest.
I have a lot of standing financial commitments. A huge mortgage, two large car payments, a Ducati motorcycle and a Harley-Davidson that are also financed, a boat payment, a brand new Recreational Vehicle, also financed. Most of my professional friends are in the same position as me, heavily leveraged, planning to work until the day they die.
The American dream is an illusion, conjured up in order to chain people to their desks. The "work hard, play hard" mantra is flawed, because if you work really hard, you don't have any time to play hard. I get three weeks vacation a year, after eleven years with my company. However, I rarely take more than a long weekend because there are mirror images of me, as I was ten years ago, dotted around my company, looking to take my job.
Believe me, as hard as it is to keep a forty thousand dollar per month job, it is even harder to replace one. I spend many a restless night worried about the prospect of losing my job, especially as I have minimal equity in my house. If someone would have mentored me fifteen years ago, about the importance of saving for a rainy day, I would be in a much better financial position.
Instead, I spent the last decade keeping up with the Jones'. I have no clue why I just upgraded my RV. My old one, which itself was only three years old, was perfectly adequate, especially as I only used it twice last year. Then the guy two doors up the street from me, just came home with a 43 foot diesel pusher, and the spotlight is on me to see if "I can be a baller" too. Now I have a fourteen hundred dollar a month payment on a 45 foot long vehicle, that sits in my driveway every day, rapidly depreciating. I put twenty percent down on that motor coach, and am probably already several thousand dollars upside down.
I am not sharing my extensive list of toys to try and make anyone jealous. Rather to set the tone for why keeping my job was so important to me. If my steady flow of income was terminated, I had ninety days maximum to replace it, before I was bankrupt.
My only source of joy, and the thing that kept me sane, was my girlfriend, Suky. She tells everyone that she is my girlfriend. However, our relationship is unconventional in the fact that it is non-sexual, other than for a weekly handjob. You see Suky is a masseuse in an erotic massage parlor. Once a week I book an appointment and Suky's magic hands take me to heaven. We date outside of the massage parlor, but it is completely one-sided sexually, in her favor. I know it is unorthodox but our relationship just evolved this way.
I have been using massage parlors, escort services and street-walkers for my sexual release for years. I work too much to date any high maintenance American chicks, and it is just easier to get a massage and bust a nut with a happy ending. Escort services are mainly a treat for me, like on my birthday, as the cost is much higher than a massage. Street-walkers, on the rare occasions that I use them, are usually an impulse purchase!
After I moved to my small town, my options were limited. There were no working girls walking the streets within thirty miles of my house, and the closest escort agency didn't have the hottest girls available. I did manage to find a massage parlor close to my home, that I really liked. I would go there two or three times a month, and after several months I got to know the Mamasan, Joy. I had two or three regular girls, that knew how I liked my session, and I would enjoy a very sensual, tender full-body massage. Then, after the flip, I liked a slow, edging handjob with lots of eye-contact. My sessions improved as the girls communicated with each other, and worked to ensure I got what I wanted.
Joy, who I soon learned was the owner, took a particular interest in my satisfaction. I had garnered a reputation as a clean, well-groomed, generous tipper with impeccable manners. For this reason, when I showed up there were no shortage of volunteers to work on me. There was the occasional new girl, but for the most part, it was the same five or six attentive masseuses from which to choose. I never even made an appointment as the service was about the same, whoever attended to me.
Joy worked on me once, and through very skillful communication, learned more about my hot buttons in one session, than the other girls had in two years. If she hadn't been twenty years older than the other girls, she would have been my regular masseuse. She peppered me with questions about my sexual proclivities, and by the end of the session, which she extended to ninety minutes at no extra cost, I had enjoyed three very intense orgasms.
Like I said, if Joy had been twenty years younger, it would have been a no-brainer. However, I need the visual component of the young masseuse, as much as the mechanics of the handjob, to really enjoy myself. Joy apparently had a staff meeting about my favorite kinks, because from that day forward, the girls paid more attention to my shaved asshole, and always jerked me off using a pair of silk panties.
I hardly even remember telling Joy about my affinity for silk undies, so immersed was I in the moment. However, she had unearthed all of my favorite kinks and shared them with the team.
"You know there is a lot more on the menu for a generous, well-mannered gentleman like you," Joy told me one day, as I was leaving her massage parlor.
I had just had a very intense orgasm courtesy of a young Thai masseuse named Rosebud. For this reason, I wasn't that interested in the available extras, but Joy was always pleasant to be around, so I accepted her offer of a cup of tea. We sat in the staff room, and as she brewed the tea, I looked at her occupational license board. There were seven licenses posted, and I recognized all of the young faces. They were licensed, obviously, under their real names, but Joy had put their working names above their respective licenses.
As I absorbed their working names, I realized that all of the girls had a moniker that could be construed as a sex act, or service. The aptly named "Joy" certainly was a complete and utter joy in every sense of the word. I had enjoyed the services of "Rosebud" without even noticing the significance of her apparent specialty, and wondered out loud if anal sex was available from this young beauty.
"Yes," Joy said with a smile. "As a VIP customer, you can enjoy her tight little ass, if you desire."
As I continued to read the names on the occupational licenses, I noticed "Pleasure", "Rim" and "Handi". While these names weren't going to be as tough to decipher as the Enigma code, I did smile at the ingenuity of indicating each girls chosen specialty. I enjoyed my tea and the pleasant company of Joy, before thanking her and leaving to go back to work.
On my next visit to the massage parlor, Joy intercepted me as I entered the lobby.
"Tim, this is Rim," Joy said, reacquainting me with a young Filipino girl, who had given me a very tender massage a few times in the past.
Rim smiled seductively, as if to signal her complete availability to me.
"Why don't you try Rim today?" Joy said sweetly. "I know how you enjoy attention on your asshole, and Rim will definitely not disappoint," she continued.
I smiled at the openness of the offer and nodded my head to give my consent.
"Tim would like your specialty today," Joy continued.
Rim nodded her head agreeably, and said softly, "It would be my honor to pleasure you, Mr. Tim."
I smiled at the young woman, and she took my hand to escort me to the massage table. This transaction certainly was pretty straightforward, and there was never any discussion of a tip, although I did have a reputation of being generous.
"I would like to take a shower first," I said.
"Of course," Joy said. "Always the gentleman, Tim. That is very considerate of you."
I couldn't imagine asking a woman to eat my ass, without taking a shower first, but judging by the look of appreciation on Rim's face, it was a fairly common occurrence. Joy said something to Rim in a foreign language, and the Filipino woman lowered her head submissively, and scurried down the hallway.
I always felt like it was destiny the way I met Suky, although she still teases me that I was about to get a rimjob from another woman, when we first encountered each other. I entered the shower room without knocking, as I had done on numerous occasions prior to today. As I opened the door, a young Asian girl looked up at me from her position, squatting naked as she was, on the bathroom floor.
Chemistry is a very imprecise element to try and quantify, but I felt it the second I laid eyes on this beautiful creature. I couldn't really get an idea of her physical proportions because she was squatting on her haunches. She had one hand between her legs and she was applying lubrication to her asshole. We made eye contact and my heart melted. She was just exquisite to look at. Breathtakingly beautiful, with an innocent face and fantastic eyes. I couldn't tear myself away from her. She moved forward slightly, coming off of her haunches and landing on her knees, in an overt act of submission to me. The young Asian girl remained kneeling in front of me, completely naked, looking up at me submissively, as I locked eyes with her.
It was Joy who finally broke us apart. She entered the shower room, and said something in a language that I didn't understand, to the young Asian. I knew it wasn't Tagalog she was speaking, as I could tell the difference between the way Joy had spoken to Rim, and the way she spoke to Suky. Joy spoke dismissively to Suky and Suky lowered her head respectfully.
"Yes, Auntie," she said in perfect English. "Sorry to be in the way, Tim" she continued as if she was aware of who I was.
As she got up from her knees, I let my eyes wander across her perfectly proportioned breasts, her taut, lean stomach, and her clean shaven pussy. The young girl maintained a submissive posture as she left the room, with her head bowed and the tube of KY jelly in her hand. Her tight little ass barely jiggled, as she scurried out of the room on her tip-toes.
"Who is that?" I asked Joy, unable to contain my interest.
"That is the new girl, Sucky," Joy said with a smile.
"Sucky?" I repeated for clarification. "How do you spell it?"
"She spells it Suky, but at work she will be Sucky," Joy said firmly.
I wanted more information on the new girl, but I am a gentleman and was currently engaged with Rim. Rim entered the shower room with a fresh towel for me and some waterproof lubricant. She stripped naked, turned on the shower and walked into the large enclosure.
The Mamasan said "Enjoy yourself Tim," and left the room quietly.
I had an erection but it wasn't because of Rim, even though under normal circumstances she would have been more than enough to get me going. I couldn't stop thinking about the gorgeous Suky. I entered the shower enclosure after I got naked. Once I was completely wet, Rim grabbed the soap and started to give me a loving body wash. She washed every inch of me, paying particular attention to my genitals and ass-crack.
Once Rim was satisfied I was squeaky-clean back there, she slowly lowered herself onto her knees and started to kiss my lower back. She was barely making contact with me, her soft lips grazing my spine as she teased my butt-cheeks with her manicured fingernails. Goosebumps appeared on my buttocks and lower back, and I jumped when she extended her tongue to lick me, just above my ass-crack. She let out at a giggle, as she realized the effect she was having on me.
Once her moist tongue made contact with me, she dragged it slowly down my spine, and started to kiss and lick my butt-cheeks. My cock was rock-hard now, responding favorably to her tender, submissive touch. After a few moments, Rim started to nibble my ass-cheeks, sending an entirely new, but equally pleasurable, sense of ecstasy through my body.
My nuts were pulsating with anticipation, throbbing as they begged for release. Rim sensed this, and she tapped the inside of my calf gently, signaling me to spread my legs further apart.
I tentatively moved my feet further apart, and was rewarded with Rim's soft little tongue probing underneath my taint, until the tip of it flicked across my swollen nuts. I let out a whimper of pleasure, and, as I looked down, could see pre-cum hanging from the tip of my cock, in a thin string. Rim's gentle ministrations felt incredible, and I never wanted her touches to stop. I shuddered, drew in a deep breath and let out another quiet moan.
My moans of appreciation emboldened Rim, and she spoke softly, in a very respectful tone.
"Mr. Tim, please put your foot up on the shower seat."
There was a small seat built into the shower enclosure, about eighteen inches above the shower floor. I put one foot upon the shelf, and as I got my balance, I could see that Rim was granted much more access to my balls and taint.
She scooted further under me, and gave my aching nuts a tender nibble. I moaned again, thoroughly enjoying her teasing, but desperately wanting release. Rim obviously knew this, but she also knew that my orgasm would be much stronger if she teased me on my way to release. After nibbling my scrotum for a few moments, Rim began to suck my throbbing nuts.
I couldn't see much of her as she was positioned directly underneath me, but I could feel her silky hair running down my inner thigh and across my knee. I looked down and I was aware that as I continued to leak pre-cum from the tip of my swollen cock, it was matting in her hair.
Rim eventually released my nuts from between her soft lips, extended her tongue and grazed it across my taint. This remarkably pleasurable feeling caused me to jump involuntarily, and Rim let out another little giggle. Rim teased my taint for a few moments until I was breathing heavily and desperate for release.
"Please Rim," I begged, "make me come."
"You like, baby?" the beautiful young girl teased.
Rim had me in the palm of her hand and I couldn't remember a time that I was so consumed with my impending orgasm. Rim dragged her tongue slowly away from my taint, and headed towards my asshole. She circled the rosebud slowly, the nerve endings around my sphincter responding favorably to her tender licks. Then as I moaned appreciatively, her soft, moist tongue entered my anal passage.
Once her tongue was deep inside my asshole, she wiggled it around. At the same time she extended her dainty fingertips to my nutsack, and began to tenderly massage my swollen balls. My testicles ached for release and Rim obviously detected this, because as she ate my ass, she applied a very liberal dose of the waterproof lubricant to my cock, and began to slowly jerk me off.
Rim had used way more lubricant than was necessary, but her handjob felt fucking amazing, and I knew I was going to come soon.
Rim withdrew her tongue from inside my asshole, and said seductively, "Do you want to have your first orgasm in the shower, or wait until we get onto the massage table and I can use my silky panties to make you come?"
It had been almost two weeks since my last massage session, so I was ready to orgasm. Also, seeing Suky for the first time, had really elevated my level of excitement.
"I am close, Rim," I admitted to the young Filipino.
"I was hoping you would want to enjoy your first cumshot early in the session," she teased. "Close your eyes and think of the beautiful young Sucky! Maybe she can join us for your next orgasm, if she is done with her client."
I stiffened up at that last remark, and felt my balls churning as I rapidly approached my orgasm. Apparently, Joy was adamant that the new girl be referred to as "Sucky" while
at work. More impressive to me, was Rim's perceptive nature. She had obviously recognized my strong physical attraction to Suky, and was playing on it to get me off.
I did close my eyes. I placed one hand on the wall of the shower enclosure to steady myself. Rim's eager tongue re-entered my anal passage and started to wiggle deep inside me. Her soft hand continued to jerk me off in a slow but steady rhythm. I tried to remember the look on Suky's face when I caught her lubing up her asshole for her next client, and wondered if I would get to butt-fuck her in the near future. Anal sex was apparently available on her menu, and Suky possessed the most fuckable ass I had ever seen.
I thought of Sucky as I approached orgasm. I started to thrust into Rim's hand, and she intuitively made the perfect adjustment to improve my pleasure. She stopped jerking me off, and held her hand in a tight fist, so that I could fuck it at my pace. It was at this point, as I pounded into the tight fuckhole that her fist provided, that I was appreciative for the copious amount of lubricant that Rim had poured into her hand. Although I had initially thought she had used way too much, as it transpired, her fist was perfectly prepared.
A few seconds later, as her tongue wiggled inside my anus, I exploded all over the shower wall. Rim kept her fist perfectly still and maintained a constant grip so that I could continue to pound it until I was completely spent. There was nothing I could have suggested to make it a more pleasurable cumshot.
Rim was an amazing rimjob artist. She continued to eat my asshole for several minutes as waves of pleasure washed over me. Finally, my cock started to get flaccid and she relaxed her well-lubricated fist. Rim removed her tongue from deep inside my anal passage. She remained on her knees and looked up adoringly into my eyes.
"Do you want me to eat your load, Mr. Tim?" she asked submissively.
It took me a spilt second to process what she was saying. I had just had one of the defining sexual moments of my life, one which I thought could not possibly be any better. Now, as if my pleasure was the most important thing to her, Rim was offering to extend this amazing moment by eating my ejaculate, presumably from the shower wall.
"Yes, Rim," I said shakily, "that would turn me on immensely."
"Please sit, Mr. Tim," the young Filipino said, pointing to the shelf inside the shower enclosure that had supported my foot earlier.
It was about eighteen inches off the ground, just large enough to accommodate my slender ass. After I was comfortably seated, Rim moved her face over to the glob of my semen that had splattered against the shower wall. Some of it had slid down the wall, coating the wall and ending up on the floor of the shower enclosure. However, there was a large glob still visible on the wall, presumably ejected with enough force to stick, at least temporarily.
Rim extended her tongue, made eye contact with me, and began to eat my jizz from the shower wall. It was a very lewd display of submission, and it excited me immensely. Rim made loud slurping noises as she sucked the remnants of my load from the shower enclosure wall, and then, once the wall was clean of my ejaculate, she lowered her lips to the shower floor, and licked the rest of my cumshot up. Rim maintained eye contact with me the entire time and I felt my cock starting to get hard again, which, at my age, was highly unusual.
I watched Rim with admiration, as she made my session with her unforgettable. Finally, she got up from her knees, and flashed me an adoring smile, as if I my pleasure was the most important thing in the world to her.



"Feel good baby?" she asked.
I knew it was all an act, but nonetheless, it felt incredible to be treated with such reverence. Joy, the Mamasan, had worked in Thailand, Japan and Malaysia. She once told me that if you are going to suck a man's cock, it doesn't take any more effort to do it with a smile. This seemed obvious to me, but I had been into so many massage parlors where the masseuse switched off immediately after the release. Joy had trained her masseuses, to appear absolutely honored to be allowed the privilege of extracting a man's semen from his nuts. It felt wonderful to be in her facility before, after, and during the orgasm.
Rim and I exchanged a hug and I thanked her. She tenderly washed my cock, balls and ass again. After we exited the shower enclosure, she knelt before me and dried me off.
"We are in room four," she said quietly. "I will brush my teeth and meet you there."
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I knew my way around this building so I headed over to room four. On the way I bumped into Suky again, waiting in the doorway of room six, holding a bottle of water. We exchanged a smile and I felt my cock twitch, even though I had ejaculated less than fifteen minutes ago. I was mesmerized by this woman and went to say something, when a fat, older guy emerged from room six, and put his hand possessively on her ass. She looked up at him with an adoring smile.
"I hope it was everything you expected," the beautiful young Asian said with a smile.
"It was exactly what I expected," the fat guy said condescendingly. "I now know why they call you Sucky," he said with a leer.
Suky, to her credit, hung on his every word and maintained eye contact with him as if he were the most important man in the world.
"See you soon Sucky," he said with an air of self-importance, before handing her a twenty dollar bill as a tip.
Suky smiled at him, and said, "Thank you John, hope to see you soon."
The fat guy turned his back on me to leave the facility, and Suky and I exchanged a furtive glance. Once John was out of earshot, Suky put two fingers in her mouth as if to symbolize throwing up.
"Ew," she said, with a genuine look of disgust on her face, as she held the twenty dollar bill between her fingertips, as if it were toxic.
"Here," I said spontaneously, taking great care to pronounce her name correctly. "Suky, here is the rest of your tip."
I handed the young Asian girl a crisp one hundred dollar bill, and her eyes lit up. She flashed me a smile and my heart fluttered. She was truly breathtaking and I wanted to session with her right now.
Suky entered room six and I instinctively followed her. She picked up a business card from the table by her massage bed, and hand-wrote her phone number on it.
"Pick me next time," she said confidently in perfect English. "My Auntie told me exactly what you like. You won't be disappointed. What color panties do you want me to wear for you?"
I could have stayed chatting to that beautiful young girl for hours. She was incredibly beautiful with a perfectly symmetrical face, high cheekbones and an amazing smile. She was much too pretty to be working in a massage parlor. I was mesmerized, and finally Rim came into the doorway of our room.
"There you are," she said cheerfully. "I thought I had lost you. Do you want Sucky to join us? It is an intoxicating experience to have Rim and Sucky at the same time," she said suggestively.
"No, thank you Rim," I said politely, trying to keep my reputation as a complete gentleman intact. "I was just welcoming the new girl, Suky."
"Sucky," Rim corrected me.
I didn't take the bait but politely left the room, and nodded goodbye to my new favorite girl, Suky. Rim and I resumed our session in room four. Rim had me lay on my back with my feet flat on the table. She laid her head between my legs, and licked my nuts as she talked about what a session with her and Sucky would entail. Even though I had just ejaculated in the shower, I had an uncharacteristically quick refractory period, as Rim described in vivid detail, how Sucky would blow me, as Rim ate my ass.
Rim removed her silky panties, wrapped them around my stiff cock, and started to slowly jerk me off.
"Most guys come in Sucky's mouth, or on her face," Rim told me. "Once in a while we switch up, and Sucky eats a guy's ass," Rim added. "Is that what you would prefer?"
I closed my eyes and visualized Suky giving me a rimjob. My nuts throbbed at the thought of it. Suky was way too beautiful to be working at a massage parlor, and the notion of her kneeling behind a man with her tongue in his ass, was too lewd to process.
"You can decide later when you session with the two of us," Rim said. "I guarantee however you decide to enjoy us, it will be otherworldly for you."
I looked at Rim as she jerked me off with her silky panties. She smiled suggestively, enjoying my sensory overload as I processed my options. A few moments later I shot my wad all over my stomach, and cried out with pleasure, as Rim slowed her jerking motion and gently milked me dry.
After I ejaculated Rim continued to caress my softening cock with her silky panties. She used the perfect amount of stimulation, just enough to keep me engaged, but seemingly aware that a man can be sensitive, immediately after orgasm. Once I was flaccid, and had composed myself, Rim offered me my next treat.
"Would you like to watch me eat your load again, baby?" she asked submissively.
I nodded excitedly, remembering how much it had enhanced my experience to watch Rim slurp my semen up, from the wall and floor of the shower enclosure.
Rim smiled as if I had just given her a gift, and slowly lowered her lips to the ejaculate splattered across my lower abdomen. She made no attempt to tie her hair back, and as she extended her tongue, I felt her long black silky hair, tickle my stomach and make contact with my semen. This incidental contact didn't seem to bother Rim, and she began to lewdly slurp up my fluids. Rim cleaned all of the ejaculate from my stomach with her tongue, and then continued with a very loving tongue bath of my pubic area and genitals.
She made me feel like I was the most important man on the planet, as she cleaned me thoroughly with her eager tongue. My cock twitched a couple of times as I took in the visual and Rim spoke again.
"Would you like to extend our session, Mr. Tim?" she asked respectfully. "Maybe Sucky is available to join us now."
As enticing as that sounded, I was absolutely spent. Rim had induced two powerful orgasms from me, and I just wanted to relax.
"Thank you, Rim, but I am completely satisfied," I told her.
"Then please just relax, Mr. Tim," Rim said, "I will get you a pillow and some water."
One of the things I really liked about Joy's massage parlor was that the girls never rushed you. Prior to discovering this place, my regular massage experience had always been about the same. A happy ending followed by the masseuse leaving immediately to wash her hands, returning a few moments later with a bottle of water and the expectation that you would be dressed and ready to leave.
Joy wanted her massage parlor experience to be more like you would enjoy in Thailand, Vietnam or Japan. A world in which the man's pleasure was everything, and the masseuse has been granted permission to facilitate it. After you ejaculated at Joy's facility, you were encouraged to relax and bask in the post-orgasmic bliss. There was never ever any rush here.
Rim returned with a soft pillow and some water. She handed me the bottle and waited patiently as I took a few sips. Then, as I placed the bottle on the massage table, she fluffed up my pillow and positioned it under my head, so that I could lay back down in total comfort.
"Can I massage your feet, while you relax Mr. Tim?" she asked, as if I would be doing her a colossal favor if I agreed to her request.
"Thank you, Rim," I said gratefully, as I rested my head on the soft pillow.
Rim got completely naked as if to signal her continued submission to me. She worked lovingly on my feet, kneading the balls of each foot, tickling the soles and raking her nails across the arches and tips of my feet, as I thoroughly enjoyed the sensations. Occasionally, I would open my eyes and take her in.
She was just a beautiful young girl. Originally from the Philippines, she was twenty-four years old, slender with a toned, flat stomach. She had perky tits, that had been recently enhanced, paid for by Joy, on a zero-interest loan. Rim smiled at me as she worked on my feet. There was no indication of a time limit. At Joy's place, once you shot your wad, you could relax until you were ready.
I had fallen asleep once before, after a particularly satisfying session with Rim, and she had massaged my feet for almost thirty minutes. On that occasion, there was finally a knock on the door, to let Rim know that her next appointment was in ten minutes. Rim excused herself, returning a few seconds later with another young girl, who introduced herself as Handi.
"Handi will continue with your foot massage until you are ready to leave," Rim told me with a huge smile on her face.
I ended up tipping them one hundred dollars each, as a token of my true appreciation of the non-rushed experience.
Today, I wasn't going to require a second girl. I thanked Rim for the fantastic experience and she walked around to my side and helped me to sit up. I took another sip of water and climbed off of the massage table, completely satiated.
Rim remained naked as I dressed myself, and I handed her two hundred dollars as a tip.
"Thank you, Mr. Tim," the young girl said excitedly. "It is always an honor to serve you."
I went to hug her and noticed that she had a few globs of my semen in her hair, from where she had licked my ejaculate up from my stomach.
"I am sorry, Rim," I began, "I think I made a bit of a mess in your hair. So sorry."
"I am going to take a shower before my next client, Mr. Tim," Rim said pleasantly. "You can come wherever you want to, when we are together," she added with a smile.
Rim finally got dressed, right as I was ready to leave. She walked me out to the lobby, where Joy was waiting for me.
"Hi, Tim," Joy said sweetly. "Was everything to your satisfaction today?"
"Rim was fantastic, Joy," I said enthusiastically. "Amazing as always."
"Good to hear," Joy responded, before excusing Rim.
Rim bowed her head slightly to me, and scurried off down the hallway to take a shower.
"Do you have five minutes to spare?" Joy asked, already knowing my answer.
Truth was, I always had time for Joy. Entering her sanctuary was the highlight of my week, and if she wanted five minutes of my time to do an exit interview, I was happy to accommodate her. Joy always tried to do a customer satisfaction survey with her regulars. She could be sure of an honest and specific critique of her girls, to aid her in her ongoing quest for perfection.
I had been to Joy's place at least twenty times, before she first asked me to participate in her survey. I could see why she only wanted feedback from regulars, as the first time I went, I was completely overwhelmed by the level of service. If Joy had asked me what could be done to improve the experience, the first few times I enjoyed her facility, I would have said the experience was pure perfection. I think all men would have.
However, after twenty visits, you could find areas for potential improvement, and Joy's survey encouraged specific, constructive criticism.
"How was your overall experience, Tim?" Joy began, the huge smile on my face telegraphing my answer, before I verbalized it.
"Fantastic, Joy," I said enthusiastically.
"What were the high points, and please be specific?" she continued.
I thought for a moment, trying hard to offer something that might get incorporated as standard, thus elevating the level of service for all of the regulars. This was Joy's business model, the thing that separated her place from all the others in Southern California. If a trusted regular reported a particularly enjoyable reaction to something that one of the girls tried, it was put to the vote. If the majority of the VIP regulars liked the sound of it, the new act was incorporated as standard procedure, at least to the regulars.
Rim had definitely upped the level of service today, and I wanted to share it with my fellow regulars.
"Rim licked my ejaculate from the wall and floor of the shower enclosure, after I blew my wad," I said, unable to contain my smile. "That was unforgettable, Joy, so nasty!"
"Nasty, in a good way?" Joy clarified.
"Fuck yeah, Joy. It was incredible to watch such an act of submission. I loved it. Especially as she initiated it. Rim asked me if I wanted to watch her eat my load, with a huge smile on her face!"
"Sounds like the actions of a desperate girl," Joy said with a laugh. "All of my girls are desperate," she added. "That is why they perform such nasty services, with a smile on their faces. I only hire young girls with very limited options."
"What do you mean, Joy, limited options?" l asked, seeking clarification.
"Girls with no support network, no family, no other employment options typically due to immigration status, and whose options have basically run out. Often they have to choose between living on the streets, or working for someone like me. I don't sugarcoat it either. I tell them up front that this place is nirvana for men, and occasionally hell for women."
"How do you know if you have picked the right girl?" I asked, my interest having been piqued.
"As long as they are desperate and good looking, they are right. I can teach them subservience, flattery, mind-fucking and all the other tricks of the trade. But, they have to view losing their job, as the worst thing in their world. If I can get them there mentally, they will offer to eat a man's semen from the shower floor, with a smile on their face."
"Is Rim that desperate, Joy?" I asked, fearing the answer.
"They all are, Tim," Joy confessed. "Rim is twenty-four years old, she has three kids in the Philippines, whose father is in prison. Rim sends money each month back home in an attempt to prevent the kids from being taken into an orphanage. She can't make enough money at home to support three children, and she outstayed her visa for this country. In order to survive and keep her kids from being institutionalized, Rim has to accommodate the sexual needs of men, no matter how depraved. That is her reality, and she has adjusted to it, perfectly."
"And Suky?"
"Their story is all the same, Tim. A slightly different version but essentially the same struggle for survival. Suky is in the United States on a fiancée Visa that is just about to expire. That is why she is taking a trip home, to try and make some important life decisions. Suky could return to the squalor of rural highland Malaysia, and struggle for every meal, or she can let guys like Fat John ass-fuck her bare-back, and live in comparative luxury in the States."
"Jesus," I said, to no-one in particular.
"There are thousands of girls like Suky scattered around Southern California. All of my girls know if they screw up, they are instantly replaceable. All it takes is one complaint from a guy who doesn't think they tried hard enough to rock his world, and they are gone. That is why the level of service is so consistently high here, the girls are essentially forced to perform increasingly lewd acts, under pressure of losing their jobs."
My heart sank as I processed Joy's words. This was a form of sexual slavery. I wanted to know all of their stories, but I had a feeling they were all a slightly different version of the next.
"Anything else?" Joy continued. "Anything that could be improved? Please, be honest."
In all honesty, there was nothing that could be improved upon. Rim had perfected the art of submission, and her tender touches got me off hard, every single time. I shook my head, and Joy smiled at my obvious complete satisfaction with her facility. As I went to leave, Joy spoke up again.
"Saturdays and Sundays only," she said to me as if to answer my question.
"Excuse me Joy?" I responded with a confused look on my face.
"Sucky works weekends only," she said with a knowing smile. "She goes to school in the week. She books up very quickly too," she warned me. "Next weekend she is already completely booked!"
I never made appointments at this massage parlor, because the consistency of service is such, that whoever attends to me gives me the same experience. However, Suky was breathtakingly beautiful and had signaled her availability to me, so I made an appointment fourteen days in advance for a sixty minute session.
"Another one bites the dust," Joy exclaimed with a smile. "My niece has only been working here for two weeks and she already has regulars," she said with a knowing smile.
"Your niece?" I asked. "Suky is really your niece?"
"Well, as close to family as one can be without actually being blood relatives," Joy told me. "Suky grew up dirt poor in Malaysia and worked in some seedy titty bars there, before becoming a masseuse. She met a young American man who was vacationing there. They were due to get married and she emigrated to the States on a marriage visa. Just before the wedding, the guy met someone else and dumped Suky. He emptied their bank accounts, sold the car she was using, and trashed all of her clothes. I knew her real Auntie in Malaysia, so I offered to take Suky in and she is staying at my place temporarily. I have given her a job here, as her massage credential from Malaysia, is transferable until she sits the California exam. She can't stay with me forever but at least she is not on the streets."
My heart dropped at the thought of Suky being so dependent on a relative stranger but I didn't really know what to say.
"Change my session to ninety minutes," I said lamely, as if my extra thirty minute contribution was going to change her life.
That was the first time I met Suky and I knew my life would never be the same. I didn't even get through the day without texting her. I felt like a teenager as I sent the first text.
"Hi Suky, I booked an appointment in two weeks to see you, Tim."
I got an almost immediate response. "My Auntie told me. She said you booked for ninety minutes and that you normally come three times in your session. Let me know what color panties to use to jerk you off. See you soon. Suky."
We exchanged multiple texts over the two weeks until my appointment finally arrived. I was very excited to see the beautiful young Malaysian girl again and had an erection for most of the day as I waited for my appointment time. About two hours before my session with Suky she sent me a text.
It read, "What color shall I use?"
The attachment was a picture of Suky holding two pairs of silk panties. One pair was pink and the other was yellow. She had one pair in each hand and a broad smile on her face.
I responded pink and she texted back, "You are the boss!"
I was so excited when I finally walked into the massage parlor. Joy greeted me warmly and told me that we were in room four. I had already showered and entered the room eagerly. Suky was kneeling by the massage table in a short pink babydoll with matching pink panties. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her makeup was done beautifully. She had glossed her lips to match her lingerie and her fingertips were painted the same shade of pink. She made no attempt to get up off her knees but just looked up at me submissively.
"Let me undress you," she said seductively.
I moved over to where she was kneeling and she lent forward and untied my shoelaces. After she removed my shoes, she took my socks off. Next, she unbuckled my belt and, once she had removed it, she nibbled my cock through my jeans. My cock stiffened immediately under this unexpected sexual provocation, and I started to envision the ways I was going to come today. Suky raised her dainty manicured fingertips to my zipper, and slowly pulled it down. My cock danced around in my underwear, as she removed my jeans.
Suky was in no hurry to get me naked. She folded my jeans neatly before resuming with her sensual removal of my clothes. She put her thumbs into the waistband of my briefs, pausing to kiss me on the stomach before removing my underwear. My response to this attention emboldened her, and she gave my cock another nibble through my underwear. A wet spot appeared immediately in the front of my crotch, eliciting a smile from Suky as she witnessed my abject desire for her.
Suky pulled the front of my underwear over my leaking cock, causing a thin stream of pre-cum to attach itself to the inside of my briefs, and hang from the tip of my cock as she lowered my underwear down my legs. My momentary embarrassment was replaced by a smile as Suky gave my nuts a squeeze and said seductively.



"Someone is ready to come! How long has it been?"
We both knew it had been two weeks since Rim had emptied my nutsack, but the physical evidence suggested a prolonged period of chastity and extreme sexual stimulation.
"Did you jerk off since you were here last?" Suky asked me with interest.
"Yes," I stammered. "I wasn't planning to but when you sent me the photo of you holding up two pairs of panties, I felt the desire to have an orgasm," I admitted.
"You need to control your urges," she said matter of factly. "If you see me regularly, I may put you on restriction," she added with a giggle.
I didn't ask what that entailed, but watched intently as Suky removed my underwear, and then used them to wipe the pre-cum from the tip of my cock.
Once I was naked she invited me to lay on the massage table. I laid on my stomach, my emotions a mixture of excitement and nervousness. She was just so beautiful I never wanted my session to end.
Suky massaged my ass-cheeks first, using a featherlight touch to get me hard. She raked her nails across my butt-cheeks and gently squeezed my nuts. Once I was erect, she removed her panties. She told me to raise my ass from the table and wrapped her panties around her hand. Then she slipped her hand under me and enveloped my cock in silk. She placed the other hand on my ass and pushed me forward so that my cock thrust into the silk of her panties.
It felt so good to fuck her little fist, especially encased as it was in silk. Suky, scratched my ass-cheeks with her nails and occasionally tickled my nuts. A few moments later I ejaculated into her panties and let out a whimper of appreciation. I did come three times in my allotted session, albeit from three handjobs. There was never any remote hint of anything else on Suky's menu, and at the end of the ninety minute session, I was left wanting more.
I ended up giving her a two hundred dollar tip, and she was very appreciative.
"Do you want to book me for next weekend?" she asked. "I think I have a couple of openings left on Saturday, although Sunday is fully booked."
I decided to book a ninety minute appointment with Suky every Saturday at 10am. I would be her first appointment of the day, before anyone else had enjoyed her. Although, with seemingly only handjobs on her menu, she was unlikely to get worn out.
On the way out I bumped into Joy.
"Do you have five minutes, Tim?" she asked, her normal segue into the customer appreciation survey.
I nodded my affirmation and Joy spoke.
"Everything okay with Sucky?" she asked me genuinely.
"Yes, Joy. Everything was fine," I responded.
Joy must have detected a whiff of disappointment in my voice because she spoke up again.
"What happened in there?" she asked, trying to get to the root of my dissatisfaction.
"It is fine Joy," I said, not wishing to get anyone in trouble. "I misjudged Suky's intentions."
"That is hard to believe, Tim," Joy said with surprise in her voice. "Suky's intentions are solely to pleasure you, whatever you desire."
"That is good to hear, Joy," I said quietly. "Maybe it was my approach?"
I told Joy that Suky had knelt before me, teasing me unmercifully as she undressed me. How she had kissed my stomach and nibbled my cock through my jeans.
"Suky gave my cock a quick nibble through my underwear before she got me naked," I admitted. "I was just expecting more."
"What did you do after she gave you such an overt signal of her availability, Tim?" Joy continued. "Most men would have taken what they wanted at that point. Either face-fucked her or asked her to blow them. What did you do?"
When I admitted that I had let the moment pass without any aggression on my part, Joy laughed and changed her tact.
"Jesus, Tim, you need to accept some of the blame for this non-encounter," she said with some conviction. "You are the man in this relationship, and as such, would be expected to take control."
"Your mileage will vary with my niece," she continued. "She responds to a dominant man. It is all she has known in Malaysia, and her fiancé was an absolute asshole to her sexually. A real deviant, borderline sadist. Suky loved the way he abused her. You might be too much of a gentleman for her."
I nodded my thanks as I tried to absorb what she was saying. How can a guy be too much of a gentleman? I have always been a passive lover, especially when it comes to new partners. I needed someone to lay it on a plate for me, like Joy had when she offered me Rim's specialty. Maybe I would ask Joy to convey my desires to Suky for me, as I was too considerate of the young woman's needs to tell her myself.
Truth be told, I liked having the reputation of being a gentleman in that massage parlor. The girls respected me and I still got basically everything I wanted without being pushy. I decided to be patient and let things unfurl naturally with Suky, at her pace. I had a standing appointment with Suky on Saturday mornings, and I was prepared to be patient.
Things did unfurl naturally, although at a very slow pace. The following week Suky climbed up on top of the massage table, knelt between my legs and jerked me off as she talked dirty to me. She played with my nuts as she gave me a sensual handjob, and I ejaculated all over my chest. There was absolutely no suggestion that Suky was going to eat my semen from me, and I didn't mention it.
The following week Suky had me kneel on the massage table. She stood at my side and jerked me off with her silky panties, as she tickled my taint with her other hand.
The week after that, she straddled me in the reverse-cowboy position and simulated sex with me. She held my cock right against the entrance to her pussy, and bounced up and down on me as if we were fucking. It felt very realistic especially as she kept looking over her shoulder, and telling me to fuck her harder. I ejaculated all over the massage table, as her tight little fist acted as if it were her pussy.
We had some great times, but after eight sessions, it still hadn't advanced beyond a handjob, although she would get me off three times in the ninety minute session.
Suky loved to tease me. She would run her fingers across my asshole and tickle my taint until I had goosebumps all over my ass. She would tease me with her silky hair, letting it run over my nuts and cock. She would kiss my stomach and inner thighs without ever making contact with my genitals. She made me want to grab her hair and force her to suck my cock, but I always remained a gentleman.
I wondered if I had perhaps misinterpreted her lubricating her asshole, the first time I met her. Maybe she had hemorrhoids or some other medical conditions she was dealing with? It did seem like all the other girls offered extras, and surely Suky wasn't shy, if she had worked at a titty bar in Malaysia.
I decided to do some research. I looked on a few websites that give reviews on massage parlors and "Sucky" was all over the internet. According to Rubmaps and numerous other websites, she had a wide variety of extras. Anal sex, facials, rimming and tit-fucking were all readily available on her menu, for a price. One guy even claimed to have urinated on her tits in the shower, for three hundred dollars.
Eventually my curiosity got the better of me and I decided to ask Suky what else was on her menu.
"I am a courtesan," she responded candidly. "Everything is available for a price. I thought you liked our session to be gentle and loving," she added, as her eyes welled up with tears.
I felt really selfish mentioning extras, especially when she said, "My sessions with you are the one time in the week that I can be myself. I look forward to this ninety minutes all week. You make me feel like your girlfriend, not a hooker."
I had heard enough. I didn't want to upset this beautiful girl anymore, so I dropped any further mention of extras. I figured over time, it would happen naturally, and I settled into our established routine.
I would arrive at 10am and Suky would undress me on her knees, in a very submissive manner. Then she would let me fuck her hand, wrapped in her silk panties. After I came, she would talk freely about how her life sucked. She would tell me about all of the assholes she had to deal with last weekend, and thank me for being the one true gentleman on her schedule.
She spoke in graphic detail about some of the sexual demands placed upon her, and I came to the realization that I was getting the least action, of any one of her clients. John, the client for whom she was lubricating her asshole, the first time I encountered her squatting in the bathroom, butt-fucked her bare-back twice a week, forced her into the demeaning act of ass to mouth clean-up, and left her a twenty dollar tip each time. That selfish prick monopolized her weekend shifts for a total of forty dollars per weekend. Not only that, the fat-fuck manhandled her in the lobby after every session, as if she was his plaything.
Another one of her clients just wanted her and Rim together once a week. He would stand by the side of the massage table and enjoy a simultaneous blowjob and rimjob from the two girls. Even though Rim and Sucky were named for their respective specialties, this client viewed them as interchangeable. When he arrived for his weekly session, he would flip a coin and assign their duties based on the coin toss. Rimjob was tails, blowjob was heads.
"I don't even really like to give rimjobs," Suky told me, "unless I like the guy and we are in the shower," she added with a smile.
I was just too much of a gentleman to force the issue. However, hearing about all of the lewd acts Suky was paid to do, did get me hard again.
"I know what floats your boat," she said with a giggle, as she poured some KY lubricant onto my stiff cock. "Hearing about my adventures with other men!"
I tried to deny it, but my stiffening cock betrayed me. Suky started to jerk me off very slowly as she continued to share her sordid experiences with me, setting the pattern for my release.
Each week, I would lay on my back, and she would put the panties that I had ejaculated into, on my chest, and tell me what she had on her agenda for the day. I would always come hard when she did this, but deep down I wanted more.
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As the weeks progressed, Suky became more controlling. First up she told me she wanted me at my full potential every Saturday morning. I didn't understand her drift so she clarified things for me.
"From now on, I don't want you to masturbate in between our sessions," she told me emphatically. "I should be enough sexual stimulation for you. I don't need you beating off to porn in the week. Save your load for me every Saturday morning. Be a good boy," she said as I left the massage parlor.
I agreed to it without question, but it was very hard at first. Giving up control of your orgasms to another person is very difficult, especially when that person is a twenty year old goddess, who makes you want to jerk off constantly. However, I was obedient to her demand and only had an orgasm when I was with her. Needless to say, I had some intense orgasms on Saturday morning, and I looked forward to my 10am appointment, all week.
A few months into our relationship Suky changed things up again. I showed up at my Saturday morning appointment exactly at 10am. Joy greeted me and told me Sucky was waiting in room four. I hated when Joy called Suky, "Sucky" but didn't say anything. It just seemed intentionally demeaning, especially when Joy knew I liked her niece very much.
When I entered the room I got the surprise of my life. Suky was laying naked on her stomach, with a small towel covering her cute little butt. Her hair was in a ponytail and was draped over her left shoulder. She looked very relaxed and it was clear that she was expecting to be pampered today. I was very aroused as this was just about the last thing I was expecting.
"It is your turn to take care of your girlfriend today," Suky said, applying the girlfriend label for the first time.
I wasn't really sure what she wanted from me, and Suky must have sensed my hesitancy, because she elaborated on her expectations.
"I want a tender, loving massage, soft touch, no rush," she said, firmly, as if to let me know she was in charge today.
I stepped forward to the side of the massage table and laid my hands on her shoulders. Suky jumped as my fingertips made contact with her and let out a quiet moan.
I began to gently massage her shoulders, and she exhaled deeply as if she was really enjoying my touch. After a few moments attention to her shoulders, I slowly traced my fingertips to the nape of her neck, barely making contact with her silky smooth skin. Suky responded favorably to this new stimulation and I leaned over and kissed the back of her neck.
Once again, she exhaled deeply, and I wondered how long it had been since someone had treated her so tenderly. Even though her job title was masseuse, she was basically a prostitute. I know Suky referred to herself as a courtesan but, in truth, she wasn't a mistress or girlfriend to any of these men. She was paid in exchange for sex acts, and I doubt many of the guys put much effort into her pleasure.
Now, as I licked and nibbled the back of her neck, she was encouraging me to attend to her. I ran my tongue lightly across her shoulders, alternating between this and very light kisses. She was definitely responding to this, so I slowly ran my tongue down her spine.
She was very toned, her skin was super soft, and she smelled amazing. I continued to kiss, lick and nibble her lower back, all the way to the edge of the towel that she had draped over herself. I enjoyed teasing her and was reminded of all the times she had driven me crazy in the past.
Suky lifted her butt up from the table, causing the towel to move further down her back. This enabled me to get my tongue closer to her butt-cheeks, yet at the same time respect the boundaries that she had established with the towel.
She was breathing a little harder now, and was clearly getting aroused. She let out a little moan, and I lifted my lips from her lower back, and walked to the end of the table. I was really enjoying her anticipation, and I waited several seconds before touching her again. This time I focused my attention on the back of her left knee. I softly kissed and licked this area, knowing it to be one of the erogenous zones.
I moved my tongue up the back of her thigh, moving in a deliberately slow motion until I reached the edge of the towel. Then I moved to the back of her right knee and repeated this motion. For the next few minutes, I alternated between her left and right leg, taking my time to heighten her arousal.
Her excitement was more obvious now, and I noticed her ragged breathing and heightened senses. My tongue was lapping at the edge of the towel, and I kept pushing the boundaries, and probing further up her inner thighs, without disturbing the towel.
I knew she wanted me to remove the towel, but I was enjoying teasing her too much to rush things. Finally Suky's frustration got the better of her, and she reached back and tossed the towel on to the floor.
Taking this as an invitation to take things to the next level, I started licking and kissing her butt-cheeks, occasionally giving her a very light bite. She was tensing her ass with excitement, and was breathing hard. Suddenly, I removed my lips from her butt, and moved up to the end of the table. I stood over her again, enjoying her anticipation. Then I gently lowered my lips to the back of her neck, and nibbled it. Very slowly, I ran my tongue down her spine until I passed the middle of her back, then her lower back, then the top of her butt-cheeks, until I finally reached her little ass.
I knew she had a great ass. I had often admired it when she walked in front of me in her silky babydoll. Now she was naked in front of me, her ass was perfect. Once my tongue moved across her lower back, I gently placed my hands on her butt-cheeks and spread them slightly apart. I heard her sharp intake of breath, as my tongue slipped between her buttocks, and licked her ass. I knew how sensitive this area was, and how much pleasure I could give her, if she would allow it.
Over the last few weeks she had slipped her finger between my butt-cheeks many times, and I had writhed in ecstasy as she toyed with me. Now it was my turn! I wanted to worship her beautiful ass, and drive her crazy, and it was working. My eager tongue slipped in and out of her ass, and I was driving her wild. I licked her ass gently for a few moments, and when I stopped she lifted her butt higher, to let me know she approved. There are a lot of sensitive nerve endings in that area and I was very tender with my affection.
After several moments of ass-worship, Suky let out another audible moan, and spoke.
"I am ready to turn over," she informed me.
I had been in that situation many times before. Enjoying the teasing touches of a skilled masseuse, and finally being so aroused that I wanted to turn over and get some relief. I was happy that Suky was now in that situation.
"I will give you a couple of minutes privacy to get comfortable," I offered.
I turned and left the room to go and wash my face and hands, as she got into her new position.
On my return, I placed a pillow under her neck. and noticed that she had draped a very small towel over her private area. She was clearly aroused. Her nipples were erect and her face was flushed. I leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead, slightly brushing her lips with mine, as I moved down to kiss her neck. I was in no rush, and kissed her neck and shoulders for a few moments. Then, moving ever so slowly, I traced my tongue down her body, until I reached her breasts.
Suky gasped as my tongue flicked across her erect nipple. Using soft kisses and the tip of my tongue, I lavished attention on her for quite some time. I wanted her to really get aroused, and was in no hurry. She was arching her back slightly, so I moved my lips slowly down her chest, and onto her tight little stomach. She had a fantastic toned tummy, and I paid attention to every inch of it.
I continued my slow move south, until I reached the towel. I slipped my tongue under the towel just to tease her, but I had no intention of removing it from her private area.
I was willing to tease her until our time was up, or until she gave in, and removed it herself. Her stomach was tighter now, and her breathing was ragged. I continued to kiss and lick her tummy, before removing my lips and walking back to the end of the table by her feet. Next, I turned my attention to her ankles.
Slowly I traced my tongue up her right leg, across her shin and knee, and then to her inner thigh. Her head was propped up on the pillow I had given her, and she was watching me intently. I occasionally looked up and we made eye contact, but for the most part, I was focused on her pleasure. When I got to the top of her inner thigh, I was nibbling her lightly, and she moaned very softly.
I continued my affections, until I reached the towel again. I looked directly at her, and she nodded her consent to remove the towel. I smiled at her, and walked back to her feet, to begin teasing her other leg. Again, I slowly moved up her body until my lips reached the towel.
She had moved it further up her body, so she was more exposed. I took advantage of this, and was licking right at the top of her inner thigh, while gently tracing my nails across her stomach at the same time.
I knew I was driving her crazy, but I was in no hurry to remove her towel. She inched the towel up a little further, and I could see that she was wet. I ran my tongue along the side of her sex, without making direct contact, and she arched her back again. Then finally she gave in to her desire. She placed one hand on the back of my head, and forcefully pushed my face between her legs, as she used her other hand to toss the towel on the floor.
Suky responded immediately to my soft tongue between her thighs, and her hand remained securely on the back of my head, so that she could guide and control my movements. My hand was still tracing circles on her stomach, as I went down on her. I could feel her stomach muscles tensing, and I knew she was close. Before long, she tensed her thighs around my head, and came on my face. It was a very powerful orgasm, brought about by the slow and teasing way in which I had worshipped her body.
She shuddered a couple of times, and then exhaled deeply. I slowed my tongue a little in case she was sensitive, but continued to softly lick her. I had shaved my face that morning, and it felt very soft between her legs. I could feel her stomach tensing again, and she had another very powerful orgasm. This time I reached out and held one of her hands, and then I looked her in the eyes, as she came on my face. Over the next few minutes, I alternated between soft gentle licks, and firmer stimulation, as she got close to orgasm.
We maintained eye contact, as she came repeatedly on my face, until she was completely satisfied. She squeezed my hand, as if to acknowledge that she was done, and I left the room quietly, to go and wash my face. When I returned a few minutes later, she was resting on the bed with her head propped on the pillow. She was wearing her bra and panties, and a huge smile.
I closed the door and she beckoned me over with one finger. Other than a few moaning sounds she had barely spoken since I had entered the room over an hour ago.
Now she looked me in the eye and said two words, "get naked!"
She smiled as she watched me get undressed and when I was naked she put her hand on my ass and pulled me close to the bed. I was standing there with a fully erect cock that was leaking pre-cum with excitement. She cupped my balls gently and felt them tighten with anticipation.
"I want to watch you jerk off for me," Suky said softly. "Pass me one of the hand towels on the side table."
I obeyed without question and handed her a towel. She used it to cover her panties and her stomach.
"Don't you dare make a mess on me," she warned. "John is my next client and he is quite territorial. He will beat your ass if he thinks you ejaculated anywhere near me. Make sure you come on the towel," she whispered. "Your reward for my lovely massage has to be our little secret."
Suky reached under her pillow, grabbed a bottle of my favorite lube, and as I held my hand out expectantly, she squeezed a small dollop of lotion onto the palm of my hand. I left my hand upturned to indicate that I needed more lubrication, but Suky put the bottle on the side table, and signaled for me to continue, using the universal hand motion for jerking off.
I applied the meager dose of KY jelly to my erection, instantly wishing that I had more of the silky lotion. As I enveloped the head of my cock, and started to jerk myself off, we both knew that this was not going to take long. Suky had elevated my sense of arousal, and I could feel my breathing quicken.
Suky was looking directly into my eyes as I stroked my cock for her. One hand was behind her head as she raised herself slightly up from the pillow to get a better look. Her other hand rested possessively on my naked ass.
I felt my nuts twitch involuntarily as I approached my orgasm, but I didn't have enough lubricant to take me over the edge.
"You had better hurry up," Suky taunted. "Fat John is due here any minute and he won't be happy if you are still hanging around. What can I do to help you finish up and get the fuck out of here?"
"May I get a little more lube?" I asked timidly, suddenly cognizant of the fact that if I didn't come very soon, I was leaving with blue balls.
"Take my panties off," she instructed me. "Use them to jerk off, they are well lubricated."
My hands trembled as I reached under the hand towel and grabbed the tiny silk panties that Suky was wearing. She lifted her hips up to facilitate their removal, and I slid them down her clean shaved, perfectly toned legs. Once I held the underwear in my hand, the evidence of her arousal was immediately noticeable. The lining of the feminine intimate wear was soaked with her vaginal secretions, and at first it appeared that a man had ejaculated inside them.
"You got me wet when you teased me," she explained with a giggle. "Now it's your turn."
I wrapped the wet panties around my cock-head, the slick fluids coating my skin, and acting as a perfect makeshift lubrication. It felt heavenly as I started to jerk off, just as pleasurable as using lube, but with the added stimulation of her scent permeating the room. I was so aroused that I was ready to come within a couple of minutes and I pleaded with my eyes to be able to have some release.
Suky smiled to give her consent, moved her hand from my ass and softly squeezed my nuts, as I jerked off for her.
"Come for me baby," she taunted. "Blow your load in my silky panties."
As soon as she gave me permission to come, I adjusted the position of her intimates so that the lining was over the tip of my cock. Then, as she taunted me to release, I erupted inside the silky garment.
As usual, I had not come since our last time together, so I deposited quite a load inside her panties. She gently massaged my nuts as I unloaded them, and I was moaning as I came. She was looking right into my eyes and smiling which only increased my pleasure. Once I was completely spent, I placed the soiled panties on the massage table. Suky gently tickled my stomach and raked her nails under my balls, as I composed myself.
A smile of amusement crept across her face as my cock started to stiffen again. She had never done this before, and it seemed like it was a fun game for her. We only had a few minutes left in our session, so she talked dirty to me until I was hard again. It seemed like she really enjoyed the power she had over me. She motioned for me to get dressed, and laughed as she watched me struggle to put my hardening cock back into my shorts.
Once I was dressed, she motioned me back over to where she laying in just her bra, with the small hand towel providing her some modesty.
"Fold the towel," she instructed, as I removed it from her visibly wet pussy.
Suky toyed with me for a few minutes, raking her nails across my stiffening cock, until it was straining against the fabric of my shorts.
"Get lost before John arrives," she said dismissively, her contempt for me rearing its head for the first time.
I reached into my rear pocket and pulled out two crisp one hundred dollar bills. After placing them on the massage table, I turned to leave the room.
"Take your mess with you," Suky ordered me, staring at the soiled panties. "Bring them with you next week, hand-wash, cold water," she added, outlining her expectation that I laundered them.
I picked up the dirty panties, wet from our combined secretions, and stuck them in my pocket. Suky, gave me a smile and as I opened the door, her words rang in my ears.
"You are the boss, but I am in charge. See you next week. Be a good boy!"



        My New Boss Pt. 04

        I prepare Suky for Fat John’s anal assault.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-new-boss-pt-04

Title: My New Boss Pt. 04

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: Fetish

Description: I prepare Suky for Fat John’s anal assault.

Tags: anal sex, cuckold, dominant male, humiliation, forced masturbation

Series: My New Boss


My life was on auto-pilot. I fulfilled all of my work expectations, and lived for the ninety minute session with the lovely Suky, on the weekends. It was the highlight of my week. Suky would jerk me off, using her silk panties and her words, to three stupendous orgasms. In between, as I recovered and got hard again, I would eat her pussy until she came all over my face. As we spent more time together, we learned each other's hot buttons, and I could make Suky come so much, that she often wanted to fall asleep after our session.
Unfortunately, for Suky, her next client every Saturday morning at 11.30am, was that fat bastard, John. He butt-fucked her each time he saw her and she detested it. Especially as he only tipped her twenty dollars after each session. She did complain once to Joy, but the Mamasan was not interested in excuses.
"Suck it up Sucky," Joy said dispassionately. "Turn John around. Make him come so hard that all he thinks about is you. Get inside his head. Earn a larger tip by your actions."
I felt sorry for Suky. She really hated John, and her body language would change during the last few minutes of our session, as she stopped enjoying my touch, and started to dread John's. She had told me enough about the sordid details of their sessions, that I really felt sorry for her.
"Can't you do anything about him?" she asked me one day, almost in tears. "Talk to Joy, pay John to chooses another girl. Rosebud enjoys anal."
"I will try and think of something," I lied. "You shouldn't have to deal with that disgusting pig."
"Do you think he is disgusting because of the way he looks, or because of the liberties he takes with me?" Suky asked.
"You are joking right?" I responded incredulously. "He is one of the most disgusting human beings I have ever encountered. Aside from his obesity, he has hair all over his flabby contours, his legs and feet are grossly swollen, he has an uncontrollable flatulence problem and he rarely showers. I find him absolutely, intolerably gross."
"Well, to be fair," Suky began, seemingly in his defense, "he does shower more, now that the house speciality involves eating semen from the enclosure walls."
"Yuck," I said, making no attempt to hide my disdain for the fat fuck. "One reason you should never shower with him."
"Also," my girlfriend continued, "whilst I have no doubt that John's greed contributes to his flatulence, I also think much of his gas discharge is situational."
"Situational?" I scoffed. "How so?"
"I only ever get to see John as a customer, so my view of him is one of deference and respect. He knows that he can do whatever he pleases in my presence, and him farting near me, or on me, is just a way for him to exercise control."
"I would throw up if I had to service that fat bastard," I insisted. "Absolutely fucking disgusting human being."
Suky didn't push me for my thoughts on John any more, having seemingly got the information that she needed from me.
I never did do anything about that fat-fuck John, and Suky stopped asking me to intervene on her behalf. Every few sessions, I would enter the room and see her naked on the massage table, waiting expectantly for me to pleasure her. On these occasions, I would spend an hour and fifteen minutes pampering her, then we would allocate the last fifteen minutes to my pleasure.
Suky would be so relaxed after I massaged her, having come multiple times on my face. She would toss me her panties, adjust the pillow under her head so that she had a better view, and watch as I jerked off onto the hand towel laid across her pubic area. The sessions that were all about Suky, were still enjoyable for me, but I felt a bit foolish tipping her two hundred dollars, just to watch me beat off once.
Suky, in her defense, was a paid sex-worker. She was going to entertain a dozen men today, so if she could coast through her first session, who would really blame her for taking advantage of my generosity?
"Do you enjoy the sessions where you pamper me?" she asked me one morning, at the end of such a session.
"Very much," I replied. "I wouldn't want it to be every week, but I enjoy you being in charge of my orgasms. I like the unpredictability of not knowing how many times I will get off each week."
Suky flashed me a broad smile and said, "Me, too. I like waking up on Saturday morning and deciding how much fun to allow you during your weekly session. I flipped a coin this morning, and was stoked when I realized today was going to be all about me. I love being in control of your release. In fact, one of these days I am going to leave you high and dry," she said with a giggle.
I didn't like the sound of that. However, I didn't push back, so I guess Suky took that as a sign of consent. The following week my session was really amazing. I got my three handjobs and the last time I came, Suky jerked me off onto her stomach, which was the first time she had allowed me to ejaculate on her.
"You see baby, how much fun you can have if you let me dictate the session," she teased. "Now clean me up," she admonished me, "John can't know you came on me. He thinks our sessions are non-sexual."
I nodded appreciatively, and grabbed some wet wipes to ensure that Suky had no traces of my semen on her. Inside, I was hoping that my sexual activity with this beautiful young woman would increase each week. The following week, however, was all about Suky. I entered the room and she was naked on the massage table. She told me to strip and I massaged her naked for almost ninety minutes. I brushed my erect cock across her body several times as I lent over her, but there was never even a hint of her taking care of my needs.
Suky enjoyed my gentle loving attention for nearly ninety minutes, basking in the glow of her numerous orgasms, as I worked devotedly to pleasure her. She truly was a multi-orgasmic woman, and once the floodgates were opened, she required less and less stimulation to achieve her next release. I emerged from between her legs with her intoxicating scent permeating my nostrils, and her vaginal secretions all over my face.
Suky grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me up towards her. I thought she was going to kiss me, but she wiped my face dry using her panties, and then spoke in a dismissive tone.
"Eat my ass, Tim," she said, as she turned over onto her stomach and relaxed on the table.
I was shocked at the liberties she was taking with me, but realized I needed to take some responsibility for the way she was treating me. I had been so passive since I first laid eyes on this exquisite creature, that she viewed me with considerable contempt, although she had masked it, until now.
I teased and worshipped her tight little ass for several minutes. Suky laid there enjoying my submission to her, occasionally directing me, in order to maximize her pleasure.
Finally, as my soft eager tongue entered her asshole, she slipped her hand under her stomach and began to stimulate her clitoris. This combination took her quickly to the edge of release, and she told me to wiggle my tongue inside of her. I had never engaged in such a submissive act, and Suky masturbated herself to several very vocal climaxes.
After she came, she lay there quietly, breathing heavily, but otherwise motionless. As she relaxed, the vice-like grip of her sphincter loosened, and I removed my tongue.
"It's 11.20am Suky," I said quietly, alerting her to the fact that she had ten minutes left to pleasure me.
"Oh baby, I am so relaxed, I can barely move," she said gently. "Can you grab the KY lube from the side table?"
My eyes lit up as I processed what she was saying. She was inviting me to jerk off onto her tight little ass. I had been sporting an erection since I first came into the room, nearly an hour and a half earlier. I was ready to get off. I grabbed the lubricating gel and stood expectantly by the massage table, awaiting my instructions.
Suky spread her legs apart, and told me to kneel on the massage table behind her. I could feel my breathing quicken, as I fantasized about fucking Suky from behind. Once I was on my knees, between her legs, she spoke.
"If you won't do anything to stop my weekly defilement at John's hands, you are going to participate in it," she said coldly. "Lube my asshole, so I am ready for his enjoyment."
Even though it was a kick in the balls to prepare my girlfriend's anal passage for John's use, my cock responded favorably to this humiliation. My prolonged analingus session had relaxed Suky's sphincter, and her rosebud had opened up nicely for John's upcoming session.
As I coated the entrance to Suky's butt with a liberal dose of lubricant, my cock danced between my legs and a few drops of pre-cum splattered onto Suky's upper thighs.
"Did you just leak on me?" she asked incredulously. "Are you dripping pre-cum, as you prepare your girlfriend for her anal invasion from another man?" she teased.
I didn't respond to her taunts, but kept lubing up her rosebud. The truth was, Suky had kept me on edge for ninety minutes without release. Of course I was leaking pre-cum, I had been for at least the last hour. It was only dripping on her because I was kneeling above her.
After her asshole was sufficiently lubricated, she asked me for a pillow. I grabbed one from the side table, and she lifted her hips up from the massage table, to indicate her desired placement of it. Once the pillow was under her pelvis, her ass was elevated, apparently ready for John to fuck.
Suky couldn't have appeared any more ready. Her rosebud was open, courtesy of my tongue's prolonged invasion of her. Her multiple orgasms had also relaxed her considerably, having a similar effect as muscle relaxers, which were often recommended prior to anal sex. Lastly, the copious amount of anal lubricant that I had applied to her anal passage, was visible, an open invitation to John to give my girlfriend a good ass-fucking.
Suky, sensing my jealousy, wiggled her ass seductively.
"This is how John likes me to wait for him," Suky said. "See you next week, Tim."
I wasn't sure if Suky was kidding or if she was really dismissing me. If so, she had fulfilled her promise of leaving me high and dry. I couldn't imagine her leaving a paying client with blue balls, but she had her head facing down on the massage table, and had stopped talking, so I assumed we were done for the day. I dressed hurriedly, which was easier said than done with an erection. I left two crisp one hundred dollar bills on the side table, and went to leave the room.
"Tim," Suky said as I grabbed the door handle. "You were a good boy today. I feel fantastic, totally satisfied. Can you pass me my pink panties? They are under my skirt on the chair."
She didn't say anything else and left little room for discussion, so I walked over to the chair, rooted through the pile of clothes on it, and found her pink panties. She must have worn them to work as they smelled like her.
I handed the silky garment to her, and she lifted her pelvis from the pillow and wiped the panties all over her wet pussy. When her hand emerged from between her legs, the panties were soaked, and smelled of her vaginal secretions.
"Take my pink panties home with you," she said commandingly. "Let's FaceTime tonight and I will watch you jerk off for me. Bye Tim."
Now that I was dismissed, I left the room with the panties in my hand. I stuck them in the pocket of my shorts and hurried down the hallway, trying to conceal my erection. I passed fat John in the lobby, as he paid for his upcoming anal session with my girlfriend. He was chatting to Rim, being his usual obnoxious self.
"Maybe one of these days, I will have you eat my ass while I butt-fuck Sucky," he said condescendingly, as Rim looked at him smiling as if to signal her enthusiasm about John's great idea.
"I would love that John," she lied, knowingly full well that this fat prick was a lousy tipper.
I smiled at Rim as I left the building and she told me to have a great day. I went straight to work, with a bad case of blue balls, and Suky on my mind. I kept her wet panties in my desk drawer all day at work, looking at them every so often, as I anticipated our FaceTime call. When I got home I had a couple of drinks and relaxed, waiting for Suky to text me.
Around 9pm, she texted me that she was ready for our jerk-off session. We hooked up on FaceTime and even though I was a little self-conscious, I followed her instructions and got naked. I positioned myself on a towel in front of my iPad, with Suky's panties in one hand and the KY jelly in the other.
"Can you see me Suky?" I asked shyly.
"Yes, we can see you perfectly," she responded. "Now, lube your cock up and start jerking off."
"Excuse me?" I asked in bewilderment. "We? Who else is there?"
"Baby, I am still at work," Suky said with a giggle. "I don't have much privacy here. Rim and Joy are here with me. I have you up on the big screen."
I instinctively went to cover myself up but Joy intervened.
"Tim, when I gave you a massage we had a long conversation about your hot buttons. I clearly recall exhibitionism being on your list of preferred activities. Don't be shy. The three of us have already seen you naked, and now we want to watch you beat off. Let's go. Showtime!"
Joy's take-charge approach was what I needed to spur me into motion, and as she encouraged me and directed me, I started to jerk off. The thought of the three of them relaxing in the employee break room, and watching me masturbate on a large tv monitor was humiliating, but it was going to make me cum.
Joy took control of my impromptu jerk-off session. She ran me through a host of different poses and positions and finally, she coaxed me into wearing Suky's panties. Once I was wearing the pink silky g-string underwear, Joy's encouragement turned to taunts, and Rim and Suky joined in.
"Wasn't Tim here this morning for a massage, Suky?" I heard Joy ask.
"Yes, Auntie," he was, "he ended up giving me a massage and a nice rimjob. Then he lubed my ass up for John to fuck. He would rather jerk off wearing my panties than have sex like a real man."
I heard Rim's heavily accented English next, "What a fucking pussy Tim is."
As I masturbated for their amusement, the girls all agreed that I was a total fucking pussy.
"He is a cuckold," Joy added, "probably gets off eating other men's semen. You should make him suck John off next week."
"I was thinking the same thing," Suky said. "I think it is time for John and Tim to get acquainted. Tim told me he thinks John is handsome," she lied.
"Fat John will own that pussy boyfriend of yours," Rim added derisively.
"Its a date!" my girlfriend said excitedly. "Show Tim who is the boss, Auntie, make him eat his own cum," Suky squealed.
I don't know why I obeyed their directives. I could have easily ended the FaceTime session, either overtly, or by blaming it on a bad connection. However, because I loved Suky, and wanted to do anything she asked of me, I laid on my back, as Joy directed me. I put my legs up on the sofa and rotated them towards my head, so that the tip of my cock was pointing directly at my face.
Then as the massage parlor girls rained insults down on me, I jerked myself off, until I spurted all over my face and hair.
I came really hard, as it had been two weeks since my last orgasm. As soon as I ejaculated, Suky ended the session.
"Night Tim, see you next Saturday at 10am. Bring my panties with you, laundered of course. Do you remember how?"
"Hand-wash, cold water," I responded reflexively, cursing myself as soon as the words left my lips.
I heard Rim laugh, and then my iPad went dark as Suky terminated our session.
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A few weeks later, unexpectedly, there was a big shake-up at work. My company hired a new Vice-President of Marketing, which the last time I looked at my business cards, was my job title. He was very well known within our industry, having last worked at NASCAR. He had been profiled in our industry magazine, as he had pulled off the unimaginable. He had increased the advertising revenue of the auto racing company, during a time when tobacco and alcohol advertising were being prohibited.
Tim Andrews was revered within our tight-knit circle, but his hiring posed some very real questions about where I fit in, under the new organizational structure. The details of his employment package were public record, and his salary was phenomenal. More importantly, he was given total autonomy with regard to hiring and firing employees. I was sick with worry as he began to decimate the ranks of upper management within our company.
Every day at work was a total fucking nightmare, trying to figure out who the latest casualties of Tim's ruthless efficiency measures were. Some of these guys had worked for my company for longer than I had, and were being unceremoniously dispatched, with their belongings in a cardboard box, and one month's severance pay.
I was having difficulty sleeping, and dreaded coming to work as I anticipated my fate. Being unemployed wasn't an option for me. If I had to endure an immediate cessation of my considerable paycheck, I would be forced to liquidate my possessions within a couple of months. The problem was there was just about zero equity in anything that I owned. As luck would have it, I seemed to slide under Tim's radar. He changed my job title to Director of Marketing, but didn't fuck with my pay, or reduce the size of my office, which in the corporate world is an indicator of status.
He completely restructured the company, replacing many of the upper managers and executives with his own guys. Some of the remaining upper level guys got demoted or had their pay slashed, or both. A couple of my co-workers benefited from the restructuring, and got promoted. However, there seemed to be a correlation between these changes, and their love of golf.
Tim loved golf, and I couldn't help but notice that several of his regular golf partners got promoted, or had their salaries increased. I hated golf, and kept my job the old fashioned way, because I was very good at it. However, I needed to find some common ground with Tim, and quickly. I am blessed with an active mind, and continuously came up with ideas that were adopted. I think Tim appreciated my work contribution, and valued me as an employee, however because he was an Alpha Male, it was in his genetic make-up to fuck with me.
At our first executive meeting, upon learning that my name was also Tim, he decreed that from now on, to minimize confusion, I would be referred to as Timmy. I hadn't been called Timmy since I was six years old, and I hated it. However, as he had total autonomy over hiring and firing, everyone just got with his program and suddenly, I was Timmy.
One night, after a particularly long brainstorming session, I came up with a brilliant advertising slogan for a toothpaste commercial. Tim was very happy with my contribution and we hung out together long after the meeting ended. We ended up going for a drink at a local piano bar, and Tim decided he wanted to get laid.
As we bonded over a few beers, it turns out that he had been stationed all over the world, during his tenure as an advertising executive. He had been too immersed in work to ever get married, or to even have a girlfriend, so he used prostitutes and escorts to take care of his needs. He had mongered everywhere, Tokyo, Bangkok, Manila to name just a few places. However, he was brand new to Southern California and asked me if I knew any local places to get laid.
I was hell bent on impressing my new boss, and with my inhibitions lowered by the alcohol, suggested that we stop by my favorite massage parlor, and enjoy a session with one of Joy's young girls. Tim was impressed with my local knowledge and ordered us a cab. When we arrived at Joy's place it was late, but the Mamasan was very accommodating.
Once Joy learned that Tim had mongered all over the world, she wanted to prove that the sexual delights of Asia were available in our back yard. Tim had no sense of shame or embarrassment, and was quite happy to answer all of Joy's questions, in front of me.
In the same way that Joy had got to the bottom of my sexual proclivities, during my first massage session with her, she peppered Tim with questions about his preferred kinks. Turns out, Tim had quite the sexual appetite and was blessed with a very short refractory period. He like to dominate women, enjoyed anal sex, and his favorite sexual activity was to fuck the wives and girlfriends of other men. Once Tim confessed his love of threesomes, he was shown to a nice large room, and Rosebud and Rim were dispatched to take care of him. I asked Joy who else was available, but she pulled me into her office and shut me down.
"Don't ask me who is available, Tim," she said firmly. "You are on sexual restriction."
"Excuse me Joy?" I asked, knowing full well what she meant, but wondering how the fuck she knew.
"All the girls know you are off-limits," she said calmly. "Sucky has made it very clear that you are not allowed any release outside of your Saturday morning session."
Joy poured me a large cup of coffee, and we chatted as my boss allowed the girls to show him why they had been assigned their respective monikers. Tim ended up fucking Rosebud in the ass, as Rim gave him one of her patented rimjobs.
Tim was giddy with excitement as we shared a cab home.
"Dude, that place was amazing," he gushed. "I have enjoyed countless rimjobs all over the world, but I have never had a better experience than I just got from Rim. That girl is aptly named!"
"I know," I replied, "the first time she rimmed me, I blew my load all over the shower wall. Then that dirty bitch asked me if I wanted to watch her eat my ejaculate. When I said yes, she slurped it up from the wall and floor of the shower."
"A bit late to start telling me this now, Timmy," my boss scolded. "If I would have known this an hour ago, I would have showered with that bitch. Anything else you want to share with me?"
"No boss," I said dejectedly, disappointed that I had let him down. "How was Rosebud?" I continued, trying to change the conversation.
"Wow!" Tim responded, "Rosebud has such a fuckable ass. I have no idea how she is able to have such a tight little sphincter, with the amount of anal sex she must have."
"I know, right?" I agreed, "unbelievable how tight her anal passage is."
"So who is your overall favorite, Timmy?" my boss asked. "Your go-to girl when you need to bust a nut?"
I knew I should have told him about Suky, but the truth was that he was a controlling prick. He would have taken her for himself, and rubbed my face in it. So, in an attempt to keep the cutest one to myself, I lied.
"Rim," I said, trying to throw him off the scent of the delectable Suky. "That girl is the perfect combo of beautiful and incredibly nasty."
"She is pretty special," my boss agreed. "Not that I would ever just enjoy one of those bitches. I always take at least two women at a place like that."
I laughed at that suggestion, and Tim and I continued to act like college buddies, bonding over our shared love of massage parlors.
"I came three times," he told me proudly. "The first time I unloaded in Rosebud's asshole, fucking her doggy-style, while Rim licked my ass from behind. After I came, Rim remained on her back under me and managed to get me hard again, relatively quickly. I know I have a short refractory period, but that bitch has some great moves."
"Agreed," I said cordially, "that is why she is my favorite."
"Once I was hard again, Rosebud blew me, as Rim stuck her tongue deep inside my ass. That felt incredible to have the two of them work in unison to get me off. Just don't kiss your girl Rim, until you see her gargle mouthwash," he joked.
"And the third time?" I asked, as if his pleasure was of the utmost importance to me.
"The two of them blew me in the shower," he said with a chuckle, "although with your latest revelation, it looks like I got shorted on that deal. Tomorrow night I want to come back here and watch Rim eat my jizz from the shower wall," he said assertively. "I want everything you get, Timmy," he said ominously, "and then some!"
In retrospect, I should have fessed up right there and then about Suky. Even though I was madly in love with the young Malaysian girl, it was obvious that Tim would one day meet her, and make her his bitch. I was just delaying the inevitable by hiding her away from him. They were bound to meet one day, as much time as they both spent at Joy's massage parlor. Joy had already informed me that Suky responded favorably to a dominant man, which I was not. I pondered telling him but something held me back and I lied to him instead.
"What's mine is yours boss," I said with a palpable deference.
"I would expect nothing less, Timmy," he responded condescendingly. "Either way, what an incredible night. Thanks man!"
"I am glad you enjoyed it boss," I said sincerely.
"I had the best time, bro," he responded enthusiastically. "I had no idea a place like that existed in Southern California. I look forward to many nights of mongering together."
While I was genuinely happy that my boss had experienced a fantastic session, I had a really bad case of blue balls. Joy had cock-blocked me, based on instructions from her niece, and I had been extremely aroused as I sat in Joy's office sipping tea, as my boss got his rocks off. It was also hard to hear Tim rehash the intimate details of his session, especially as I had not experienced any release tonight. Tim wanted to keep on partying, but I had an early morning commitment, so I declined the invite.
Suky was going on vacation the following day, to Malaysia, to make her decisions about the direction of her life, and I had agreed to run her to the airport. For this reason, I went straight home, even though Tim wanted to keep on partying.
I slept well, and was up early to take Suky to Los Angeles International Airport, thankful that I had not stayed out late partying with Tim. The evening had been very kind to my boss and I imagined that he was probably still sleeping, having had his nutsack completely drained. I had endured a night of sexual torment, having first had my sexual restriction enforced by Joy, and then, to make matters worse, having to hear Tim rehash the delights of his encounter with the two Asian women. I had an erection and my nuts were throbbing as I drove to pick up Suky.
Suky was still staying with her Auntie Joy, so I headed there to pick up the young girl. When I got to Joy's house, Suky invited me in. She was wearing a silk camisole that was an exquisite shade of mint green, and some matching stretch-satin boy-shorts. The shorts were very form-fitting, leaving no doubt that she wasn't wearing any panties. She looked and smelled fantastic, having just spritzed herself with her perfume.
As I marveled at her beauty and irresistible sexual allure, I made the decision to keep her hidden from my boss. I knew I was treading on thin ice by doing so, but Suky was so cute, and I was so smitten with her, that the last thing I wanted was for that dominant prick to take control of her. Suky would have responded very favorably to his aggression too, as she loved take-charge guys. Tim would have made her his instant fuck-toy, and I would have lost the love of my life. Suky snapped me out of it, as she spoke.
"Make yourself comfortable," she offered. "We have plenty of time. Joy has already left for work and I am just about packed."
There were two suitcases on the living room floor overflowing with clothes. It was obvious that Suky needed to remove some of the contents of her cases before they could be closed. I was surprised to see how many new clothes she had accumulated since her fiancé trashed her entire wardrobe. She told me she had packed so much because the weather can be very changeable in the mountains of Malaysia this time of year.
Suky agreed that she needed to take less clothes with her and told me that she needed help choosing what to take. This seemed like an innocent enough request but I knew better. Everything she did when we were together was designed to tease me and keep me hot for her. She emptied the contents of the suitcases onto the floor and started to hold up items of clothing for my opinion.
As she held her clothes up for me to help her decide what to pack, I must confess I was distracted. Her taut stomach was exposed as the silk camisole slid up her body, the soft material conspiring to make her nipples erect as it slid over them. I felt my cock stiffen in my shorts, and I know Suky noticed.
Her form-fitting satin boy-shorts acted like a second skin over her genitalia, highlighting her labia and appearing moist in the crotch, as she started to self-lubricate at my overt display of desire for her. It had been about a week since my last orgasm, and I was having a tough time focusing on Suky's clothing selection.
There were a lot of coats and sweaters for the mountains and we managed to get rid of many items fairly quickly. Next up were jeans and t-shirts which again only took a couple of minutes. This was going to be easy I thought to myself. Then she started sorting out her bathing suits. She had packed way too many and they all looked great to me so I wasn't offering too many opinions.
"You can't really tell how cute a bathing suit is when it is laying on the carpet," Suky said cheerfully. "You really need to see them on me to make a decision."
She smiled knowingly at me, and carried an armful of her bathing suits into her bathroom.
A couple of minutes later she came out wearing a really sexy white two-piece that fit her perfectly and showcased her tight little body. I felt my cock twitch in my shorts and she noticed immediately.
"Strip and kneel on the floor by the suitcases," she said without hesitation. "That way I can get an honest opinion of how I look in each one."
I got naked and knelt exactly where she had instructed me to. I was already aroused when I knocked on her front door earlier, but the impromptu fashion show was going to really get me excited!
Suky posed seductively in the white two-piece as I knelt in front of her naked. My cock danced around between my legs and she decided this bathing suit was going to Malaysia! Next up a black thong bathing suit that was just as sexy as the white one. Again my cock throbbed visibly and declared my approval of the black two-piece. The bathing suit selection went very well. Time after time she would come out of the bathroom in a really sexy bikini and pose for me. She kept her gaze on my cock and made a very quick decision based on my reaction.
I had been rock-hard for over an hour and was beside myself with desire for her. At one point some pre-cum was coming out of the tip of my cock and I went to wipe it away.
"Leave it there," she told me assertively, "as evidence of your arousal and your desire for me."
Suky went back into the bathroom. When she returned she had a towel, and a leather belt in her hands. I stiffened up, concerned that she was going to punish me for touching my cock without her permission.
"Relax," she assured me, "I have no intention of using the belt on you for such a minor transgression of the rules. I will save that for when you really screw up! Put your hands behind your back."
I followed her directive and Suky used the belt to tie them together. Then she placed the towel between my knees, so that I would not leak on her Auntie's floor. Finally, she reached down to the tip of my glistening cock, and rubbed the pre-cum all over the tip of it.
It felt so good to have her soft little hand on my cock again, and the fluid felt just like lube. She gently massaged the pre-cum around the head of my swollen cock, and then wiped her hand across my lips, so she did not get any of it on her bathing suit.
"Thank you for helping me select my swimwear," she said with a giggle. "Would you like to help me choose what lingerie and underwear to take?"
This was all a game for her, and she was loving it. For me, it was more of a test but I planned to pass it. Her system of control was based on denial and reward, and I was going to get rewarded today. And so her game continued. She subjected me to a dizzying array of sexy outfits. My cock throbbed and displayed my approval, and she made her selection. Every so often she would come over to me, and sensually wipe the pre-cum from my cock around my tip. I was so close to coming, it took everything in my power to stop myself from ejaculating all over the towel.
If my hands had not been tied behind my back, I probably would have jerked myself off, and dealt with her consequences later. I was that aroused. She knew this of course, and started to massage my cock-head with my leaking fluid, more often. Again, she wiped the remaining pre-cum across my lips. Once all of the lingerie and underwear had been chosen and packed, we finished up with a fashion show of skirts and dresses. This was undoubtedly my favorite. She looked amazing in a bathing suit, and even better in lingerie.
However, the sight of her in a summer dress, or a short skirt and heels, was bringing me to the edge. I was dripping quite freely now, and the pre-cum was pooling in a little wet spot on the towel. Fuck! This had gone on too long. I needed some relief. Finally, the suitcases were almost packed, and Suky had taken a mental note of my reaction to everything she had worn. Even though my cock had stayed rock-hard for over two hours, certain outfits had caused it to throb and dance for her. Some had even induced the flow of more pre-cum, and she knew she had seduced an honest opinion from me.
She went behind my back, and untied the belt that had kept me from touching myself. I excused myself to use the restroom, and was gone for a few minutes. When I returned my erection had subsided a little, and I was more in control of my breathing. She was wearing a flowing summer dress, that was loose around the waist, and no shoes. She motioned for me to lay on my back on the towel, and I noticed that she had me lie right in the wet spot.
When she toyed with me, it was like playing chess with someone who was several moves ahead. She knew she would eventually have me on my back on the towel, and the gradual creation of the wet spot, added to her enjoyment. It was not lost on me, as I lay naked on my back, in a pool of my own seminal fluid. Normally, she would have me lick, nibble, kiss and suck every square inch of her body on her massage table, before she took her pleasure. And we both knew that was about to happen. She always took her pleasure before mine.
Anyway, normally it would be a very slow sensual process for her to take her pleasure, but today she just wanted to get off! She waited for me to get settled in the wet spot, and then lifted her dress up, and straddled my face. She placed her knees either side of my head and slowly lowered herself on to me. She had removed her panties and had tossed them onto the chair. She was very wet.
My reaction to the fashion show had excited her. Watching me on my knees, with my arms bound behind my back, and my cock leaking pre-cum, had made her hot. She responded immediately to my tongue between her legs, and grabbed a handful of my hair, to take control of my movements. I licked her eagerly and within a few moments she had her first orgasm. She had taught me to lick her gently between orgasms, and I did this until I felt her next one building.



She lost count of how many times she came this way, but was completely and utterly satisfied by the time she finally fell forward, and rolled over on to the floor, where she gathered her breath. I knew she needed a couple of minutes to compose herself, so I excused myself and went to wash my face. A few moments later, she told me to stay in the restroom until she called out for me. After what seemed like an eternity, she called me back into the room.
I was still naked when I walked back into the room, and I could not believe what I saw. She was dressed in exactly the same outfit that I would have selected for her, if she had asked for my opinion. She had been watching my cock intently, as she modeled her clothes for me, and this was the outfit that got me the most aroused. She was wearing a baby blue silk camisole, that exposed her shoulders and flat, tight stomach. She had paired this with a white tennis skirt, baby blue thigh highs, and a pair of white pumps.
Her makeup was flawless, although she had not applied any lipstick yet. Her hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail. She smiled as she watched my cock rise and harden immediately.
"Go to my makeup drawer and pick four shades of lipstick for me to take on vacation," she said.
There were a lot of sexy colors available but I chose four and handed them to her.
"Which is your favorite color?" she asked.
I identified the pink lipgloss as my overall favorite. She thanked me with a sweet smile, and once again, she gently massaged the pre-cum from my stiff cock around its swollen head, before wiping the remainder of it across my lips.
"We need to talk about your needs," she said seductively. "It has been seven days since your last orgasm and I will be gone for twenty-one days."
I gasped as it sank in. It would be almost a month. Shit!
"I don't think it is realistic for you to go thirty days without release," she taunted, "especially in your current state of arousal."
She smiled when she said that, and we both looked at my throbbing cock, glistening with pre-cum.
Then she told me, "I am going to offer you three options for release, and I want you to very carefully consider them, before deciding. First option, I can sit in the chair, and you can kneel at my feet, and jerk off for me. I will take off my thigh highs so you can come on my feet. Your second option is, I will give you a nice slow handjob, and will talk dirty to you, and caress your nuts when you come. Your third option is, you can relax in the chair, and I will kneel between your legs and give you a nice sensual blowjob. You can even pick the lipstick you want me to wear! The only downside of this choice is, I am not going to let you come. This will just be a teaser for you, and you will have to endure the full twenty-eight days between orgasms."
I knew deep in my soul that this was the wrong choice. I could not go a month without coming. But even as I agonized over the decision, it was already made. Suky had never sucked my cock before and it was impossible to pass up. She had kissed and licked my stomach a few times before and her hair spilling over my cock had simulated the act of a blowjob. On one occasion I had lost control and launched a powerful and embarrassingly premature orgasm.
She loved giving me hard choices. She loved even more watching me make bad decisions driven by desire. Before I even gave my answer she stated that she thought I was making a bad choice but would respect my wishes. She smiled sweetly and asked me which shade of lipstick I wanted her to wear. I was so excited I could barely speak. She held up the pink lipgloss that I had identified earlier as my favorite when she had asked. I nodded silently and she pointed to the chair as she left the room to go apply the lipgloss.
I was trembling with anticipation and desire. Ever since I had first laid eyes on her I had fantasized about her soft lips on my cock. The combination of the fashion show and the realization that she would be gone for twenty-one days was too much for me. To top it off, she was dressed in the exact outfit I would have selected for her and was currently applying my favorite shade of lipstick before she sucked my cock. I tried to forget the fact that she was not going to allow me to come.
I knew that I would be deeply regretting this choice by the time I was driving her to the airport. I had no clue how I could possibly endure the twenty-eight days. I just could not resist her.
I moved towards the chair and noticed the pair of pink panties that she had discarded earlier. I picked them up and felt that they were soaking wet. I put them to my nose and inhaled her scent. As I sat down in the chair I let the panties fall to the floor. Then she appeared at the door. She looked breathtaking. Her hair was pulled tightly back into a ponytail. Her makeup accentuated her beautiful eyes and perfect cheekbones. Her lips glistened with the pink lipgloss.
She moved slowly towards me enjoying the way I devoured her with my eyes. She knew she had power over me and she loved to exercise it regularly. When she reached the chair she stood in front of me and told me she wanted to hear my choice. I had been lost for words when she had first outlined the three choices.
"I know exactly what you want Tim, I just need to hear you say it."
I cleared my throat and stammered softly, "Suky, please, I want you to suck my cock."
"Even though you know you can't come?" she teased.
"Yes, even though I know you won't suck me to completion," I implored her.
"Is my lipgloss the right color?" she taunted.
I nodded and my cock danced between my legs. She slowly lowered herself to her knees in front of me maintaining eye contact with me. I was captivated by her and I was breathing very hard. When her knees touched the floor she put both of her hands on my thighs for support. I reacted immediately to her touch and more pre-cum flowed out of my cock.
This was the most aroused I had ever been and she was loving it. She tickled my inner thigh as she moved closer to me. I spread my legs slightly and she moved her soft little hands to the base of my cock. With a smile she picked up the pink silk panties from the floor and wrapped them around my cock.
The silk felt amazing against my skin and I leaked even more pre-cum. She wrapped one hand firmly around my shaft and cupped my balls with the other. I breathed in sharply as I watched her lick her pink lips suggestively. I had never wanted anything more in my life but was too much of a gentleman to rush things. If the roles were reversed, she would have given in to her desires, grabbed me by the ears and put me where she needed me. She started to tickle my balls and give me a really slow handjob using her silk panties as extra stimulation.
It felt amazing but I wanted her lips on my cock. She was looking directly into my eyes and smiling as if to encourage me to take what I wanted. Just put my hand on the back of her head and guide her onto my leaking cock. Still I remained submissive to her while she jerked me off. I was rock-hard and ready to come at any moment. My pre-cum was flowing freely now, and dangled from my cock-head to the floor.
Finally, as I could feel a strong stirring in my loins she moved her lips very slowly toward my cock. She was looking up at me with an innocent smile as she did so. It was just too much for me. I had been here three hours with a raging hard-on. I had watched her try on sexy skirts and dresses and bathing suits and lingerie under the pretense of choosing what to pack. I had learned that she would be gone for twenty-one days and that she expected me to be a good boy until her return.
She had offered to suck me off before she went on vacation and had selected her outfit based solely on my reaction to everything she had modeled for me. She had even asked me what my favorite lipstick shade was in order to paint the perfect visual for me. Now as I watched her on her knees before me it was too much. As I watched her pink glossed lips inch slowly towards my twitching cock it was too much. As she maintained eye contact and smiled sweetly at me it was too much.
I cried out in ecstasy and started to involuntarily spasm all over my stomach and chest. She continued to pump my cock with her hand and her silk panties. She was encouraging me to come for her. I spurted my come again and again as she milked me dry. Some of it leaked down onto her hand but I blew most of my load onto my stomach and chest.
I was panting heavily and she knew I had just experienced one of the greatest orgasms of my life. She continued to hold my cock until my erection slowly subsided. I was completely drained before she got up from her knees and went to wash her hands. As she walked away from me in her little tennis skirt, I immediately regretted losing control. I wondered if she would have actually taken me into her mouth.
I got my answer when she looked over her shoulder and said, "such a shame you came so quickly. I have been really looking forward to sucking your cock. I want to show you how I got assigned the name Sucky at the massage parlor, with all that competition."
I groaned as I felt my cock stir again and start to slightly stiffen. Suky let me compose myself before announcing that it was time for us to drive to the airport.
She didn't even change her outfit, content with the fact that I had the hots for her, especially the way that she was dressed. Even though I had just ejaculated a few minutes prior, I was rock-hard by the time she climbed onto the bench seat of my Chevrolet Suburban, and slid her tight little ass over to sit right next to me.
She snuggled in tight next to me as I drove towards Los Angeles International Airport. Her scent was intoxicating and our sexual chemistry was off the charts. As we headed North on the 405 Freeway, the conversation turned to sex.
"Are you going to miss me baby?" she teased. "Three weeks of no action for you. Do you think you will be able to handle it?"
I shuffled uneasily in my seat, as my cock was tenting in my shorts. Suky noticed my predicament immediately and started to fuck with me. She ran her perfectly manicured nails across my inner thighs repeatedly, getting close and closer to my swollen nutsack.
"We should have taken a Town Car to the Airport," she mused. "I could have sucked you off on the drive up. You look like you could use some relief."
She gave my nuts a gentle squeeze and nibbled on my earlobe. I let out a whimper and this emboldened her.
"If you are a good boy while I am on vacation, I will suck you off on the drive home," she offered. "Do we have a deal?"
I was so aroused that I could barely form the words, but Suky wanted more.
"Tell me if that sounds good to you," she teased.
"I would love that Suky," I stammered. "I can't wait."
Suky kissed me on the side of my face and rubbed her palm across the shaft of my cock. I ejected some pre-cum into my underwear, the wet stain becoming visible in my shorts a few moments later.
"Oops, someone is excited," she said with a giggle, as she continued to stroke me in a slow steady rhythm.
The truth was, I was beyond excited. I was consumed with desire for her, I wanted to get balls deep in this goddess and make her mine. I knew she was a prostitute, even though she preferred the term courtesan. I knew John butt-fucked her every weekend without a condom, and I had my suspicions that numerous other guys were getting some action from her, at least if the reviews on Rubmaps were to be believed. I knew that if I was more aggressive, she would have blown me on the drive to the Airport, but it was just not in my nature.
Suky seemed to read my thoughts, because she spoke up, verbalizing what I was imagining.
"You know Tim, if you had a bit more of a backbone, you would get much more play from me. I would love you to come into the Airport with me and fuck me in one of the gender-neutral bathrooms. Come on inside with me, take control of me, assert your right to enjoy my pussy whenever you feel like it, make me your bitch. If you won't, then I will find some lonely businessman to give me what I need. I am sure the terminal is full of alpha males that just want to bust a nut before their flight. I am already wet, so it won't take long."
It was the thought of other men taking liberties with her that made me ejaculate in my shorts. I had very little warning. One minute, Suky was rubbing my cock through my shorts, and telling me that she wanted to get fucked in the Airport bathroom, and seconds later I erupted in my underwear.
Suky let out a little squeal of delight when I shot my wad. She was obviously not expecting me to have a premature ejaculation, but seemed very flattered by my reaction to her touch. I sat there feeling very embarrassed and inadequate, having apparently left her high and dry.
By the time I reached the terminal, the crotch of my shorts were so wet that I couldn't even get out of the car, to give her a hug goodbye. Suky gave me a peck on the lips, slid over to the passenger door and exited the vehicle.
"Don't say you weren't offered the first crack," she teased.
I didn't know what to say. She closed the door behind her, and as she sashayed confidently towards the terminal, exuding sexuality, I knew some lucky fucker was going to bang her in the Airport restroom. I also knew it could have been me if I had been more assertive. The thought of a random traveler getting balls-deep into my girlfriend made my cock stir to life, even though I knew I was forbidden to touch myself while Suky was gone.
This was going to be a very long three weeks.
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After I ran Suky to the airport, I headed in to work. I thought that Tim might be pissed that I showed up late to the office, but he was stoked to see me.
"Hey buddy!" he said enthusiastically. "Great night, last night. Thanks for the hook-up."
"No worries bro," I said, venturing into the overly casual banter with my boss. I wasn't sure how Tim would react to my informality, but about an hour later I was summoned to the Human Resources Manager's Office.
Twenty minutes later, I left the HR office with a five thousand dollar a month raise and a prestigious corner office. Clearly, I had found some common ground with my new boss.
I guess it is a testament to my feelings for Suky, that she was the first person I wanted to tell about my pay raise. As soon as I left HR, I went to text her. When I looked at my phone I noticed three texts from her already, and I smiled as I realized that she missed me too.
Each text had a photo attachment, and I opened up the first one immediately. Apparently, Suky had wasted no time satisfying her itch. She had included a picture of her bent over the bathroom counter, presumably somewhere in the airport. Reflected in the ceiling to countertop mirror, was the image of a guy stood behind her, buried balls-deep. He had removed his suit jacket, and by the look of things Suky's panties, as they both hung over the hook on the back of the door.
Suky's white tennis skirt was hiked up over her ass, the hem of it visible against the guy's stomach as he fucked her tight pussy. I assume she still had her white pumps on, as the two of them appeared to be about the same height, at least from the waist down. Her beautifully toned and slender forearms rested on the countertop, providing her some support, and showcasing her health through their vascularity.
I could tell she was pushing back into him to enable him to more deeply penetrate her. Her deltoid muscles, clearly visible as she was wearing her pale blue camisole, were flexing, and appeared striated, from her efforts. She was a spectacular specimen, a truly beautiful and in-shape young girl, and right now another man was owning her.
My first reaction was one of disgust, but this was replaced very quickly by desire, and I felt my cock stiffen involuntarily. My hands were trembling as I opened the second text.
"I found someone to take care of me!" the text read. "This should have been you. Maybe next time, if you ever decide to grow a pair."
I was breathing hard now, aroused by her overt cuckolding of me. I opened the attachment of this text, and was excited to see it was another photo. Her new lover had taken this one, standing as he was in front of the mirror that dominated the opulent bathroom. Suky was kneeling before him tucking his flaccid cock back into his suit pants. She had a smile on her face, and there were traces of his semen visible across her lips and chin. She also had a look of serenity and calm on her face, and I knew she had achieved orgasm with her new lover.
"Someone is very grateful that I am dating a total fucking pussy," the text read.
My heart was pounding in my chest at her last comment. It was a mixture of excitement, at the fact that Suky had used the word dating to describe our unorthodox relationship, and jealousy, that she and her new lover had collectively referred to me as a pussy.
The third text, again accompanied by a photo, read simply, "Can you help me find my panties?"
In the photo they were both fully clothed, and Suky knelt before her new lover, as if begging him not to leave her. Her panties were no longer hanging on the door hook, but I had no clue why she needed help finding them, within the confines of the bathroom.
I decided to jerk off to that sordid first photo, but before I could make my way to the Executive Washroom, to which I was a select key holder, my phone dinged again.
"Just boarding, switching my phone off. Don't even fucking think about jerking off until I get home. See you in three weeks."
Suky's text was the reality check that I needed, and I headed back to my desk to get stuck into my work.
I am not sure if it was the fact that I blew my load twice that morning before work, or if it was the excitement at seeing Suky getting railed in the bathroom, but I was blessed with a clarity of thought that day, which resulted in some truly excellent work. I finished up a couple of marketing campaigns that I had been struggling to find the vision to complete. I made several very productive phone calls and cleared my email folder out completely. I was in the zone.
A little later in the afternoon I revisited the photos that Suky had sent me from the airport bathroom. I took my phone upstairs into the Executive conference room, connected it to the huge monitor that hung on the wall, and asked the receptionist to make sure I was not disturbed. As the joint second highest ranking employee in the company, only my direct boss, Tim, would have disturbed me and he was at a offsite meeting, so I was free from interruptions.
Once the first picture was displayed on the eighty-inch wall monitor, I began to notice additional details. First of all, Suky's lover was a very handsome man. He was well groomed, had sophisticated looking grey hair, and appeared to be in his mid-fifties. He was wearing a very nice bespoke suit, although he had removed his jacket, as he fucked my girlfriend over the bathroom countertop. The jacket, visible in the huge bathroom mirror, hung on a hook on the back of the door, which was presumably locked. Suky's pale blue panties also hung from the hook, the tiny g-string having been the only item of clothing of my girlfriend's to have been removed.
It occurred to me that modern day technology was both a blessing and a curse, as the clarity of the 4K resolution photo enabled me to zoom in with remarkable focus. My initial attention was on Suky's panties, and as I zoomed in on them, I could see that the crotch was wet. For a brief second, I smiled as I imagined that she had self-lubricated as we fooled around on the way to the airport. Then, as the reality of the situation set in, I realized that the vaginal secretions visible in her panties were undoubtedly due to the aggression shown by the Alpha Male, as he signaled his intent to fuck her.
I wondered if it was Suky or her lover that had taken her panties off. Judging by the way that they were hung neatly over the door hook, Suky had removed them herself. Her lover would have ripped them from her and discarded them on the bathroom floor, before he slid inside her tight pussy. A tinge of excitement entered my loins, as I realized that my girlfriend had carefully positioned her panties on the hook, so that the wet crotch was visible. She knew that I would scrutinize the photos she sent me, in search of the details that I needed, in order to paint myself the complete picture of their sordid bathroom encounter.
I zoomed in on the expensive looking suit jacket and managed to catch a glimpse of the label. It appeared to read, Kiton, a brand with which I was not familiar. I did recognize the label on his fitted silk shirt, Brioni, knowing this brand to be out of my budget.
Apparently, Suky's new lover was wealthy as well as handsome. For some reason, this bothered me. If she had got fucked by a ski-instructor or a lifeguard, the fact that I could more capably provide for her, would have mitigated some of the sting. However, as I googled "Kiton Suits" and was shocked at the price of the custom made garments, I realized that he was very rich.
I opened the second photo of Suky on her knees in front of this mystery man. They had already fucked, and she was putting his flaccid cock back into his Versace underwear. As she knelt before him, I noticed that Suky had added a lace and silk hair bow to her outfit. As always, it was the perfect accessory, instantly feminizing her and highlighting her youth and availability. It was the sort of bow that only a schoolgirl, cheerleader or bridesmaid could pull off, coquettish as it was. It would have looked completely out of place on anyone that had fully made the transition from girl to woman.
Suky had perfected the art of selecting accessories that could turn a sexy playful outfit, into the alluring attire of a total fucktoy. Sometimes it was a barely visible garter protruding from beneath the hem of an improbably short skirt, an invitation to her suitor to hike her skirt up, and fuck her in her garter belt and stockings. Other times a perfectly placed decoration on one of her youthful cheeks, with an invitation to use it as target practice for a facial cum-shot.
Whatever her accessory of choice, Suky made men weak at the knees with lust, and her anonymous bathroom lover had been no exception. As I zoomed in slightly on the sordid photo, in addition to traces of semen on her lips and chin, I also noticed that he had soiled her hair bow, and there were globs of his ejaculate matting in her hair. Suky had a smile on her face, and a glaze in her eyes, as if being this older man's plaything was the most satisfying thing in the world to her.
I am sure as a wealthy, distinguished looking, in-shape gentleman, he had no shortage of young playthings. As I scanned the photo, more clues to his financial well-being were evident, as I noticed his belt buckle was Tom Ford and he was wearing a Patek Philippe watch.
Six months ago, the Patek Philippe brand meant nothing to me. However, we had done a recent marketing campaign for the world-renowned watch maker, and the underlying message was that this watch was a panty-dropper. We used classy verbiage and famous upscale landmarks to film the campaign, but the message was indisputable, random sexual opportunities abound if you wear this watch. We didn't film anything as crude as an airport bathroom encounter, but our lucky guy got offered as much ass as he could ever desire, as he roamed around Paris and Zurich with his Patek Philippe watch on. One thing was evident to me, Suky's lover was a baller!
I selected the third photo that Suky had sent me, and streamed it to the massive wall monitor. My girlfriend's lover had put his jacket back on, and his zipper was closed. She remained on her knees at his feet, apparently enjoying his continued domination of her. Her lips were resting against the bulge in his suit pants, and she was staring up at him with adoration. I imagined that she was probably offering him another release before he boarded his flight. This handsome, wealthy guy didn't strike me as the kind of man who fucked anybody twice. He had enjoyed the conquest and was moving on.
I averted my gaze from the lewd visual of Suky kneeling before this guy, as she signaled her complete availability to him. Moving up his muscular torso, I noticed his pocket square emerging from his top pocket of his jacket. The silk accessory was pale blue, an almost identical shade to Suky's panties. As I zoomed in to verify this unlikely coincidence, I saw that his pocket accessory was actually Suky's panties. That slut had offered him her panties as a souvenir of their brief encounter, and wanted me to be the one to notice where they were. To make matters worse, that arrogant prick was going to board his first-class flight, with my girlfriend's underwear protruding from his pocket, which was sure to invite questions.
Lastly, I noticed he was wearing a wedding ring. A seemingly innocuous detail, until I realized that it diminished, and thus cheapened, his sexual encounter with my girlfriend. I planned to get the full details from her later, but on the surface it appeared that this older, wealthy, first-class traveler had just been in the right place at the right time. As he relaxed in the opulence of the first-class lounge, he ran into Suky, who never had a problem bullshitting her way into private areas, and had been left high and dry by me, as I ejaculated prematurely into my underwear.
Suky, as a skilled courtesan, knew how to turn on the charm, and after a few moments of small talk, I imagined she asked him to accompany her to the restroom, under the pretense of helping her with her zipper that was stuck. Or her necklace that was caught in her hair. Or her strapless bra that had come unfastened and needed a gentle squeeze on the clasp. Suky was a master at this, and this guy was just the next mark, someone for her to get her rocks off on.
I assume Suky got her rocks off. She certainly looked very relaxed, as she knelt before her lover with his semen on her face and hair. I wondered if they had exchanged phone numbers or business cards, and then I remembered Suky was a masseuse at a seedy massage parlor, not an educated businesswoman. I felt confident that he had blown his load inside her tight young pussy, and then boarded his first-class seat to flirt with the airline hostesses, never giving the love of my life a second thought. He probably discarded my girlfriend's panties with his empty water bottle, the first time the flight attendants collected the trash.
I returned to work after a protracted viewing of Suky's photos. I had a raging hard-on but knew better than to disobey a direct order from her. For this reason, I tried my best to ignore it.
Tim showed up later in the afternoon, and we made plans to hit the massage parlor that night. That became our normal routine. In fact, after that first night at Joy's massage parlor, Tim and I were inseparable. We would brainstorm all day, and collectively create some truly excellent marketing campaigns. The whole marketing department was thriving under Tim's tutelage, and my creative juices were really flowing. We attracted many new clients, and our revenues soared.
Tim openly gave credit to all of his contributing subordinates, and when he submitted successful marketing campaigns, they often bore the names of the primary contributors. This was highly unusual in the corporate world, where most of the time, the boss took all of the credit. I mentioned it to him one day.
"Loyalty is everything to me," he said. "If you do good work, I will make sure you get credit for it. I hope in exchange I would have your loyalty."
"Of course," I said, feeling profoundly disloyal that I was attempting to hide Suky from my boss.
After work, Tim and I would head to the bar. After a few drinks, we would go to Joy's place, and Tim would pick a couple of the girls to get him off. I would sit in Joy's office drinking coffee as my boss blew his wad. Tim had a voracious appetite for sex, and sometimes I would hang out with Joy for several hours, as he got his rocks off multiple times.
Three weeks later, with my balls full of semen, and an erect cock, I kept looking at the clock as I paced around my living room. Time was moving so slowly it felt like it had stopped. Suky was arriving home from her vacation in Malaysia today, and I could not wait to see her. It had been the longest three weeks of my life.
Suky was arriving on a very late flight, and had decided to spend the night at my place, so as not to disturb her Auntie Joy, after midnight. I was out of my mind with desire and very much in need of an orgasm after three weeks of abstinence.
I knew I was not allowed to orgasm while she was out of the country, but I could never have imagined how frustrating it would be. When it was time to leave for the airport, I had to change my underwear. I had been hard for so long, I had leaked copious amounts of pre-cum into them. I got there early and Suky emerged from the airport looking radiant and relaxed. We hugged and she told me that she needed to go and freshen up.
Suky asked me to take her suitcases to the car and then to pick her up in front of the terminal in ten minutes. I loaded her suitcases into the back of my Suburban, and after a few minutes drove to her terminal exit.
When I saw her come out of the terminal, I almost came in my pants. She was wearing the exact same clothes that she had on, when she offered to suck me off three weeks ago. The same outfit that her mystery lover had violated her in! For modesty, she had added a blazer to cover the pale blue camisole. However, she had on the white tennis skirt, pale blue thigh highs and white pumps. Surprisingly, she still wore the color-coordinated hair bow, even though it was evident to all that there was semen splattered across its silk and lace construction.
As she approached the passenger door, I noticed that she was wearing the pink lipgloss that I had selected for my blowjob. She climbed onto her end of the bench seat, and slid over to the middle of it, so that she was right next to me. She knew I was crazy with desire for her, and wasted no time messing with me.
Suky had just applied my favorite perfume, and her scent was driving me wild.
She was nibbling my ear as she whispered, "Did you miss me?"
She had her hand on my upper thigh, right next to my erect cock. I am sure she could feel it twitching in my shorts.
"This is going to be a very uncomfortable drive for you unless you loosen your shorts," she said with a laugh.
Suky did not wait for my response, but grabbed my shorts at the waistband and loosened the fastenings.
"Lift your ass up," she ordered, once she had them undone.
I complied and she removed them from me. Suky had learned that the more aggressive she became, the more passive I was. If she wanted something, she simply took it. With a giggle, she tossed my shorts over her shoulder on to the back seat. Then she removed the blazer she was wearing. I loved the look of her in that camisole with her shoulders and taut midriff exposed. Even though I had changed my underwear before driving to the airport, they were already wet with pre-cum.
Suky nuzzled up against me, placing her head on my shoulder, and inadvertently positioning her soiled hair bow right under my eyes. If I didn't know her better, I could have assumed she was trying to rub my nose in her infidelity, literally!
As I tried to ignore the semen-splattered hair accessory, Suky started telling me about her vacation. As she spoke she lazily rubbed her nails up and down my stiff cock through my underwear. She told me how much everyone loved the outfits I had picked out for her. I laughed as I recalled the fashion show she put on for me three weeks ago. I had been a passive participant in the outfit selection. She had barely looked at my face as she tried on her sexy outfits.
She had made her selection based solely on the reaction of my cock. As we drove out of the airport, she continued to stroke me and gently squeeze my nuts. I tried to focus on driving but it was very difficult to ignore the attention she was giving me.
"We have some unfinished business," Suky said seductively. "Hopefully you won't come so quickly this time."
She was being kind. In actuality I had ejaculated prematurely twice before taking her to the airport, three weeks ago. The first time before her pink lips had even made contact with my cock! The second in my underwear as she invited me to fuck her in the airport bathroom.
I could not believe Suky was going to suck me off on the drive home. I was beside myself with excitement. I had been fantasizing about her soft glossed lips on my cock for months. She continued to tell me about her vacation but as we drove she was talking less and less and it seemed like she was getting sleepy. Finally she let out a yawn and lowered her head to my lap. She wriggled around in my lap trying to find a comfortable position. This stimulation of my cock combined with the visual I was getting was going to make me come.
I gritted my teeth and tried to prevent my orgasm. It would be so embarrassing to come in my underwear again. She finally settled down and fell asleep. As I drove I could not stop admiring her, although that disgustingly stained hair bow was starting to make me jealous. She had kicked off her heels and was sprawled across the front seat with her head in my lap. Her little skirt had ridden up over her thighs exposing the top of her stockings. Her hair was draped all over my crotch and upper thighs and felt like silk. This was the third time that her lips had been this close to my cock. At least this time I hadn't blown my load prematurely!



As I drove towards my house, I stole the occasional glance at Suky as she slept. She was just so cute, I couldn't stop checking her out. At one point, Suky rolled over onto her front, her tight little ass accentuated by the white pleated tennis skirt she was wearing. Suky had offered to blow me twice wearing this cute skirt, and both times I had come prematurely. I think after the second time she decided to teach me a lesson, because she allowed some random guy, albeit very handsome and wealthy guy, to fuck her in the airport bathroom, wearing my favorite outfit. She had even sent me a photo of him bending her over the marble countertop, as he was buried balls-deep inside of her tight pussy.
Now that she was home, and planning to spend the night at my house, I planned to fuck her in it. I was going to discard the hair bow of course, so that it didn't feel like I was getting sloppy seconds.
I started to imagine how I was going to enjoy my orgasm. I would completely banish the visual of the Patek Philippe guy, and fuck the crap out of my innocent unsullied girlfriend. That was the plan, until I noticed some flaky residue on the back of Suky's skirt. My curiosity got the better of me and I reached across to touch her ass, right as she woke up.
"Were you trying to cop a feel?" she asked me with a giggle.
"No baby," I insisted sheepishly. "I just noticed a stain on the back of your tennis skirt."
"Fuck," Suky said, trying to conceal her embarrassment. "I wondered if he had wiped his dick on my skirt after he came inside me. Asshole! I didn't have access to laundry facilities in Malaysia, baby, and I know how much you like this skirt. I didn't know it was soiled with another guy's semen. I am sorry."
Suky rolled back onto her back in an attempt to conceal the cum stains and fell asleep shortly afterwards. When we pulled into my driveway she woke up and watched me struggle to put my shorts back on over my stiff cock.
"I am so sorry I fell asleep before I sucked you off. I owe you one, baby."
Fuck! If I could cash in on all the times that she had put her needs before mine or failed to come through with her promises, I would be set.
I brought her suitcases in for her and without any instruction from her, went into my bathroom and ran her a bath. Always considering her comfort I put some bath towels in the dryer to warm them. Once I was sure the temperature was perfect, I helped her undress and get into the oversized tub. I climbed in behind her and she rested the back of her head on my chest. As she relaxed, I washed her hair for her. I softly massaged her scalp and then started to massage her neck and shoulders.
I really took my time and she could feel my hard cock throbbing against her lower back as I lovingly massaged her. Part of her wanted to let me come right then as a reward for my devotion. However, experience had taught her that when aroused, I was much more attentive and focused on her needs, and right now she had multiple needs. She moaned softly and I moved my hands to her breasts and continued my sensual massage.
I was using the soapy bath suds to give her a full body wash and she was enjoying my soft touch. At some point she turned over and was laying on her stomach with her head on my chest.
"Make sure you get my ass squeaky clean," Suky teased.
I knew that I would be spending some time down there worshipping it. Truth was I loved kissing and licking her ass. It satisfied my deep need to be subservient and also she had a great ass. It deserved worship!
Once I was satisfied that she was squeaky clean, I got out of the tub and fetched the warm towels from the dryer. I held one of the towels for her as she got out of the bath and then draped it over her shoulders and began to dry her. The heater was on in the bathroom and we were standing on an oversized sheepskin rug so she was nice and warm. Once I had dried her back she turned to face me and I began to dry her breasts and stomach with a fresh warm towel.
Suky was aroused and wanted to come. She gave no thought to my needs as she forced me to my knees. Her sudden display of aggression turned me on and I offered no resistance as she pushed me back onto the sheepskin rug. As soon as my back hit the rug she sank to her knees and straddled my face. Usually she demanded a slow, sensual loving approach to her orgasm, but tonight she wanted to come quickly on my face.
Instead of waiting for my eager tongue to lick and nibble her to orgasm, Suky grinded on my face until she came. Her desperate need to come made me really happy, as it proved that she had been faithful to me on her vacation. Well, at least once she got out of the airport! Obviously I was faithful to her. I worshipped her and would never risk our relationship by doing something that she perceived as being unfaithful. I had asked her once if we were monogamous and she had placed her finger on my lips to cut me off.
"Focus on what you can do for me to keep me interested," she said.
From that day forward I had resolved to do everything in my power to satisfy her.
Suky had one tremendous and very vocal orgasm on my face in the bathroom. Then she rose from her knees and went into the bedroom.
"Be a sweetheart and take care of my laundry before you come to bed," she ordered as she got into bed.
I arose slowly from the rug and started to tidy up Suky's pile of discarded clothes. The semen stains were much more evident, once I was in the brightly lit utility room. Her white tennis skirt had a large crusty stain all across the back of it. It would have been very noticeable had the skirt been any other color than white. Her lover had obviously wiped their combined juices from his cock, using the back of her silk skirt.
There were also semen stains visible on the spaghetti straps and the breast area of her pale blue camisole, and I wondered why I hadn't noticed them before. Then I remembered that Suky had emerged from the airport terminal wearing a blazer. At the time, I had assumed that she added the blazer for modesty, but now I realized that she had worn the jacket to conceal the cum-stains on her camisole. If she knew about the stains, why didn't she take the items of clothing to the dry-cleaners? Judging by the opulence of the bathroom in which Suky got fucked, Los Angeles International Airport was a world class facility, and would certainly have had a dry-cleaning facility on site. Most airport dry-cleaners offer a one-hour service, if you are prepared to pay a premium. Something wasn't adding up with her story.
As I ruminated on her decision to meet me at the airport, wearing clothes that another man had soiled, I sprayed a healthy dose of Shout stain remover on her skirt and camisole. I wasn't sure whether to discard the silk and lace hair bow. In the harsh lighting of the utility room, I could see it was matted with semen, and its delicate construction wouldn't survive the washing machine. I ended up tossing it in the laundry basket for delicates, thinking that Suky could deal with it later.
I waited a couple of minutes for the pre-wash application to soak in, and then started to sort the rest of her laundry. The panties that she had worn on the drive back from the airport, were the exact same shade as the the ones that her lover took as his pocket square. However, they were not as sexy as the ones that she surrendered, and the crotch was completely dry. Apparently, being in my company had not aroused my girlfriend in the same way that her bathroom encounter had.
Several minutes later, I followed Suky into my bedroom, with her juices all over my nose and lips. She had turned down the covers and I prayed that she would not fall asleep before taking care of my needs.
It had been three weeks and I really was approaching the limits of my ability to control myself. We had never had sex even though it was on my mind constantly.
We had attempted oral sex twice and both times I had shot my load all over myself at the mere sight of her beautiful lips near my cock. She loved it! Normally premature ejaculation was a real buzz-kill in a relationship but in her case it was different. Firstly, her needs were always taken care of first and she was completely satisfied with our sex life.
Secondly, every time I had lost control and shot my load was in direct response to her messing with me. This turned her on that she could make me come without even putting her lips on me. It made her feel very desirable and she enjoyed teasing me for days before allowing me the occasional release. She had been gone for three weeks. Obviously, I was never allowed to climax if she was not there. She could tell by my desire and by the way my cock-head was leaking that I had obeyed her directive. I had definitely not come for three weeks.
Suky had just endured a really long international flight, and the bath I had drawn for her, was just what she needed. Coming on my face had taken the edge off of her arousal, and she was getting sleepy. I could sense that she was fading fast, and prayed that she did not fall asleep, before I got some relief. Suky had fallen asleep on me in the past, immediately after taking her pleasure from me. I hated it. In previous relationships, if my girlfriend had got too drunk or fallen asleep after orgasms, I could go into the bathroom and jerk off. This option had been removed from the table by Suky. Also, because she always took her pleasure from me orally, when she fell asleep I was left with her scent on my face.
Suky expected me to maintain very high standards of cleanliness at all times. I was required to keep my body hair to a minimum, and to have a clean shaven face any time we were together. However, she had instructed me not to wash my face if she came on it, and then dozed off. This was torture for me. I spent a lot of time with my face between her legs, and her scent was a major aphrodisiac for me. To try and sleep with her wetness on my nose and lips was impossible, especially because it meant she had left me high and dry sexually. Of course, as soon as Suky woke up, I would be expected to go and clean up, before returning to her bed.
She was breathing heavier now, laying on her stomach and would be asleep shortly. I had to do something to keep her awake. Over our months together, she had molded me into her perfect sexual plaything. I had eagerly learned all of her erogenous zones and favorite ways to come. The one thing she could not resist, was when I lavished attention on her butt. So, I quietly moved down the bed and positioned myself on my stomach between her legs. Usually, I would have started at her feet, and very slowly worked my way up her legs. Suky liked how slow and deliberate my pace was, and how I was never in a rush. If she allowed it, I would spend hours worshipping every inch of her body, bringing her blissfully to orgasm after orgasm. Now that Suky was almost falling asleep, I needed to speed things up.
Once I was between her legs, I started licking her inner thighs with just the tip of my tongue. Short, quick, light strokes like a kitten lapping up milk. She moaned and spread her legs slightly apart, to give me easier access. I kissed and licked her inner thighs, and gently nibbled this area until she again spread her legs further apart. I moved my tongue as close to her sex as I could, but I was prevented from entering her as she was laying on her tummy. I heard her moan and she raised her ass slightly from the bed. This was great news! She was still awake and receptive to my advances. I was going to come tonight! I slipped my hands under her pelvis and supported her weight so that she could relax. Then I slowly raised her hips up, so I had access to her wet pussy. She was still wet from coming on my face on the bathroom rug, and I gently licked her from behind, while continuing to support her weight. At a petite 100 pounds, it was easy for me to hold her up while I ate her out.
My hands were now committed to supporting her weight, and I could not caress her, while I attended to her. She must have realized this, because she reached over and grabbed my pillow, and lazily tossed it to me. Raising her hips again, she made it possible for me to slide my pillow under her stomach. Once in position she relaxed her weight against it, and I now had access to her leaking pussy, and her ass.
Best of all, my hands were now free and this would surely increase her pleasure. I lavished attention on her, and she continued to leak her juices on my tongue. She began to grind her hips on the pillow, as I ate her from behind. My hands were caressing her butt cheeks and lower back, and she started to tighten her buttocks. I knew she was close, and stuck my tongue inside her, as she ground out an orgasm on the pillow. She came hard and let out an audible moan. I slowed my tongue movements in case she was sensitive, and continued to lap up her juices which were now flowing freely. Once she had regained her composure, I began to lick her again. She had other ideas, and raised her ass up from the pillow.
Part of her attraction to me was the fact that I could figure out what she wanted by simple clues. I realized she was ready for me to pay attention to her ass, and I reached under her and folded the pillow in half. This raised her up from the bed, and provided me easy access to her butt. She had just got out of the bath, and I had washed her nether regions in the tub, so I knew she was squeaky clean back there.
I began to softly bite her buttocks, but she was in no mood for any more foreplay. She reached back over her butt-cheeks, grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face towards her most sensitive area. I loved it when she took control, and I parted her ass cheeks before I started licking the area between them. She shuddered with pleasure and I continued to softly lick and kiss her there. Her breathing was quicker now and she was on her path to another orgasm.
I alternated between nibbling around her butthole, and sticking my tongue softly against it. I slipped one hand under her pelvis and softly stroked her clit. This pushed her over the edge, and without warning she moaned and ground out another orgasm on my hand and pillow. She came for a long time and was leaking profusely as I pleasured her. The tip of my tongue was in her butt, and I could feel it tense and tighten, as she orgasmed. When her climax finally subsided, I gently removed my hand from under her pelvis, and kissed each butt-cheek softly. She told me that she was satisfied, so I got up from the bed and went to wash my face.
My cock was throbbing, and danced around between my legs as I walked to the bathroom. I needed to come, and was fantasizing about how she would allow me to take my pleasure. I knew she was too tired to dress up in something sexy for me, but maybe she would suck me off tonight before bed? I washed my face and hurried back to bed, eager to have my orgasm. When I got back to bad she was asleep. Out like a light and breathing heavily. I was so horny that I almost snuck back into the bathroom, to jerk off in the sink. It would only have taken thirty seconds in my current state of arousal, and Suky would never know. Then reality hit, and I realized that she would know. If she got up in the morning, and my cock wasn't hard enough to cut diamonds, she would know. She had teased and denied me for twenty-one days, and would certainly know if I had taken some forbidden release.
I tried to look on the positive side as I got into bed. At least I had got to wash her juices off my face. That would have been torture, to have to smell her scent all night in my current state of arousal. It had been twenty-one days for fuck's sake. I could not take any more stimulation. I laid back in bed and then realized that she still had my pillow. I reached over and without disturbing her, retrieved it. It was soaked with her juices, as she had come all over it twice, and then had continued to leak on it as I washed my face. I did manage to find a small dry spot on the pillow, but it was impossible to avoid the scent of her juices, right under my nose. This was just adding to my torment. I spooned her as I struggled to fall asleep with a throbbing erection.
Suky wasn't really sleeping, but had a big smile on her face as she felt my erect cock against her back. I was leaking, and she could feel my pre-cum against her skin. She knew she should have sucked me off on the drive home. Or at least given me a handjob when she had felt my cock poking her in the back, when we had bathed together. Or maybe she could have jerked me off when she was riding my face to orgasm, on the bathroom rug. Or at the very least, she could have allowed me to jerk myself off onto her ass, while she rested between orgasms on the bed. Even now, as she drifted off to sleep, she could make my day if she turned over and offered me release.
Suky realized that she hadn't delayed my pleasure out of laziness or selfishness, or even because she was tired. She had postponed my pleasure because it aroused her to see me in such tortured need. She couldn't wait to see my swollen cock leaking pre-cum in the morning, and was already thinking of new ways to fuck with me!
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It was a tough night for me, and I barely slept. Her scent was all over my pillow, ensuring that my cock remained rock-hard all night. Suky was sleeping heavily, as she had been on a long international flight, and was in a completely different time-zone than she was yesterday. Plus, she had enjoyed three intense orgasms before falling asleep!
In the morning Suky was in a great mood.
"Baby, your bed is so comfortable," she gushed. "I sleep on an inflatable mattress at my Auntie's house. I haven't slept that well in years."
We ate breakfast together, and afterwards she relaxed, while I did the dishes and cleaned up the kitchen. Once I was finished with clean-up duty, I joined her in the living room. She was relaxing in her favorite chair with a glass of wine. She was talking on the phone to one of her friends about how great her vacation had been. She motioned me over.
"Baby, fetch the massage oil. I am in the mood for a foot massage," she directed me.
I had given Suky a foot massage multiple times, and knew exactly what she needed. I returned with a large towel, her massage oil, and a bowl of warm soapy water. I knelt patiently at her feet, awaiting further instructions. Once she had hung up with her friend, she handed me her empty wine glass, and told me that she was in the mood for a refill. I poured her another glass of wine and took it out to her. She was already on the phone to another friend, talking about her vacation, so I placed her wine glass on the table next to her.
Suky covered the phone speaker and told me to get naked. She continued chatting to her friend, while I took off my clothes. Once I was naked, she pointed to the floor by her feet, and I understood exactly what she wanted. I placed the towel on the floor under her feet, and knelt naked in front of her.
I began to bathe her feet in the warm water bowl. Over the last few weeks, she had taught me how to massage her feet, exactly the way she liked it. I was a quick learner and was very eager to please her. My foot massages were second to none, and she planned on teaching me how to give her a pedicure. Once her feet were clean, I dried them, and then applied a liberal amount of massage oil to them. This was the part she loved!
While she chatted away on the phone, I knelt before her naked, and worked on her feet. I massaged the heels and the soles, and even between her toes, with the exact amount of pressure that she liked. I pampered her feet for a long time, and then she gave me a subtle sign that she was done. I bathed and dried her feet one more time, to remove the excess massage oil. I remained on my knees awaiting further instruction, until Suky hung up the phone, and turned her attention to me.
"Do my feet feel soft, baby?" Suky asked, as she gently rubbed them under my swollen balls.
My cock was rock-hard with anticipation, and her feet felt amazing. She had offered me the opportunity to jerk off on her feet once before, just before she left on her three week vacation. I prayed she would offer me another opportunity to blow my load on them. My elevated level of arousal was clouding my judgement, and I was no longer holding out for a blowjob. I just wanted to get off.
Suky continued to rub her feet under my balls, causing pre-cum to pool at the tip of my cock.
"How do my feet feel, baby?" Suky teased.
"Like silk," I whispered.
"Oh, I know how you like the feel of silk," she said with a giggle.
I felt embarrassed as I recalled my recent orgasm. Suky had teased me with her silk panties as she prepared to give me a blowjob. Under the stimulation, I came prematurely, before she even had a chance to suck my cock!
She moved her feet to my cock, and started to rub the soles of them up and down my shaft. I was glad that I had washed and dried her feet already. If they were still oiled up, I would have spilled my load on them, in just a few seconds.
I used to have decent staying power when I orgasmed regularly, but Suky was slowly turning me into a premature ejaculator! The combination of our undeniable chemistry, and the fact that she had gotten so deep inside my mind, made me constantly on the brink of eruption. The fact that she teased me non-stop, and never let me come more than once a week made matters even worse. I was only ever a couple of her expert touches away from blowing my wad, especially as she knew exactly what to say to get me off.
"Did the semen stains come out of my camisole and tennis skirt?" she asked coyly, as she stroked me between her feet.
"You knew about your camisole being stained, too?" I asked incredulously. "Why did you try and hide it from me?"
"After my airport lover came inside me, I thought I felt him wipe his cock clean on the back of my skirt," Suky said with a giggle.
"I am sure your airport lover has a name," I said interrupting her, my arousal consuming me as I anticipated my upcoming orgasm.
"I am sure he does too," she giggled, "but I didn't get it."
Suky let me process the fact that she allowed some guy to fuck her in the bathroom, without even learning his name. Then she continued with her teasing.
"After he came inside me, he remained balls-deep inside my pussy for several minutes," she taunted. "His cock was still hard when he withdrew it from me, so I knelt before him and started to give him head. He let me blow him for a few minutes and then he told me that something was missing from my outfit."
"Missing?" I said incredulously. "What do you mean missing?"
"He thought that I needed a cute hair accessory to complement my outfit," Suky said seductively. "He was right of course, I just didn't realize it until I put it on."
"You had something in your travel bag?" I asked, surprised at this unlikely turn of events.
Suky lowered her head in shame, and I knew instantly that she had fucked up.
"I wore my sister's gift," she said quietly. "I feel so bad."
"Suky," I said disapprovingly. "That was a two hundred and twenty dollar bridal accessory, for fuck's sake."
Suky and I had tried to get her family the perfect gifts, because she wasn't sure when she would see them again. We had purchased her older sister a Ferragamo bridal hair bow. It was beautifully fabricated of silk and lace, the most exquisite and feminine accessory imaginable, which was to be expected as I had paid two hundred and twenty dollars for that thing. At the time I had been outraged by the cost, but Suky assured me that her sister would cherish it for her lifetime. Suky had carefully packed it in her travel bag to ensure no harm would come to the delicate, and ridiculously expensive, accessory.
Now for me to learn that she had unwrapped her sister's gift, and adorned her own hair with it, inviting her anonymous lover to blow his load all over it, was equally emasculating and infuriating to me. This sordid revelation was also going to make me come.
"Did he come a second time?" I asked, squirming as she continued her foot-job.
"You already know the answer to that baby," she teased. "I sent you the photo of us right after I sucked him off. Some of his ejaculate is visible on my lips and chin, but he shot most of his load onto my hair bow and camisole. After he composed himself, I still had two hours until my flight departed. I told him I was going to take my skirt and camisole to the one hour dry-cleaners, if he wanted to grab a coffee together."
"But that never happened," I said excitedly, "why not?"
Suky continued to massage my cock with the soles of her feet, and I could no longer control my urges. I started to thrust my hips as if I was making love. She watched me intently, my lust and desire for her written all over my face.
"He told me to leave the stains on my clothes for you to wash out," she said enjoying my frustration. "As evidence that we fucked. He told me to wear the same outfit that he had enjoyed me in, to meet you for the drive home from the airport. He told me to flaunt the fact that he had enjoyed my sister's gift, to rub your nose in it, to use his exact words."
My heart sank as I recalled Suky snuggling up to me, purposefully positioning the soiled accessory so as to rub my nose in it, almost literally.
"I added the blazer to hide the semen stains from other passengers, not from you," she continued to taunt me. "I wanted you to see that another man had soiled me, so I removed the blazer the second I got into your car."
"And the coffee?" I asked, trying to glean every last detail of their interaction.
"Didn't happen either," Suky said with a disheartened look on her face. "He excused himself to go and make a phone call, and never came back. I didn't even get his phone number," she added dejectedly.
The fact that this Alpha Male bent my girlfriend over the bathroom sink and then bailed without giving her his name or number, made me even more desperate for release, and I started to really hump the soles of her feet.
"Do you really want to waste your precious orgasm, fucking my feet?" Suky asked.
This snapped me out of my trance, and I shook my head and stopped thrusting.
"I am happy that you need to come so badly," Suky teased, as she reached for the massage oil. "At least let me pour some oil on my feet, so that they are well lubricated, when you fuck them."
She was taunting me now and she picked up the bottle of massage oil, and casually flipped the lid open.
"How do you want to come, baby?" Suky teased. "Fucking my feet, or shall I get your favorite lube?"
Suky loved to break me with her words, and she was an expert at it. I regained my composure, kneeling silently as she rubbed the soles of her feet on my cock. She arched her feet and forced them closer together, creating a tight cavity for me to fuck. Pre-cum was pooling around the tip of my cock again, and some of it leaked onto her foot. She looked at me with amusement in her eyes, and reached forward, scooped up my seminal fluid from her foot, and wiped it across my lips. We both knew that once I started leaking, it would continue until I came, or put some clothes on.
Suky was done toying with me. As she stood, she spoke.
"Follow me. I have a present for you from Malaysia. It is in the bedroom."
When we got to my bedroom, there was a neatly wrapped package on the bed. Suky must have put it there when I was doing the dishes. She sat on the bed and patted it, to signal for me to sit.
She handed me the gift and I opened it in front of her. It was a pair of boxer shorts made from expensive Malaysian silk. They were really soft to the touch, and I knew that if she made me put them on, they would drive me mad with desire. I love the feel of silk, but right now I was too aroused for any more stimulation, unless it involved an orgasm. Suky knew this of course, and took great pleasure in telling me to model them for her. The silk felt amazing on my freshly shaved balls, as I pulled the boxers on.
I was close to losing it, as Suky squeezed my nuts and patted my ass, under the pretense of checking the fit. I shuddered under her touch, and she decided I was finally ready to come. I had earned it. It was time.
As Suky lazily stroked my cock through the silk boxers, she asked me if I was ready to have an orgasm. I nodded my head enthusiastically, and my cock throbbed under her touch. The boxers were containing my pre-cum, but she could feel that I was leaking like a faucet. She enjoyed my arousal and frustration as she gently massaged my swollen nuts through the silk boxers. The silk was so soft that it felt divine. I feared if she ever made me sleep in them, I would have an accident in the night, and ejaculate in them.
"I want you to come on my stomach," Suky said seductively.
This was the longest she had ever made me wait between orgasms, and even she felt it had been too long. I had been unable to focus on anything else since she got home. I had followed her around like a puppy dog looking for a treat. I had leaked all over her bed, on her foot massage towel and on her foot for Christ's sake. Now I was leaking in my silk boxers. This boy needed release!
Suky undressed in front of me, stripping down to just her panties. She knew that if she took them off, her selfish side would emerge, and she would straddle my face and take her pleasure first. She had to remind herself that this was about me.
She had several opportunities to let me come yesterday, and passed on each of them. I could only take so much of her teasing. Plus, in my current state of arousal, breaking me with her words would be really fun for her.
I sat on the side of the bed watching her, as she came towards me wearing only her panties. She smiled innocently at me and slowly dropped to her knees in front of me. My breathing quickened and my mouth became dry with anticipation. She placed one hand on my chest and pushed me back onto the bed.
"You are lucky I kept my panties on," she said, "because now that you are laying in front of me, I have a strong urge to straddle your face, and ride your tongue to orgasm. I have to remind myself that this is about you," she confessed.
She grabbed my boxers and slowly removed them from me. As the waistband moved down my crotch area, my cock sprang out and was dancing wildly between my legs. I was the hardest she had ever seen me, and a long trail of pre-cum extended from the tip of my cock to my stomach. She tossed the boxers on the floor by the bed and then told me to get on all fours.
I got up onto my knees and then placed my hands flat on the bed. Suky arose from her knees, and put her hand on my ass, as I remained in the doggy position. She lightly patted my ass and told me that she was very proud of me.
"You have been a very good boy," she said condescendingly, "and I am going to reward you for your self-discipline. Focus on how sweet the reward is. This will help you the next time you are in the denial phase."
I tried to listen to her, but I was out of my mind with desire, and needed to come very badly. She gave my ass a playful squeeze, and then laid on the bed in front of me in just her panties.
Smiling broadly, she said, "I want you to come on my stomach."
I reached over to the nightstand, and grabbed a towel to cover her stomach and panties, as I had mostly done in the past.
"You don't need to use the towel today, baby. You have earned this release, and you can blow your load directly onto my stomach and tits. Scoot forward and straddle me."
I reached to grab the lube that was still sitting by my alarm clock, but Suky stopped me.
"I'll do it," she said sweetly. "I am happy to jerk you off as you have been such a good boy. Remember the importance and benefit of always doing the right thing."
Suky squeezed a little lube on the tip of my cock and gently rubbed the underside of it. It was pointing straight up in the air, the tip was red and engorged with blood, and my balls were tucked tight against the base of it. They tightened and convulsed whenever she touched them. I was kneeling upright with my hands resting on my thighs and I was gritting my teeth.
Suky lovingly applied the lube, as she played with my nuts. She was looking directly at me and I noticed that she had reapplied the pink lip gloss, that she had worn both times she had offered to suck my cock. She stroked me gently around my cock-head and underneath where the sensitive frenulum was. She maintained eye contact with me and began to talk dirty to me.
Once my cock and balls were covered with lube, she started to jerk me off with a very slow and sensual touch. She used one hand on my cock, and she caressed and gently squeezed my nuts with her other hand. I was still in an upright position, and she told me to get back on all fours. Once I had assumed her desired position, she moved one hand from my balls and slipped her finger between my ass-cheeks. My body tightened and I took a deep breath, sucking in through gritted teeth.
She knew I was very close and she was enjoying the control she had over me. She scooted down the bed a little, so that I was now straddling her chest. She leaned her head towards me, and her glossed pink lips were inches from my cock as she jerked me off.
"I will do whatever you want as a special reward for you" she teased. "You can come on my face if you want to. Or you can stick your cock between my pink glossed lips, and come inside my warm mouth. Just like my airport lover did, whatever the fuck his name is!"
I grunted loudly at the mention of her airport encounter, and she felt my asshole tense. She moved a little closer to my cock-head, which was leaking pre-cum onto her breasts. She stuck the tip of her tongue out and barely grazed the underside of my cock-head with it. Barely grazed. The lightest of touches. Just one tiny lick with the very tip of her tongue. But it was enough to send me over the edge.
I let out an anguished cry, and launched my 22 day load into the air. The first release went straight over her head and splattered against the wall. Instinctively, she turned her head to one side, and my second stream of come just caught the top of her shoulder, before landing on the pillow. I was shuddering and convulsing, and my butt was tensing, as she probed it with her finger. She continued to jerk my well-lubricated cock, and I spurted another powerful stream of come onto her tits.
I had thrown my head back in ecstasy, and she had never seen someone experience a more powerful orgasm. A little more jizz dribbled out of my cock and landed on her chest. She slowed her hand movements, but continued to massage my cock as she milked every last drop out of my balls. I leaked come onto her tits for several moments, and was trembling with pleasure as I struggled to support myself on my hands and knees. When she realized I was completely spent, she released her grip on my cock and withdrew her finger from between my butt-cheeks.
She told me to clean up my mess, and I reached for the towel on the nightstand.
"Remember, no towel today, baby," Suky said with a smile.
Initially I was confused, but then my momentary lack of understanding passed very quickly, and I lowered my head submissively to her shoulder, and began to lick up my cum. She relaxed on the bed as I licked her shoulder clean of my mess, and then she pointed to her breasts. I moved down the bed slightly, and began to lap up the jizz that was all over her tits. She watched intently as I licked up every drop, and cleaned her entire chest area with my tongue.
Watching me submissively do her bidding triggered familiar sensations in her groin. As my soft eager tongue licked her breasts clean, she began to get wet and her focus shifted back to her needs. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and pushed me further down the bed, so I was licking her stomach and pelvic area. She did not have to worry about my release for at least another week! We both knew what was going to happen next, and she let out a quiet moan as I started to remove her panties with my teeth.
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Suky lay motionless on the bed, watching intently as I worked to remove her silky g-string panties using only my teeth. Even though I had done this several times before, it is not an easy task, and it took me several minutes to remove the panties from her. Suky loved watching me struggle, and this act of submission on my part, aroused her immensely. By the time I had removed her panties, the lining was slick with her vaginal secretions, and evidence of her excitement was all over her inner thighs.
Even though Suky probably could have ground out an orgasm on my face almost immediately, she wanted me to work for it. She instructed me to lick and nibble her inner thighs, and I lavished attention on her for several minutes before I even got near her pussy.
I gently licked either side of her sex, keeping my tongue on the exterior of her labia, until I was directed otherwise. She was self-lubricating as I did this, her juices running down between her thighs, the smell of her arousal hanging heavy in the air. After an extended period of teasing, Suky grabbed my left ear and pulled my face into her pussy.
As soon as my lips grazed her clitoris, she arched her back and let out a moan of pleasure. I planted one very soft kiss on her clit, and then began to nibble the inside of her labia. She allowed me to tease her for a few more moments, and then put one hand behind the back of my head, and eased my face between her legs. My tongue was already extended as it entered her vagina, and she applied more pressure to the back of my head, so that my nose was rubbing against her clitoris. Suky had her first orgasm on her back this way, crying out with pleasure as she came on my face.
Experience had taught me to suck her clit between orgasms, to prolong her pleasure and allow her to compose herself before she came again. Suky is multi-orgasmic in the true sense of the word, and it was no surprise to me when she started on the road to her second release. She is also very vocal and likes to talk dirty during sex, and before long she was verbally abusing me. After she came the second time, she ordered me to lie on my back.
Suky liked to be in control and as I got into position, she was already straddling my face. Her next orgasm was much more forceful, and she ground her pussy into my nose, as she played with her clit. Suky had four or five explosive orgasms before she fell forward and rested her weight on her forearms. She let out a sigh of relief and inched forward aligning her asshole with my tongue. I didn't need any further instruction from her, and as my nose slipped inside her vagina, I began to kiss and lick her rosebud.
Suky remained in the doggy-style position, for several moments as I teased the sensitive nerve endings of her asshole. Then, as she sat upright on my face, my tongue entered her anal cavity and I started to wiggle it around inside her. Suky put her hand back on her clitoris and rubbed herself to two more orgasms, before she dismounted me and left the room. Soon after, I heard the shower running and I realized that we were moving on to other activities.
After Suky emerged from the shower, I dried her off and she indicated that she wanted to go for a late lunch.
"My treat," she told me. "As a thank you for taking me and picking me up from the airport. You have been a good friend to me."
I told her I wanted to take a quick shower and her response surprised me.
"No need to shower baby. I like you just the way you are," she teased.
"Can I at least wash my face?" I asked.
"I like you just the way you are," she repeated. "Let's get going, I am starving."
We ended up going to this cute little bistro that Suky loves. I ate lunch with her vaginal fluids drying on my nose and lips, and the strong scent of her secretions inside my nostrils. I felt like the whole restaurant could smell me, but Suky assured me that it was just my imagination. I spent the whole day with Suky and we had a great time. It felt like we were turning the corner from friends to something more.
Finally, at bedtime I washed my face and got into bed with a hard-on. Suky joined me a few minutes later, her body warm to the touch from her shower. She kissed me on the forehead and said good night, drifting off to sleep seconds later, as I lay there with unmet needs and a raging erection.
In the morning I awoke to make Suky some coffee, ecstatic that she had spent the night with me. She enjoyed her coffee in bed and then emerged some time later, stretching lazily as she sauntered into my kitchen.
"Where's my laundry?" she asked, as if I were her maid.
Truth be told, I am no stranger to doing my girlfriend's laundry, having been the domesticated person in most of my prior relationships. For this reason, Suky's camisole and tennis skirt were laundered, pressed and neatly hung up on a hanger.
"Good boy," she said condescendingly. "And my hair bow?"
I assumed Suky would take one look at the soiled Ferragamo hair piece, and tell me to discard it, despite my having spent in excess of two hundred dollars on that fucking thing. However, when I retrieved it from the designated laundry basket for delicates, Suky took one look at the sullied accessory and began to question me.
"Why didn't you clean this too?" she began. "Don't tell me you left it for me to deal with."
Apparently, I didn't have a satisfactory answer for her because she left the room, made a phone call, and returned shortly afterwards. She looked me up and down with disdain, before she spoke up authoritatively.
"I need you to take this to Stacey's dry-cleaners on Bishop Avenue," she began. "She is expecting you. I already called her and detailed the nature of the stains, to assist her in their removal."
I felt my face redden as I processed her directive. She honestly expected me to take that soiled hair piece into a dry-cleaning facility, after she informed them that it was semen that had defiled the expensive accessory?
"Suky please," I began, before she immediately cut me off.
"Go. Now." Suky ordered. "Stacey is expecting you. Don't worry, I didn't tell her who ejaculated on it," she said trying to reassure me. "Although, she does know it wasn't you!"
"Can't I just buy you another one?" I pleaded, happy to spend two hundred and twenty dollars, if it meant extricating me from this potentially humiliating situation.
"Not a chance," Suky said, relishing the control she had over me. "I promised my bathroom lover that you would be solely responsible for cleaning up his mess. I intend to keep my word."
It pissed me off that keeping her word to a man that she would never see again, was more important to her than my dignity. I endured a humiliating encounter at Stacey's dry-cleaners, as the owner seemed intent on getting to the bottom of how an expensive Ferragamo head piece could get covered in semen. However, once my interrogation was complete, it appeared that I had passed some kind of test.
I still saw Suky every Saturday morning for my three hand-job session, but I felt like we were closer to becoming an actual couple. In fact, it was during one of these hand-job sessions that Suky first asked me out on an actual romantic date.
"Tim, my school is out for spring break next week," she said quietly. "Would you like to go out with me one day?"
"I would love to Suky," I replied. "What day works best for you?"
Suky told me she was completely unscheduled the whole week and we ended up having lunch three times that week. Then, one evening after I got off work, we went to the Mall together.
We looked around a few gift shops, before we ended up, as new lovers often do, in a sex shop. I was very excited looking around with Suky, especially when she put a pair of peach crotchless panties into her basket. We went into the area where the sex toys were kept, and my heart soared as our relationship seemed to be heading to a much more intimate and sexual place.
I started to peruse the female sex toys, paying particular attention to the vibrators and dildos. I found a couple of female stimulators that looked interesting, before I realized that Suky had ventured off into the BDSM section.
I quickly caught up with her and my heart deflated when Suky grabbed a pocket pussy from the shelf, and added it to her basket. She also picked up an ominous looking cock-cage, waving it briefly in my face, with a confident smile.
"This is what you will wear if you jerk off between our sessions," she informed me, matter of factly.
I lowered my head reflexively, as if to signal my intent to comply with her every directive. Suky seemed to view my submission to her favorably, so it was to my surprise when she added the cock-cage to her basket. I tried to look natural, but my heart was thumping in my chest at the indignity of being locked in chastity.
When we got to the checkout, I offered to pay, but Suky declined, telling me she wanted to buy me a gift. I was confused now, confident that the pocket pussy and cock-cage were for me, but unsure who the panties were for.
The young sales assistant seemed very sure who they were for, holding them up to my face before adding her two cents.
"Beautiful color choice, sir. That shade will compliment your skin tone. Fuschia would suit you too, if you don't mind me saying so. Would you like to see them in that shade?"
I shuffled uncomfortably on the spot trying to get over the fact that this teenage girl was helping to choose the color of my panties. A smile appeared on her young face as she relished my embarrassment, and realized that her assumption that the panties were for me, was correct.
Suky however, seemed to enjoy her participation and responded, "That would be great. Let's see the Fuschia panties in his size. What's your name young lady?"
"Amanda, madam," the young cashier replied cheerfully, her enthusiasm resonating with Suky.
"Suky," my girlfriend responded, as the two of them shared a hug, as if they were old friends.
Amanda scooted off to retrieve the Fuschia panties, and Suky left me by the register and continued to shop. I thought we were done in this sex shop, but Amanda's intervention and friendly demeanor had enticed Suky to keep browsing.
Amanda returned a few moments later with an arm full of stuff. Recognizing that Suky was shopping, and unwilling to interrupt her and potentially reduce the sale, she turned her attention to me.
She approached me and got right into my personal space. I was starting to see a correlation between dominant women, and their lack of respect for personal boundaries. Amanda held the panties up to my face, judged the color to be flattering and placed it in Suky's basket. She held up another four shades of underwear, before decreeing that two of them suited me, and discarding the other two pairs. Suky returned momentarily, nodding her consent to the additional purchases.
"Suky," Amanda began, "is your boy going to be wearing these in the privacy of your bedroom, or is it possible that there may be other attendees?" she asked to my horror.
"Definitely other attendees," Suky responded confidently. "We have already done a FaceTime showtime for my co-workers, but in the near future there will be in-person performances at my home. Why do you ask, Amanda?" Suky said.
"If I may be so bold as to offer an opinion," Amanda began. "Dressing men up for our amusement is definitely fun, but I think sometimes we forget that men are intrinsically masculine. They have body hair and unsightly bulges, that distract from the goal of feminizing them. I would add these touches the next time that your boy performs for you and your girlfriends," she added with a flourish, as she laid the extra garments on the counter.
A few moments later, as I watched on in silence, with a reddening face and a stiffening cock, Amanda had persuaded Suky to purchase a Fuschia boa, some pretty hair ribbons, a gaff, and a couple of lace chokers.
"The chokers will hide his Adam's apple," Amanda explained, "the gaff his unsightly bulge!"
"Sold!" Suky said with a giggle. "No gift-wrapping needed. Tim has already seen his presents, although I want to put this item on hold," she said holding up the cock-cage to the young woman.
"Certainly, Suky," Amanda replied. "When do you plan on picking it up?"
"I will pay for it now," Suky stated, "and he will pick it up the first time he fucks up," she said, looking at me with contempt.
I am sure sex shop workers see all kinds of shit, and are trained not to respond, but I was mortified as Amanda put the crotchless panties, the pocket pussy and the other assorted accessories into a bag, and handed them to me.
"Enjoy your gifts, sir," she said cheerfully.
Then, as if to acknowledge that my "fuck-up" was imminent, she waved the cock-cage in my face and said, "My name is Amanda. I expect I will see you soon."
I scurried out of the sex shop with a red face, knowing better than to question Suky about the gifts she had just purchased for me, and hoping never to set foot in that place again.
As we continued to browse around the mall, I searched the meaning of "gaff" on my iPhone, learning to my dismay that it is an undergarment designed to hide the bulge of male genitalia. This Amanda woman was bad news, apparently intent on increasing my level of submission to Suky, and simultaneously eroding my manhood in the process. I needed to keep her away from my girlfriend.
Suky bought lots of sexy clothes and lingerie, charging it all to a credit card that she had in her possession. I didn't ask who was paying for all the new clothes but at some point she sensed my interest.
"One of my regular weekend clients" she said with a smile. "He loves to spoil me with new clothes, especially after he found out my ex-fiancé completely destroyed my entire wardrobe. He bought me most of the stuff you helped me pack to go to Malaysia."
I smiled as I realized Suky was quickly learning the art of manipulating American men. I really enjoyed Suky's company, although I was hoping I could get into her panties now that we were dating. I started to see Suky more regularly outside of the massage parlor and although we spent a lot of time together, there was never any hint of sex on the table. We would make out frequently and she would stroke my cock through my pants to tease me. Suky thoroughly enjoyed watching me get hard, and she would then tell me that she would take care of me on Saturday.
Suky didn't have to try very hard get my cock to stiffen. I was enamored with her looks and the fact that I only came on Saturday mornings, made me even more horny. She dressed like a typical college girl, short skirts, showing lots of midriff, hair and nails always beautifully done. She acted as if she were my devoted girlfriend and became very clingy when other men were around. This stroked my ego, if not my cock.
My actual cock-stroking occurred every Saturday morning, although I was in the massage parlor most nights with my boss. One night when Tim and I had gone to Joy's massage parlor, I was in the office having coffee with Joy. There were no other customers in the building, so Tim took all four of the available women. I wouldn't even know where to start with four women but Tim was in there for several hours and they weren't playing chess. He quickly became the most valued customer of Joy's massage parlor and they made several concessions to accommodate him.
First of all, they extended their business hours until 1am so that Tim never felt rushed. They expanded and remodeled one of the rooms and reserved it strictly for his use. He showed me his room after a prolonged session one night, and it was beautifully done. Wall to ceiling mirrors on all four walls and mirrored ceiling tiles above the huge King Size bed. A massive jacuzzi tub that seated five people comfortably and his own mini bar. Lastly, they sound-proofed the room.
"I don't want any of the other punters getting jealous when they hear me enjoying two or three of the girls," he said honestly. "I get pretty vocal when I fuck."
Tim was in there every night after work and must have spent thousands of dollars a week on his adult entertainment. Joy and I were getting quite close and one day she told me that Tim expensed everything to the company. At the end of the week she generated him an invoice from Joy's Wellness Center and Tim got full reimbursement from the pharmaceutical company we both worked for. I am sure he put it down as employee recreation or something similar, but his results were so phenomenal that no-one on the Board of Directors cared if he had a few grand a month in miscellaneous expenses.
He expensed all of our meals out, our drinks and even our taxi rides. I never paid for anything when I was out with Tim. One day we had been in a different part of town having a late dinner. Tim had an early flight the following morning, so we gave the massage parlor a miss. As it happened, my house was closest to the restaurant, so he instructed the cab driver to drop me off first.
When we pulled up to my house he noticed the RV parked in my driveway.
"Nice RV, Timmy," he said. "How much does that set you back a month?"
"Well, I just got it, it is brand new, so it is not cheap." I replied.
"A grand?" he said taking a guess.
"Fourteen hundred a month," I said with a little tinge of regret, as I never used it.
"We could expense it," Tim said with a smile. "Let's have one meeting a week in it, and I will expense it as an offsite retreat for abstract thinking."
"You can do that?" I said incredulously. "The company will let you have fourteen hundred dollars a month for a quiet place to think?"
"Generate an invoice for me tomorrow, and I will make it happen," he responded. "Make it two grand a month!"
I assumed it was the alcohol talking and didn't think much of it. However, when Tim got back from his trip, it was the first thing he asked me.
"Did you make out the invoice, Timmy?" he said, when I welcomed him back to the office.
I nodded an affirmative and handed him an envelope. When I got paid the following Friday, there was a second check for two thousand dollars in with my regular pay. The check was marked with the notation "offsite retreat."
Work continued to go very well, and the only area of my life that needed improvement, was my sexual relationship with Suky. A few days later I was in with Joy, having a chat, as Tim ass-fucked Rosebud.
"You know, Timmy," Joy began, adopting the name that my boss had instructed the masseuses to call me.
Even Rim, who had referred to me as Mr. Tim, when she asked me to lift my leg, to facilitate her access to my asshole, now called me Timmy!
"My niece is a little disappointed that you haven't put the moves on her. Do you not find her attractive anymore?"
"Joy, I think your niece is the most beautiful girl I have ever seen," I said truthfully. "I am just not that aggressive around women."
"Then you need to step up and get out of your comfort zone," she advised me. "Asian women expect the man to make the first move. Suky only responds to aggressive men. It is all she has ever known since she worked in the Malaysian titty bars. Suky put clothes on her back and a roof over her head by selling her wares. It is confusing for her when you are too well-behaved. Suky tries to keep you aroused, in the hope that your desire eventually overwhelms your politeness."
I swallowed hard as I processed what Joy was telling me. Suky had been a prostitute in her home country, and was misinterpreting my polite nature, for a lack of interest.
"My landlord has given me a week to kick Suky out of my place," Joy confided in me. "I heard her asking John, if he had a spare room that she could crash in. I just can't imagine what that liberty taking fat-fuck will demand in return. He already butt-fucks the poor girl every Saturday and Sunday."



I definitely didn't want Suky to end up living at fat John's place. She would have to pay her rent every morning, on her knees, before school. That was no way for this young goddess to live.
"I have an RV parked in my driveway that I don't use," I said spontaneously. "It is brand new, very clean with its own fridge, freezer and washing machine," I continued. "Suky could live there until she gets on her feet," I offered.
"You are a fool Timmy. A generous fool, but nonetheless a fool," Joy told me. "I just laid Suky on a platter for you. She likes you enough to go to lunch with you and take you with her to go lingerie shopping. Now she is about to be homeless. The best you can come up with is your RV?"
"I just didn't want to be presumptuous," I said weakly.
"I am going to tell Suky that she can live with you, and share your bed. The price of admission is access to all of her orifices, any time of day and night," Joy said with a smile. "That is the kind of language that Suky understands. She will accept those terms willingly."
"Let me tell her, Joy," I responded, worried that Suky would be offended by that forward of an approach.
I saw Suky the following day and we discussed her living situation. I mentioned the RV and Suky was very grateful.
"I won't be any bother," she said timidly. "I will be really quiet and give you your space. Thank you Tim, you really saved my ass," she said. "Literally," she added with a giggle.
We both shared a laugh as we realized that by staying with me, Suky could avoid a daily butt-fucking from that fat asshole John. Prior to my offer, that was going to be Suky's most likely option.
Suky moved in the following weekend. I helped her move and she had so many clothes that we had to make several trips in my car. As soon as we were on the second trip, it became apparent that they was no way that Suky's clothes would fit in the RV.
"You can have one of the bedrooms in the house," I offered. "All of the rooms have large closets. Pick whichever one you like."
The RV bathroom, while exquisite by motor coach standards, was not really able to accommodate all of Suky's hair and beauty products, so the young Malaysian girl ended up commandeering the en-suite bathroom, of her chosen bedroom. Suky still opted to sleep in the RV, but for all intents and purposes, she lived in my house with me.
You would think I had learned my lesson, but I continued my consumer driven lifestyle. I upgraded my boat, purchasing a Scarab 255, that I had lusted after for several years. That necessitated a larger mooring, and a heavy-duty trailer. I bought another new car, to tow behind my new RV, which I never moved out of the driveway. Suky loved movies, so I added a media room to my house. Within a short time, the extra five thousand dollars a month I was earning, had been committed to the new bills I had taken on.
About a week after Suky moved in with me, her car wouldn't start. She had a twenty year old Honda Accord that she had been given by a client, and it needed a new battery and a starter motor. I didn't think it was worth throwing money after it, but Suky didn't want to be reliant on the bus to get to school and work. I called my insurance company, added her to my policy, and let her drive my new Toyota, that I had purchased to tow behind the RV, that I never use.
Suky and I ate our meals together, I helped her with her homework, we snuggled and watched TV together, but the sexual component of our relationship still never kicked in. Well, at least for me. I occasionally ate Suky to orgasm, but there was never any remote hint of reciprocation. Our sporadic sexual encounters were always all about her pleasure.
The first time Suky used me to relieve some stress, after we were cohabiting, was during her college exams. She had been studying hard for several weeks and was doing very well on the mock tests. She was very focused on doing well at school and I think the stress was getting the better of her. She came home one night after a long session in the library. I poured her a glass of wine, and she sat on the sofa, as I knelt on the floor and massaged her feet.
One thing led to another, and after a second glass of wine, Suky stood up and pushed me onto my back on the living room carpet. Without saying a word, she removed her panties and tossed them onto my chest. They landed right under my chin, and I could see her vaginal secretions in the crotch. A strong aroma of her sex emanated from the tiny g-string, and Suky watched intently as I inhaled deeply.
She gave me a coy smile and then she hiked up her dress and straddled my face. Suky grabbed a fistful of my hair, and rode my face very forcefully to four or five vocal orgasms. In between each release, she squatted just above my face and made me suck her clitoris. After she was satisfied, she dismounted me rapidly and left the room. She never said a word, but less than five minutes later I looked out onto my driveway, and saw the lights in the RV switch off, as she went to bed.
I was on restriction, or I would have jerked off using her wet panties that she left with me. I did the next best thing, putting her underwear on my pillow right under my nose. I couldn't sleep very well that night, my thoughts consumed with that young Malaysian girl, sleeping less than thirty feet from me in my driveway.
Another time, Suky went out on a date and came home quite drunk, which was uncharacteristic of her. She knocked on my bedroom door, and entered without waiting for my invitation.
Her perfume wafted into my bedroom, the same scent that she always wore and which used to drive me wild. I felt my cock stiffen involuntarily as she approached my bed. Her hair and make-up were impeccable, although her lipgloss was smudged. She was wearing a tight hot-pink spandex dress with very high matching heels, and looked hot. She had taken the time to paint her nails the exact same shade as her dress, and wore a matching bow in her hair. She looked very feminine and I envied the lucky bastard that had taken her out tonight.
Suky lowered herself gingerly to my bed, struggling to keep her balance due to her alcohol consumption.
"How was your date, Suky?" I asked as she sat on the edge of my bed.
"It sucked," she said, slurring her words. "Literally! I gave the guy head, and after he came in my mouth, he made some excuse and bailed."
I tried to be empathetic, especially as I had experienced this same scenario at Suky's hands many times. However, she was drunk and horny and not interested in my paternal advice. She wanted my tongue between her legs.
"Kiss me, baby," Suky said commandingly. "I am very horny."
I leaned in for a kiss, trying to imagine what it would be like if I had unrestricted access to Suky's considerable delights. My cock throbbed under the comforter and I could feel my breathing getting ragged as we kissed.
"Can you taste him, too?" Suky asked with a giggle.
I could taste semen on her lips and tongue, and I told her so, which excited her immensely. This revelation emboldened her, and we French kissed for several minutes. At one point, Suky rested her hand on my cock. She let out a little squeal of delight as she felt it twitch under the comforter.
"Someone else is horny," she teased. "I bet you wouldn't leave me hanging if I sucked you off on a date, would you baby?"
I was lost for words and just nodded agreeably, hoping that one day I would be out on the town with this goddess. Suky pulled the comforter away from my body, and put her hand over her mouth in mock surprise. My blood-engorged cock was tenting in my underwear, the tip of it protruding from the waistband, with a slick trail of pre-cum visible on my stomach.
She extended her dainty manicured finger towards my belly button, scooped up some of my pre-cum onto the tip of it, and wiped it across my lips.
"Does that taste the same as my date's semen?" she taunted.
Seconds later, she arose unsteadily from the bed, and tried to remove her panties. That would have been quite a feat had she been sober, standing as she was in sky-high pumps, wearing a skin-tight dress. However, as intoxicated as she was, this attempt was downright dangerous, and before she stumbled, I extended my arm out to balance her.
Suky turned to face me, placed both of her hands firmly on my shoulders for support and spoke, which in itself took considerable effort.
"Can you take my panties off Tim?" she slurred.
I extended my trembling hands, reached under the hem of her spandex dress, and thankful that the material was stretchy, grabbed the waistband of her tiny panties and slowly lowered them.
As soon as they emerged from under her dress, I was confronted with evidence that Suky had been a naughty girl tonight. There was a copious load of semen in the lining of her panties, presumably deposited inside of her by her date. Doesn't anyone in this generation use condoms anymore, I thought to myself?
Suky was very intoxicated, and rolled over onto my bed after I removed her panties. I really didn't want to take advantage of her the way her date had, so I offered to put her to bed.
"I want to sleep in your bed," she exclaimed excitedly.
I knew I would regret it in the morning if I took advantage of the situation, so I got out of my bed and tried to help her up. However, Suky was adamant that she was going to spend the night in my bed.
I excused myself to get her some bottled water, and when I returned she was naked and had found her second wind. She pulled me on top of her and we kissed lying in the missionary position. Suky was completely naked, well lubricated by a combination of her vaginal secretions and her date's semen, and still incredibly horny. She removed my briefs, using her hands to get them over my ass, and then her feet to push them from me.
Once we were both naked, I realized that this was actually going to happen. I was going to finally get balls-deep inside this goddess. My cock was right at the entrance to her pussy, and I could feel the heat emanating from it.
Suky and I kissed passionately, and she placed her manicured hands on my ass-cheeks and pulled me inside of her. As soon as I entered her moist love canal, I knew I wouldn't last long. It was just such a dream to be inside her, and her tight, warm pussy felt incredible. Reflexively, I withdrew before I suffered the embarrassment of a premature ejaculation.
"Where the hell do you think you are going?" she asked. "I want you inside me."
With no consideration of my feelings and putting zero effort into securing my consent, Suky grabbed the tip of my cock, lined me up with the entrance to her pussy, and then dug the heels of her feet into my buttocks, and forced me back inside her. This time she pulled me all the way in, arched her back with pleasure, and started to perform her Kegel exercises. This had the effect of tightening her vagina, and I felt my balls churning immediately. My orgasm was imminent and I withdrew from her rapidly, before I emptied my nuts.
"You naughty little tease," Suky whispered. "Making me work for your cock."
Apparently, she had no clue that I was about to blow my load inside her, but was under the impression that I was playing hard to get. I don't think Suky cared much whether we fucked or I ate her out, she just wanted to get off.
For that reason, Suky put both hands on my shoulders and gently pushed down. I knew she wanted me to eat her out, which I wasn't overly enthusiastic about. Her date had ejaculated inside her recently, but it seemed like a small price to pay if it meant I got to fuck Suky after she was satisfied, and had reduced expectations of my performance.
I reluctantly lowered my head to her pussy, extended my tongue and licked her clitoris. She tensed up immediately, and as she quickly approached her orgasm, my suspicions were confirmed that she had not enjoyed any release tonight. After Suky came, she sat upright and straddled my face.
I ate her to another orgasm, and she became progressively more vocal.
"Fuck yeah," she exclaimed as she came on my face. "Eat me out, you fucking pussy."
I could feel the dynamic had started to change between us, as she tired of my gentlemanly approach. However, that was the first time that she had openly disrespected me. After she came she told me to suck on her clitoris as she composed herself. Her date's semen leaked into my mouth, as I pleasured her. I was forced to swallow his load in order to avoid choking on it, but it didn't matter to Suky. She was focused solely on her own pleasure, and shortly after his jizz slid down my throat, she told me that she was ready to come again.
Suky ended up coming three more times on my face, before she dismounted me, rolled over and yawned lazily, apparently completely satisfied. Shortly after that, in her intoxicated state, she fell asleep in my bed.
Disappointment didn't even come close to encapsulating my feelings, but I tucked her in and slept in the guest room, to avoid any sense of impropriety. In the morning Suky was acting like nothing had happened, with no mention of my oral service to her.
I didn't want to dwell on the events of last night, but I did need to know if I had anything to worry about with regard to sexually transmitted infections. I didn't know how to broach the subject, so I ended up just blurting it out.
"Suky, I ate you out last night after you had sex with your date. Do you know his sexual history?" I asked as tactfully as I could.
Suky looked confused, and seemed to have little memory of the night before.
"I saw my panties were soiled," she began, trying to piece the night together. "Didn't we have sex last night?"
"No," I assured her, "you were too drunk to consent. You had sex with your date, before you got home."
Suky looked even more confused now. She started texting someone and looking at her phone, seeking answers. A few seconds later, something jogged her memory and she put her hand over her mouth in shock.
"Oh no, Tim," she exclaimed dejectedly. "After I blew my date, he made some bullshit excuse and bailed. We had a bit of a fight and he called me an Uber. My memory is a little hazy, but I think I might have fucked the young driver in his car, on your driveway. He is the guy you need to worry about," she added with a giggle, "you swallowed most of his load."
This was a kick in the nuts to me, for two reasons. First of all, I had been a gentleman and decided that Suky was too intoxicated to consent to sexual activity. Secondly, two other less respectable guys had busted a nut inside Suky's vagina and mouth respectively. One of whom's load I had eaten from Suky's pussy. I left the room shortly after that disgusting revelation, and Suky went back to sleep.
She awoke a couple of hours later, apparently well rested and none the worse for wear.
"Oh my god Tim, your bed is so comfortable," she gushed. "So much better than the mattress in the RV. I slept amazing last night. I feel so refreshed. I wish I could sleep in your bed every night!"
I guess I am a bit of a pushover when it comes to Suky. Twice she had gushed about how comfortable my bed was. When she told me she wished she could sleep there every night, I should have taken her up on it, and put the moves on her that first night. I know she was offering herself up to me, and she had demonstrated that she was a slut, on more than one occasion. If I had been a bit more assertive I could have fucked her that night, in our shared bed.
However, because I am a pussy, I swapped rooms with her. Well, I wasn't going to sleep in the RV, but I gave her my master bedroom with the adjustable sleep comfort bed, and I took the largest guest room for myself. Two days later, after a couple of embarrassing early morning semi-naked encounters, as we tried to retrieve our clothes from our old closets, we emptied out our closets and swapped.
Suky now had the master bedroom, with its opulent marble shower enclosure and huge walk-in closet. I had the largest guest room with a clean, but less ostentatious bathroom and closet. The power dynamic between us changed completely after she took my room. She enjoyed oral sex from me whenever she wanted to come, with no hint or mention of reciprocation. She had also apparently dismissed my concerns about STI's, because on more than one occasion, I ate her out after another guy had blown his load inside her. After she came on my face, she would give my erect cock a little squeeze.
"Your turn on Saturday, little guy," she teased.
I felt bad hinting about sex, as I didn't want her to think that I felt entitled to some action, in exchange for her living at my place. I really wanted to have a sexual relationship with her, but too much time had elapsed, and we had fallen into our respective roles.
Suky got more and more comfortable living in my house, and would often have her young college girlfriends over. She always introduced me as her boyfriend, which was very flattering to my ego. She was also very affectionate towards me when her friends were over. She would kiss me a lot, rest her hand on my ass when we stood around talking, and always called me baby.
I always picked up the tab for Suky and her girlfriends, whether they were buying beer or ordering Thai food, and I was probably dropping five hundred dollars a week keeping them entertained. It was very titillating having young pussy in the house, and I often went to bed with an erection, that I wasn't allowed to deal with. It wasn't easy going a full week between my orgasms, particularly with all of the extra stimulation of having young girls in the house. Suky knew this and made sure that I really looked forward to my Saturday morning handjobs. I would have some very intense orgasms on her massage table.
One night Suky came home with Rim, from the massage parlor. The two of them had a few glasses of wine, and eventually turned their sights on me. They were teasing me relentlessly, and I had a very noticeable erection.
"Somebody is looking forward to Saturday morning," Rim teased.
"Oh shit, Tim," Suky said feigning surprise, "are we making you horny?"
I mumbled something inaudible, but the truth was I was at home with two very attractive young Asian women, both of whom had made me ejaculate several times in the past. Of course, as my mind wondered about the possibilities, I got horny. Rim started in on me.
"Timmy, I really enjoyed our FaceTime jerk-off session. Are you up for a repeat performance?"
I looked at Suky for permission, as she now had complete control of my orgasms.
"Do you want to come for us, baby?" Suky asked. "Jerk yourself off for our amusement?"
I nodded an affirmative, and Rim clapped her hands together in delight.
"Make him wear some silky panties," Rim continued, obviously excited by my upcoming humiliation.
"Let's go and find him something girly to wear for showtime," Suky said with a laugh.
The two girls disappeared into the master bedroom, which Suky now occupied. They returned a few moments later, with a pair of yellow g-string panties, and a matching silk babydoll. Suky handed the silky lingerie to me, and told me to get dressed up. She poured Rim and herself another glass of wine, and I grabbed my iPad and headed towards my room.
"What's with the iPad?" Suky said, with a puzzled look on her face. "We are not doing this on FaceTime," she taunted, "this is a live performance!"
I slinked off into my bedroom, with my tail between my legs and a throbbing cock. About ten minutes later I came shyly out of my room, and walked into the living room. I felt very self-conscious, dressed up as a bitch for Rim and Suky, and was actually relieved to see they weren't there.
"In my room," Suky called out.
I walked towards her room, and knocked on the door. It felt weird knocking on my own bedroom door for permission to enter, but Suky had made herself very much at home in the master bedroom. The girls were sitting upright in my bed, leaning against the upholstered headboard, sipping their wine. They had set up a little stage at the foot of the bed. Using a pink beach towel, they had marked out an area for me to perform for them. My KY lube was there, along with a pair of white panties that I didn't recognize. They were still warm, so they belonged to one of these lovely Asian women.



"They are mine, Timmy," Rim said with a giggle. "A little souvenir for you to remember this night."
They were both very complimentary about the way I looked, and put me at ease before Rim took control.
"Jerk yourself off for us Timmy," she said with a smile. "Take your time, baby, work it."
I opened the lid of the KY and poured some lube over the tip of my cock. I knew I wasn't gong to last long, with these two young women watching me. I started to masturbate, and Rim immediately took control, running me through a series of humiliating positions and poses. My overt submission to them seemed to excite and embolden them, and before too long both women had their hands under the covers, and were pleasuring themselves.
"Use Rim's panties to jerk off," Suky ordered me.
I picked up Rim's white panties from the bed and wrapped them around my nuts. I was on the road to orgasm, as Rim and Suky taunted me.
At some point Rim whispered something to Suky, and my girlfriend told me to stop masturbating. I groaned with frustration as I stopped pleasuring myself, and Rim kicked the covers off her legs.
"Take care of Rim first," Suky told me. "Then you can have your orgasm."
I obediently crawled up the bed and went to kiss Rim, even though I know her specialty is not conducive to the best oral hygiene.
"I don't need any foreplay," she said dismissively, as she grabbed my ears and forced my face between her legs.
Rim reached over to the bedside table and grabbed her vibrator. She maneuvered herself into a comfortable position, and then forcefully adjusted my head until it was in her desired location. Then she rested her hand behind my head and pushed my face between her legs.
I extended my tongue as I entered her pussy, and Rim let out a moan of appreciation. As I ate her pussy, she stimulated her clitoris, and quickly brought herself to orgasm. After she came, Rim rested her foot on my ass, her lower leg draped across the hem of my babydoll. I could feel the silky material rub against my lower back, reminding me that they had dressed me up like a bitch for their amusement.
I don't know if Rim was attracted to me, or if she had endured a sexually frustrating day at work, but she was a very easy come, and she enjoyed six or seven orgasms on my face. After her last very vocal orgasm, she dropped her vibrator on the bedside floor as if to indicate that playtime was over. I took that as my cue to move, and crawled backwards down the bed to give her some space. She kissed Suky gently on the cheek, and to my astonishment, thanked her for the sexual release, as if I were a toy that Suky had allowed Rim to use. Without so much as a glance in my direction, Rim turned her back on my girlfriend, and quickly fell asleep.
I had Rim's juices all over my chin and lips, but that didn't deter Suky.
"Baby you knocked her out," Suky said cheerfully. "Good job! Now it's my turn."
Watching Rim getting eaten out had evidently evoked some sexual response from Suky, because she was very wet.
"Pass me the vibrator," Suky instructed me.
I leaned over the edge of the bed and reached for Rim's sex toy. Suky had a smile on her face when I handed it to her. I knew that Suky didn't need a vibrator to get off on my face. She just needed to be in control. So, it was a surprise to me that Suky wanted any part of the female stimulator.
Suky positioned me on my back with a pillow under my neck, and then she straddled my face, lowering her clitoris onto my nose. She ground out the first two orgasms without the need of any additional stimulation, and I realized that I was correct in my assumption that the vibrator was surplus to her requirements. After she enjoyed her first two orgasms, she rotated her position so that she faced my feet.
She moved forward slightly, so that my tongue now stimulated her clit, instead of my nose. Then as she lowered herself on to my face, she leaned forward towards my cock and stuck the vibrator between my upper thighs, so that the tip rested against my nuts.
"Hold this tight," she ordered.
I crossed my legs to tighten my grip on the vibrator and shortly after it was in her desired position, Suky fired it up. Under the strict guidance of Suky, I had relinquished control of my orgasm schedule, allowing her to determine the timing and frequency of my releases. There wasn't any discernible pattern to my orgasm schedule. Admittedly, they mostly happened on Saturday mornings, but it was always Suky that gave me a slight nod, or some other innocuous signal that I was permitted to come. Prior to receiving her subtle go-ahead, it was my job to prevent an early unauthorized emission.
With this in mind, as my balls churned under the other-worldly stimulation of Rim's vibrator, I fought against my impending release, with all my heart and soul. Suky, of course, took her pleasure as she always did. She ground her clitoris against my extended tongue and periodically orgasmed on my face.
I got perilously close to blowing my wad all over my thighs several times, but Suky was in tune with my body, having skillfully manipulated it for several months. She could sense as I approached my limits, noticing small details such as the involuntary flexing of my stomach muscles, the tightening of my scrotum, and the concentration on my face as I fought against my body's desire to ejaculate. She took me right to the edge several times, reaching across at the very last moment to switch off the vibrator, and immediately end the incessant and torturous stimulations.
It is incredibly frustrating to fight the pre-programmed responses of the autonomic nervous system. This urge to enjoy sexual release after sustained genital stimulation, has been ingrained into the psyche of modern humans for over two hundred thousand years. Now, under the whim of my controlling girlfriend, I was expected to suppress that evolutionary trait, and control my orgasm.
Under normal circumstances, most men would have given into the overwhelming desire to ejaculate, relaxed their defenses, and blown their load all over themselves. However, my behavior was shaped by the threat of punishment from Suky. I was held to a much higher standard than most men, motivated by the promise of reward or punishment, that Suky held over me. If I gave in to my carnal desires and ejaculated without her consent, I was going to spend some time in the cock-cage.
Some time didn't really encapsulate the gravity of Suky's threats. This wasn't going to be an afternoon spent in chastity, or even a long weekend. Suky wanted me to fear the cock-cage and had shared her plans with me one afternoon, right after she had enjoyed multiple orgasms on my face.
"You came too close for comfort that time," she warned me, after I got perilously close to an un-permitted orgasm. "If you fuck up I will cage you for a long time," she threatened. "Think weeks, not days."
As much as I dreaded the thought of being locked up in the cock-cage, I also had a sense of foreboding about being forced to go and pick it up from the sex shop. Well, it wasn't so much the sex shop, as Amanda. Any teenage girl that worked in a sex shop had to be damaged goods, the damage more than likely having been inflicted at the hands of a man. I could tell Amanda had a mean streak, and I was the perfect victim for her to blow off some steam.
Clearly, I am not the best judge of character, having allowed myself to get manipulated into a situation in which Suky and Rim dominated me, but I knew one thing without a doubt. I did not want that Amanda woman in my life.
It was for this reason, that I fought my body's desire to ejaculate, until Suky had taken her pleasure. Suky removed the vibrator from between my upper thighs, and I breathed a sigh of relief that the incessant stimulation was finally ended. Suky dropped the sex toy onto the bed, yawned, and then rolled over and pulled the comforter up over her shoulders.
The last thing she said as her head hit the pillow, was equal parts ominous and dismissive, as she spat the words at me.
"Leave your pretty things on, you pussy. We might want a repeat performance in the morning."
Moments later, she was asleep. They had both consumed a lot of wine, and had spent all day pleasuring men, so I am sure it felt great to orgasm on my face, and then crash out. Either way, I was left high and dry, and slinked off to my room, still wearing the yellow babydoll and panties.
I had a very fitful night's sleep dressed in Suky's lingerie. I was rock-hard, on sexual restriction, and nervous about the possibility of having to jerk off in front of the girls in the morning.
Suky texted me early telling me to make them breakfast, in my babydoll. I was so embarrassed when I knocked on the door of her master suite to inform them that it was ready. Rim and Suky were checking me out lewdly as I brought their coffee to the table. I had an erection tenting in my babydoll that I just couldn't hide. The g-string panties were tiny, and were not any help in my efforts to conceal my stiff cock. I could see pre-cum stains on the inside of my silky lingerie, and I must have looked desperate for release.
After I served them their coffee, Suky dropped her spoon on the floor, and looked expectantly at me to pick it up. When I knelt to retrieve it, she grabbed me by the hair and positioned me, on my knees, under the breakfast table.
As Suky enjoyed her breakfast, I ate her to several orgasms. Once she was satisfied, she spoke nonchalantly to Rim.
"Do you want to get off this morning, Rim?" Suky asked, with no attempt to get my consent.
"Of course," Rim responded, as if it were perfectly normal breakfast etiquette to start the day with oral sex.
I scooted across to the other side of the table, and Rim parted her knees to facilitate my access to her shaved pussy. Rim was a little slower to get warmed up, and I was under the breakfast table for about thirty minutes before she signaled that she was satisfied.
I emerged from under the table with a very wet face and a noticeable erection, tenting in my babydoll.
"Would you like some release, Tim?" Suky asked with a smile.
I nodded my head enthusiastically, and Rim spoke up next.
"I want to watch him fuck his pocket pussy," Rim said with a giggle. "I have never seen a guy do that before. I think it would be hilarious."
My heart sank at the thought of that idea, but Suky was very agreeable.
"Consider it done, Rim! Grab your pocket pussy, and your KY lube," Suky ordered. "Put them on the breakfast table. When you are done washing your face, meet us in the living room."
I was experiencing mixed emotions. On one hand I was excited about the prospect of getting off, but I really didn't want Rim to watch me fuck my pocket pussy. That was going to be humiliating. For me, at least. Rim was loving it and I heard her and Suky laughing about something. I went and retrieved the requested items and after I put them on the table, left to wash my face.
When I entered the living room, dressed in Suky's yellow babydoll and matching silk panties, I felt very self-conscious. I was expecting to see the pink towel that the girls had used to demarcate my jerk-off area, the last time I performed for them. Instead, to my horror, my pocket pussy was wedged between the sofa frame and the attached padded cushions. They had mounted it so that it was the right height for me to enter from a kneeling position. They had also positioned a pair of white panties around the pocket pussy, which made the plastic sex toy appear more attractive. I recognized the silky panties as Rim's, and they were heavily scented in Rim's favorite perfume.
Rim and Suky laughed as they watch my cock stiffen, and lift the hem of my babydoll up.
"Someone's ready to fuck," Rim exclaimed excitedly. "Can I do the honors, Suky?" Rim asked.
"Be my guest, Rim," Suky responded with a beaming smile, as Rim grabbed the KY lube and knelt next to me.
"We have already warmed and lubed up your new pussy," Rim informed me. "Now let's get you nice and ready to fuck it."
With that, Rim flipped open the top of the KY bottle, and told me to kneel. After we were kneeling in front of each other she poured a generous helping of lube all over my cock-head and started to rub it into my shaft. My cock responded favorably to her dainty little hands applying the lube to it, and I let out a little moan.
"Are you ready to fuck your new puss?" Rim asked seductively.
I nodded my head enthusiastically, and Rim told me to line my cock up with the entrance to the pussy, but not to enter it until I got the green light from her. Once I was in position, she removed her panties and hung them around my neck. They were very wet and I could smell her scent of arousal.
"You got me all hot and bothered when you crawled under the breakfast table and ate my pussy," Rim admitted.
Rim sat on the sofa right above my pocket pussy. Then she slid forward to the edge of the sofa, so that her vaginal opening was about one inch above the plastic sex toy. I could see she had self-lubricated, and her vaginal secretions were visible on her labia and inner thighs. Once Rim was situated in her desired position, she reached one hand around and placed it on my butt-cheek.
"Get balls-deep in your new puss, baby," she cooed.
I had to lift the bottom of my babydoll up to make sure I entered the correct hole, as close as they were situated. I made eye contact briefly with Rim to test the waters but she gave me a stern look.
"Don't even fucking think about slipping into the wrong hole," she cautioned me.
As I entered the pocket pussy, I couldn't believe how good it felt. The girls had warmed it to body temperature and it felt a lot like actual penetrative sex. When I let the hem of my silk babydoll fall, it covered my view of the pocket pussy, and made it seem like I was having sex with Rim. She added to the illusion by starting to talk dirty.
"Fuck me baby, you feel so good," Rim moaned. "Come inside my tight little pussy."
I started to get into a steady rhythm and Rim continued to egg me on. She adjusted her position slightly, moving forward a little and sitting above my cock. She spread her labia and let the lips spread either side of my shaft. I could feel her vaginal secretions on the side of my cock as I fucked my pocket pussy. Rim wrapped her legs around my waist, resting her feet on my ass, which added to the illusion of being inside her.
Suky was watching me intently, and soon began to masturbate. I think she enjoyed dominating me and my forced copulation of the pocket pussy was getting her off. I was close now and told Rim.
"Come inside me then, stud," she said with a smile.
I did come moments later. It just felt so real, with the babydoll hiding the pocket pussy, Rim's juices on my cock as I slid between her open labia, and her scented panties hanging from my neck. I let out a loud cry of pleasure and ejaculated inside my sex toy. A few seconds later, Suky had her own orgasm, the indignity of my cumshot pushing her over the edge.
After I came inside my pocket pussy, my instinct was to withdraw. However, Rim kept her legs wrapped firmly around me and told me in no uncertain terms to stay coupled, so I did.
"My turn," Suky said with a smile.
Rim lifted herself up from just above my cock, and removed her white panties from around the pocket pussy. Suky carefully positioned a pair of her own panties so that they laid invitingly around the sex toy. She gave them a spray of her own favorite perfume, and slid into position just above my cock.
Up to this point, this was just about the closest I had ever got to having sex with Suky. She had given me multiple handjobs, and I had eaten her pussy several times, but we had not progressed beyond that, although I did get inside her briefly the night she screwed the Uber driver in my driveway.
When Suky lowered herself onto the shaft of my cock, I felt her vaginal secretions against my skin. She had just had an orgasm and her pussy was pulsating as it rested on me. Surprisingly, I felt myself getting hard again and both girls seemed impressed. Rim decided to give me a little help in the "get hard" department. She positioned herself on her back under my ass-cheeks, and started to give me one of her trademark rimjobs.
That felt fucking fantastic, and my cock swelled within the confines of my pocket pussy until it filled It completely. As soon as I was fully erect, I started to fuck, in strong rhythmic strokes. I knew it would take longer for me to bust a nut the second time, and I didn't want the girls to change their minds, so I started pounding into the pocket pussy, in search of release. Even though it was the same sex toy that I had fucked earlier, it felt like a completely different sexual experience, as I looked into Suky's eyes and inhaled the scent emanating from her panties.
Suky had evidently decided to give me some play, because she told me to slow down. As soon as I had reduced the speed of my thrusting motions, Suky spoke.
"Ease slowly out of your pocket pussy," she told me. "I want you inside of me."
Once my cock was clear of the sex toy, she guided me inside her slick little love canal. Holy fuck! That felt so much better. I had been inside Suky's tight young pussy once before, but she had been very intoxicated, and the gentleman inside me had forced me to withdraw almost immediately. At least, that is what I told myself. In truth, her pussy was already lubricated by her date's semen, and it felt so inviting that I was going to come prematurely. So I quickly pulled out.
This was my first time actually fucking Suky's tight young pussy, and as Rim's tongue wiggled around inside my asshole, I knew I was going to bust a nut very soon.
I was in heaven after finally getting to fuck my girlfriend. I leaned forward to kiss her and after a very sensual open-mouthed kiss, I felt very connected to her.
"I love you Suky," I blurted out, my desire for her overwhelming me. "I think you are the most beautiful girl on the planet."
Unfortunately for me, Suky was not allowing my flattery and declaration of love, to change her game plan. She had a dominant streak that she made no effort to suppress, and before I exploded deep inside her, she spoke.
"Let me know when you are close, baby," she taunted, "you haven't earned the privilege of release inside me yet. Baby steps. You were granted permission to fuck me for a few moments, but you will come inside your pocket pussy, until I get you tested for STIs."
I let out a groan of disappointment, and I felt Rim's tongue leave my anal passage, as she struggled to contain her laughter at my frustration.
"Suky, please," I whispered desperately. "I am clean."
I knew full well that everybody bare-backed her at the massage parlor. None of those fuckers had been tested. Fat John fucked her ass twice a week, and never used a condom. She didn't know the first thing about the sexual history of the first-class traveler, who banged her over the airport bathroom counter. The random Uber guy had even left a huge deposit inside her pussy, when he fucked her in my driveway. I truly was the least of her worries, as far as STIs.
Suky held her ground, even threatening to deny me my orgasm if I continued to talk about it. I immediately went silent, withdrew my cock from her warm, wet pussy and remounted the plastic sex toy. The pocket pussy had cooled from body temperature and wasn't nearly as sensual as the real thing. It was a very poor substitute for Suky's tight, wet, warm pussy, and both of the girls knew it. Suky rested her hand on my ass, and giggled as she firmly pushed me inside the fake pussy.
"There you go, baby," Suky mocked. "That's more your style. Your very own pocket pussy to come inside."



Rim let out another giggle, making no attempt to conceal her disdain for me.
"Yeah, baby," Rim added, "you didn't really think that you deserved to come inside either of us did you?"
I lowered my head at that remark. I had enjoyed many orgasms in Rim's capable hands. However, it was obvious that the young Filipino made a distinction between sex for money, and consensual sex acts without a financial component. She considered her and Suky out of my league, and was in agreement with my girlfriend. My next orgasm was going to be inside my sex toy.
"Thought not," she added dismissively, even though I hadn't responded. "Go on, then, baby. Get stuck in and fuck the crap out of your pocket pussy!"
Once I was balls-deep I decided to go for it. Suky continued to guide me in and out of the pocket pussy, regulating both the tempo and depth of my strokes. After a few moments I realized that this was better than nothing, and I was on my way to my orgasm.
Rim slipped out from under me and the two of them knelt either side of me and egged me on.
"Go on baby, fuck your new puss," Suky taunted. "Blow your load inside it. The next time you fuck it, all the girls will watch."
Under their sustained verbal abuse, I exploded into the pocket pussy. Rim slapped my ass right as I came, and I enjoyed a very intense orgasm.
My acute embarrassment set in right after my orgasm. I was dressed in a silky yellow babydoll with matching panties. I was balls-deep in a plastic sex toy, which was wrapped in a pair of crotchless panties, that had been heavily scented with Suky's perfume. I hung my head in shame as I felt my face redden. Suky picked up on it immediately and began to taunt me.
"This is how I want you the next time you perform for the girls at the massage parlor," she informed me. "On your knees, dressed up like a bitch, fucking your beloved pocket pussy."
"Great idea," Rim chimed in, "we can FaceTime you and put you up on the big screen in the employee break room. Would be fun for everyone to see what a wimp you are."
They taunted me until my cock got flaccid, and flopped out of the sex toy. I knelt there red faced as the girls enjoyed my capitulation to them.
"I need to take a shower before work." Rim announced, "Do you want to join me Suky?"
It was very evident from the seductive nature of Rim's invitation that she wasn't trying to save water by showering with Suky. Apparently they were lovers, as Suky's face lit up at the prospect of some time alone in the shower with Rim. They two of them left the room holding hands and giggling. Rim looked over her shoulder as they reached the door.
"Stay in your babydoll until I go to work, bitch," she said dismissively.
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After Suky and Rim made me their bitch, my relationship with the two of them changed. I could tell Suky viewed me as a weak-willed man, and Rim saw me as a 'pussy', in her own words. By this time, I had fallen in love with Suky and was prepared to do whatever it took to keep her. Suky smelled my desperation, and once she realized just how under her spell I was, she started to take liberties with me. I couldn't blame her. I would have done the same thing if the roles were reversed. She got lazy and unmotivated when it came to my release, putting in the minimum amount of effort to get the job done. She knew that I was madly in love with her, and that she would get a perfect score on her exit interview, that Joy conducted right after my weekly session with her niece.
Many times Suky would dictate the script for my exit interview. I would tell Joy how fantastic my session was, fabricating all the wonderful sexual delights Suky had given me, when in fact I had just worked very hard to earn one handjob. The three handjob sessions were much less frequent after Suky moved in with me, and my girlfriend now preferred me to work for a single, hard-earned orgasm.
I have no clue how she came up with all these humiliating ways for a man to have an orgasm. Either she watched a lot of cuckold porn or she had some help, which seemed more likely, given that the entire crew of masseuses knew Suky dominated my ass.
The first time she changed up her routine, she barked instructions at me.
"Get up on the massage table on all fours," she told me. "Like a dog," she added, which seemed unnecessary.
Once I was in position, she lubed her up her tiny manicured hand and wrapped it around the tip of my cock. She adjusted her fist so that it was fairly tight around my cock-head, and placed her other hand on my ass. Then, with a slap, that reverberated around the room, she signaled for me to start.
"Fuck my fist," she ordered. "Slow and steady strokes."
I started to fuck her hand and was immediately on the road to orgasm. Suky offered me absolutely zero assistance, and just held her hand still, as I did all the work. I did look like a dog, humping her fist on all fours.
It had been a week since I last ejaculated, and I had endured all kind of sexual torment at the hands of Suky and her young friends. They were over my place all the time now, looking good, smelling good, talking dirty to me, and kissing each other. One of her friends, Amy, was there almost every day after school, and her main interest in life was getting, and keeping me erect, particularly when Suky was not around.
As I approached my orgasm, it was Amy that was on my mind. I closed my eyes and imagined her blonde hair cascading across my nuts, as she blew me. A few seconds later I exploded and emptied my nuts all over the massage table. A week's worth of ejaculate, extracted from my nuts, by the very capable Suky, in about three minutes.
After I came, Suky kept her tight little fist wrapped around my cock and allowed me to continue to thrust into it, until I was completely spent.
"Do you want me to eat your load," she teased, echoing Rim's offer of a few weeks back.
Apparently, this lewd act had been shared with the senior VIP members, voted upon, and incorporated into the service, as standard. Wow, that was great news.
"Yes, Suky," I replied, "I would like to watch that very much."
"Well," she said with a tint of contempt, "here is how that little degrading act is going to go down. You are going to eat your load from my massage table, and then you are going to tell Joy what a dirty bitch I was."
Suky didn't give me much time to process her directive. She opened her fist so that my softening cock fell from it. Then, using the same lubed-up hand that I had just fucked, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and forced my face into my pool of semen.
"Eat, bitch," she ordered.
I was shocked. I had done so much for this beautiful young girl, and because I had shown some weakness, she was exploiting it to the max. Suky made me lick my load from the table and swallow it all. Then, she took her rightful place on the massage table and we utilized the remaining hour and twenty minutes, on her pleasure.
Suky came several times as I ate her pussy and ass, and once she was completely satisfied, she made me prepare her for Fat John's anal assault. At the end of my session, I went to leave the room, but Suky told me to stay.
"I want you to let Fat John know that you prepared me for his enjoyment," she said, continuing to push my boundaries.
"Please Suky, not that," I begged.
"He is expecting to meet you," she responded dispassionately. "He knows you lubed me up for him before, and he wanted to thank you."
"Please," I began, before she silenced me.
Suky had me arrange her just so for John, on her stomach with her ass raised invitingly on the pillow. Her rosebud was already lubricated, and my earlier protracted analingus session, had opened her up nicely for him. She asked me to spray her with perfume just before my session ended.
At eleven thirty, there was a knock on the door and Suky signaled for me to answer it. I opened the door with trepidation, and Fat John bounded in like he owned the place. Once he saw Suky, served up to him on a platter, he smiled and began to speak.
"I want Rim to join us Sucky," he informed her, using the derisive form of her name, that Joy favored. "I want to butt-fuck you, while she eats my ass."
"Whatever you want, John," Suky said cheerfully. "Rim and I will be honored to serve you today."
I was disgusted by Suky's subservience to this fat pig. It was also way more information than I needed and I went to leave the room. However, Suky had other plans for me. She was thoroughly enjoying my participation and was looking forward to my upcoming debasement, and so she spoke up.
"Tim, be a doll and go and fetch Rim, would you?" she ordered me, as Fat John started to undress. "Leave your car keys here."
I didn't know what to say, but John looked at me expectantly, as he lowered his underpants, so I followed her direction, put my keys on the side table, and left to find Rim. Rim was not at all enthusiastic about her upcoming session with this fat bastard.
"Did he take a shower?" she asked timidly. "That fat fuck stinks."
"I am not sure Rim," I lied, "I left before he got undressed."
Rim and I walked back to Suky's room in silence. When we got to the door, we exchanged a mournful look, and Rim tapped quietly on the opaque window.
"Enter," John said forcefully, his confidence bearing no relationship to his physical appearance.
As the door opened, I went to leave. It was then that I realized why Suky had instructed me to leave my car keys on the table. I had to go back in and get them. Suky wanted me to witness how disgusting servicing Fat John, must have been for her. The transformation in Rim's attitude as she entered the room was fantastic to watch.
She had a huge smile on her face, as if she was absolutely enthralled to see Fat John.
"John," she said cheerfully, "great to see you again."
The smile was wasted on John, as he had his back to her. He had already mounted my girlfriend, and was balls-deep inside her anal passage. He was making a half-hearted attempt to support his weight, but at his physical size, any exertion was difficult, and probably dangerous. His belly flopped all over Suky's slender back, and spilled over her sides to the massage table. His flabby, snow-white ass barely had a visible butt-crack, and he appeared to have just one huge buttock.
His fat thighs lay squeezed together on the table, even though his knees were several inches apart. His whole lower body, particularly from his waist down, was also very hairy. Rim was undeterred, and placed her manicured hands on his massive ass.
She raked her nails across his fat ass, his cheeks jiggling as she did so.
"I have been looking forward to eating your ass, all day," she lied.
John let out a grunt to acknowledge her enthusiasm, and Rim spread his cheeks apart the best she could, extended her tongue, and lowered her face towards them. The actions of a desperate woman, in Joy's words.
I saw her take a tentative sniff as she got close to his buttocks. She wrinkled her nose in disgust, and recoiled slightly as she realized that he had not bothered to shower. She had a pained look on her face as she inserted her tongue between his ass-cheeks, his lack of respect for her evident by his decision not to freshen up before she rimmed him.
"Fuck yeah, you dirty bitches," John exclaimed as he started to thrust into Suky's tight little asshole.
I couldn't watch that fat asshole enjoying my girlfriend, so I grabbed my car keys and slinked out of there. I was two hundred dollars poorer, I had semen on my lips from being forced to eat my load, and John's moans of pleasure were ringing in my ears.
Joy intercepted me on my way out, with her usual, "Do you have five minutes for me?"
Five minutes turned into twenty, as we sat and enjoyed a cup of tea together.
"How are you and Suky getting along now that you are living together?" she asked.
"Pretty well, Joy," I answered reluctantly, not wishing to get drawn into this conversation.
"Have you exerted control over her?" Joy continued. "Brought her to heel, made her your bitch? That is all Suky has ever known. She responds favorably to a dominant touch, like Fat John's," she taunted.
I shuffled uncomfortably in my seat. I wasn't sure how to categorize my relationship with the beautiful young Malaysian girl, but I definitely hadn't dominated her. Quite the opposite, if the truth were known.
John had obviously unloaded into Suky's asshole, because a few moments later the three of them ran down the hallway butt-naked, towards the shower. Joy tolerated a little bit of over exuberance in her facility, and she smiled as she saw Fat John having fun.
"Sucky must have told John about the latest standard act for VIPs," she said with a smile. "That fat fuck never showers."
I shuddered at the thought of my girlfriend and Rim on their knees, eating John's ejaculate from the shower floor. It was just so lewd, so dirty, especially as John's standard tip was twenty dollars per girl.
"I know," I said, beating Joy to the punch, "The actions of a desperate girl!"
I left Joy's place planning to head home and get some lunch. I was just getting out of my car when Suky called me via FaceTime. I answered her immediately knowing that failure to do so would result in punishment for me. It was Fat John's face that occupied the entire screen of my iPhone, and he had a huge smile on it.
"Where are you?" the fat asshole asked me. "Sucky wants to know."
"Is everything okay?" I replied nervously, "is Suky there? Put her on the phone."
"Sucky is right here," John said with a smirk. "She can't talk right now though, her mouth is full."
I felt jealousy start to course through my veins, as I imagined what Suky was doing that would prevent her from being able to talk.
"Are you home yet?" John asked.
Once I affirmed that I had just arrived home, he had fresh instructions for me.
"Sucky wants you to stream this call to your big screen tv," he informed me.
I knew full well the implications of resisting Suky, so I followed his directive without question. However, instead of streaming the FaceTime call directly to the monitor, I connected my device to my iMac first. I hit the record function knowing that I would now be able to rewatch both the audio and video part later, and then I streamed it to big screen.
Seconds later, John's fat face appeared on my eighty-inch monitor. I told him that I had his image on my big screen.
"Good," he said, "enjoy the show."
He slowly panned his phone's camera down until his fat gut came into focus. Partially hidden beneath it was a girl's head, unrecognizable as she sucked his cock. I knew it was either Suky or Rim, but there just wasn't enough of her face visible to determine which one of them was blowing him.
"Is that your girlfriend down there sucking my cock?" John asked me with a chuckle. "I can't tell these bitches apart, but surely you will be able to recognize her. Suky said you guys will probably get married soon. Is this your future wife?" he taunted.
I honestly couldn't tell. From his vantage point, looking down at the top of her head as she sucked his cock, there wasn't much to distinguish the two beautiful girls. They both had straight black hair, were both petite Asians and were equally enthusiastic when it came to giving blowjobs. I really didn't know if that was Suky blowing John, or Rim.
"I can't tell for sure," I said hesitantly, as John stuck the knife in further.
"If you can't tell them apart visually, do you think that you would be able to feel them apart?" he asked with a laugh. "I mean without a condom? I doubt that very much, you fucking pussy. Rim and Suky told me that they allowed you to fuck them. Well, that is that they allowed you to fuck your pocket pussy, positioned right under their tight wet pussies. They must have felt exactly the same to you. So my question, again, is could you tell them apart?"
"I don't know for sure," I admitted hesitantly, "but I did get to fuck Suky bareback."
"I am not sure that a few frantic strokes inside her pussy, before she told you to come inside your sex toy, constitutes fucking," John said derisively. "I can tell you from experience that there are subtle differences between the two of those bitches," he taunted. "Suky is a little tighter and self-lubricates more readily under a dominant touch. Maybe you will find out on your wedding night, when you finally ejaculate inside your wife's well-used pussy."
I averted my gaze momentarily from the huge monitor, but Fat John regained my attention
"Maybe this is your beautiful girl, on her knees behind me?" he continued, holding the phone over the back of his fat, hairy shoulder.
I did recognize Suky now as she knelt behind him. Not from her face, which was buried between his flabby ass-cheeks, but from the hot-pink silk scrunchie, that held her hair in a ponytail.
"That's my fiancée," I said with more certainty. "I recognize her now."
As soon as the words left my lips, I realized how lame I sounded. John picked up on it immediately.
"Well she is in a more recognizable position," he said with a laugh, "on her knees eating my ass. Did you recognize her by some defining physical characteristic, or by her obvious desire to give me the world's best rimjob?"
I wasn't going to let John know that I only recognized Suky by her hair scrunchie. I had purchased it for her at the Lululemon store, on one of our recent trips to the mall. At the time, I just thought it made her look really cute. Now, however, as her pretty little face was magnified by the eighty-inch monitor, to which John was streaming her debasement, cute was one of the last adjectives I would have used to describe her.
Slutty, whorish, and dirty all came to mind immediately, as John's ass hairs tickling my girlfriend's nostrils, were amplified in 4K clarity on the huge monitor.
"Say hi Sucky," John ordered, continuing to use the derisive version of her name.
Suky's beautiful young face emerged from John's fat butt-cheeks, and she looked up at the camera. I knew her well enough that I could see the shame and disgust behind her eyes. However, to everyone else, she appeared to be smiling broadly, as if she was honored to eat Fat John's asshole.
"Hi baby!" Suky said cheerfully, her face glistening with John's ass-sweat.
Before I could answer, John's fat hand enveloped the rear of Suky's head and forced her face back between his ass-cheeks.
"Don't worry about that fucking pussy," he said with disdain. "Focus on the task at hand. I am getting close."
Suky withdrew her face from between his fat, sweaty buttocks and looked up briefly at the camera.
"Yes, John," she said submissively, "come for us baby."
Then, in a demonstration of her obedience, she extended her tongue fully, and as I watched in disgust, stuck it deep inside his asshole.
"Oh, yeah," John exclaimed, pleasure written all over his face. "Are you really going to marry this dirty slut?"
My heart sank as I contemplated walking down the aisle, with Suky dressed in white like some virginal bride, as the guests snickered at her sordid sexual history. John snapped me out of it once again, as he couldn't resist his running commentary.
"Now for the finale," he exclaimed, "I am close."
Suky scooted out from behind John and knelt next to Rim in front of him. John extended his arm outright, so that the camera view of the two young Asians blowing him, was no longer blocked by his enormous gut. When he was close they stopped sucking his cock and put their lips on either side of his shaft. John started to fuck the tight little space created by their mouths, and continued to film and stream it to me.
A few seconds later he increased the speed and depth of his thrusts, and as the girls knelt silently with their lips stuck to each side of his shaft, he exploded all over the shower wall. They let him unload his nuts completely before they removed their lips from him. Then as his semen started to slide down the wall, he spoke.
"Eat my load, you bitches."
They moved obediently, in unison, towards his ejaculate, and both extended their tongues under the glob, as it continued its slow journey to the shower floor. I watched in disgust as Rim and my girlfriend licked John's mess up. They kept looking up at the camera, apparently seeking his approval. John, emboldened by the fact that he knew they were desperately in need of a perfect score on the exit interview, continued to humiliate them.
"Make sure you don't miss any of my precious load," he taunted.
Rim and Suky were licking the shower floor now, greedily slurping up anything that slightly resembled semen. Suky's long black hair was spilling all over John's feet as she licked around them, and at one point she let out a cry of discomfort. The image on my huge monitor showed that John had stepped on her hair, thus pinning her to the ground. Suky made no attempt to fight him, but just adjusted to her new reality, and remained passive under the new assault. John wrapped his fist into Rim's hair and pulled her head down close to Suky's. The two young girls looked up expectantly at the fat bastard, both of them smiling as if this was the greatest moment of their lives.
Rim was able to move a few inches in any direction, but Suky was pinned to the shower floor by John's foot, rendered motionless by his huge mass. I thought he was just dominating them for my benefit, so it was a complete shock to me when he started to urinate on the two young Asians. Judging by their reaction, this was not the first golden shower, for either of the girls.
John's flaccid cock was pointing straight down and he was pissing on his own feet as much as the girls. However, because both of his hands were occupied, one wrapped in Rim's hair, the other filming the lewd acts, it was Rim who grabbed the tip of his cock and redirected his piss stream directly onto the girls' hair and faces. Suky and Rim continued to smile up at Fat John until he had completely emptied his bladder. He released Rim's hair from his fist, moved his foot from Suky's hair and turned on the shower to hose them off.
They were smiling and giggling as he sprayed them down, and then Suky blew me a kiss, right as the phone went dead.
My heart was pounding as I processed what I had just witnessed. My girlfriend had just been completely dominated by an obnoxious, hairy, obese bastard. I have fantasies like every other guy, and I have contemplated the whole cuckold scenario before. However, in my dreams, Suky was swept off her feet by a tall handsome well-groomed man, and they made love passionately, until they were both completely satisfied. My role, in my fantasy, was one of passive observer, either hidden in the closet, or tied to a chair and forced to watch, by my girlfriend's lover.



No part of me wanted to watch my girlfriend eat some fat guy's ass and then get pissed on. However, as I took stock of the other reactions of my autonomic nervous system, I noticed I was breathing hard, sweating, and I had an enormous erection. Apparently, witnessing the defilement of Suky had got me very excited.
As it turned out, it was a stroke of luck that I managed to record Suky's debasement in the shower. I ended up watching that disgusting video multiple times, my cock throbbing in my pants, every time I witnessed Fat John urinating on my girlfriend. I really wanted to beat off to that footage, but Suky had me on restriction, and my fear of the consequences of disobeying her, outweighed my desire.
It is well documented that I am a weak man, and in retrospect it was obvious that I would eventually cave-in to my desires. It was killing me knowing that Fat John butt-fucked my girlfriend every Saturday morning, and now that I had witnessed the indignity of him pissing on her, I was fighting a losing battle trying to control my impulses. It should come as no surprise that I finally did break down.
I was home alone, drunk after a few vodkas, watching the lewd footage of Suky and John. The alcohol had lowered my inhibitions and I impulsively decided to jerk off. I retrieved a pair of Suky's semen-stained panties from the laundry hamper, and got my KY lubricant from my bathroom. I was lying in front of my eighty-inch monitor, jerking off with Suky's soiled panties hanging from my neck, when she entered the room.
Furious is not a strong enough word to encapsulate the feelings that Suky was experiencing. She was livid. Out of her mind at my infidelity, disgusted that I had decided to cheat on her. Especially to the image of her being pissed on by that obese fuck.
Even though I outweighed Suky by sixty pounds, I was too fearful of her to fight back. She grabbed hold of the panties that hung around my neck, twisted her hand in a full rotation, effectively tightening them around my throat like a noose, and then dragged me down the hallway towards her master bedroom. By the time she had me on my knees, bent over the small ottoman in her master bedroom, my erection had disappeared, and my lust was replaced by pure fear.
Suky left the room and I heard her crashing around in my closet, in the next bedroom. She emerged from my room shortly, holding four of my silk ties and a black leather belt.
"Grab the legs of the ottoman," she ordered, as she tied my hands to the wooden supports using my neck ties.
Once my hands were secured, she tied my legs to the rear supports of the ottoman, effectively immobilizing me. Then, to my complete horror, she called Fat John, putting him on speaker as soon as he picked up.
"John," she began, "you were right. I just caught my pussy of a boyfriend jerking off to the video you sent him. He is a cuckold, after all. What should I do with him?"
"Fucking pussy," John began derisively. "First of all, you need to discipline him right away, so that he understands the relationship between his actions, and your reactions. After he is severely punished, you can extend his penance by bringing him with you to our Saturday morning session. In fact, bring Rim with you, and use your time with Timmy to prepare yourselves for me."
John hung up the phone, and I took a deep gulp. That sounded ominous, preparing myself for him, whatever the fuck that meant. I needed to forget about Fat John for the time being, as it was apparent that Suky's punishment was the current crisis for me to deal with. I struggled against my bonds, but was unable to move. Suky picked up my leather belt, folded it in two and held it by the buckle.
She had a dark cloud over her face, as she raised her arm skywards and administered the first whack with the belt. I let out a cry of anguish as the belt made contact with my ass, and I breathed in sharply from the shock. My ass burned from the pain of being thrashed by Suky, but there was no emotion on her face as she hit me for the second time. I cried out a little louder now, and this seem to embolden Suky.
She beat me with my belt at least two dozen times. I quickly lost count as I had to focus on the extreme pain and the possibility of permanent injury. Suky mitigated this by thrashing me all over my body. She hit my ass, my upper thighs, my lower back, my shoulders, behind my knees, my arms and, most painfully, the soles of my feet. The only place she didn't beat me was in the head.
I cried and begged her to stop, and by the time she finally dropped the belt to the floor, we were both sweating profusely, me from the pain, and Suky from both the physical exertion and the sexual stimulation, of thrashing me. She didn't untie me, but left me whimpering and crying softly as she left the room.
After a few moments I heard her get into the shower, while I continued to compose myself and process the pain. She emerged from the shower several minutes later, holding a leather riding crop in one hand, and a black strap-on dildo in the other.
"Choose your next punishment," she said dispassionately.
"Please Suky," I begged, "I can't take any more pain. Please don't whip me with the riding crop."
"Choose your next punishment," she repeated, clearly losing patience with me.
"Not the crop," I begged.
"Tell me want you want, you cuckold pussy," she said sternly.
I really didn't want my girlfriend to fuck my ass. In fact, probably the only thing I wanted less than that, other than another thrashing, was to have to ask her to fuck my ass. I just couldn't take any more of the pain. Suky knew this, of course, and waited expectantly for my response.
"Fuck my ass as my punishment," I said timidly, "anything but the crop."
"Ask nicely," she instructed me.
"Suky, can you please fuck my ass for my punishment?" I said reluctantly.
"I would be delighted to," she responded cheerfully. "Do you want me to do it now, or would you rather wait until your wounds have healed, and get ass-fucked later?"
This was a no-brainer, and I told Suky that I wanted to wait until later for the rest of my punishment. With that settled, she left the room, leaving me to contemplate the error of my ways. I remained draped over the ottoman for several hours, tears still streaming down my face, until she untied me right before bedtime.
I crawled gingerly into bed, unable to find a comfortable position in which to lie.
"You fucked up, big time," Suky said ominously. "You know what that means."
Her question was rhetorical, and I remained silent as she drifted off to sleep. It took me at least an hour to finally fall asleep, consumed as I was with the dread of going to the sex shop to retrieve my cock-cage. In the morning I was very sore, had difficulty walking due to the bruises on the soles of my feet, and was black and blue all over.
My physical impairment did not deter Suky from ordering me to go and fetch my cock-cage. As I limped into the sex shop, I was greeted by Amanda and two of her friends.
"That didn't take you long to fuck up," she teased. "Miss Suky called me and told me that she put the belt to you. We have been expecting you."
The cashier retrieved my cock-cage, and her young friends watched on excitedly as she went through the instructions for its use and care.
"Have you used a chastity device before?" she inquired.
"No," I stammered, extremely uncomfortable with being interrogated by the three of them.
"Will you be locking yourself in, or will Miss Suky be doing the honors?" she asked with a giggle.
To be honest, I hadn't given the cock-cage any thought. I certainly wasn't going to willingly lock myself into chastity, and I told the three young girls that.
"Well," Amanda said, "If Miss Suky will be securing the device you are in good hands. She is an expert at this."
Hearing that I was not the first man that Suky had caged, did not inspire any confidence within me, although I wondered what his transgression had been, to warrant time under lock and key. The cock-cage had already been paid for, such was Suky's confidence that I was going to fuck up. However, there was the small matter of the underwear that I was expected to purchase. I stood there uncomfortably, until the young cashier spoke.
"Is there anything else you need honey?" she said, with much less respect than I deserved as a paying customer.
"Miss Suky," I began, using the respectful title that Amanda had chosen, "wants me to have two more pairs of the crotchless panties she bought for me."
"Ah yes," the young girl said, enjoying my obvious embarrassment, "were they the right size?"
"Yes," I stammered, blushing as I recalled twirling in them for Suky's amusement. "They were perfect."
"What color panties would you like?" she asked, eliciting a giggle from her two friends.
Suky had already decided the colors that she wanted to see me in so I told the cashier, in a hushed tone, "Bubblegum pink and Aqua."
"Two of our most feminine shades," Amanda said with a twinkle in her eye.
I shuffled around uncomfortably as the young girl found the desired shades in my size, charged them to Suky's account, gift-wrapped them in scented pink tissue paper, and then handed them over to me with a smile.
"Have you seen the new Hello Kitty pocket pussy?" she teased as I rushed to get out of there. "Absolutely adorable. I will let Miss Suky know about it."
I could hear the three of them laughing at me as I hightailed it out of there, wondering if the Hello Kitty sex toy really existed, and what part it played in my future.
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Suky and I settled into our unorthodox relationship, in which she got all of her sexual needs met, and I got taken care of every Saturday morning.
Unfortunately for me, Fat John started to interfere with my enjoyment on a regular basis. Apparently he viewed my submission to Suky as an opportunity for him to expand his time slot, and subsequently shorten mine. It was subtle at first, he would show up five or six minutes early, and muscle me out of the room. I never gave him any pushback and within a month, he was already on the massage table by 10.15am.
"You refused to do anything to stop Fat John's abuse of me," Suky berated me one day. "Next you prepared me for his anal invasion. Now you give him fifteen minutes of your session. In essence, you are paying for him to butt-fuck me," she taunted. "I wonder what he will take from you next?"
I shuddered at that thought. John wasn't gay or even bi-sexual, but I know he could justify me giving him an erotic massage or sucking his cock, as an exercise of control. I tried to put that awful thought in the back of my mind, but it was an ominous reminder of the extent of Suky's control over me.
After nearly one month, my wounds finally healed. There was no more evidence of bruising, and I could sit comfortably. I could walk without limping too, as even my feet were better, having taken the longest to heal. One Saturday morning, as Suky ate breakfast, and I knelt under the breakfast table and ate her pussy, she reminded me that she still owed me the rest of my punishment.
I thought she had forgotten all about it, as it had been so long. In an attempt to mitigate my punishment, I put my heart and soul into orally pleasuring her, and she ended up having multiple orgasms on my face.
"You may come out from under the table," she said condescendingly, "I am done coming for now."
I crawled out from between her knees, my face slick with her juices. She smiled sweetly at me, and for one moment, I thought I was off the hook.
"Take a shower," she said, "shave your face. You are joining Rim and I today, at Fat John's massage appointment."
My heart sank as I wondered what the hell I would be expected to do for that fat fuck. I had already prepared Suky for him on multiple occasions. I had lubed her asshole for him, and given her an extended session of analingus to open up her rosebud for him to enjoy. What else could I possibly do for him?
About two hours later, as I knelt next to the massage table, dressed in Suky's yellow babydoll with a yellow ribbon tied in my hair, the situation became clearer to me. John knew that Suky had caught me jerking off to a video of him defiling her. For this reason, I think he surmised that I was attracted to him, which couldn't be any further from the truth. I thought he was a disgusting fat pig, and wanted no part of watching him get off.
John showed up an hour earlier than usual, at 9.30am instead of 10.30am. He sauntered in like he owned the place, and smirked at me as I knelt in my girlfriend's lingerie. Rim and Suky slowly undressed the fat fuck, smiling at him as if he was a total stud. Once he was naked the two of them started to blow him, struggling to maneuver into position, as his gut hung over his genitals. After several minutes, he tired of standing, the effort of supporting his massive weight, wearing him down.
He waddled over to the adjustable massage table and flopped down onto it. Once he was on his back, the girls helped him adjust his position, grabbing a leg each, so that his knees were bent and his soles were flat on the massage table.
"Move your boyfriend so that he has a better view," he instructed Suky.
Suky walked over to me, kicked my legs, and told me to scoot further down the table, so that I could see John's crotch. I shuffled hesitantly on my knees as he directed me into his desired position. Rim walked around behind him and lifted his head up for him, so that he didn't have to exert himself to see me. Once I was exactly where he wanted me, my girlfriend climbed up onto the massage table, her lithe, tanned frame in stark contrast to John's pasty, obese form.
He was already hard, presumably from the combined stimulation of his two-girl blowjob, and whatever jollies he was getting from my debasement. To my surprise, Suky was also very wet, although I doubted very much that it was due to pampering Fat John. I racked my brains trying to remember the events prior to John's entry, but could not recall any time when Suky could have applied lubrication, masturbated herself to self-lubricate, or enjoyed some other form of sexual stimulation that would have caused her to be so ready for vaginal penetration.
I still struggled to believe that Fat John had made her wet, but as I watched intently, my girlfriend straddled his fat body, lowered herself slowly and mounted him. Before John had instructed Suky to move me, his fat gut had obscured his erection. Now, positioned as I was, kneeling below his waistline, I could see his hard cock and his hairy balls as Suky lowered herself onto him. He entered her easily with a loud squishing sound, and once he was balls-deep she lifted herself up from him, so that he didn't have to put any effort into fucking her.
Once she reached the top of her upwards stroke, his nut-sack came into view, and it was soaked with her vaginal secretions, another incontrovertible sign that my girlfriend was very wet. Fat John relaxed on the massage table, enjoying Suky's attempt to drain his nuts. Rim approached the bottom of the table, laid her upper body across the middle of it, and scooted forward until she was in position to lick his nuts.
Judging by their choreographed movements, they had done this before. Rim extended her tongue fully, grazing John's scrotum on Suky's downward stroke, and then leaning forward slightly to kiss and nibble his balls, each time Suky lifted her pussy skyward. John laid there passively as the two young Asians worked to relieve him of his load. John made zero attempt to satisfy, or even remotely pleasure, either girl, but just enjoyed his time on the table.
John didn't take long to come at all under their skillful ministrations, and I watched jealously as his nuts constricted, and he let out a moan, before shooting his load into my girlfriend's pussy. Suky milked him dry, bouncing up and down on his erection, until he placed one fat hand on her stomach, and told her to stop. Rim moved into action now, sucking his nuts as he basked in his post-orgasmic bliss.
"Would you like to watch Rim eat your load from my pussy, baby?" Suky asked. "We can sixty-nine for you, like we usually do."
"I want Tim to taste me," he said with a chuckle. "Mount his face and feed him my load."
John had conditioned these two to obey his every whim, because Suky quickly dismounted him, hopped off the table and grabbed me by my hair. She dragged me by my knees to the center of the room, making sure that John could see, then she pushed me onto my back.
"Your turn, baby," she said with a giggle.
Suky mounted my face and directed me to eat John's load from her. At the same time, Rim helped John roll over onto his side, propping him up with a large pillow, before kissing him gently on the cheek.
"Are you comfortable baby?" she asked. "Why don't you relax and watch the show?"
John looked very relaxed as he made eye contact with me, and watched me suck his ejaculate from my girlfriend's pussy. Rim moved around the table so that she was standing between John and I. She knelt down to avoid impeding his view, and as John watched Suky straddle my face, Rim began to suck his cock.
It was emasculating to eat another man's load from Suky, particularly as he watched, seemingly thoroughly enjoying the show. The combination of my submission to him, and Rim's eager lips on his cock, brought John back to life. As his cock hardened he spoke.
"Let's hit the shower, girls," he said assertively, "I want to blow my second load onto the shower wall, and watch you guys eat it."
The thought of having to watch that disgusting act again made me feel physically sick. However, Suky and Rim acted like eating his semen was an honor bestowed upon them. Suky wanted me to be enthusiastic too, and she issued her next directive.
"Act like it is a great privilege to serve this man," she ordered me. "Smile as if this is a dream come true for you."
I felt like such a wimp as the three of us skipped joyfully down the hallway of the massage parlor, holding hands and chatting excitedly. Especially as John sauntered along behind us, reveling in the submission of his bitches.
Once we got into the bathroom, John told me to kneel just outside the shower door. Rim entered first, starting up the shower to ensure it was a comfortable temperature for John. She quickly motioned for him to enter and he stepped over the threshold, followed by Suky.
My girlfriend knelt at his feet and caressed his upper thigh with her manicured fingernails.
"Can you spread your legs a little more, baby?" she asked him sweetly.
John shuffled his feet a little further apart, allowing my girlfriend to access his inner thigh and nut-sack.
"Can you rest one foot up here, baby?" she asked, tapping the top of the shower shelf.
John made a half-hearted effort to lift his foot, but quickly realized that he didn't have the physical strength to reach the built-in shelf of the enclosure, even though it was only about eighteen inches above the shower floor. So, in order to make it easy for him, Suky tapped her leg and he rested his fat, swollen foot on her upper thigh.
Rim stood in front of Fat John and once he was comfortable, the girls started to soap him up. They were using a product labeled Nuru sensual soap, and while it lathered effectively, it also appeared to be extremely slippery, and I imagined that it probably made a very effective lubricant. Suky worked on Fat John's feet and legs, pampering him as she lathered him up. Occasionally she would ask him to switch legs, as the weight of his fat foot on her upper thigh became increasingly uncomfortable. Rim focused on his upper body, lathering his chest, stomach and arms, before finally moving behind him, to wash his ass.
As soon as Rim stuck her dainty little hand between his flabby ass-cheeks, John spread his legs wider, to facilitate her access. Suky took this as her cue, and leaned forward to suck the tip of John's cock. The combined attentions of Suky and Rim quickly got John erect again, and he watched me impassively as my girlfriend blew him. After a few moments, Rim deemed his fat ass clean, and moved her face closer to rim him.
She gave me a quick glance as she extended her tongue, as if to let me know that today was all about John's pleasure. Then as she reached her manicured nails around him and began to gently scratch his pelvic region, her face disappeared between his flabby buttocks. Suky was making lewd slurping sounds as she blew him. I looked up at John with a mixture of disdain and jealousy, and he smirked at me. His contemptuous look was immediately replaced with sheer ecstasy, as Rim wiggled her tongue around in his anal passage. His eyes rolled back in his head and he muttered under his breath.
"Fuck yeah, right there you dirty bitches," he moaned.
John clearly wasn't going to last long, and made no effort to prolong his release.
"I am close," he said shakily.
Suky continued to fellate him, while she reached up and grabbed his nuts, to try and gauge when he was about to ejaculate. Her slender fingertips gently squeezed his balls, as she worked in tandem with Rim to empty them. Fat John was breathing hard now, and sweating, which made him even less appealing, if that was possible.
Suky had obviously done this before, because her timing was perfect. Just before John exploded, she removed her mouth from his cock, extended her tongue, moved her head beneath his erection, and began to lick his frenulum. This new stimulation, combined with Rim's tongue deep inside his anal passage, and the fact that I was forced to watch this lewd performance, took him over the edge, and he grunted and shot his load right over Suky's shoulder, until it splatted against the shower wall.
John shot a second, slightly less powerful rope of cum over my girlfriend's shoulder, which landed further down the wall. His third shot hit her shoulder, and splattered across the side of her neck. I watched his ejaculate get absorbed by my girlfriend's hair, as Suky turned her head, put her lips back on his cock, and took the remains of his cumshot into her warm mouth.
After he came, they were in no hurry to stop pleasuring him, and worked in tandem to coax the remnants of his load from his nuts. Finally, Fat John tapped Suky on the top of her head as if to signify that he was done. She looked up at him adoringly with a huge smile on her face, as John put his fat foot back on the shower floor, and Rim emerged from between his ass-cheeks, to join Suky in front of him. I know it was just a show, but the look of pure enjoyment on the girls' faces was a sight to behold.
As loathe as I am to admit it, I was impressed with John's orgasm, both in the strength of the emission, splattered against the shower wall as it was, and in the sheer volume of the release. It looked disgustingly unappetizing, and my heart sank at the thought of these two beautiful young girls being forced to share his load. However, it was also an undoubtedly impressive cumshot, the force of which caused it to remain stationary on the shower wall.
The four of us watched the glob for several moments, before gravity finally exerted itself, and the semen began to slide, very slowly, down the wall. This seemed to stir Suky and Rim into action.
"Thank you, John," they said in unison, "would you like to watch us eat your load?"
"I want to see him eat my load," John said derisively, pointing his fat finger at me as I knelt watching the show. "It seemed like he really enjoyed his first taste of me."
My heart sank as Suky said, "You're up Tim," with way too much enthusiasm.
"Crawl over here," Rim added, "John is providing your lunch today."
I crawled towards the three of them in my yellow babydoll, feeling like a total bitch. When I entered the shower enclosure, I saw John's ejaculate slowly sliding down the wall. It was one of the most unappealing sights I had ever seen, and apparently it was my next meal. When I reached the messy glob on the wall, I looked up at Suky, in the hope that she might let me off the hook.
However, as she and Rim snuggled next to Fat John, and started to nibble his ears, I knew what I had to do. I slowly moved my lips towards the disgusting mess, extending my tongue as I reached it. The semen had slid several inches down the wall, coating the tiles as it did so. I put my tongue under the largest glob and tentatively licked it from the wall.
"Smile," Rim commanded, as she snapped the first photo.
I tried to smile but my body fought me all the way. I was in one of the most compromising positions imaginable. I was dressed as a bitch, eating another man's semen from the shower wall, as my girlfriend cheered me on. The last thing I wanted was to have this moment documented on film. I didn't even know whose cell phone Rim was using, for fuck's sake.
"Smile baby," Suky chimed in, "or we will do take two."
"I am down for that," John said, "I would love to bust another load for that pussy to eat."
John's threat spurred me into action, and I forced myself to put a beaming smile on my face, as I ate his ejaculate. Rim took a few more incriminating pictures of me seemingly thoroughly enjoying my meal, and finally John signaled that we were done.
"Send me those photos," he said commandingly, "especially the last one. That pussy looked like he was eating a life-sustaining meal."
My heart sank at the thought of these lewd photos being freely distributed. Over the last few months, Suky had dominated me to the point that my primary concern was keeping my circle of abusers as small as possible. For this reason, I felt a sigh of relief when Rim handed the phone back to Suky, confirming my hope that they were using my girlfriend's phone.
They kept me on my knees for several minutes, chatting and laughing as I licked the entire lower wall and floor of the shower enclosure. Once they were satisfied I had licked up every drop, Fat John whispered something, inaudible to me, in Suky's ear.
"Of course you can, baby," she said enthusiastically, "you can do whatever you want to him. He is your bitch today."
"Stay on your knees, baby," Suky said, turning her attention to me. "Look up at John and thank him for your lunch."
I was furious inside at her latest humiliation of me, but I looked up at that fat pig to offer him my gratitude. Before I could get the words out, John started to urinate on me. I was beyond shocked when his weak stream of piss began to dampen my upper thighs and the hem of my yellow babydoll. I wanted to stand up, and I think Suky realized this because she reacted decisively.
She grabbed the tip of John's cock and directed the stream of piss, strengthening as it was with every second, onto my upper chest and neck.
"Stay," she ordered, as if I were a dog.
Rim laughed aloud at this, extended her hand to grab John's cock and between the two of them, they focused his urine flow, so that I got a thorough soaking. John was laughing too, enjoying my submission to him. After several seconds his piss stream got weaker and he finished up pissing on my knees. When he was done, Rim flicked his cock-head in my general direction, ensuring that every last drop landed on me.
"That showed that little pussy who is the boss, John," my girlfriend said, looking up at him with adoration. "Are you ready to go again? You have an extra hour today," she added, referring to the fact that John had taken one hour of my session for himself.
The three of them exited the shower enclosure, and the girls knelt before Fat John, and lovingly dried him off. I watched jealously as his cock started to twitch, and then slowly rise. Then they were gone, holding hands and laughing as they headed back to coax another load out of that fat bastard.
I hosed myself off, after shedding the befouled lingerie. When I was done showering, Joy was waiting outside my shower enclosure with some clean clothes for me. I was surprised to see that they were my own clothes, which made it clear to me that this was completely pre-meditated.
That wasn't the last time John fucked with me, and I did everything in my power not to
antagonize him. I spent much less time at the massage parlor after that humiliating experience, preferring to concentrate on the eye-candy that was parading through my house, on a daily basis.
Suky had lots of young college girls around the house, although she never invited any guys over. I was very generous with her young girlfriends. I think they assumed I was Suky's sugar daddy, rather than her boyfriend. Young girls get their validation from male interest, and Suky's friends were always tempting me.
They would come over, with armfuls of newly purchased clothes, trying to figure out what to wear on their dates. Many times they would try on different combinations of short skirts and high heels, asking my opinion of which outfits were the sexiest. I know they enjoyed watching me get hard, as they strutted their stuff for me.
Suky's cute friend Amy was the biggest tease, seemingly fixated on whether or not I was Suky's sugar daddy.
"I want a sugar daddy too," Amy, said to me on more than one occasion. "Do you have a twin brother, Tim?"
The girls would also raid my liquor cabinet, and I enjoyed watching them get inebriated before they went bar-hopping. They would dance in a very provocative manner, and even make out with each other, in front of me. I was on edge sexually all the time, and the first time one of Suky's friends offered me some play, I folded immediately.



It was on a Sunday night. Suky was held up at work, Amy stopped by my place to meet her. They were going to a bar within walking distance from my house. Amy had a couple of glasses of wine, as she waited for Suky to come home. I had met Amy several times before, and thought she was hot. She was very petite, with long blonde hair, blue eyes and a very fuckable ass.
Amy and I made small talk and we soon discovered that we had a lot in common. Despite our twenty-year age difference, we both enjoyed eighties music, both loved romantic comedy movies, and both played chess at a decent level. Her parents were divorced and her step-dad was about my age. She confessed that she wanted him to dominate her, bend her over and fuck her brains out.
"I am very attracted to older men," she teased.
When she excused herself to go to the restroom, I checked her out. She really was a beautiful young woman. She was wearing a form-fitting pastel yellow sundress, that accentuated her tight little body. She had on yellow high-heeled stilettos and they made her toned calves look awesome. I was rock-hard watching her walk seductively towards my restroom.
When she returned, I topped up her glass and then decided to excuse myself, before I did something I would regret. Amy sat at my kitchen table and sipped her wine.
Even though I had enjoyed a hard-earned handjob the previous day, courtesy of the lovely Suky, Amy was making my cock hard. I know I am weak when it comes to women, so I excused myself and went into my home-office to work on my computer. As is often the case, work turned into viewing porn and by the time Amy entered my office to ask me to open a second bottle of wine, I was rock-hard.
I didn't make much of an effort to conceal my erection as I poured the beautiful college girl another glass of wine. We returned to my office and Amy let out a little giggle as she saw porn on my computer screen. I sat down quickly in my office chair and changed the website to yahoo.
"Oh, somebody is getting himself all worked up," she teased.
Amy, emboldened by the wine, moved over to me as I was sitting behind my desk. She put one hand on my shoulder and stood way too close to me.
"Suky is very lucky to live here," she began. "I lost my job at Starbucks and fell behind on my rent. It looks like I will have to stay in the dorms. I hope she takes care of your needs, as a way of expressing her gratitude for your generosity."
"We make things work," I replied without much emotion. "How much rent do you owe, Amy?"
"Five hundred dollars," the young girl responded. "Why, do you want to lend it to me?"
"I wouldn't lend you any money, Amy. That would imply that I want something in return. However, I would be very happy to give you five hundred dollars to help you out. No strings attached."
"Really?" Amy exclaimed excitedly. "Are you serious Tim? Oh my God, that would be a lifesaver. Thank you. I just want you to know that if I was lucky enough to live here, I would be happy to take care of you, as a token of my appreciation."
I felt myself getting excited at Amy's forward nature. This young girl was very sexy, good looking, and apparently willing to work out a deal in exchange for an upgrade in her living arrangement.
"I have a spare bedroom if you need somewhere to live, Amy," I offered.
"Really Tim?" Amy gushed. "You would let me live with you? I would much rather live here than the dorms. Will Suky be okay with us sharing you?"
"She has her own thing going on," I said.
Amy seemed happy to hear this. She moved over to me and got right into my space. Her perfume was intoxicating and I inhaled her scent.
"Can I give you a down payment to secure my room?" Amy asked, as she gently squeezed my cock through my jeans.
I knew I should have resisted her, but the combination of her youth and availability got the better of me. I let out a little whimper of pleasure, and felt my briefs get damp as I expelled some pre-cum.
"Are you getting your needs met by Suky?" Amy asked. "It feels like you are horny."
That was an understatement, and as I moved closer to her, we began to kiss. Amy rubbed my cock through my jeans the whole time we kissed, and I wondered if she could feel the wet spot in my pants. After a few minutes of making out, Amy stepped back and I thought she had changed her mind.
"I want to freshen up quickly and brush my teeth," she said sweetly.
Amy grabbed her purse from the table and entered my bathroom. I heard water running in the sink and she emerged a few moments later, with a smile on her face.
"I left something on the countertop for you," she said with a giggle.
She had certainly piqued my interest, so I walked over to my bathroom and entered it. The first thing I noticed on the bathroom counter, was a pair of pastel yellow silk panties, that matched Amy's dress. Lying on top of the silky undies was a packaged condom. My heart was beating faster now, as I realized Amy was offering herself up to me, as a down payment for her new living arrangement.
I picked up the condom from on top of her underwear, and couldn't help but notice that the liner of her panties was wet. Upon closer inspection they were soaked, with Amy's vaginal secretions. I brushed my teeth and returned to Amy with the rubber in my pocket.
Amy gave me a sexy smile and we began to kiss again. My cock continued to leak as we made out, and I decided, on the spur of the moment, to enjoy whatever play Amy offered me.
Amy was a lot more aggressive than most of my previous sexual partners. She was rubbing my cock through my jeans, the whole time we kissed and at some point, pulled my zipper down. I felt her feminine, manicured hand enter my jeans through the zipper and Amy began to tease my cock with her nails. Before long she had my jeans around my ankles and my underwear hit the floor shortly after that. Amy undid and removed my shirt, and a few minutes after we kissed, I was completely naked.
Amy was still fully clothed, other than the silk panties that she had removed, and left on my bathroom countertop. She walked seductively over to my desk, placed her hands on the leather desktop, and leaned over it. Then as I watched her intently, she wiggled her ass, thereby inviting me to enter her from behind.
"The condom is optional," she told me, as she looked over her shoulder at me. "I am clean and on birth control, so you decide."
I am embarrassed to admit it, but I ended up entering Amy as she bent over the large desk in my home-office. I threw caution to the wind and fucked her bare-back. I couldn't contain myself. The thought of getting inside her tight young pussy was irresistible. She was just so young, so beautiful, so available. Once I was inside her, my thoughts turned to that fat-fuck John, and the way he abused Suky every Saturday morning. Uncharacteristically, I slapped Amy's ass.
"Take that you dirty bitch," I said as I slapped her again.
Amy responded favorably to my domination of her, and I felt her self-lubricate as I periodically spanked her.
"I have been a bad girl, Daddy," she teased, "I need to be punished."
I started to fuck her with deep, penetrating strokes and was quickly approaching my orgasm. Amy seemed to realize my needs, because she looked over her shoulder and asked sweetly.
"Why don't you take me the way Fat John enjoys your girlfriend?" she offered.
She was looking me right in the eyes as she offered herself to me but I needed clarification. Amy sensed my confusion and repeated her offer with more clarity.
"Tim, do you want some of my tight little ass?" she teased, wiggling it for effect. "I lubed it up for you when I used your bathroom."
I am just a man, a fairly weak man and easily tempted. I knew it was wrong but I ended up butt-fucking Amy, as Suky was working late. I didn't even wear a condom, as Amy gave me her consent to sodomize her, bare-back. Once I was inside her tight little asshole, Amy started taunting me.
"Fuck my ass, baby. Take it like you own it. Fuck me the way John fucks Suky."
I knew I wasn't going to last long, and it was John and Suky that occupied my mind when I closed my eyes. A few moments later I tensed up, gave Amy a final slap on the ass, and ejaculated deep inside her anal passage. I don't think Amy got much out of our sexual encounter, because after I came, she hopped off my cock and skipped off to choose her new bedroom. I watched as she walked down my hallway, adjusting the hem of her dress as it had ridden up over her ass-cheeks. She peeked in every room and then disappeared inside one of them.
I know it is a generational thing, but when I was in college, sex was a challenge. You made out for a few dates, maybe got a handjob if you were lucky. Penetrative sex eventually came after you were a couple, but I never even thought to ask for anal sex. Hookers provided kinky shit like anal or facials. I had never even heard of a rimjob!
Amy traded her tight little college-girl ass for a place to stay, without any equivocation. Once she found the room she wanted, she hung her jacket in the closet to stake her claim. Like I had a line of twenty-year olds waiting to suck my cock for a place to stay. Amy came and got me, to show me which room she wanted.
"Can I reserve this one?" she asked with an innocent look on her young face.
"It's yours," I said feeling very magnanimous. "Let me know if you need any additional furniture, or want me to have your room painted a different color. Oh, and here is the money for your late rent," I added, handing her five one hundred dollar bills.
Amy took the money with a huge smile. "I don't think I will be spending that much time in my room, do you Tim?" she asked seductively. "Suky doesn't get home for another hour. Let me show you my gratitude."
Before I could respond, Amy grabbed my hand and led me into my home-office. She
expressed her gratitude by kneeling in front of me, and sucking my cock.
As she removed her yellow dress, I admired her youthful pert breasts.
"Don't want to get any stains on my dress," she said playfully. "Suky and I are going out bar-hopping later. I don't want her to know that I drained her boyfriend's nuts tonight."
The sight of Amy kneeling naked before me, as she lavished attention on my cock and balls, brought me tantalizingly close to climax, several times.
"Amy, please," I begged, "Let me come."
"Almost there, baby," she teased. "Turn around. Face your desk and lean over it."
I was breathing heavily as I bent over and leaned across the top of my desk. The leather desk-top felt cold against the tip of my dick, and I could feel pre-cum leaking onto it. Amy rested both hands on my ass-cheeks and spread them apart slightly. A few seconds later I felt her long blonde hair brush my lower back, as she moved her head into position, and I realized that this beautiful young college girl was going to give me a rimjob.
I am not sure if Suky had told her young friend about my affinity for rimjobs, or if it was just foreplay for this next generation, but I absolutely love having my ass eaten. I had experienced this greatest of all sexual pleasures, several times in the last few months, courtesy of the aptly named "Rim."
Now it appeared that this young co-ed was about to show me her rimming skills. I felt her breath on my anus first, and was excited to see that something about our interaction had elevated her level of desire. She was breathing a little harder than normal, and I wanted to make sure that she wasn't stressing about doing this.
"Don't do anything you aren't comfortable with, Amy," I said.
"I can't wait to pleasure you," she assured me. "I am just excited thinking about how my parents would react if they knew how I was spending my free time at college. You are older than my step-father by six months, and I doubt that he would be thrilled to learn that I am about to eat your ass for a place to stay, under his watch, so to speak."
That lewd thought, and particularly the way that Amy had articulated it, made my cock throb. She just looked so innocent and yet she was about to prove otherwise. I felt her soft little tongue graze my taint, and she let out a giggle as I jumped under the stimulation.
While Amy didn't have all of Rim's techniques, it was much sexier having a cute college girl on her knees about to eat my ass, as a down payment on her rent. Amy teased my nuts and taint for several minutes, before finally licking my ass. I stiffened up as her tongue entered my asshole, and she wiggled it around inside of me, as she tickled my balls and ass-cheeks with her nails. A few minutes later I was breathing heavy, and I felt my nuts constrict.
"Amy, I am close," I whispered.
"Not quite yet," she teased, clearly enjoying the power she wielded over me. "I want to watch you come. I will be right back."
Amy withdrew her tongue from my ass, and left my office. I heard her wash her face, and when she returned, she was holding her panties and a bottle of KY lubricant. She was completely naked except for her high heels.
"Suky told me about your Saturday morning fun," she said with a devious smile. "I have been waiting for this for a long time."
Amy knelt before me and wrapped her silky panties around my balls. I could feel the wetness of the crotch against my skin, and knew that I wasn't going to last much longer. Amy flipped the lid of the KY lubricant open, and poured a liberal amount over my cock-head. She grabbed the base of my cock that was encased in her panties, with one hand, and began to jerk me off with the other.
Once again, as with the rimjob, Amy didn't quite have the technique of the massage parlor girls. However, her innocent youthful appearance, and the fact that she was still in college, was a real turn-on, and I soon felt my nuts tighten.
"I am close, Amy," I said through gritted teeth.
"Finish yourself off on me," she invited.
I gave her a confused look and she repeated her offer. "Jerk off on my tits, Tim. I want you to come all over me."
I didn't need another invitation. I grabbed my cock and began to jerk off furiously. Amy looked up at me with her beautiful blue eyes. She held her perky breasts together, and egged me on with her sexually explicit taunts. Moments later I erupted, ejaculating all over her tits and neck. She remained on her knees in front of me, allowing me to enjoy the visual, until I stopped masturbating.
"Feel good Daddy?" she asked, still holding her tits together. "Do you want me to lick my tits clean?"
I know young women say things for shock value these days. The advent of social media and rap videos, makes all young women aspire to be porn-stars, and I assumed Amy was just being cute. However, as my mouth fell open, and desire was written allowed my face, Amy took these non-verbal signs as an affirmative.
She simultaneously lofted her tits skyward, and lowered her glossed lips, until she made contact with my semen, glistening as it was on her breasts. I watched enraptured as her tongue darted in and out of her mouth, and she lapped up my seminal fluids, the way a hungry kitten devours a bowl of milk. She let out a giggle once her breasts were clean, extended her dainty hand, and I helped her to her feet.
I felt an overwhelming connection to this beautiful young woman, and I pulled her in for a hug. We walked to the bathroom together and I helped her freshen up. We made eye contact in the mirror, and she spoke.
"Full disclosure. I am not wasting that five hundred dollars on my late rent. I am going lingerie shopping. What is your favorite color Tim?"
"Pink!" I responded, caught up in the moment, enraptured by this lovely young woman.
"Pink it is! I will wear something sexy for you every time I pay my rent," she said seductively.
After we cleaned up, I poured Amy another glass of wine, and we sat chatting in the living room. A pang of guilt settled upon me and I felt compelled to speak.
"Please don't mention this to Suky," I said.
"You know Suky is a hooker right," Amy said with bemusement. "The guy she sees every Saturday morning right after you, Fat John, fucks her ass twice a week for a twenty dollar tip. She is probably sucking someone off right now. Why would she care if you get some play?" Amy asked.
"I am on restriction, Amy," I said with a wry smile.
"Restriction? What do you mean restriction?" she asked incredulously.
"Suky thinks it is better for our relationship if I only come on Saturday mornings," I said suddenly feeling very self-conscious.
Amy giggled as she processed what I was saying. "You mean when I live here, we will have to sneak around behind Suky's back to have sex? You guys have a strange relationship."
Shortly after my awkward conversation with Amy, Suky texted to say she was on her way home. Amy, because she placed great importance on how men react to her, needed her validation fix. She reached over and began to stroke my cock through my jeans.
As soon as she felt it stiffen, she said, "Illicit sex sounds like fun. We can sneak around if you want. Suky will be home in ten minutes. Would you like a blowjob before your girlfriend gets home?"
I just couldn't resist this young goddess. She knelt before me as I sat on one of the dining room chairs, looking out of the window for Suky's car. The excitement of getting my cock sucked by a young blonde combined with the fear of getting caught got me off quickly, and I spurted my load in Amy's mouth, right before I heard Suky's car pull into my garage.
Amy got up from her knees, and opened her mouth wide, to allow me to witness her swallow my load. Then she wiped the remnants of my semen from her lips, and gave me a kiss on the forehead.
"To illicit sex!" she said with a giggle, before she left the dining room to go and greet her girlfriend.
I heard the two of them laughing in the garage, and I hightailed it into the shower. A few moments later, Suky joined me. She gave me a peck on the lips, and then stood expectantly under the head of the rain shower for me to wash her. It was with a guilty conscience that I soaped Suky up, and started to clean the dirty deeds of her day from her. Suky had entertained about a dozen men that day, mostly handjobs or blowjobs for the newer clients, but vaginal and anal sex for the VIPs. Sex work is hard, and the last thing Suky wanted from me was any expectations of release.
For this reason, I focused solely on her, which in truth, was made a little easier by the fact that I had enjoyed three orgasms, courtesy of Amy. I was consumed with guilt as I lathered Suky up, but I knew that nothing good would come from an admission from me.
Truth was, when I was with Suky my whole world stopped, and I wanted her to know that I truly loved her. I washed her from head to toe, pampering her the best way I knew how. When I got to her feet I massaged then for several moments, willing away the stress of her day.
As expected, Suky wanted her release, after accommodating so many men, without any reciprocation. I ended up laying on my back on the floor of the shower enclosure, as she straddled my face, and slowly lowered her well-used pussy onto my tongue.
"Fat John says hi," she said with a giggle. "It's just him inside me tonight."
I knew that fat fuck had blown his load inside my girl. Most of the other clients ejaculated on Suky, the act of visibly defiling her with their semen being preferable than coming inside her, where it remained hidden. Their wives and girlfriends allowed them to cum inside them. Blowing their load onto someone was far more titillating, but was typically reserved for hookers and massage parlor girls.
Suky showered between every client, of course, two or three minutes under the hot water sufficient to rid the body of a little excess DNA. However, John had deposited his load deep inside my girlfriend's vagina, for the sole purpose of me consuming it. It had remained there throughout the course of her day. Until now, that is.



The combination of my attentions on her labia, and her frantic stimulation of her clitoris, served to loosen John's ejaculate from within her. As Suky enjoyed multiple orgasms, her vaginal walls relaxed, causing John's semen to leak into my mouth. I laid passively on the marble floor of my shower enclosure, eating John's load from my girlfriend's pussy. Finally, after she was satiated, she fell forward and let out a satisfied moan.
"Fuck baby, I needed that," Suky said as she basked in her post-orgasmic bliss. "I had such a shitty day. I hate that fat bastard John. He butt-fucked me today as Rim ate his ass. Then he urinated on both of us in the shower, before depositing his second load in my pussy. He left us twenty dollars each. I hate that fat fuck."
I laid passively under her, silently listening to her complain about her life, trying to convey that I was empathetic to her plight, but also available to take care of her sexual urges. Suky selfishly remained squatting on my face, as I sucked her clit. She came twice more as she continued to vent, and then got up off her knees, and left the shower enclosure.
It was my turn now to wash off the stains of the day, and I turned the water temperature as high as I could bear, to cleanse myself of John's semen. I brushed my teeth three times too, before I could face Suky and Amy.
They looked lovely as they sat in my kitchen having a glass of wine, before heading out to the bar. I sat with them for a few minutes, as they formulated their game plan for the night.
"Nothing crazy," Amy begged, knowing full well what a bad influence Suky is. "I want to have an early night tonight."
"If we meet a couple of hot guys, we can hit the sack early," Suky joked, rubbing her intended infidelity in my face. "Actually," she continued, "even if we bag one hot guy we can call it a night. I don't mind sharing!"
I flashed Amy a quizzical glance, wondering what the fuck she had said to Suky about our encounter, that would make Suky bring up sharing. However, it was obvious that I was overreacting, because seconds later Suky piped up.
"What dude wouldn't leave with the two of us, if given half the chance?" she taunted, looking directly at me.
Shortly after Suky's veiled threat, they left to walk to the bar. I offered them a lift, but Suky scoffed and called me a cock-block.
I gave Amy a hug at the door, trying to be as gentlemanly as possible.
"Check under your pillow," she whispered, as we embraced.
"Don't wait up for us. We are not on the menu for you tonight," was the last thing Suky said as the two of them left.
As soon as I closed the door, I raced into my bedroom. Under my pillow were Amy's wet yellow panties and a note.
"I don't need a receipt for my down payment. I trust you. xoxo."
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I really tried to keep Suky and Tim apart, but as much time as they both spent at the massage parlor, it was inevitable that they would cross paths. Suky stopped by her work late one night to get her paycheck, just as Tim was leaving.
Tim noticed her immediately, and as he did any time he encountered a beautiful woman, he introduced himself. Suky was instantly attracted to his confident demeanor, and in her typical behavior around such men, she adopted a submissive persona.
"Hi beautiful," Tim began, "do you work here?"
"My Auntie owns the place, and she lets me work here on the weekends to supplement my income, and pay for my school," Suky answered honestly. "My name is Suky."
"I am Tim," my boss told her. "Joy is your Auntie?" he asked, trying to prolong his conversation with this lovely young woman.
"Long story, but she is the closest thing to a relative that I have in the States," Suky said.
"What days do you work here Suky?" Tim asked, intending to make an appointment.
"Just Saturdays and Sundays while I am in school," she replied. "Although, I am currently fully booked."
"How about next weekend?" Tim enquired.
"I am fully booked with regulars for the next several weekends," she said apologetically.
"I am not surprised," Tim said, "you are a spectacular young woman."
Suky blushed coyly, a move she had perfected through years of practice. Her coquettish behavior was not lost on Tim, and he smiled approvingly at the young girl. Suky decided, on the spur of the moment, to offer Tim some action.
"Thank you," she said quietly, staying in her submissive mode. "I could attend to your needs now, if that would work for you."
Tim had just enjoyed three orgasms in the capable hands of Rim and Rosebud, otherwise he would have taken Suky up on her generous offer. However, he didn't feel it was necessary to share that with this young lady, opting instead for a plausible excuse.
"I have a dinner engagement," he lied. "However, who is your least favorite client?" he teased. "What time is his appointment? I will take that one!"
Suky laughed and got flushed with excitement at this take-charge man. This was the kind of guy that she responded to.
"I have a guy that I can't stand on Saturday morning at 11.30am," she said, hoping that this white knight would rescue her from this weekly defilement.
"Can't stand?" Tim repeated. "Wow, what on earth can a client do that would make you unable to stand his presence?"
"It is a combination of his increasing expectations, lack of personal hygiene and small tip," Suky responded candidly.
"Go on," Tim said, "you have piqued my interest."
"Fat John, comes in every Saturday and Sunday for anal sex, followed by an ass to mouth blowjob," Suky admitted. "He keeps increasing his demands without adjusting his tip. Rim has been joining me lately, and we even had a foursome with my boyfriend. Well, I say foursome, John made my boyfriend watch, while he enjoyed Rim and I. Then John pissed all over my man in the shower. He still only left me a twenty dollar tip, although on my birthday he gave me twenty five dollars," she said, with a disgusted look on her face. "I would do anything, not to have to entertain that fat bastard."
"First of all," Tim responded, "you need to get yourself a new boyfriend. Yours sounds like a total pussy."
"He is," Suky said, "but for right now he takes care of me financially, and doesn't expect anything in return."
"He doesn't expect anything in return, because deep down he knows he doesn't deserve anything in return," my boss told my girlfriend. "You deserve a better man than that wimp."
"You are right," Suky said agreeably. "What do you plan to do about Fat John?"
"Pencil me in for Saturday at 11.30am," Tim said confidently. "Move Fat John to Rosebud, if he likes to butt-fuck girls. I will show up here ten minutes early, and break the bad news to the fat guy. Maybe I will bring some donuts to soften the blow for him! Maybe we can let John enjoy a session with Rim and what's his name?"
"Tim," Suky responded cheerfully. "My boyfriend's name is Tim."
"Tim and Rim," my boss said with a chuckle, "the perfect distraction for Fat John."
Suky laughed at this and said, "Ok, deal! I will be eternally grateful to you."
"I will hold you to that," Tim said suggestively.
He turned to leave the massage parlor and when he got to the door he said, "Oh, and Suky, we will be in the VIP room."
"That's actually a private room Tim," she responded naively, "but I will make your session otherworldly whatever room we have to use."
"Ok, sounds good Suky," Tim said modestly.
He didn't let Suky know that the VIP room was his. He would let her know Saturday morning.
When Saturday finally arrived, I was enjoying my usual morning session with Suky immensely. I had already come twice, and she was telling me stories about some of the lewd things men paid her to do for them. This part of my session always got me hard. There was just something about hearing about Suky's other guys, that made me want to come.
"One of my regulars paid me an extra three hundred dollars to urinate on me in the shower," she taunted. "Then he posted a review about it on Rubmaps, that prick. You can just imagine the kinds of texts and phone calls I have been receiving since then. Men are disgusting pigs."
My first thought was I wondered if I could piss on Suky for three hundred dollars. I felt my cock stiffen at this titillating scenario, and Suky gave me a fake look of horror.
"Ew," she said, "that turns you on Tim?"
I tried to say no, but my cock had betrayed me, and Suky smiled seductively at me.
"When is your birthday Tim?" she asked me.
"September 15th," I replied
"Soon," the young girl told me. "I have the perfect birthday surprise for you. On your special day, you can take a piss on me in your marble shower enclosure, if that is what really turns you on," she offered cheerfully. "You want to see what a courtesan really does, I will show you."
"That's not really my thing Suky," I lied.
"Yeah right," she said laughing. "Tell that to your cock. The little guy seems to like the sound of it."
Suky reached over and grabbed my rock-hard cock, which definitely seemed open to a session in the shower. She poured some KY jelly over my cock-head and started to rub it in with the palm of her hand.
"What do you want me to wear in the shower for your birthday treat?" she teased. "A bathing suit? A cocktail dress? My High School prom dress?"
I had given up the pretense of not being interested in giving Suky a golden shower. In truth, the thought turned me on immensely and she knew it. Suky began to describe the outfit choices in greater detail, and upon learning that she planned to wear a garter belt and stockings under her prom dress, I felt myself approach orgasm.
Suky knew I was close and took me over the edge with her words.
"My prom dress is silk, baby," she informed me. "It is totally see-through when it is wet. You will be able to see the outline of my garter belt straps, after you piss on my ass."
A few seconds later, as I imagined urinating over Suky as she posed in the doggy-style position, I blew my load all over my thighs and her wrist. I had a very powerful orgasm, but as soon as I had ejaculated, I felt shame wash over me.
"I am sorry, Suky," I began, "it is just a fantasy. Just words to help me get off."
Suky brushed off my attempts to say sorry, but I could see the disappointment in her eyes. I was the last true gentleman on her schedule, and I had cum talking about pissing on her.
After Suky cleaned me up, I tipped her the usual two hundred dollars, and she left to get me some water. I heard a commotion in the hallway, and stuck my head out of the door. I saw Tim, my boss, telling fat John the way it was going to be.
"You are in room four today with Rosebud, end of story, John. Also, you are no longer on the schedule for Sundays with Suky. You can pick another masseuse, and I will pay for your session, but Suky is off-limits to you."
John backed down, nodded his understanding of the new program, and left with Rosebud. Tim turned around and we made eye contact just as Suky returned with my water.
"Timmy," he said loudly. "What the hell are you doing here on a Saturday?"
As Suky handed me my water, she kissed me on the cheek.
"See you at home baby," she said sweetly.
Tim put two and two together, and his face clouded over.
"This is your pussy of a boyfriend?" he asked Suky in astonishment. "Fat John pissed all over this guy?"
"How long have you known Suky?" he asked me, angrily. "Have you been holding out on me? Keeping the cutest one for yourself?"
I didn't know what to say. His assessment of the situation was accurate. I had tried to keep the lovely Suky to myself, and he had caught me red-handed. Suky tried to process what was happening, but it was very confusing for her.
"You guys know each other?" she asked.
"This cuckold pussy works for me," Tim explained.
Then, turning to me, he said angrily, "Wait for me in Joy's office, Timmy. You have some explaining to do."
"Timmy?" she said with a giggle. Then, as she processed the dynamic between my boss and I, she added, "Oh, Timmy's in trouble now."
Tim gave Suky a firm slap on the ass. "You are the one in trouble girl," he said playfully. "Let's go. The VIP room is mine. I want you to show me your eternal gratitude. Fat John is out of your life."
Tim and my beautiful Suky walked hand in hand down the hallway, as I stood there consumed in jealousy. Joy had heard the commotion and came out of the office.
"He had to find out eventually," she said trying to console me. "Come and have a cup of coffee while you wait."
I sat in Joy's office like a total fucking pussy, waiting for my boss to finish enjoying my girlfriend. I knew she was a courtesan, and had been a prostitute in Malaysia, but it felt really personal knowing my boss was using her for his pleasure. On his expense account, for fuck's sake.
Tim enjoyed the lovely Suky for nearly three hours. Joy had to rearrange two more of Suky's clients. She offered them both a free session with two masseuses, so there weren't any complaints. Finally, Tim entered Joy's office with Suky hanging all over him. She had a glow on her face that I had only ever seen once before, when she sent me the picture of her after she got fucked in the airport bathroom.
Tim exchanged pleasantries with Joy, and then told her that he would be in the VIP room for a few more minutes, sorting out the misunderstanding. He turned and left the room abruptly with Suky right behind him, like a puppy dog following its new master. I took in a deep breath, and walked towards the VIP room.
I hadn't seen this side of Tim since he took my job several months ago, and I wasn't sure how to react. I knew he was an Alpha Male, and it made sense to be passive, so as not to further inflame him. However, that would make me look weak in front of Suky's eyes, and she was still my girlfriend, so I was conflicted. I knocked on the door of the VIP room, and I heard Tim say "enter" very quietly.
I must admit I was relieved he had used a softer tone of voice, until I remembered that the room was sound-proofed. He must have been quite forceful in his directive, for me to even hear it.
I entered the room nervously. Tim was my direct boss but, more than that, he had complete autonomy over the staffing needs of the company I had worked for, over the last eleven years. He could adjust my pay, benefits, schedule, office assignment on a whim. I needed to act respectfully.
Tim and Suky were sat on a love-seat facing the door. He had his arm around her and she was snuggled in close to him, with her face against his neck. She stroked his chest absentmindedly with her beautifully manicured fingernails. Tim had placed a foot-stool in front of the love-seat, and motioned for me to sit on it. It was very low-slung, and once I was seated, I looked up at him with trepidation.
Tim tore me a new asshole in front of my girlfriend, and she watched with apparent amusement as he belittled me.
"What happened to your undying loyalty? Why would you try and cheat me like that?" he began. "I have been really good to you. Why would you cock-block me from the cutest girl here, and try and keep her for yourself? You selfish prick."
Suky was looking directly at me, trying to gauge my level of resistance, which to be honest, was zero.
"Please Tim," I said, with deference. "I am sorry. I fucked up. I fell for Suky the first time I met her, and she has been my girlfriend for the last few months. How can I make it up to you?"
"For starters, Timmy," he began assertively, "I am taking your 10am session with Suky every Saturday morning. I will enjoy your girlfriend's first session of the day, when she is freshly showered and untouched by other men. You will take Fat John's 11.30am session and enjoy my leftovers, if we are even done by then."
"Sloppy seconds," Suky interjected with a giggle, enjoying Tim's complete domination of me.
"Sloppy seconds indeed Suky," Tim added with a smile. "I am going to get you real dirty before Timmy gets his turn."
Suky was responding very favorably to Tim's belittling of me, and she reached her lips up to him for a kiss. My boss met her halfway, and they enjoyed a sloppy open-mouthed smooch.
I sat there wishing I was somewhere else. I had been in this situation before, an unwitting audience to a couple that were making out. My college roommate had a steady girlfriend and they spent a lot of time in our shared dorm-room. They were very affectionate, hugging and kissing all the time, and on more than one occasion, I watched awkwardly as they French kissed for several minutes.
It was bad enough being the third wheel and watching two people so engrossed in a public display of affection, that they were no longer aware of your presence. This feeling of inadequacy and being in the wrong place, was greatly amplified by the fact that one of the two people sucking face, was my girlfriend.
My emasculation was exacerbated by the fact that Suky was exhibiting the signs of abject arousal, from merely kissing. I had seen these physical demonstrations of desire before, but usually after an extended session of cunnilingus, or if Suky pleasured herself with her vibrator.
For her to come so close to the boil from merely kissing my boss, added insult to injury, but the signs were undeniable. Suky's face had reddened under the sexual provocation, her nipples were erect, and there was a light sheen of perspiration glistening on her forehead and upper chest. She was wearing skin tight Lycra boy-shorts, and her clitoris was protruding from her labia, desperately seeking stimulation.
In the confines of the VIP room, which was almost airtight due to the soundproofing measures Joy had taken to accommodate my boss, the smell of Suky's arousal hung in the air. Her vaginal secretions were visible on her boy-shorts, her inner thighs and the
love-seat on which she sat, for fuck's sake.
As their extended kiss ended, Tim turned back to me with a scowl, and continued his verbal assault.
"I am not going to make this decision while I am angry, but I have a good mind to make you service and pamper Fat John every Saturday morning, while I enjoy your girlfriend," he said assertively. "I know Suky begged you to intervene and you did absolutely nothing to protect her from John. I also know that you think he is the most disgusting human being on the planet. Suky told me that you said you would throw up if you had to service that pig on a regular basis. What poetic justice if you spend Saturday mornings on your knees in front of that fat prick."
"Please, Tim," I begged, "not that."
"I bet Fat John would forget all about Suky if you and Rim were lavishing attention on him. He could enjoy his grand finale, in the shower, every Saturday morning," he threatened me.
As I processed that horrific idea, Tim continued to berate me.
"I am cancelling your $2000 per month retreat payment, as you have apparently sublet my RV, to a college kid. Did you even read the lease agreement you signed? It states very clearly no subletting is permitted."
"I didn't charge Suky any money to sleep in the RV," I interjected. "She only slept there for a few nights. It is still yours to use as you see fit."
"Don't interrupt me you fucking pussy," Tim said angrily. "You can kiss your $5000 monthly performance bonus goodbye, too. If you read the small print, it is a rolling bonus, renewed monthly at my discretion. I will assign you a new office on Monday morning, so get your ass to the office and start packing your shit after we are done here."
"Please Tim," I exclaimed weakly. "I know you are pissed at me, but can't you punish me some other way than financially," I pleaded. "I am already way over-extended."
"I am not responsible for your piss-poor financial planning," he said coldly. "Forty grand a month and you are broke," he scoffed. "I will think long and hard about whether or not to renew your contract, when it expires in three months. I would get your finances in order if I were you. If you still work here in the fall, it will be for less money."
"Tim please, can't you take something else from me?" I said quietly, as the full weight of his power over me became apparent.
"I am taking your birthday present too," he said with an air of arrogance, that would come from holding someone's financial well-being in your hands.
"My birthday present?" I said. "I am confused."
"Let me clear up any confusion for you Timmy. On September 15th, which I believe is your birthday, I am going to enjoy your birthday gift from Suky. Not you! You can watch if you want."
I must have still looked confused because Suky spoke up.
"Tim has decided that he will take a piss on me in my marble shower enclosure, on your birthday. He wants me to wear my High School prom dress, the silk one, with my garter belt and stockings. I want you to watch him take your birthday gift from you."
"Watch?" Tim added. "I want Timmy to participate. He can serve me cold beers all afternoon until my bladder is completely full. Maybe I will make him kneel next to you on the shower floor Suky! Give you both a good soaking."
Suky was loving this display of dominance, and snuggled closer to Tim. She felt his cock through his pants, and looked at him admiringly.
Their connection was palpable and once again I faded into the background, as far as they were concerned. Suky stood up, faced Tim and climbed onto his lap. She put one knee on either side of his legs and, as he looked at me with contempt, she lowered herself into his lap.
Suky had given countless lap dances as a courtesan in Malaysia, and had continued to hone her skills servicing the VIP clients at the massage parlor. She had some fantastic moves, and as she gyrated on Tim's lap, it was evident that he was going to get erect. She was just too fucking irresistible, her tight little ass dry-humping my boss, like a bitch in heat.
As I watched them fuck through their clothes, it occurred to me that dry-humping was a bit of a misnomer. They were both far from dry, Suky's secretions evident to at least two of my senses, as I could see them smeared all over her thighs and smell them heavy in the air. Tim's pants had concealed his fluids, although I had no doubt that they were flowing freely, as Suky gave him the world's sexiest lap dance.
I waited patiently to be dismissed, done as I was watching this lewd sex show, particularly as one of the participants was my girlfriend. Suky raised herself up slightly from my boss' lap and fumbled with his zipper. Her heightened sense of arousal was making it more difficult than it needed to be, and finally Tim, eager to get inside her wet pussy, extracted his erect cock from his zipper. As soon as Suky felt the tip of his cock poking around at the entrance to her vagina, she slid the crotch of her boy shorts to one side.



They were still apparently unaware, or at least unconcerned, of my presence in the room, so caught up were they in the moment.
"You feel like you are ready to go again," Suky said with admiration in her voice, as she lowered herself onto his cock.
"You make me so hot for you," Tim whispered.
As much as their physical desire for each other had excited me, it was witnessing their intimacy that really got me hot. Their muted whisperings as they positioned themselves to fuck again, made me leak into my underwear. I shuffled uncomfortably on the low-slung footstool, and the resultant squeak alerted them to my presence.
"Can you excuse us Timmy?" Suky said, making no effort to hide her lust.
"Yeah, beat it Timmy. Head back to the office and start preparing yourself for a move to a smaller office," my boss added derisively. "I am going to fuck your girlfriend once more before I leave."





        My New Boss Pt. 12

        Suky makes me jerk off in front of her friends and eat it.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-new-boss-pt-12

Title: My New Boss Pt. 12

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: Fetish

Description: Suky makes me jerk off in front of her friends and eat it.

Tags: cuckold, humiliation, cum eating, forced to wear panties, forced masturbation, fetish, dominant female

Series: My New Boss


By the time I had got up from the foot-stool and put it away in the corner of the VIP room, Tim was balls-deep in my girlfriend. In addition to the sight of Suky's secretions all over her thighs and the love-seat, and the smell of her arousal lingering in the air, I was now also assaulted by the sounds of their love-making. Squishy noises emanated from her wet pussy, as Tim thrust deeply into it.
I beat a hasty retreat from the VIP room, as the sounds of Tim and Suky laughing, echoed down the hallway. I heard the heavy sound-proofed door shut, and it went silent. Joy was on me immediately.
"Now that you are single, do you want to enjoy Rim before you leave?" she inquired. "Take advantage of being off of restriction. It's on the house. I know Rim forced you to eat her pussy. This is your chance to get payback. If I know my niece, this fling with Tim won't last long."
I smiled at Joy, and thanked her for trying to cheer me up. It was going to take a lot more than the pretty Filipino Rim eating my ass, to get me over the loss of Suky.
I headed back to the office, stunned by the new developments. My mind was spinning from the confrontation I had just had with my boss. However, I did try and set out a realistic expectation of what Tim could do to my career. I didn't think he could fire me without a few questions, at least, from the Board.
I had been here a long time, and had excellent performance reviews every year. More recently, thanks to Tim's policy of including the most valuable contributors, my name was all over some of the very successful advertising campaigns. I figured my employment prospects were good, it was my benefits and perks, that he could fuck with. And of course, my girlfriend, Suky.
I had made good progress packing up my office, when Tim showed up. He was definitely calmer than he had been earlier, when he tore me a new asshole. Probably because he just got his rocks off inside my girlfriend, I mused. He didn't say anything to me, but strode into his office with purpose. After a few minutes the stress was getting to me.
I stuck my head in his open door and said pleasantly, "I am going to Starbucks, can I get you anything?"
"Thanks Timmy," he said calmly, "I will have a Mocha Frappuccino. Oh, and a Warm Brown Sundae, from Baskin-Robbins."
"Yes, boss," I responded in a friendly manner, although I realized that this was an exercise in control, on his part.
Starbucks was located in the ground floor of our office building, and was a three minute trip via elevator. Baskin-Robbins was in the local mall, a ten minute drive with no traffic. It was Saturday afternoon and the mall would be packed. I didn't say anything else to my boss, but went to the parking structure and drove to get him his Sundae. Thirty minutes later, my boss was enjoying his ice-cream Sundae as we chatted.
"You know what Timmy, I am very disappointed in you for holding out on me. I intend to use your girlfriend every Saturday morning, before handing her off to you for sloppy seconds. I won't permit Suky to shower between our respective sessions."
I lowered my head at the prospect of being handed my own girlfriend back, after my boss had used her. However, I knew enough about deference to let him continue.
"I think I have punished you enough financially, having reduced your compensation by seven thousand dollars per month. However, I need to keep you humble to ensure you have learned your lesson, for a few months at least. Consider yourself on probation. The next time you fuck up, you are going to be Fat John's plaything every Saturday morning. I won't permit him to shower either, at least before his pampering session with you. After he gets off, he will be allowed to use the shower. I think that is his favorite part of your session together," my boss taunted.
That was the end of the beat-down. Tim had extracted his pound of flesh, and he relented on the office move. I was very relieved as I unpacked my personal effects and rearranged my office. That office defined my worth within the company, and I was grateful to keep it.
I was dreading Saturday morning and the week seemed to drag by. Tim texted me Friday night.
"Meet me at 10am at the massage parlor. Tell Suky to wear her lime green bikini and high heels."
I responded immediately with a meek "ok boss," but wondered why the fuck Tim wanted me to meet him. My appointment wasn't until eleven-thirty, after he had enjoyed Suky. I really wasn't in a position to argue with him so Suky and I waited for him, outside the massage parlor at the appointed time. Suky was wearing her lime green bikini, with the matching high heels, and nothing else.
The massage parlor, like a lot of sexually oriented businesses, was in a part of town known for street-walkers, and a few cars slowed down to check Suky out and to see if she was on the game.
I had tried to get her to wear a coat over her bikini, for modesty, but she said that Tim was very clear in his expectations of her outfit.
"It will be better for both of us, if we follow his instructions to the letter," she informed me.
Tim pulled up to the curb just before 10am. He exited his rental Mercedes, placed one hand on Suky's lower back, just above her ass, and guided her into the massage parlor. As she entered the door in front of him, he turned to me and tossed me his car keys.
"Park my Benz in the shade, Timmy," he said dismissively.
After I parked his car, I decided to get some breakfast. I had ninety minutes to kill before it was my turn with my girlfriend. I returned to the massage parlor around eleven-fifteen, and Joy invited me into her office for some tea.
I enjoy Joy's company and I know she has some empathy for my situation. However, I felt like a complete pussy, as I waited in her office for Tim to finish enjoying Suky. Eleven-thirty rolled by and there was no sign of the two of them. Finally just before twelve-thirty, Tim strolled into Joy's office looking very relaxed. Suky was right behind him, in obvious need of a shower.
I could see vaginal secretions all over her inner thighs, and there was evidence of semen on both pieces of her bikini, and in her hair.
"Is my twelve-thirty appointment here?" she asked her Auntie.
"Yes, Rim is getting him warmed up in room four," she said with a smile. "Take a quick shower and get your ass in there Sucky. Don't keep your honored guest waiting."
"Yes Auntie, I will be quick."
Suky turned to me and said, "Sorry Timmy, we got caught up in the moment and I completely forgot about you," she began.
Then, without any modesty or shame, she wriggled out of her bikini bottoms and handed them to me. As I took them from her, I noticed that they were soaking wet with her juices and the liner was full of semen.
"FaceTime me tonight and I will make it up to you, I promise!" she added. "I won't be coming home tonight," she added wistfully, "I am going to stay at Tim's."
With that, Suky turned and left the room to take a shower. I had her soiled bikini panties in my hand and was reluctant to put them in my pocket, as wet as they were. Tim looked at me stood there with an erection and Suky's panties, and must have felt some pity.
"Who is available right now?" he asked Joy.
"Handi and Rosebud," the Mamasan responded.
"Give Timmy thirty minutes with Handi," he said magnanimously. "One orgasm, handjob only," he added with a smirk. "Put it on my tab. See you Monday, Timmy."
After he left, Joy tried to console me.
"You can upgrade to Rosebud," she said, generously. "I won't say anything. You might feel better if you fuck Rosebud's tight little asshole. On the house, of course!"
I thanked Joy for trying to make me feel better, but ended up declining my pre-paid handjob. I left the massage parlor with my tail between my legs, and drove home. Suky had clients all day, and didn't finish work until almost 10pm. She did text me around 9pm to let me know she had one more client, and then she would FaceTime me.
"Make sure you are ready to go. I want you in Bubblegum Pink!" her final text read.
My heart sank as I knew that Suky was referring to my new Bubblegum Pink panties. Jerking off naked in front of my girlfriend, and whoever else she invited to watch, was emasculating enough, but having to wear a pair of pink silk panties as I performed for their amusement, made it much worse.
Around 10pm my iPad started to vibrate, and apparently Suky was ready to watch me jerk-off. Tim had beat me down so much, I didn't even ask who else was watching. I was already naked, except for my new panties, lying on my towel with my KY lube, and Suky's soiled bikini panties.
"Hi baby," she said cheerfully. "You ready to perform for us?"
My heart sank as I realized Rim was with her again, and possibly even Joy. This news was a double-edged sword. It was very humiliating to have to masturbate in front of my girlfriend and her co-workers, but the added stimulation would make my orgasm more intense.
"Yes, baby, I am ready," I replied. "Am I on the big screen?"
"Of course baby," Suky responded with a giggle. "We just had our weekly staff meeting and all the team are here! When Tim found out you declined his offer of a handjob, he thought it would cheer you up to bust a nut before bed."
I shuddered at the indignity of having to masturbate for six young girls, and Joy. However, I was rock-hard, and they were ready for showtime, so I started to stroke my cock.
The girls were quite vocal in their taunts and verbal abuse of me, and I wondered if they had been drinking. As it turns out, they were just happy to have the day behind them, and go from entertaining men all day, to watching one perform for their amusement.
Joy took control again, the others deferring to her not only because she owned the salon, but because she was twenty years older than the rest of them. Joy ran me through a series of humiliating and physically challenging positions, until I was sweating from the exertion. Of course, to make matters worse, I was erect the entire time, the tip of my cock protruding from the waist band of my silk panties, as if to emphasize my uncontrolled lust.
After I had run through Joy's exhausting routine, she informed that the girls were ready to see me have my release. I opened the bottle of KY lube, and began to apply the silky liquid to my cock-head. The humiliation of performing for the young girls had aroused me immensely, and I let out a frustrated whimper, as I lubricated my cock.
"He's not going to last long," Handi said, the most junior member of the team, stating the fucking obvious.
"He never does," my girlfriend added, to a round of laughs from the girls. "Use my bikini panties to jerk off," she added, demonstrating her total control of me.
As soon as I picked up her lime green bikini bottoms, and wrapped them around my nuts, I felt my balls constrict, a sure sign that my release was imminent. I jerked myself off for a few strokes before Suky spoke again.
"Come in the liner of my panties," Suky instructed me.
I removed the silky panties from my nuts, positioned the crotch over the tip of my cock, and exploded into them a few seconds later. I came hard, accompanied by a fairly raucous cheer from the young girls. Their taunts and laughter faded into the background momentarily after I orgasmed, and I enjoyed my release for a few moments before Suky snapped me out of it.
"Let's see how you did," she teased.
I removed the crotch of the panties from my cock-head, and let them fall to the floor.
"We can't see the liner," Suky informed me.
Like all men, I had lost interest in this little game the second after I ejaculated. However, unlike most men, I was not a free man. Rolling over and falling asleep was not one of my options, so I adjusted the position of the panties, so that the crotch was visible on their big screen.
Rim was the first woman to comment on the copious load in Suky's panties.
"Huge load Timmy!" she remarked. "I am impressed. I want to watch you eat it."
I heard the cheer go up, as the girls enthusiastically approved of Rim's directive for me to eat my jizz, from the liner of Suky's panties. I was very hesitant to stick my face into that disgusting mess, and it took a little coaxing from Joy, for me to do so.
"My girls do everything in their power to accommodate your kinks when you are in my massage parlor," Joy began, firmly. "Do as Rim instructed, now!"
I tentatively lowered my lips to the liner of Suky's panties, knowing full well that I was not completely responsible for the copious load that soaked the crotch. I reluctantly extended my tongue until it made contact with the semen, which had cooled to room temperature and had congealed slightly. I scooped up a small mouthful with my lips, and almost gagged as I swallowed it.
Suky was also well aware that there was more than one contributor to the mess in the panty liner, and to my horror, she told everyone.
"Full disclosure," she began, getting everyone's attention. "That huge load in my panty liner is not all Timmy's. Most of the semen in my panties is actually Tim's. It leaked from me after he fucked me," she announced, to a chorus of laughs from the whole team.
The girls watched intently, as I ate the remnants of my boss' load, from the liner of my girlfriend's bikini panties. Once they were satisfied that I had swallowed it all, Joy continued to take control of me.
"Set your pocket pussy up the way it was when you performed for Suky and Rim," she instructed me, her tone leaving no room for discussion. "Oh, and let's see your new Aqua panties."
I know my body language was that of a beaten man. I had just emptied my nuts, and was in no mood for their protracted games. However, I followed Joy's instructions, disappearing from their big screen for a few moments as I set up my plastic sex toy. Even though they couldn't see me, I could still hear them as I prepared for my next performance.
The energy level had ramped up in the employee break room, and they were all in anticipation of the next segment of my showtime.
"I have never seen a guy fuck a pocket pussy," I heard one of them say. "How demeaning."
Joy knew exactly what she was doing by saving the pocket pussy for last. Demeaning pretty much encapsulated the experience for me, but it was made worse by the fact that I had already ejaculated, and just wanted to go to bed.
"I bet that pussy can't get it up again," I heard Rim tell her assembled co-workers.
Once I had my pocket pussy wedged between the sofa and the cushions, I arranged the crotchless panties just so. I lubed up the entrance to the sex toy, and solely to increase my pleasure, I scented the whole jerk-off apparatus with Suky's perfume. Then I positioned my iPad in such a way that the team could watch me fuck it. A loud cheer emanated from the room as I came into view, wearing just my new Aqua panties.
"Somebody got some new panties," Rim announced. "How do they fit, Timmy? Do a little twirl for us."
I knew nothing good would come from fighting her, so I twirled around for their amusement, as the girls rained abuse on me. I can't explain my psychological make-up, or why I am so twisted sexually, but as they taunted me, I slowly grew an erection.
As soon as I was hard, my primary focus became busting a nut, and with that end in mind, I knelt in front of my pocket pussy. Joy instructed me to adjust the position of my iPad slightly, to enhance their view.
"That's perfect," she said, after I moved it slightly. "Now, mount up. Fuck your pocket pussy and make sure you come inside it. We don't want to see your dribble of a load. It is embarrassing to watch."
As the entire massage crew watched on intently, I lined up the tip of my cock with the well-lubricated opening of the pocket pussy, and mounted it. Fuck that felt good as I entered it. As soon as I was balls-deep, the taunts resumed, the girls conversing as if I wasn't there.
"We made him fuck his puss twice the other night," Rim said proudly. "I simulated sex with him the first time, positioning my pussy just above the pocket pussy. Needless to say, he came very quickly," she added with a giggle.
"Then," Suky chimed in, "I also simulated sex with Timmy, although I did let him have a quick taste of the real thing," she said proudly.
"Timmy finally had sex with you?" Joy asked, with interest.
"Well, not in the sense that Tim does, or Fat John used to," Suky teased. "Not to completion, he still ejaculated inside the plastic pussy. He hasn't earned the right to get off in my pussy yet."
"Maybe on your wedding night," Joy teased. "Although I have a feeling he won't be the first man to enjoy you in your bridal gown, on your special day."
"He's no stranger to sloppy seconds," Suky said, to a round of laughs from the massage crew.
The thought of my boss fucking my bride right after the wedding ceremony reverberated around my mind, and under the watchful eye of the six young Asians and the Mamasan, Joy, I pounded the crap out of my pocket pussy. My silky panties teased my nuts with every inward stroke, conspiring with the taunts of my audience, to get me off.
I must have looked fucking ridiculous as I approached my orgasm. My silk panties had ridden up between my ass-cheeks, as a result of my furious assault of my sex toy. I was sniffing the aroma emitted by the scented panties that were wrapped around my pocket pussy, trying desperately to forge some kind of connection between my orgasm and my beloved Suky, even as she sat on a sofa with her co-workers watching my capitulation with amusement.
I was almost at the point of no return when I heard my boss' voice over the speaker of my iPad.
"You bitches ready?" he asked in an aggressive manner. "I had a tough day and I need some release."
"We can't wait, baby," I heard my girlfriend say. "Are you sure you can handle all of us at once?"
"I am about to find out," he said with a laugh. "Let's go, I am ready to bust a nut."
Tim's interruption disrupted my flow, and I stopped fucking my pocket pussy and listened intently, as he took control of the entire massage team.
"Let's start in the shower," Tim suggested. "Get rid of the cuckold, Suky."
"I'd already forgotten about that wimp," she said with a giggle. "Beat it Timmy," she added derisively. "We have a real man to entertain us now."
"Fucking pussy," Rim said dismissively, terminating our FaceTime session as my iPad went black.
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As soon as Tim told the girls to get rid of me, my iPad went black, as Rim terminated the streaming of me fucking my pocket pussy. It was an abrupt ending to my forced masturbation session, and while part of me felt relieved, my excitement was fueled by the thought of what my boss was going to do with the entire massage team at his disposal. There were six twenty-something young Asians and the Mamasan, Joy. How the hell could one man handle that much stimulation?
I resumed fucking my pocket pussy as I contemplated my boss' session with the girls. I knew I would hear all about it in excruciating detail, tomorrow at work, but for now it was just what my imagination could conjure up. I exploded into my sex toy a few moments later, my eyes closed, thinking about my girlfriend taking a facial from my boss.
After I came, shame washed over me, as I took in the visual of my plastic sex-toy stuffed into my sofa, encased in a pair of scented silky panties. It seemed so demeaning, especially while my boss had seven women at his disposal. My cock went soft and I withdrew from the pocket pussy, the combination of the lube and my semen smeared all over the front of my silky panties. Rim's final slur, "Pussy," was an accurate and fitting pejorative.
Suky never came home that night. She moved on to bigger and better things, as she spent the night with Tim. I knew that my boss had enjoyed the fuck out of my girlfriend, and would tell me all of the sordid details, the next day at work. Even though I had been forced to watch Fat John enjoy Suky, I had never been cuckolded by someone that I had to see everyday. The thought of it, prior to it happening, disgusted me. However, now that I was actually living it, it made my cock rock-hard, just to think about it. Every time I closed my eyes, I could visualize Suky kneeling before my boss, smiling up at him, with his semen splattered all over her face. This sensation was tinged with jealousy, and a hint of sadness, but my cock stayed erect all evening.
When Amy returned home that night from her after-school study group, she asked me where Suky was. I could barely verbalize the events of the evening, so traumatizing were they to me. However, as I stammered through my recollection of what had transpired, my cock continued to stay rock-hard.
Amy obviously noticed my mixture of distress and arousal, because sensing an opportunity, she moved in for the kill. When I turned in for the night, the beautiful young college girl was in my bed, dressed in her new pink lingerie. She smelled so good, was dressed so sexily, and made herself so available to me, I just could not resist her, even though I had already come twice that evening.
"I am available to you, for whatever needs you may have," she teased. "I want nothing in return, your desire for me is sufficient. Just tell me how you want me."
"Doggy-style," I stammered, remembering the first time I had taken her over my desk.
Amy didn't need any foreplay, intimacy or further direction. She got up on the bed on all fours, arched her back so that her blonde hair spilled over her pink silk camisole, and wiggled her ass seductively. I went to lower her panties, but she looked over her shoulder and informed me.
"I am wearing crotchless panties, baby. I will only ever wear this style of underwear when I am around you. I want to make it easy for you to get inside me, whenever you feel in the mood."
I ended up easing into Amy's tight, young pussy, from behind, through the access hole in her panties. The silk felt fantastic as it caressed both sides of my cock, while we fucked doggy-style. Her assurance that she wanted nothing in return, conspired with her submissive stance, and the gentle caress of her silky panties, to get me off. As I approached my orgasm, Amy issued her next request.
"Pull out of me when you are ready to blow your load," she pleaded. "I want you to ejaculate all over my new lingerie. Mark me as your bitch."
This was all the invitation that I needed, and as I approached my cumshot, I told Amy I was close. She raised her head upright and arched her back, and as I enjoyed the visual of the young blonde submitting to me, I withdrew at the last second, and erupted all over her lower back, encased as it was in her new pink camisole. Even though I had come twice earlier that evening, performing for the massage parlor girls, my first rope of come was very powerful, ascending in a high arc before splattering across her beautiful lingerie and the tips of her long blonde hair.
Amy let out a squeal of delight, and raised her ass before thrusting it back into me. This enabled me to ease my cock between the gap in her ass cheeks, and as I gyrated my hips forward, this additional friction made me shoot my second rope right into her silky tresses. The semen got absorbed right away, her hair matting around it as it dried. I had two less powerful cumshots onto her ass, before the sensitivity in my cock-head forced me to pull back from her.
"Holy fuck, baby, you soaked me," she exclaimed cheerfully. "You came hard!"
I slumped down onto the bed, testing the waters to see if Amy really didn't need anything in return from me. Amy seemed enthralled with my orgasm, and laid down next to me, stroking my forehead with her fingernails.
"Just relax, baby," she assured me, as she gently caressed the temples of my head.
This was a first for me. Being able to blow my wad and then fall asleep was uncharted territory for me. Amy laid next to me touching me very gently as I closed my eyes. She was whispering sweet nothings to me, as I slowly drifted off. I don't know how long she allowed me to rest, but at some point I awoke to her soft lips on my cock.
I was laying on my side, and Amy had maneuvered herself into position so that her head was in my crotch. She raked her fingernails across my buttocks as she blew me, and before long I had another erection.
"I want you to come again," she said, smiling at me like my pleasure was the most important thing in her world.
Amy helped me up to my knees, and continued to suck my cock until I was completely hard. As I knelt before her on the bed, she put her manicured fingertips under her arms and removed her soiled camisole. It was at this moment that I realized her nails were the exact same shade as her lingerie. Seconds later I noticed that her glossed lips were also the same shade. Amy had clearly put some effort into the visual component of my experience.
Once her camisole was off, her pert breasts were right in front of me, standing upright, nipples fully erect. Amy lifted one of my legs up, and crawled underneath me so that I was straddling her upper body. She gave me the sweetest most innocent smile, before she offered herself up to me for my next release.
"Do you want to fuck my tits, baby?" she asked. "Bust a nut before we go to bed."
This was a new experience for me. Not the tit-fucking of course, but rather the overt offer of sexual release, with seemingly no reciprocation required, on my part. From a girl that I wasn't paying to date, but was actually more like my girlfriend.
"Come on baby," Amy cooed, as she held her tits together and licked one of her nipples. "Don't make me beg you."
I shuffled nervously on my knees as I looked down at her. My cock stiffened under her verbal provocation, and I leaked a drop of pre-cum onto her stomach.
"There's the response I was looking for," Amy said, as she picked up the KY liquid and poured a generous helping of lubricant between her tits.
Once her tits were glistening with the lubricant, she held them together and thrust them skyward, inviting me to fuck them. I shuffled forward on my knees and slid my cock between her well-oiled breasts. It felt really good to slide into that little cavity that was created by Amy squeezing her tits together, and I let out a whimper of excitement. Once my cock was nestled between them, I thrust forward tentatively, pleasure written all over my face.
"Don't be shy," Amy admonished me, "Fuck my tits, baby."
I did start to thrust between them, although apparently not aggressively enough for Amy's liking. She put one hand on my ass and pulled me deeper between her lubricated mounds, not pausing until my cock-head hit her chin. Once I made contact with her face, I backed up reflexively, and Amy pulled me back between her tits, until we established a rhythm.
She was smiling at me the whole time I tit-fucked her, a seemingly open invitation to come between her breasts. Her baby blue eyes twinkled as she accommodated my primal urges, and as I got into a steady flow, she began to tease me.
"Fuck my tits baby. Own them. Own me. I want you to come on my face."
I let out another whimper, and Amy knew I was close. She lifted her head slightly, and began to kiss the tip of my cock as it emerged from between her breasts. I noticed traces of her pink lipgloss all over my cock-head, and moments later I blew my wad. My first cumshot hit her right on the lips, nestled as they were around the tip of my cock.
The gentleman in me pulled back reflexively, trying to redirect my ejaculation onto her tits or neck. Amy was having none of it. She tightened her grip on my ass and pulled me forward abruptly, opening her mouth wide to accommodate my thrusting cock. I shot my second rope of cum into her mouth, gasping at the sensations as she closed her lips around me, and began to suckle me. She took the next two shots in her mouth before releasing me and throwing her head backwards.
This movement made me shoot my last rope onto her neck, where it swiftly ran down into her hair. She kept her breasts squeezed firmly together allowing me to grind out the last of my orgasm. I was breathing hard by the time she released my cock from between her tits, and began to suck me clean.
She encouraged me to roll over on my side, as she extricated herself from beneath me and got to her feet by the bedside. She kissed me gently on the lips and spoke.
"I am going to take a shower," she said quietly, "Don't wait up for me."
I tried my hardest to stay awake until she returned, but the physical release had taken its toll, and I ended up falling asleep. I never heard her come back to bed, but in the morning I awoke to the sensations of her sucking me off. Apparently, it never bothered Amy that I had used her the night before, and I ended up blowing my load, as I laid on my side and fucked her mouth.
Amy was the exact opposite of Suky, when it came to sex. With Suky, it was all about her needs. She would straddle my face, get herself off, and then fall asleep. Amy, however, didn't seem that interested in getting off. She viewed sex as a currency, to be used in exchange for something she wanted, or needed. Amy used sex to get me to pay her late rent, even though she squandered the money on lingerie. Amy used sex to negotiate free room and board in my house. In her mind, everything had a price, and, after Suky dropped out of my life, Amy became my love interest.
I still saw Suky once a week at the massage parlor, although I wasn't a willing participant. Tim, because he is a controlling asshole, insisted that I keep my Saturday morning appointment with Suky. Tim would use Suky for an hour and a half, and then turn her over to me in a disgusting state. She would often have semen on her clothes and in her hair, and one day I questioned her about it.
"Does Tim even get you naked at the massage parlor?" I asked, knowing that he had access to all three of her orifices whenever he desired.
"Yes," Suky delighted in telling me. "Tim enjoys me as he sees fit every Saturday morning. After he is satisfied, he likes me to get dressed. Then he jerks off on me, before sending me to your appointment."
Suky got off on their domination of me. She would make me kiss her, and eat her pussy and asshole out, so that I could taste his semen in every one of her orifices. Of course, Tim forbade Suky to give me any attention, becoming extremely possessive of his latest fuck-toy.
If Tim hadn't held my career in his hands, I would have told Suky to fuck off. Especially, as Amy was taking care of all of my needs, sexually. Tim had made it crystal clear to me that if I didn't obey Suky's commands with a smile, I was going to spend my weekends pampering and worshiping Fat John.
On the home front, Amy was more than enough woman for me, and she kept my nuts completely drained. One night, Amy gave me a blowjob, and after I came in her mouth, we were snuggling. I was basking in my post-orgasmic bliss, and Amy asked me an interesting question.
"Baby, would you be interested in helping out a friend of mine, who is in a spot of trouble?" she asked. "Lisa, who is a college freshman, and a member of my debate team, spent the money her parents sent her for books, on drugs. She is full of remorse, desperately in need of school books, and needs to earn some quick cash. I thought you might be willing to help her out," Amy said.
I wasn't sure what Amy was getting at, but I was willing to help out her friend, if she needed school books. Before I could say yes, Amy showed me a picture of Lisa, in her High School Cheerleader Uniform, which seemed unnecessary.
"She's very cute," Amy said, stating the obvious.
Lisa was eighteen years old, a green-eyed redhead, and as her athletic uniform hid little from the eyes, evidently a total hardbody.
"How much money does Lisa need for her school books?" I asked Amy.
"Two hundred," Amy responded. "Lisa is willing to suck you off for two hundred dollars."
"Suck me off?" I repeated, reflexively looking at her Cheerleader picture, but feeling like an asshole the second I did.
"Of course, baby. I wouldn't ask you to help her out for free," Amy said to my surprise. "It's for a good cause. I know you value education."
"Are you okay with this Amy?" I asked. "I don't want to do anything to hurt our relationship."
"Of course," Amy replied. "I want you to be totally satisfied, sexually. I know men crave variety, and I know I need to pay my rent. Consider Lisa this month's payment."
Amy brought Lisa over to my house, the following night. I thought it was going to be awkward, but Lisa was high as a kite, and very eager to earn her two hundred dollars. I offered Amy and Lisa a glass of wine, and the three of us sat in the living room and chatted amiably.
"Can we take care of the money side of our transaction?" Lisa asked, me less than ten minutes after she arrived. "I want to score some more drugs."
"Of course Lisa," Amy said pleasantly. "Tim, why don't you and Lisa go and get acquainted. I will go and get some Oxy for Lisa, and give you guys some privacy. Can I get the two hundred dollars up front, Tim?"
"I thought the money was for school books," I said naively.
Lisa and Amy looked at each other and began to giggle.
"I didn't think you would let me suck your cock for drug money," the young redhead responded. "I lied about needing schoolbooks. I need Oxy. Please, I have nowhere else to turn."
I knew, deep in my soul, that this was wrong, but you shouldn't judge me until you have been in my position. I had a very cute eighteen year old co-ed, who was offering to suck me off, for two hundred bucks. I had neckties worth more than that. Why should I care what she spent the money on, I rationalized?
"Come on Tim," Amy teased, "let her suck you off, baby."
"Guys tell me I am really good at blowjobs," Lisa said innocently. "I swallow too, unless you would rather come on my face," she added enthusiastically.
Lisa's matter of fact approach to sex for money, made my cock stiffen in my pants. She was of legal age, I reminded myself, as if to further justify my decision. Before I knew it, my little head had acted on behalf of the rest of my body, and I nodded in agreement. Lisa broke out into a broad smile as I handed Amy two hundred dollars.
The young redhead grabbed me by the hand, and asked me where the master bedroom was. Instinctively, I pointed at the door, and Lisa started to lead me in that direction.
"Amy, can we use your bedroom?" I asked, after remembering that most of Suky's stuff was still in the master bedroom.
"Of course, no problem," Amy responded as she left to score the Oxy. "See you in about forty minutes."
My cock was already rock-hard by the time we entered Amy's bedroom. I was very excited at the prospect of getting head from this young girl, although my expectations were fairly low. I knew there was no such thing as a bad blowjob, although at eighteen years old, I was sure Lisa would be mediocre at best. Apparently some guys had told her she was good at blowjobs, but I doubt any of her teenage recipients had much to compare it to.
Lisa moved in close to me and tried to kiss me. I really wanted to make out with the young redhead, but I am not a complete idiot, so I asked her for some ID just to make sure she was of legal age. At forty-two years of age, I could do some serious prison time, if Lisa wasn't at least eighteen. She seemed a little taken aback, but a quick glance at her driver license proved that she was legal, having turned eighteen two months ago.
Once I knew she was legal, Lisa and I started to make out. She was a very sensual kisser, and my cock throbbed in my pants as we shared a tender open-mouthed kiss. She was also aggressive, rubbing my my cock through my jeans as we made out. Lisa had my zipper undone within a few moments, and she reminded me of Amy as she tried to undress me as we embraced. Maybe it is a generational thing, but we were moving much faster than I was used to.
A couple of minutes after we entered the room, my jeans and my shirt were on the floor, and I was stood there in just my briefs, with nowhere to hide my erection. I had leaked into my underwear too, a visible wet stain announcing to the young woman that I was an easy come.
Lisa seemed flattered by my excitement, and rubbed the tip of my cock through my briefs, leaving traces of pre-cum on the palm of her hand.
"How do you want me?" she asked amiably.
When I didn't respond immediately, she smiled and rephrased the question.
"Do you want to stand and I will get on my knees? Do you want to sit on the bed while I kneel in front of you? How do you want me?" Lisa asked cheerfully.
I wanted the bitch on her knees, naked except for her high heels, as I stood in front of the mirror and watched her blow me. However, because I am neither assertive or particularly communicative, when it comes to sex, I clammed up and shuffled around uncomfortably.
"Ladies choice then," she said sweetly, diffusing any awkwardness that would have existed, had she not been so comfortable in her position.
Lisa dropped slowly to her knees, and looked up at me adoringly, her green eyes sparkling as she licked her lips. Then she extended her tongue and licked the wet spot in my briefs. I jumped involuntarily at her touch, and for a split second it felt like I was the teenager.
"You like a soft touch?" she asked, as if she was trying to tailor this experience to my preferences.
"I do prefer soft and gentle," I confessed, getting more comfortable with this young girl with each passing moment.
Lisa nodded her understanding and began to nibble and lick my cock through my underwear. Her ministrations made me desire her very much, and also served to increase the size of the wet spot in my briefs. She teased me until my underwear was slick with my seminal fluids, before making a big show of removing them with her teeth. Once my briefs hit the floor, she sucked and nibbled my nuts for several minutes, until I was whimpering with a combination of frustration and anticipation.
My pre-cum was flowing freely, and the teenage redhead stopped fucking with me periodically, to lick the fluids from my cock-head. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she enveloped my cock in her warm mouth and began to suck me off.



To my complete surprise, Lisa was a world-class cocksucker, by far the best I have ever experienced, which is saying a lot, considering the amount of prostitutes I have enjoyed over the years. It was the perfect combination of edging, deep-throating and sensual teasing, and she brought me to the boil several times. Each time, as I rapidly approached my orgasm, she would change up her technique and prevent me from premature ejaculation.
"I am close," I whispered through gritted teeth, on more than one occasion.
"I know," she responded cheerfully, withdrawing her lips from my cock as she let me compose myself.
"Lisa, please," I begged after several minutes of her edging me.
"Are you enjoying my blowjob?" she teased, at one point, clearly loving the control she had over me.
"Yes," I whispered, "but I want to come."
"You think you want to come," she corrected me. "However, as soon as you blow your wad, you will wish it hadn't ended. Take your time baby, enjoy my eager touch. We have forty minutes, let's not rush."
As I absorbed her words of wisdom, she adjusted the position of her head and began to give me a mind blowing frenulum tease, that in itself could have got me off in a couple of minutes, had she been inclined to rush me. I felt my nuts constrict, the sure sign that I was close, and Lisa moved her attentions back to a less sensitive area of my genitals, thereby averting my imminent ejaculation.
To say I got my money's worth was an understatement. Had I been given the opportunity to preview her oral skills, I would have paid five hundred dollars for that blowjob.
I had lost track of time. I knew Amy had indicated that she would be gone about forty minutes, but never in my wildest dreams did I anticipate that we would use most of our allotted time, on such an extended, sensual blowjob. Lisa however, in-spite of all of her faults, was focused on the value for money component of my blowjob, and she decided when my time was up.
She patted the edge of the bed and motioned for me to sit. I followed her directive, and she spread my knees far apart, and knelt between them. She looked up at me one more time, smiled and said, very sweetly.
"Now, I am ready for you to come. I really enjoyed sucking your cock, but now I want to swallow your load."
I was breathing heavily from the prolonged teasing session, I could feel sweat under my armpits and behind my neck, and my nuts ached from the anticipation of an orgasm. However, once Lisa decreed that it was time, she put her lips back on me, and using an incredible combination of suction, saliva, frenulum stimulation and an ever increasing tempo, she extracted the entire contents of my swollen nuts in less than sixty seconds.
It was a truly mind-blowing orgasm, up there with the most memorable of my life. By far the best blowjob I had ever experienced, timed almost to perfection, as I heard my garage door open right after I blew my copious load into Lisa's mouth. I was grateful for the fact that she had seated me on the bed, before getting me off, as my whole body convulsed at the magic moment. I am not sure I could have remained standing through that experience, and Lisa knew that.
After I stopped ejaculating, Lisa looked up at me with her innocent green eyes, opened her mouth and allowed me the privilege of watching her swallow my load.
"My God," I exclaimed, "that was amazing. I did not expect that."
"No-one has ever asked for their money back," she said with a smile, in an obvious attempt at humor.
She licked her lips and whispered, "There is plenty more where that came from. Lots of extras on my menu for a generous guy like you."
I heard Amy enter my living room and call out Lisa's name. Before I could thank her, beg her for her phone number, or tell her that I loved her, Lisa was gone, in search of her beloved Oxy, desperately chasing her high.
Lisa spent a lot of time at my house after that first sexual encounter. It was a very convenient quid pro quo arrangement, with both parties getting exactly what we wanted. I was a safe haven for Lisa, in addition to being clean and respectful towards her. I was single, had a little cash to throw around, and I am not embarrassed to admit it, I was an easy come.
Lisa was able to give up her regulars, a bunch of married guys that she met through babysitting. I say give up her regulars as if she dropped them overnight, but, in truth it was a protracted separation, one-sided to say the least. She had to change her phone number such was the volume of calls from these middle-aged under-sexed losers, trying to persuade her not to disappear from their lives. One of them offered her one thousand dollars for one last night, money he could ill afford to spend, she assured me. It was at this point that I realized that her comment about no-one ever asking for their money back, wasn't a poor attempt at humor. This young girl was a hooker!
We talked about it one night, and Lisa was very candid.
"Married guys create extra drama for me," she began. "Besides the obvious marital chaos created if we get caught by the wife, there is the extra hassle of trying to hide my drug dependence from the kids, and the potential of introducing an STI into an otherwise happy household."
She had obviously given this a lot of thought, and she wanted to run her process by me.
"Why would I want to entertain half a dozen married guys to get my fix, when I could be exclusive with you?" she mused. "Keep me supplied with Oxy, and I will move in and be yours," she offered. "For whatever you desire."
Amy, surprisingly enough, was all for it. She had applied for admission to several law schools, many of which were out of state, and probably felt like she could garner my future financial support, if she hooked me up with some replacement pussy.
I knew it was wrong, but once I figured out the extent of Lisa's drug addiction, I used it to my advantage. I asked Amy to introduce me to her dealer, and after I had bought Oxy a few times, I negotiated a larger purchase at a greatly reduced price. I also persuaded the drug dealer not to sell Oxy to Lisa or Amy in the future, so that I alone controlled the young redhead's supply.
Lisa was my sexual plaything in exchange for OxyContin. I was paying her in drugs by now, instead of cash, and I figured my reduced acquisition cost of the Oxy, increased my return on my dollar.
I was paying about one third of the street price, as long as I purchased one hundred pills each time. I kept a stash of Oxy in my wall safe, and dangled it in front of the young redhead, in exchange for increasingly depraved sex acts.
I wasn't assertive enough or communicative enough to ask Lisa directly for the aforementioned kinky sex acts, so Amy took care of the logistics. I would tell her exactly what I was in the mood for, and she would act as an intermediary between Lisa and I, to ensure that I got exactly what I wanted, however perverse.
Amy still lived in my house and shared my bed, but it was Lisa who kept my balls drained. Lisa started to attend school more sporadically a few weeks after she first sucked me off, as her drug dependence affected her cognitive ability, and made it harder for her to keep pace with the coursework. I did contact her school on her behalf, after she designated me as her parental guardian. They allowed her to study off-campus, and turn her assignments in online. Truth be told, I ended up doing most of her coursework, but it was enough to keep her enrolled. Her focus shifted from getting an education to finding a safe place to live, where she could continue her drug abuse. For this reason, one day she practically begged me to let her stay with me.
I had already made the decision to allow her to live at my place, but I held my cards close to my chest, and listened impassively as she knelt before me and outlined her case to be my roommate. She made quite a compelling presentation, her debate skills presumably honed by her time on the Varsity team. She offered me unrestricted access to all three of her orifices, several costume changes per day, and a completely open mind to new experiences.
I felt like such a prick when I magnanimously allowed her to suck me off, to facilitate my decision to let her reside in my house, albeit under a probationary period.
"You need to be on your best behavior, Lisa," I told her as she knelt before me with my semen on her lips. "Do whatever Daddy tells you. Be a good girl."
"Whatever you want, Daddy," she repeated agreeably.
Once our agreement was ironed out, I gradually increased Lisa's dose of Oxy, and threatened to withhold it from her, unless she did exactly what I wanted sexually. As it happens, the mere threat was enough. Lisa soon found out that her dealer had zero interest in selling to her, and realized that I was now her sole source of Oxy. Sure, there were other dealers, operating in the shady parts of town, but these were places that a teenage girl could not go alone, and Lisa adjusted quickly to her new reality.
Once her dependence on me was solidified, my sexual demands became increasingly perverse. Lisa had agreeably accommodated all of my kinks, so I began to unleash my previously buried sexual proclivities. Buried that is, due to their unsavory nature or the fact that they could be considered taboo, in some conservative settings.
I wasn't there when Amy ran my latest requests by Lisa, but I got the feedback later each evening, and there was a remarkable consistency to it. Amy would present the perverse scenario, and Lisa would absorb, process and nod her assent to the act, all within a few seconds. I am sure Lisa only questioned whether the sex act would be more painful than the symptoms of OxyContin withdrawal, which from all accounts were horrible. Lisa never said no!
Amy offered Lisa up to me for all kinds of sexual delights, but once I had enjoyed her dressed up as she was in her rather limited wardrobe, I decided to expand my horizons. Lisa and Amy were forbidden to enter the master bedroom, reserved as it was for Suky, and her extensive closet of lingerie, costumes and fetish wear. However, one afternoon, when I craved variety, l let the girls in there.
Thirty minutes later, as Amy emerged dressed as a dominatrix, dragging Lisa behind her on a dog leash, my decision to share Suky's clothes was validated. The two of them were definitely in sync as far providing me a visual spectacle, and I watched in awe as Amy dominated the young redhead.
Amy was dressed from head to toe in skintight black latex, but it was her high-heeled stiletto boots, shined as they were to perfection, that caught my focus. I knew Suky hadn't polished them herself, and I also knew that I had to return them to her closet in perfect condition, after Lisa had worn them.
Amy strutted around my living room keeping the young girl on a very short leash, and my cock stiffened as I watched Lisa's complete submission. At one point, Amy stood still in the center of the room, as Lisa knelt just behind her, in the 'heel' position. This gave me the opportunity to check out what Lisa was wearing.
My eyes were drawn to her kitten ears first, the cute black furry little accessory, setting the tone for her depiction as an animal. Lisa was wearing a black satin bodysuit, black stockings and black satin slippers, almost like ballet shoes. This choice of footwear, in addition to being very feminine, enabled Lisa to crawl on all fours, without the added hindrance of heels. She had some padded gloves on her hands, presumably to protect her palms, in case her master wanted to walk her on a hard surface.
Amy tugged hard once on the leash, pulling Lisa up from her knees and onto all fours. Without using any verbal commands, Amy walked briskly forward, dragging Lisa behind her. As they passed me I couldn't resist checking out Lisa's tight little ass. A smile came over my face as the coup de grace came into view. Lisa had a cute, black furry kitten tail emerging from her asshole, the perfect accessory to complete her costume.
Lisa looked so cute dressed up as a little kitten, her tail swishing from side to side as Amy walked her on the leash. I wanted to fuck Lisa, and I was just about to verbalize my desires to Amy, when she cut me off.
"I am sure you are ready to bust a nut, Tim!" she began, stating the obvious. "However, we have a little show planned for you first. Relax and enjoy!"
Amy led Lisa over to the coffee table in my living room, bent her over it so that her ass was raised up in the air, and tied her off on a short leash. I watched as Amy put on a harness, and then attached a strap-on dildo to it. She removed Lisa's kitten tail, which had been wedged inside her asshole, and had done a phenomenal job of opening her up. She started to apply some Anal Ease jelly to Lisa's gaping asshole, and shortly thereafter entered the little minx.
Amy gave Lisa an extended ass-fucking, during which the young redhead experienced several orgasms. I was surprised at how easily Lisa came from anal sex, although I suspect some of her sexual release was due to being thoroughly dominated. Several minutes later, Amy withdrew her dildo from Lisa's ass, moved around to her head, and made her suck the phallus clean. My cock throbbed as I watched Amy own the young redhead, and I started to unzip my jeans.
"Are you ready to get yours?" Amy teased. " I have another surprise for you."
Amy withdrew the strap-on from Lisa's mouth and left to go into the kitchen. Seconds later she returned with a stainless steel bowl. It had some paw prints stenciled on it, was full of milk and had Lisa emblazoned on the side of it. I watched in amusement as Amy placed the bowl in the middle of the living room floor, and asked Lisa if she was hungry.
Lisa nodded an affirmative, and after being untied from the leg of the coffee table, crawled over to the bowl and began to lick its contents up, using her tongue. Amy walked over to my side, finished unzipping my jeans, and removed my stiffening cock.
"I think Lisa might need some more cream in her bowl," she suggested.
It took me a split second to process what she was saying, and a smile crept over my face as got her drift. I could butt-fuck this young girl whenever I desired, but this was an opportunity to try something new, and I was all over it. I began to touch myself, as Amy snuggled closer to me and started to talk dirty to me.
"Why don't you go and kneel by Lisa," she invited me. "Let her suck your cock until you are close. Then jerk off in her bowl, baby. Add your load to her creamy meal. Watch that bitch lap it up."
This sounded like a great idea, so I walked over to Lisa and lowered myself to my knees so that she could suck my cock. I hadn't even been between Lisa's lips for five minutes, before I felt my nuts constrict, such are her blowjob skills. She bobbed her head up and down my shaft, using the perfect amount of suction, and allowing her tongue to tease my frenulum as she blew me. She even knew when I was close, bringing me right to the edge, before withdrawing my cock from her mouth, and then pointing it directly into her bowl of milk.
My first rope of cum landed with a splash in the middle of the milk, resting on the surface of it, like whipped cream atop a specialty coffee. Lisa continued to jerk me off and I blew three more ropes into her bowl. Once she was sure I was done ejaculating, she lowered my cock into the liquid, and stirred it, which dissolve my semen into the milk, making it much more appetizing for the young redhead.
"Eat," I said commandingly.
Lisa licked her lips and lowered them to the bowl, eagerly lapping up my load as it mixed with her milk. I watched her intently as she licked the bowl clean, and then Amy called her to heel, and they left the room as they entered it, master and pet.
After my experience with Lisa dressed as a kitten, the girls were given free reign over Suky's closet. I still had the occasional threesome with Amy and Lisa, but for the most part, Amy and I would chat about what sexual kink I wanted Lisa to do next. Then Amy would raid Suky's extensive closet full of lingerie, costumes and fetish wear, and serve the young redhead up to me on a platter, dressed in some ridiculously sexy costume. As Lisa got more and more reliant on the drugs, she would beg me to let her suck me off in exchange for a hit of Oxy.
My morning routine definitely got upgraded. Amy and I shared a bed although she had to get up earlier than I did. Amy would get out of my bed before I awoke, and as she got ready for school, Lisa would crawl under my comforter and suck my cock until I woke up.
The first time it happened, I was in the middle of a very sensual dream about her. In my dream, Lisa was on her knees dressed as a cheerleader. She had put her hair in pigtails using two pink bows. She had applied her pink lip gloss and was alternating between sucking my cock and gently nibbling my nuts. She maintained eye contact as she pleasured me and I was getting close. I started to thrust my hips slightly and she allowed me to gently make love to her soft pink lips. We both knew that I was close and she smiled at me to let me know that I could come in her warm mouth. Once I got her consent, I started to thrust deeper between her glossed lips, trying to bust a nut in her mouth.
I awoke right at the point of ejaculatory inevitably. Well, that is the medical term. All men know it as "the point of no return". The point when orgasm is a certainty even if the stimulation ceases immediately. I was in bed and she was kneeling on the floor by the side of my my bed. Her head was under the comforter, and she had my cock between her lips. I was humping the sheets, grinding my hips in desperate search of release. Right as I awoke I ejaculated into Lisa's mouth, spurting six or seven thick ropes of cum as I unloaded my swollen nuts.
It was a spectacular way to start my day, and from that day forward, it was our new routine. Each morning Lisa would slip her head under the comforter, and awaken me with a blowjob. Getting sucked off is a marvelous way to wake up, and I would kick the covers off and watch the teenage redhead work her magic. She truly was an expert at oral sex, and most of the time, I just relaxed in my bed and let her coax a load from my nuts. Once I came in her mouth, she would let me watch her swallow my load, with a look of eternal gratitude on her young face.
Some mornings I just wasn't ready to get up. I would still be sleepy as she sucked my cock to wake me up. On these occasions, I would roll onto my side, and fuck Lisa's mouth until I came inside it. Then I would withdraw my cock from between her soft lips, roll over and go back to sleep.
Lisa's reward for getting me off was a hit of Oxy, and she always craved her first hit of the day. So, on the mornings when I blew my load and fell back to sleep, she would come back about thirty minutes later and suck me off again.
After I came, and as I composed myself, Lisa would kneel expectantly by my bedside, awaiting her first hit of Oxy. I would place the pill in the palm of my hand, and allow her to take it from me, without using her hands.
The next part of my daily routine was my morning shower. Sometimes Lisa would join me, and I would fuck her vaginally or anally against the wall of the shower enclosure. However, most days I showered alone, and I used this time to prepare myself mentally for the day. If I had a particularly stressful day ahead, I was usually ready for another round. I would communicate my desired way to have my next orgasm to Amy, and she would relay my expectations to the young redhead.
"This morning," I told Amy, "I want to jerk off in Lisa's hair."
"No problem Tim," Amy said cheerfully. "I will tell Lisa to get her hair and makeup really cute for you."



It was really fun to have such a compliant young female in the house, available to take care of all of my needs. Even if her compliance was achieved by taking advantage of her drug addiction.
Once in a while, normally after my nuts were completely drained, I would experience a pang of guilt, at my treatment of Lisa. She was, after all, someone's daughter, someone's granddaughter, she even had younger siblings. She was a person. She was struggling to stay in college as her attendance got less frequent. She was barely eighteen years old, and already she was a sex-slave for a forty something year old man. It wasn't right.
However, as soon as that green-eyed redhead came crawling over to me on her hands and knees, dressed in her High School cheerleader outfit and looking to score another hit of Oxy, my depravity surfaced, and completely overwhelmed my guilt. Nothing was off limits to Lisa. Whatever scenario I verbalized was met with a cheerful smile and her standard, "whatever you want Tim," response.
In fact, in the same way that computers use Artificial Intelligence to master adaptive learning, Lisa learned what I liked, and offered additional ideas to improve my experience. The first time I told her I want to give her a facial, she smiled agreeably.
Then she offered, "Let me go and do my makeup perfectly for you. It will enhance your visual to jerk off on my face, if I look like I am going out on a date."
I started ass-fucking Lisa within two weeks of meeting her. However, the first time I fucked her ass in the shower, she waited until I came inside her anal passage, and then remarked.
"Stay inside me. Once you get soft, piss inside me."
I couldn't believe she had just turned eighteen, she was just so nasty! I did piss inside Lisa's ass, and while it didn't really do anything for me, I got to check that sex act off my list. Pissing in, and later, on Lisa became quite a regular occurrence when we showered together. I viewed it as the ultimate act of submission on the part of a woman, and Lisa excelled at the whole fantasy. In fact, more often than not, the submission was her idea.
She never gave me any notice when she was in the mood to be reminded of her submission to me. She would get dressed in something really cute, do her hair and makeup just so, and then come and seduce me.
"Are you in the mood for a beer or six?" she would open with, echoing my boss' threat to pound a few beers and urinate on Suky on my birthday.
I don't think I ever refused her. She would fetch me an ice cold beer and serve it to me. Then she would kneel at my feet and talk about her fantasies of submission to me as I pounded the beer. Normally I could drink four or five beers before I desperately need to piss. Lisa could sense as I got ready, because I would shift around uncomfortably in my recliner, or cross my legs to try and hold it.
"Are you close, baby," she would ask innocently.
Once she got confirmation that my need to empty my bladder was imminent, she would excuse herself, and scurry off to kneel on the floor of my shower enclosure. I loved walking in there and seeing an eighteen year old girl, wearing something really cute, waiting for me to urinate on her.
After the first time I urinated on her, Lisa would let me piss on her anytime we showered together. It didn't seem to bother her in the least to sink to her knees, look up adoringly at me, and allow me to empty my bladder all over her. Most of the time, my piss would be preceded by an orgasm. She would either kneel in front of me and blow me, or I would bend her over in the shower enclosure, and fuck her vaginally or anally. After I came, Lisa would suck me clean, and then remain on her knees patiently, sometimes for several minutes, as my cock softened and the need arose for me to relieve myself.
I was shy the first few times, unnecessarily respectful. I would pee on her legs and feet and then hose her off immediately afterwards in an apologetic manner. However, as her drug dependency increased, I was emboldened to take liberties with the teenage redhead. I think I asked her to get into the doggy-style position first, and I pissed all over her ass. Lisa knew how to drive me crazy, and she wiggled and shimmied her tight little butt, as I urinated on it.
Her slutty behavior encouraged me to push her boundaries, and the next time she was on all fours in the shower, after soaking her ass, I wet the ends of her red hair as it cascaded down her back. It was just the tips at first, although emboldened by her lack of pushback, I pissed directly on the top of her head the next time she was in the doggy-style position. Lisa responded by laughing to let me know she was having fun with my new game.
The next time I moved the goalposts, I was drunk. I had slammed four cans of lager, I had a full bladder and some liquid courage. Lisa was on all fours and I had already peed on her ass, back and hair, but I was ready for more.
"Kneel for me, Lisa," I said commandingly.
The young redhead obeyed me instantly, and as she knelt before me and looked up at me, I pissed on her tits. She responded by pushing them together and then skyward, and my urine stream sprayed across her neck and chin. Lisa lowered her face slightly and I aimed my piss directly onto her freckled nose. Seemingly anticipating my darkest desires, she opened her mouth and I pissed right into it. That dirty bitch elevated my lust for her when she let me debase her, and once I was done with my piss, I got erect quickly, and fucked her tight teenage asshole.
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My sexual escapades with the two young women went on for months. I was getting the most action I had ever enjoyed in my life. Lisa was available, twenty four hours a day, for whatever sexual depravity I could conjure up. On top of that, Amy and I fucked regularly, and we had the occasional threesome.
Amy and Lisa were both living with me. Suky still had most of her shit at my place, and maintained possession of the master bedroom, although she stayed every night at Tim's. Then, through a set of coincidences, our happy love triangle was completely upended.
Firstly, in a not entirely unexpected turn of events, Amy was accepted into Law School in another state. I knew she had been applying for admission over the last few months, and while the initial news was sad, after I digested it, I was happy for her to have an opportunity to potentially improve her life
She broke the news to me as soon as she received the acceptance letter, and it was with a heavy heart that we said our goodbyes. Amy told me that she was leaving the next day, and we sat down with Lisa to see where her head was at.
Lisa was high as a kite when we spoke to her, but she wasn't stupid. She knew that my sexual satisfaction was the key to her staying off the streets, as her options were very limited. She took too many recreational drugs to pass a pre-employment drug screen, had dropped out of school, and her parents had cut her off. I was a roof over her head, a steady supply of her much needed Oxy, and a relative safe haven, in a world that eats eighteen year old female drug-addicts up.
Lisa had obviously thought about her impending homelessness, because she presented a well thought-out plan for why I should keep her on as my fucktoy.
"I have a young girlfriend who is available whenever you want a threesome," Lisa began. "Emma is super cute, drug free, sexually naive but totally open to new experiences. I have a photo of her for you to check out."
Lisa handed me a photo of her and her Emma. "This was taken very recently, without any filters," she assured me.
Amy and I huddled to pore over the photo, as if we were choosing a new cast member for a reality show, based solely on the head-shot.
"Beautiful girl," Amy agreed, without any hint of jealousy. "Eighteen of course?"
"Just turned last month," Lisa assured me. "She will bring picture ID to her audition."
"Audition?" I repeated naively.
"You will definitely want to test drive this bitch," Amy said dispassionately. "A lot of young girls think that they are open to new experiences until they are faced with them," she added. "I think this girl needs to get baptized by fire!"
"She is down for anything that you desire, Tim," Lisa assured me, "anal, lesbian shows, golden showers. I didn't sugar coat it. I will make it happen, I promise. I know men don't communicate the same way women do. I know Amy interprets your desires and shares them with me. I will figure out exactly what you want from us, Tim, and we will provide it for you. Whatever it is," she added agreeably.
"Good girl," I said condescendingly, enjoying the complete power I had over this young beauty. "Just what I wanted to hear. A presentation like that is precisely why you made the debate team," I added dismissively.
"Get Emma here tonight," Amy said decisively. "Let's run that bitch through her paces before I leave tomorrow."
"Tonight?" I asked. "What if she has plans already?"
"What good is Emma to you, if she can't drop her plans at a moment's notice and be here to serve you?" Amy responded.
"I'll make the call," Lisa interjected. "What time works for you, Tim?"
Two hours later, Emma knelt naked before Amy and I, as we began the visual inspection. She was beautifully presented, presumably having been coached by Lisa that I like feminine women. Emma was clean shaven, having apparently just endured a Brazilian wax treatment. Her long blonde hair was like silk, as it cascaded down her back, and her makeup had been done professionally. Her pink lipgloss matched her perfectly manicured nails, and she had recently had a pedicure, which earned her some points. She was a spectacularly put together young woman, the perfect combination of natural beauty and the best cosmetic touches available to a young woman in LA.
"Good first impression," Amy conceded, as if we were judging a dog show.
As it turns out, we may have been trying to select "best in show" because Amy put the beautiful young Emma through a series of choreographed and intentionally demeaning moves. As I watched Emma splay herself, so that we could inspect her anus for any obvious signs of previous use, such as fissures or hemorrhoids, I wondered if Lisa had undergone this humiliating ritual.
"I put all prospective fuck-toys through this same thorough inspection process," Amy assured me, answering my question before I verbalized it. "It keeps them honest during the sexual history disclosure."
This disclosure, its purpose evident by its name, was very invasive and quite frankly embarrassing. However, Emma endured the humiliating questions, and we gleaned enough information to determine that she was an appropriate replacement for Amy. Emma enjoyed vaginal penetrative sex in any position, loved giving blowjobs, and was tolerant of facials. She had never experienced anal sex, but was willing to accommodate my desire for it. She was open to just about anything else, including golden showers, group sex, lesbian shows and even bukkake.
Amy did independently verify Emma's claim that she was a virgin, anally. Using a series of progressively larger butt-plugs, Amy probed Emma's anus until the young girl could take no more.
"We're good," Amy said dispassionately, as Emma recuperated from her violation. "No dicks have been inside that hole. It is too tight."
Once Emma was deemed to be physically and psychologically fit to be my plaything, the subject of monetary compensation came up.
"What are your fees, Emma," Amy asked the young girl.
"The same as Lisa," Emma responded quietly, as she knelt naked before us. "Two hundred dollars per session. No limits on your number of cumshots."
"Fair enough," I said, flashing Lisa an appreciative grin.
I had paid Lisa two hundred dollars to suck my cock the first time. Thereafter, I paid her in OxyContin, for which I paid fifty dollars per pill. Once I met with her dealer and agree to purchase one hundred pills at a time, my acquisition cost was reduced to twenty dollars per pill.
Thanks to Lisa's skillful manipulation, Emma was wiling to accommodate my every sexual need, for two hundred dollars per date. This was a deal, particularly because of how cute she was. I wanted to bust a nut, either inside or on Emma, but Amy indicated that we needed to get her tested for STIs, and enrolled on birth control before I used her.
"You shouldn't have to wear a condom, baby," Amy chided. "She will be ready for you to enjoy in seven days."
Emma agreed to go to the Doctor the following day, to get on birth control, and then we discussed her required maintenance, and upkeep expenses. Separate from her fee for sex, this money was paid to a young woman to reimburse her expenses incurred to look feminine. In Emma's case, I wanted her to be completely clean-shaven every time I saw her, nails freshly manicured, both fingernails and toenails, and her hair and makeup done professionally. We agreed on four hundred dollars per month as a reasonable compensation for Emma to be ready to go within two hours of my call, day or night.
Shortly after that discussion, Amy dismissed the young blonde, and she got up from her knees and scurried out of the room. I admired her naked form as she disappeared through the door, anticipating enjoying every inch of her lithe young body.
One of the reasons I was going to really miss Amy was that she was an exceptionally perceptive young woman. She knew that her invasive inspection of Emma had aroused me immensely, and moved in for the kill.
Amy, Lisa and I had one final threesome that night. There was a tinge of sadness as I realized this was probably the last time Any and I would fuck. However, as I visualized Emma kneeling naked before me, assuring me that I would be the very first man to sodomize her, I knew it was time to move on to new adventures.
To their credit, Lisa and Amy worked really hard to make our last night together memorable. They raided Suky's closet, and a broad smile appeared on my face as they emerged wearing nurse costumes. The attention to detail was phenomenal, short white silk skirts paired with silk bodices that showcased their pert boobs. They each had a red cross, the universal signal of the medical profession, on each breast. They were wearing white garter belts, with little red bows on the straps, and white patent leather ankle high boots, with the red cross symbol emblazoned on the front. Their nurse headpieces, were particularly feminine, a lace ruffle replacing the traditional starched hat that nurses typically wore. Atop the white lace was a red bow with white accents, to match the latex gloves they wore.
As they approached me I had to do a double take. They just looked so cute dressed identically.
"We need a semen sample," Lisa said seductively, before the two of them sank to their knees and began to unzip my pants.
I ended up coming three times that night, the first on their faces as the two sexy nurses sucked me off. I didn't take long to recover, thanks to the visual provided by the girls, as they shed their skirts and bodices, and cavorted before me in their garter belts and high heeled boots. I had my second orgasm doggy-style in Amy's asshole, as Lisa lay beneath us and sucked my nuts. We showered together after I withdrew from her anal passage, our bodies intertwined as we soaped each other up. At Lisa's insistence, I urinated on the two young women as they knelt in front of me and French kissed.
"Something to remember us by," she laughed, as she encouraged me to grab my iPhone and document the event.
Things were light between us, and the girls were laughing as I hosed them off. To my surprise, I got erect again, and for my final orgasm, I fucked Lisa in the ass, as Amy and I made out. It was the perfect end to our months long relationship, and while I was sad that it was coming to an end, I was grateful to the girls for getting me over my break up with Suky. I still loved that young Malaysian woman very much, but in my heart and soul I knew it was better for me to finally have that sadistic bitch in my rear view mirror.
After our farewell threesome, the three of us relaxed in the living room. I took care of my business with Emma, sending her four hundred dollars via Venmo.
I sent an accompanying text, "Good job today, girl. I am willing to try you out as soon as your birth control kicks in."
A few moments later she responded, "Thank you so much. I won't let you down Tim. I will be available in seven days, and I can't wait for you to take my anal cherry!"
Her comeback put a smile on my face. Emma was obviously being coached by Lisa, but it is one thing to understand a man's hot buttons, and another to stimulate them, so I gave her points for initiative.
Amy and Lisa slept in my bed that last night. I was in the middle, and the three of us spooned all night. The love was palpable and I woke up a couple of times wondering if I should try and persuade Amy to stay. I could have used her as a personal assistant, and would have been able to start her off at the same salary as a first year law school graduate. This would have saved her multiple years of hard work, plus the unavoidable mountain of debt created by law school.
We were up early the following day, and as I surveyed Amy from a distance, she looked happy. I just couldn't take her dreams of being a lawyer from her, and even though her dreams of convincing a jury were in direct conflict with my dreams of her being my fuck-toy, I relented and let her go, without any attempt to keep her as my own.
I took the morning off work to run Amy to the airport. Lisa rode with us, and the drive up there was over quickly, as the three of us reminisced over our fun months together. I had an erection for most of the drive, and as soon as we dropped Amy off, Lisa hopped in the front seat and unzipped my jeans.
As my new "main girl," she was entrusted with tending to my every need. She seemed to want to make a point that my trust was well-placed, because she ended up sucking my cock for an hour and a half on the ride home. As I have previously noted on more than one occasion, Lisa possesses otherworldly blowjob skills, and while she could have coaxed me to an orgasm within five minutes of leaving LAX, she was seemingly intent on getting me hooked on her, much the same way that I got her hooked on OxyContin.
For ninety minutes, she treated me to an equal parts sensational, and frustrating blowjob. Sensational in the sense that the entire time, it was all I could do to focus on driving. Frustrating in the sense that, I came close to orgasm so many times that my nuts truly ached.
"Lisa, please," I begged, on more than one occasion.
"You are driving, baby," she admonished me. "Either wait until we get home, or I can stop sucking your cock, if you prefer."
"Don't stop," I pleaded, through gritted teeth. "Please, don't stop!"
Lisa teased and edged me right up until we pulled into my driveway. When I entered my garage, she looked up at me with her extraordinary green eyes, and smiled sweetly.
"Good job, baby," she teased. "I didn't want you to have an accident on the drive home, but now we are here, bust a nut if you want. Unless you want to wait until Emma comes over later," she teased.
I knew she was fucking with me. There was no way I could wait a few more hours to have my release, so I put my hand on the top of her head, grabbed a fistful of her red hair, and applied a little downward pressure.
"Somebody has made their choice," she said with a smile, as she lowered her lips on to my blood-engorged cock.
I didn't take long to come in her mouth. Lisa gives the best blowjobs I have ever experienced, and as she bobbed her head up and down on my cock, using the perfect combination of suction, saliva and frenulum stimulation, I erupted with a roar. I thought I was going to black out, such was the intensity of my release. I saw stars and struggled with tunnel vision for several seconds. I was grateful to the young girl for letting me park up, before she finally got me off.
Lisa had apparently swallowed my load because she snuggled up close to me, nibbled my ear and let out a giggle.
"See you inside, baby," she teased, as she got out of my car and headed inside to freshen up.
I sat in my car for several minutes, taking the time to compose myself and reflect on my good fortune. I had lost Amy today, but Lisa was going to be a more than capable replacement. Plus I had the innocent Emma coming over later. Life was good!
Later that afternoon I took a shower, and prepared myself for my evening with Emma. She showed up right on time, looking every bit like she had spent her entire monthly grooming budget on getting ready for this evening. She looked radiant, dressed in a very classy silk dress, that was a beautiful shade of yellow. Her nails and hair bow were the exact shade of the dress, as were her stockings and high-heels. She had glossed her lips a pale shade of yellow, frosted on top with a white glitter.
As she stood there demurely in my hallway, her angelic face belying her true reason for being here, I felt my cock throb in my jeans. I was going to take this young girl's anal cherry, for the princely sum of two hundred dollars.
"May I take a photo you?" I asked politely. "You look exquisite."
I ended up taking several pictures of Emma as she posed playfully in my hallway. After we were done with our impromptu photo shoot, I sent Emma my favorite picture of her, with an accompanying text.
"Use this as your head-shot when trying to drum up new business," I suggested. "You look angelic."
The businessman in me wanted to add that she could double, maybe triple her prices, but I quickly remembered that this ran counter to my interests, and didn't add that sage advice. I was only paying two hundred dollars per date, regardless of how many shots on goal I enjoyed. In the real world, Emma could have commanded six hundred dollars per hour, which was the going rate for a model-quality teen, that offered anal sex.
Emma, in her current state of preparation, was model-quality. She possessed a natural beauty, her blue eyes absolutely stunning, especially when viewed through her light blonde bangs, that framed her angelic, symmetrical face. A professional makeup artist had attended to her eyes, lips and cheekbones, accentuating the most positive attributes of each of her gorgeous features. She looked like a model on the cover of a teen magazine, and I was about to fuck her in the ass.
Even though I wanted to come right away in Emma's virgin anal passage, I also wanted to experience her other delights, and so I told Lisa I wanted to start with a two-girl blowjob.
"Don't make me come too quickly, Lisa," I admonished the young world-class cocksucker. "This is foreplay, before the main event."
"Whatever you want, Daddy," which became Lisa's default response, sent a shiver down my spine each time she uttered it.
The two girls moved towards me, in tandem, their desire to please me written all over their young faces. Lisa and Emma took turns kissing me, while Lisa unzipped and lowered my jeans to my ankles. I was tenting in my briefs and had a visible wet spot.
"He always leaks," Lisa teased, much to my embarrassment.
"I am used to guys leaking in their undies," Emma responded confidently, "I have that affect on men."
The two young women seemed to share a moment, united in their ability to turn men weak at the knees, and render them unable to fully control their body functions. Their focus turned back to me seconds later, as they sank to their knees in unison. Lisa extended her tongue first, making contact with the tip of my cock through my underwear.
"He likes that," she said, her first, of many, direct instructions to Emma.
Lisa continued to mentor Emma, showing her exactly what I liked as they ran through a series of choreographed sex acts. I had been very clear with Lisa that I didn't want them to make me come, prior to my anal invasion of Emma. However, they took me close a couple of times, and I had to reset in order to prevent my premature ejaculation.
As I watched Emma obediently follow Lisa's instructions, I was at a loss for why she had such a fervent desire to please me. Amy traded sex for favors, whether it was a place to live, or help with her rent. Lisa traded sex for OxyContin, and would have done whatever I wanted, as long as there was a little pill for her at the end of it. Emma's desire to please me was much harder to figure out. She was a teenage goddess who could have been a model. She came from a nice family, lived in a clean middle class home, and hadn't had that many sexual experiences with guys.
Yet, whatever sexual act I suggested was met with an eager, agreeable affirmation, and an almost instantaneous move to adopt the next position. In addition, I was only paying her two hundred dollars a day. Surely, she shouldn't have been so accommodating for that amount of money.
When it came time for the main event, I was beside myself with lust. I think Emma was the most beautiful girl I had ever been with, although from a chemistry standpoint, it was Suky that rocked my world the hardest. That said, Emma was exquisite. Lisa positioned her on all fours on my bed, with a large mirror resting against my headboard, so that I could watch her face as I entered her asshole.



When I came into the room, I inhaled sharply as I admired her beauty. Emma's silky dress was hiked up over her ass, revealing the fact that she was wearing a yellow garter belt to support her stockings. She had a pair of tiny yellow panties on, that were pulled down over her ass enough to allow me entry into her anal passage. I knew she was a virgin, anally, from both her sexual history disclosure and the physical examination she had endured from Amy. Emma had been unable to accommodate any but the tiniest of butt-plugs in her little asshole. This bitch was going to be tight.
Lisa had applied some Anal Ease lubricating jelly to Emma's asshole, and given the young girl two muscle relaxers. I tried to act cool as I scooted up behind her, but my heart was beating in my chest. She was just so fucking beautiful, way out of my league, and yet I was about to take her anal cherry from her. I smiled at her in the mirror, trying to break the ice.
Whatever fear or anxiety she was experiencing, as she was about to get butt-fucked for the first time, was hidden behind her beautiful smile and words of encouragement.
"Take me Daddy," she whispered, taking a page out of Lisa's book. "Fuck my tight virgin ass. My cherry is yours for the taking."
Her dirty talk was so in contrast to her angelic face, that I wanted to come immediately. I thought about jerking off on the back of her silk dress. It wouldn't have taken me long to blow my load all over her, such was my arousal. It was Lisa that brought my focus back to the reason we were here this afternoon.
"Let me lube you up Daddy," she offered. "Emma is ready for you to get balls-deep."
I struggled to control my urges, as Lisa applied a copious helping of Anal Ease to my throbbing cock. Once I was slick with the lubricating jelly, Lisa lined up my cock with the entrance to Emma's virgin rosebud, placed one hand on my ass, pushed me forward. I felt her sphincter push back against my cock-head and I let out a barely audible moan, as I anticipated being inside her.
Lisa pushed me forward with increased pressure, and I grabbed Emma's hips to hold her in position, but I wasn't able to penetrate the entrance to her anal passage.
"Fuck, she is too tight," I said quietly. "I can't get inside her."
To my surprise, it was Emma who offered me words of encouragement.
"Push harder, baby," she said with a smile. "I can handle it. I want you inside my ass."
Her innocent face staring back at me in the mirror, as she encouraged me to fuck her ass, was not helping me with my premature ejaculation issue. If she kept this up, I was going to come before I was inside her. Lisa recognized this and offered a solution.
"Let me warm her up for you," Lisa offered cheerfully. "I am prepared just in case this happened."
I stepped back from behind the young beauty, and watched as Lisa picked up a strap-on harness from the floor by the bed. She attached it to her lithe young frame and then selected a thin dildo from the collection assembled next to the bed. After lubing it up, Lisa got behind Emma, and positioned the greased head of the dildo against Emma's sphincter. I watched Emma's face intently, as Lisa forced herself inside the young blonde's asshole.
To her credit, Emma continued to hide her fear, discomfort, pain and whatever other emotions she was experiencing, behind a broad smile. Once Lisa was all the way inside Emma's anal passage, she withdrew completely, selected a slightly larger phallus, and repeated the process. After the fourth attachment had been deep inside Emma's ass, both girls agreed she was ready for me.
I took my place behind the young goddess, and lined myself up with her rosebud. I managed to penetrate her sphincter, the ring-shaped muscle relaxing as I entered it, and closing on my shaft once I was through it. The dildos had done a great job of opening up her anal passage sufficiently for me to gain entry, but she was still so incredibly tight that my range of motion was limited to fairly shallow strokes.
I maintained eye-contact with her in the mirror as I sodomized her, and she continued to hide any pain she was feeling behind her huge, agreeable smile. I am embarrassed to admit, I came shortly after getting inside her. She was just so pretty and so angelic looking that I couldn't hold myself back. The thought that I was balls-deep in Emma's virgin ass was just too much to handle, and I shot my load into her anal cavity.
Emma continued to talk dirty to me, the disparity between her angelic looks and the filth spewing from her mouth, emptying my nuts with every shallow thrust inside her. After I was finished ejaculating, I withdrew slowly from her tight asshole. Emma turned towards me and, under the watchful eye of Lisa, began to suck me clean.
"You don't need to," I began, before Lisa cut me off.
"Emma needs to learn everything that you like, baby," Lisa admonished me. "You can't cut her any slack just because she is so pretty. She is here for the sole purpose of pleasuring you. Bedsides, she used an anal cleanser before you fucked her ass, so she should be squeaky clean back there."
"I used it twice," Emma said proudly, as she sucked our fluids from my cock.
A very strange thing occurred after I came in Emma's ass. Instead of my cock softening, as it always did after ejaculation, my cock stayed rock-hard. I don't have a plausible explanation from a physiological standpoint, but my gut feeling is that Emma was just so impossibly cute, that my cock wanted another crack before she left. Whatever the reason, for the first time since I was in my early twenties, ten minutes after my orgasm, I was ready to go again.
Emma seemed very impressed with my refractory period, covering her mouth with one hand, a look of mock horror on her face as she expressed her surprise.
"Holy shit, Lisa," the young blonde squealed. "He is already hard again. You never told me about this."
In Lisa's defense, there was nothing to tell. I had fucked the crap out of Amy and Lisa on numerous occasions, and regardless of the level of stimulation they had provided me, we still had to wait in excess of thirty minutes for me to recharge and get hard again. This was uncharted territory for me. A young girl so breathtakingly gorgeous, that my cock stayed rock-hard out of fear of missing out. That was the truth of the matter. I wanted another piece of Emma in case I never saw her again.
I ended up tit-fucking her. It was the one position that I could think of, that would allow me to enjoy an orgasm and simultaneously stare at her beautiful face. Emma had done a wonderful job of sucking my cock clean, so I asked her to lay on her back and hold her tits together. I was so desperate to enjoy her for the second time, that my hand was shaking as I applied KY lube to my cock. She rested her manicured hand on my wrist to calm me.
"Lisa will lube us up, baby," she said sweetly. "There's no rush. You can enjoy me whenever you want. Take your time, baby."
Lisa did end up lubing both of us up. She poured a very generous helping of the silky lubricant on my shaft and cock-head first, before squeezing almost the whole bottle between Emma's tits. Of course, Emma's tits were perfect too, a full "C" cup with perky erect nipples that glistened once coated in the KY liquid.
As soon as I straddled her, and slipped my cock-head between her oiled tits, I felt my nuts constrict. Lisa moved away from lubing up Emma's tits, and positioned herself behind me. I heard some shuffling around as she maneuvered herself into her desired position.
I felt her warm breath on my buttocks first, followed shortly afterwards by her tongue. She traced the tip of it across my ass-cheeks, until it disappeared between them. When I felt her tongue on my asshole, I let out a little whimper, and Emma picked up on it right away.
"Don't hold back, baby," she cooed. "Come right away if it feels good. Most guys don't last that long with me."
Knowing that I wasn't alone in blowing my load quickly around her, made me feel like less of a chump. All guys find her completely irresistible, I told myself, justifying my early release. With the pressure to perform removed from my shoulders, I focused solely on my pleasure. I thrust deeply between her well-oiled tits, as she taunted me to orgasm, and Lisa licked my asshole. A few moments later I exploded, ejaculating all over Emma's face.
She continued to smile and maintain eye contact with me, even though my semen was now splattered all over her face and hair. I lowered my head to kiss her, something I had never been inclined to do with a woman whose face I had just come over. Emma and I made out for several moments, as Lisa continued to rim me.
I finally managed to pull myself away from this goddess, and she signaled her intent to take a shower.
"I will join you," Lisa said cheerfully.
I guess the toll of three intense orgasms, starting with Lisa's ninety minute blowjob on the return drive from the airport, got the best of me, because as the girls showered, I fell asleep. When I awoke, less then an hour later, Emma was gone and I already missed her.
Lisa and I had a couple of glasses of wine and rehashed the crazy evening. I had a visible erection, and as soon as Lisa saw it she offered to suck my cock. I politely declined. I knew that she was just going through the motions to secure her beloved Oxy, and I couldn't stop thinking about Emma. Once the alcohol kicked in, I excused myself, telling Lisa that I had some work to do in my office.
Lisa turned on the television, and I retired to my office with a stiff vodka. One thing led to another, and after a protracted viewing of Emma's impromptu photo shoot, emboldened by the alcohol, I called the young goddess. She didn't seem surprised at all to hear from me, answering the phone cheerfully.
"Hi Daddy, I knew you would call me. Did I pass the first audition?" she asked seductively. "I thought maybe you got bored of me because you fell asleep."
We ended up talking for two hours, although she was interrupted by her parents three times, whose general attentiveness seemed to remove daddy issues from the list of possibilities of why she had agreed to be my sex-toy for two hundred dollars. During our conversation, in which I laid my cards on the table, we openly discussed my sexual proclivities.
Emma got me very excited and when I told her so, we engaged in phone sex. Well, she remained fully clothed because her parents kept checking in on her, but she encouraged me to jerk off to my favorite photo of her, as she talked me over the edge.
After my cum-shot, we talked at length, about anything and everything. Emma proclaimed her innocence, telling me that tonight was the furthest she had ever been with a man. She told me that she had experienced a couple of joyless sexual encounters, but for the most part her sexual history was heavy petting. She had made a couple of remarks earlier that evening, that seemed to contradict her assertion that she was inexperienced, so I called her out on it.
At my request, Emma clarified her earlier remarks about the affect she had on men. She had said, "I am used to guys leaking in their undies" and "most guys don't last that long with me" which seemed to suggest sexual contact of some type. I didn't want to appear overly controlling or jealous, but I wanted this woman in my life and I needed the truth.
"That typically happened during a make-out session," she assured me with a giggle. "College guys normally, leaking in their undies as we kissed. A lot of times I would rub them through their jeans and get them to blow their wad in their pants," she confessed. "That was what I meant when I said most guys don't last that long with me, I swear."
She seemed genuine and I was inclined to believe her. However, her sexual disclosure also troubled me, and I asked her about it.
"I completely embellished it," she began, "to try and impress you. Lisa said you were a very experienced lover and I worried if you knew the truth about my limited sexual experience, you wouldn't consider me."
"Loves giving blowjobs?" I asked, the alcohol increasing my confidence.
"Never given one to completion," she assured me. "Foreplay only with my boyfriend."
"Tolerant of facials?"
"I got my first facial tonight, Daddy," she replied. "Now that I finally experienced one, I would change the word tolerant to enjoys."
When I pressed her for her true sexual history, I learned that Emma had only had sex twice in her life, both encounters she viewed as terrible. Her candid nature got me hard again, and as I pounded my last vodka, I told her that I had an erection.
"FaceTime me, baby," she teased. "My parents have gone to bed. I want to watch you jerk off again."
I couldn't get enough of this teenage goddess, and as soon we connected on FaceTime, Emma stripped down to her underwear and started to encourage me to jerk off. I have enjoyed phone sex and FaceTime sex numerous times before, and in the past I have always persuaded the woman to engage in the lewdest acts possible to get me off.
However, Emma was so beautiful, so innocent and angelic that I asked her just to pose for me in her bra and panties, and to look demure. She was wearing a pink Victoria's Secret push-up bra with matching thong panties, and had glossed her lips the exact same shade. She knelt in her bed holding a stuffed white teddy bear, and looking the picture of innocence. Her big blue eyes stared right into mine, and even though it was my fifth orgasm of the day, and I had consumed alcohol which should have inhibited my release, a few moments later I blew my load all over my stomach. Emma remained motionless after I ejaculated, allowing me to compose myself and also continuing to provide the visual of an angelic teenager.
"Can I see you tomorrow, Emma?" I asked, trying to hide my desperation, and sensing that the power dynamic between us was changing already.
"I have a Spanish immersion trip to Mexico for three days, starting tomorrow," she informed me. "I can cancel it if you need me to. I want to put your needs first, always."
I was tempted to ask her to cancel her trip, but central to my core was a deep-rooted respect for education. After all, I had allowed Lisa to suck me off for some cash to purchase her schoolbooks. I had released Amy from service as my sex-toy, to attend law school. I often encouraged my young girlfriends to maintain and respect their ties to their schools, by dressing up for me in their High School Cheerleader Uniforms. Yes, I should have been the President of my High School Booster Club, I mused.
Magnanimously, I agreed to allow Emma to attend her school trip. She thanked me profusely, a broad smile of gratitude plastered all over her beautiful face.
"I owe you one, Daddy," she said enthusiastically. "I want you to fuck me when I get back. Let's make a day of it."
"Ok, baby," I responded, "Enjoy your trip. I will see you as soon as you get back."
Emma blew me a kiss, her perfectly manicured nails matching her glossed lips exactly, as she held her dainty hand under her chin. I couldn't wait to see her again, and get balls-deep in that goddess.
Unfortunately for me, my plans to fuck the crap out of Emma never came to fruition, due to some unexpected and unwelcome changes. Three days is an eternity, and unfortunately the second event that broke up the love triangle between Amy, Lisa and I occurred in the 72 hour time period, that Emma was in Mexico. This event involve Tim, and it made me rue the day that I let a girl's education get in the way of my needs.
Just three days after Amy left to pursue her dreams of law school, our company expanded its footprint globally, opening a new office in Thailand. Tim petitioned for the position of President, in our new Bangkok office, and was given the opportunity. He left almost immediately, without even saying goodbye. I was promoted to President of our California office, based on the credit Tim had given me for our most recent successful marketing campaigns.
My new position gave me a twenty thousand dollar a month raise, and totally changed my financial situation. I didn't start firing people, the way Tim had. I wasn't looking to upset the apple cart, just trying to strive for incremental improvement.
Predictably, Suky showed up at my house, as she was now technically homeless. Going to Thailand with Tim was not an option, due to her immigration status. Not like he would have taken her anyway, with all the available pussy in the Land of Smiles. Tim didn't give Suky much notice, before he asked her to leave his house. He fucked her one last time, ejaculating inside her tight pussy as a parting gift for me, before he told her she had to go.
Suky didn't even ask me if she could stay with me. She still had a key, and most of her clothes were still in my master bedroom closet. Lisa and I were sitting at the breakfast table having lunch, when Suky let herself in the front door. She sauntered in like she owned the place and gave Lisa a filthy look. Lisa wisely averted her gaze, and then Suky grabbed me by my hair, and dragged me, half crawling, into the master bedroom.
Suky forced me onto my back on the bedroom floor, removed her panties and straddled my face. I knew what was expected of me, and, as I extended my tongue, I realized that Tim had just deposited a fresh load of semen inside my girlfriend's pussy.
"Tim says hi," Suky said coldly, as I ate his load from her. "Who is the bitch in the kitchen?"
"Just a friend that needs a place to crash Suky," I answered. "There is nothing going on between us, I swear on my life."
As I ate Suky to her first orgasm, Tim's load leaked from her pussy onto my face. After she ground out another three vocal orgasms on my face, I noticed she was still leaking profusely. That was either the most copious load Tim had ever blown inside her, or he had enjoyed her multiple times, before he booted her out of his place.
As Suky rested between orgasms, she seemed to anticipate my line of questioning and spoke up.
"Tim offered me up as a bonus to the Senior Management Team," she began, immediately answering my question about how Tim had possibly deposited so much semen inside of her. "He passed me around like a joint."
"In recognition of all their hard work over the last few months, and in anticipation that you might be a little less generous towards your co-workers when it comes to access to my body, Tim allowed the entire Marketing team a crack at my tight little pussy. Everyone except Jimmy, went for it," she said proudly, reveling in the fact that the only person in my department that didn't mount her, was openly gay.
"Those are my co-workers, Suky," I exclaimed jealously. "How the hell am I going to face them at work tomorrow?"
"You will figure it out," she taunted. "You could just pretend you know know nothing about it, and it will remain an office secret," she offered. "Or, you could take ownership of it, and explain it that was your idea."
"My idea," I said incredulously, "why the fuck would I allow all of my co-workers to fuck my girlfriend?"
"Teamwork? Bonding?" Suky began, as if she really thought that this would justify these lewd actions in some way.
"Tim," she continued, "if you are magnanimous about the gift you just bestowed upon your peers, it would go a long way towards building a cohesive team. Maybe offer up round two, if certain lofty performance goals are met?"
"What the hell, Suky? Round two?" I said with contempt.
"Well," she continued, "if you choose to sweep it under the rug, it won't go away. Your decision to ignore that it happened, will be viewed by many as an invitation to enjoy second helpings. Even those that don't go back for more will view you as a cuckold pussy."



Suky, emboldened by my passivity, enjoyed a few more orgasms on my face, before she hopped off and got in the shower.
No other words were exchanged between us. Suky just moved right back into the master bedroom, completely disturbing my and Lisa's flow. At least Lisa had been sleeping in her own room, as she had developed terrible sleeping habits, due to the drug use.
I called Tim later that day. We held equal positions in the company now, and emboldened by the fact that I was no longer his subordinate, I tore him a new asshole.
"What the fuck, Tim?" I yelled at him, my anger rising swiftly at the liberties he had taken with my girlfriend. "Why would you let the entire management team fuck Suky? What were you thinking, you asshole?"
"I was thinking," he began in a measured tone, "that you needed to be punished one final time for trying to keep Suky all to yourself, you selfish prick. What better way to reprimand you for your selfishness, than to share your toy with all the kids in the sandbox!"
"My toy?" I responded angrily, "Suky is my girlfriend, possibly my future wife."
"Well," he said with a chuckle, "your future wife got gang-banged by the entire Senior Management team, your new loyal subordinates. Good luck pulling that team together, unless it is to pull another train on your bitch. I might have one more crack at her before I leave town."
"Stay the fuck away from Suky, you prick!" I threatened. "She's my girlfriend. Fuck off to Thailand. Leave us alone."
Tim never countered with much, hanging up shortly after my last remark. I never really expected him to apologize, but I was surprised that he felt the need to kick me in the nuts on his way out. Either way, it was good to get that asshole out of our lives.
As a final punch in the gut for me, he asked Suky for a ride to the airport. She agreed to help him out one last time, but I begged her not to go with him.
"Suky, please," I implored her. "He is going to fuck you in the first-class lounge bathroom just to mess with me."
Suky seemed intrigued by the prospect of one last encounter with my boss, but after a protracted begging session, she acquiesced at the last minute. I kept very close tabs on her until Tim boarded his flight to Bangkok. It would have been just his style to fuck my girlfriend one more time as a parting gift for me.
Back at home, Lisa was strung out on OxyContin, but not completely stupid. She knew right away to be wary of Suky. Lisa and I acted like roommates, but my libido had been stoked by the delectable Emma, and I all I could think about was getting off. Lisa, as always, was available for all of my needs, and we continued to fuck behind Suky's back.
Because I am an idiot, we also continued to raid Suky's extensive closet of fetish wear and costumes, and in retrospect, this is probably what tipped her off. They say there is such a thing as a woman's intuition, and it only took Suky three days to catch Lisa and I in the act. It was on a Sunday, my day off, and supposedly Suky's busy workday. Suky came home unexpectedly, and caught Lisa on her knees sucking my cock, as I watched porn on the big screen. To make matters worse, Lisa was wearing Suky's French Maid uniform.
Suky went completely ape shit, frightening the hell out of both of us. Suky only weighs one hundred pounds, but Lisa and I were scared shitless as she raged at us. Five minutes later, Lisa and I were both naked, kneeling before Suky as she threatened us with a stun gun.
"You are going to regret this Lisa," Suky said menacingly. "I am going to punish you for seducing my man."
Lisa hung her head in fear, all the fight gone from her teenage body. Suky left the room briefly, returning with a leather collar and a leash. After she had hooked Lisa up, she half-dragged her on all fours over to the radiator in the office, and tied her off to it on a very short leash.
"This will keep her warm," she said to no-one in particular.
"What about food and water?" I enquired, as I realized that Lisa was to spend the night here.
Suky left briefly, returning holding two bowls.
"Look what I found," she said, waving the stainless steel bowl with Suky's name on the side of it. "That bitch has her own dog bowl, already."
Lisa's bowl was filled with water and Suky placed it on the floor next to the frightened girl. She put a second empty bowl next to it, the inference being that it was for Lisa to pee in, should the need arise. Lastly, just to be cruel, Suky placed two of Lisa's much needed OxyContin pills just out of her reach, to torment her.
Suky told me to go to bed, and I left assuming that Lisa would spend the night tied off in my office like a dog.
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I was up early the following day and went in to check on Lisa. She was kneeling upright, too scared to sleep, and she cowered reflexively as I entered the room and turned on the light.
"It's me, baby," I said quietly, trying not to wake Suky up. "Are you okay."
Lisa was anything but ok. She had experienced a fitful, sleepless night, ruminating over her upcoming punishment. She hadn't touched the water, out of fear that it would make her need to pee. By the look of the red marks around her neck, she had made a very valiant attempt to reach her Oxy pills. She was exhibiting signs of withdrawal, and it was the pills that she craved more than food, sleep or water.
"Can you just give me my Oxy?" she begged. "I can handle anything else Suky throws at me."
"I just wanted to make sure you are okay," I mumbled weakly, too afraid of Suky to give Lisa the drugs she desperately needed. "Try and get some sleep, baby."
I got home from work that night and Suky was waiting for me, dressed in a fearsome all-black leather outfit, with a very stern look on her face.
"Follow me," she said. "It is time for Lisa's punishment."
I followed her down the hallway, into my home-office. I wasn't surprised to see Lisa on her knees, in the middle of the floor. She was kneeling on a small pillow, that had the word "Humility" embroidered upon it. She was naked except for a pair of silk panties and a long black kitten tail, that had been inserted into her asshole. She looked forlorn with her head hung in shame, and tears in her eyes.
It was very evident from the red marks across her back and ass, that she had already endured some ferocious punishment. That poor girl had been severely whipped, but the most distressing marks were around her neck. After I left for work, Lisa had apparently resumed her struggle to reach the OxyContin pills, and had paid the price. She was trembling as she knelt before us. I couldn't tell if Lisa was trembling because she was cold or fearful, but strangely enough I noticed that she was aroused.
Her nipples were erect, despite the lack of obvious stimulation, and her face was flushed. When my eyes settled on her rib-cage, the rear of which bore the brunt of the whip marks, I could see that she was breathing heavily. She also had a noticeable wet spot in her panties.
"Did Lisa piss herself, Suky?" I asked, concerned that the sadistic Malaysian had pushed Lisa too far.
"The bitch had an orgasm," Suky said dispassionately. "Right after I whipped her."
It seemed incongruous to me that anyone would achieve sexual release after a beating, but as I looked more closely, it did appear that Lisa had creamed her panties. Suky allowed me to circle Lisa slowly, and as silence descended on the room, I heard the low vibration sound.
"What have you done to her, Suky?" I asked with as much deference as I could.
"The bitch is wearing a pair of vibrating panties," she informed me. "I wanted to see if I could punish and reward her simultaneously, and it worked. Would you like to watch?"
The truth was I had seen enough of Lisa's punishment, and hoped that this was the end of it. I nodded my head to say no, but I was too late.
Suky picked up a small plastic remote control, and after hitting a couple of buttons told me to enjoy the show. There was an instant reaction from Lisa as the remote control activated the vibrating panties. She stiffened involuntarily, clearly mortified by the prospect of being brought to orgasm for my visual stimulation. She closed her eyes as if to block out her audience, and later shared with me that she tried to fight her impending orgasm.
Any fight that Lisa put up was futile. Even I knew that sustained clitoral stimulation would eventually result in an orgasm. Lisa would have been better off just giving in to her autonomic nervous system, and allowing her body to react physiologically to the stimulation. However, as she fought it, she inadvertently elevated her level of arousal, reddened her face and increased the flow of vaginal secretions.
As I watched her panties moisten and observed her abdomen muscles tighten, I realized that she was close. Her breathing was ragged and her mouth was slightly open, as if she was getting ready to form the sounds that accompany sexual release.
"My bitch is close," Suky said, stating the patently obvious. "Shall I let her come? You decide."
Even though Lisa had been fighting the inevitable, once she got close, she wanted to experience the joy of another orgasm. When Suky ceded control of her body to me, Lisa opened her eyes and looked up at me, imploring me to allow her the release.
"Yes," I said, with much more enthusiasm than I probably should have, "let her come."
As her body finally got into sync with her mind, Lisa tensed up and let out a loud scream of pleasure. She contorted her face in ecstasy and came hard, as she knelt before us. Suky and I watched the young redhead experience a very powerful orgasm, before she slumped forward onto the floor. Suky clicked the remote once and I assumed she had terminated the vibrations.
"Lisa and I just had a heart to heart," Suky informed me, as Lisa lay slumped over, trying to control her breathing. "She told me all of your secrets. Is there anything you wish to get off your chest?"
I had no way of knowing what secrets Suky had thrashed out of Lisa, so I played dumb. Suky continued with her ferocious and intimidating line of questioning.
"Who the fuck is Emma, and why are you hiding her from me?" she barked.
I started to stumble over my answer almost immediately, and Suky cut me off.
"Hand me your phone," she ordered me.
I had forfeited any right to privacy from the day I allowed Suky to move in with me. She had my bankcard PIN, my voicemail access code, and my phone access code, which she punched in as soon as I handed my phone to her.
I was so focused on Suky's inevitable discovery of the pictures from my impromptu photo shoot with Emma, that I completely forgot about the even more incriminating photos of Lisa, Amy and I in the shower. Suky found these first, and grabbed Lisa by her red mane. She pulled Lisa upright and was waving my phone angrily in her face, as the frightened young girl knelt naked, still trembling.
"Do you enjoy getting pissed on, you fucking slut?" Suky screamed at the terrified young girl.
"Suky, I can explain," I said nervously, regretting my decision to intercede, as Suky turned her fury towards me.
"Can you?" she yelled. "Can you explain these?"
My recollection of the shower scene was one of pure fun, and adolescent experimentation. However, in the light of day, the photos of me urinating on Amy and Lisa, were completely indefensible. It was an abject defilement of the two young women, a total abuse of power on my part, as they knelt before me and got drenched in my piss.
Suky was enraged, and turned her focus back on Lisa, as the frightened young girl knelt before her.
"Do you like being pissed on?" Suky screamed. "I will make that happen for you in the very near future," she threatened.
When she turned back towards me I shuddered, as I could see the hate in her eyes as she processed the other previously undiscovered detail in my life.
"You were fucking Amy too?" she asked incredulously. "How did you ever find time to go to work?" she added, her voice dripping with sarcasm.
I knew that Suky had no idea that Amy and I were lovers. Just before Suky moved out to live with Tim, I had allowed Amy to rent a room from me, as she was getting evicted from her old place, due to non-payment of rent. I ran it by Suky, and she was fine with it. The two of them were best friends, and Amy hung out at my place all the time, even when Suky was at work.
One night, when Amy was over waiting for Suky to get off of work, Amy had seduced me. Well, I use the word seduced, but it was more like Amy had just smiled at me. That was enough. Amy had consumed a bottle of wine, Suky had me on sexual restriction, I foolishly decided to pass the time by watching porn on my computer, and before I knew it, one thing led to another, and I was balls-deep in Amy.
After Suky moved out, Amy continued to live in my house as my lodger, and we fucked like rabbits. As this dawned on Suky, the revelation seemed to infuriate her more because she and Amy were best friends. My heart sank as I realized that Suky was going to make me regret this indiscretion more than anything else.
Amy was long gone to Law School, and we were a blip in her rear view mirror. Even though Amy and I shared the blame equally for our sexual liaisons, there was absolutely nothing Suky could do to punish her for our indiscretions. No, any retribution for that illicit relationship would be borne solely by me.
Apparently satisfied that she owed me punishment for fucking her best friend Amy, Suky refocused on Lisa's admission, coughed up under the duress of a thrashing.
"Who the fuck is this little cunt Emma?" she yelled. "And why can't I find her contact in your phone?"
Suky's overtly hostile approach was both intimidating and stressful to me, and she had worn any resistance out of me.
"I stored her under the last name, Material," I confessed, "hoping that the work-related name would go unnoticed in my contact list."
I bit my lip as Suky typed the letter 'M' into my contact list, knowing full well the extent of my fuck-up.
"Material," Suky intoned slowly, as she processed Emma's profile photo.
A scowl darkened her face, and I wasn't sure if it was due to the photo that I had selected for Emma's contact details, or the full name under which she was entered, as both were equally incriminating.
"Ah, here she is," Suky said menacingly, the undertone of hate evident in her voice.
The scowl reappeared on her face as she processed what I had used as Emma's first name.
"Marriage," she said contemptuously, "You stored that little cunt under marriage material?"
At the time it had seemed like a clever play on words, but now it looked like a totally boneheaded move on my part, as I had inadvertently pissed Suky off.
Once Suky found my poorly disguised entry for Emma in my phone contacts, it was just a matter of time before she found the evidence of our impromptu photo session. I couldn't even look at Suky as she scrolled through the pictures of Emma. Her face said it all, a combination of rage and disgust as the beautiful young girl posed for her glamour shots in my hallway.
"Did you fuck that little bitch?" Suky demanded.
I had anticipated that question, and even practiced answering it in my mind. Although I had titty-fucked and butt-fucked Emma, I hadn't technically fucked her, at least not vaginally. For this reason, with as much confidence as I could muster, I said no.
What emerged from my lips was a shaky, unconvincing no, and Suky picked up on my attempt at deception immediately. All it took was a furrowed brow, and for her to fold her arms disapprovingly, and I started to sing like a canary.
"I ass-fucked her and titty-fucked her," I blurted out.
"And?" she said expectantly, knowing full well that she had me on the ropes.
"We had phone sex," I spewed, as Suky gave me the stink eye, "Twice!"
Suky possessed the uncanny ability to make me spill my guts, and as she stared me down, I continued to talk unnecessarily, digging myself a deeper hole.
"Her profile picture?" she continued.
For reasons that I cannot explain, I had used a screen-shot taken during our FaceTime sex session. In the photo, Emma was kneeling on her bed wearing her Victoria's Secret bra and panties, holding a stuffed white teddy bear. Even though I knew Emma had just turned eighteen, the way she was posed accentuated her delicate, youthful appearance, and caused Suky to glare at me intently.
"She's eighteen," I stammered reflexively. "I asked for her ID before we..."
I knew as soon as the words left my mouth that I was fucked. Suky commanded a great deal of fear in me, and I often had verbal diarrhea around her. I heard my voice trail off, and the silence was deafening.
"Before you?" Suky inquired. "Before you what? Continue, you have piqued my interest."
I clammed up and stared at my feet as I shuffled around uncomfortably.
"I am keeping this," Suky declared, waving my iPhone in my face. "I have no doubt that slut will call you. I am going to trick that little cunt into coming here tomorrow night," she barked. "She needs to learn her place too."
I wanted to text Emma and warn her never to come to my house again. However, the only place I had her number was in my phone. I didn't know where she lived, where she went to High School, I didn't even know her last name. There was no way for me to head her off.
With that threat still hanging in the air, Suky turned her focus back to Lisa, who knelt shaking uncontrollably having witnessed Suky's wrath.
"I haven't forgotten about your punishment," she informed the frightened young girl.
Suky stood over Lisa in a very threatening manner, as the young girl cowered on her knees. She was holding a large, black strap-on which she held out towards me.
"I want you to punish her," Suky informed me.
I shot Suky a confused look.
"Go ahead," she said. "Punish the bitch. Fuck her ass with the strap-on."
I must have looked totally lost, because she told me again that she wanted me to punish Lisa, for her earlier indiscretion. I shook my head, and Suky smiled, knowingly.
She moved over to my desk and placed the strap-on on top of it. Suky was wearing black leather pants, and leather boots that had very high heels. She had on a skin tight Lycra top, and a black leather jacket. She looked like a high class dominatrix.
Suky stepped forward menacingly, and grabbed a fistful of Lisa's hair. In one firm fluid motion, she pulled Lisa up from her knees by her hair, and dragged her over to the large leather topped desk in the room. She forced Lisa against the desk, and then made her bend over it.
Lisa looked very vulnerable, naked as she was, except for the vibrating panties and the black tail sticking out of her ass. As she bent over my desk her welts were much more obvious, and she appeared to be in a considerable amount of discomfort.
"Get your ass over here," Suky said menacingly, as she directed her anger towards me.
I scurried over to her, determined not to piss her off any more.
"Bend the fuck over your desk," she ordered.
It was my turn to tremble now, as I positioned my upper body atop the large desk. I could feel my legs shaking as I realized what a vulnerable position I was in.
"You or her?" she barked, presumably referring to which one of us she was going to subject to a prolonged ass-fucking.
"Her," I said immediately, caving into my fear. "Butt-fuck her."
Suky lent over me, whispered some instructions in my ear, and strode out of the room. I was intent on following the instructions I had been given. I picked up a jar of skin lotion, and began to gently rub it into Lisa's butt-cheeks, to try and relieve some of the burning sensation. Then I removed the kitten tail from Lisa's asshole, and placed it on the desk. Her vibrating panties had a small opening over her asshole so I left them on her. I lubed Lisa's ass, using the KY gel that was on the desk. Then I walked away in silence, having followed Suky's instructions to the letter.
Moments later Suky entered the room holding a leather harness. She told me to turn around, and attached the harness around my pelvic area. She picked up the strap-on dildo and secured it into the harness with an ominous click. Suky grabbed my phallus and dragged me over behind Lisa. She slapped the large strap-on cock against Lisa's ass a couple of times. I could see Lisa's back and ass-cheeks were tensed in anticipation of her violation.
She looked back over her shoulder, with fear in her eyes, and Suky growled "eyes front."
Then, without any further discussion, Suky eased my black phallus into Lisa's asshole and told me to fuck it. Lisa grunted as I impaled her. The strap-on was no larger than a typical penis, but it was rock-hard, and not subject to softening the way a human cock was.
I started off slow, terrified that I was going to hurt, or worse, injure, Lisa. Almost immediately Lisa started to get aroused, and I realized that Suky had turned the vibrating panties back on. Lisa let out a quiet moan, and I prayed that she would remain silent, lest her punishment be increased.
Suky grabbed a fistful of Lisa's red hair and growled, "be quiet girl."
Suky made me fuck Lisa's ass for almost forty minutes. She kept insisting that I dominate the young girl, and under threat of getting butt-fucked myself, I finally was very rough in my handling of Lisa, slapping her ass and pulling her hair. The young redhead was exhibiting signs of arousal during the domination and, after Suky increased the speed of the vibrating panties and told her she could touch herself, she came multiple times, by stimulating her own clitoris.
I was erect the entire time that I subjugated the young redhead, and Suky was really enjoying the show. After Suky was happy that I had sufficiently punished Lisa, she told me to withdraw the large strap-on from her now gaping anus.
Suky grabbed Lisa by the hair, forced her to her knees, and said roughly, "Suck his cock clean, bitch."
I am not a big fan of ass to mouth, but I must concede that it is an effective way to truly dominate someone. Lisa sucked my strap-on clean as Suky continued to threaten and belittle the young redhead. Once Suky deemed my cock sufficiently clean, she grabbed Lisa by the hair and told her to crawl. Then, as Lisa remained on all fours like a dog, Suky dragged her almost naked by the hair, down the long hallway, through the master suite, and right into the marble shower enclosure of her master bedroom.
I heard Suky shout my name, and I scurried into my old bedroom. Lisa was kneeling on the shower floor as Suky slowly undressed. Once she was naked, she told the frightened redhead to lay on her back on the shower floor. Once Lisa was in position, Suky knelt above her face and lowered her pussy onto the young girl's tongue. Lisa knew what was expected of her and began to eat Suky out.
I knew it wouldn't take Suky long to have her first orgasm. This was exactly the sort of thing that got her off. Suky stroked her clitoris as she ground one out on Lisa's face. Lisa laid submissively beneath Suky and allowed Suky to have several orgasms on her face. After Suky was completely satisfied, she grabbed a fistful of Lisa's hair.
"You can continue to live here as long as you behave yourself," she said in a surprising gesture of forgiveness. "Two rules. First, learn your place in this household. You are the low man on the totem pole. Second rule, stay the fuck away from my man. If you need Oxy, ask me. If you need food, ask me. Stay away from Tim."
Lisa nodded her head in understanding of her lowly status within the household and the new rules. Suky lifted her pussy slightly above Lisa's mouth and made eye contact with the frightened girl. Then in an overt display of dominance, she let a trickle of urine escape her bladder and enter Lisa's mouth.
"Swallow bitch," she said menacingly.
Lisa swallowed the piss without hesitation and Suky let go of her bladder. I watched in awe as Suky urinated all over Lisa's face and hair. Lisa laid there passively taking her punishment. Once Suky was done, she got up from her knees and looked at me.
"Hose that bitch off," she said.
Suky left the shower room and I turned on the shower and started to spray Lisa down. No words were exchanged between us and after a few minutes I heard Suky call my name. I handed the shower attachment to Lisa and hustled out of the room, in the direction of Suky's voice.



Suky was in my home office. I entered with trepidation and immediately noticed that Suky had changed into a very short mini-skirt and high heels.
"You are next," she said coldly, after I entered the home-office.
The strap-on cock and the riding crop were still on the desk, and I wondered if I was going to get an ass-fucking and a whipping too.
Suky seemingly read my mind, because she started to speak.
"You are just a man, and your actions are driven primarily by desire. You become very weak around other women. I don't forgive you, but I understand you. However, I need to know you are truly sorry for your infidelity. We are going to fuck for my benefit. I am going to take my pleasure from you. If you break down and have an orgasm, I am going to tighten your release schedule, as it shows you have no remorse or self-control. I will take that control from you, and determine an appropriate orgasm schedule for you."
Suky left the room and returned with a high-backed chair from the dining room. She tied my hands together behind the chair using one of my silk neckties and then removed her panties. She hung them around my neck, the odor of her sex emanating from the vaginal secretions in the liner.
Suky mounted me wearing her short skirt and heels. She started to bounce up and down in my lap, enjoying the control she had in this position. She quickly established a nice rhythm and was apparently in no hurry to come.
After a few minutes I got overly excited, and started to try and thrust my hips into her. She was not receptive to my over eagerness, and told me to be still. I tried to remain motionless but was still grinding my hips into hers out of frustration. She quickly dismounted me and left the room. When she returned she had a couple of leather belts with her.
I no longer feared the belt the way I had the first time I laid eyes on it. That first time, Suky was giving me a fashion show, trying to decide which clothes to pack for her vacation. I had touched my own cock without her consent. When she returned with a belt I feared the worst, but she had used it to bind my hands behind my back. Since then I had been bound many times with a leather belt, and had no fear of being struck with it.
This time she used the belts to tie my thighs firmly to the chair. With my hands and legs secured, I could barely move, and she remounted my throbbing cock. She rode me slowly and rhythmically to her first orgasm. Because I was unable to thrust into her, I was getting no closer to my orgasm, which worked out perfectly for her. Once she had gathered her breath, she started to bounce up and down on my cock again, in search of more pleasure.
She came a couple of times more in this position, and then dismounted. She turned around to face away from me, and remounted my cock. This felt even better to Suky, as she could stimulate her clitoris, and fuck me at the same time. She leaned back into me, straightened her legs out, and then spread them apart to give herself easy access. She came once more this way, but was still constantly experimenting to try and improve the position.
She decided to get her massager, and hopped off of my rock-hard cock. I couldn't move of course, but the sight of her hot little ass seductively wiggling as she left the room, made my cock pulsate. A few seconds later, she came back with her massager and remounted me, in the same reverse-cowboy position. As soon as my cock was all the way inside her, she began to stimulate her clitoris with the massager. This was perfect!
Suky had learned through constant experimenting, that she would eventually find a great way to come, and today was no exception. This position was amazing. She had a rock-hard cock, buried balls-deep inside her. She had her legs spread apart, was massaging her clitoris, and was fast approaching orgasm. When she came, she leaned back into me for support, and had a very powerful orgasm.
I was not in any danger of coming as I could barely move. After she came, she placed the massager on the chair between her legs, while she recovered. That is when she had the wicked idea to fuck with me. She turned the massager back on, and slid it under her until it nestled against my balls. She knew it was driving me wild, because she felt my cock immediately swell inside her. I could not move an inch in any direction, and so she was able to hold the massager firmly against my nuts to torment me.
When she felt my breathing get ragged, she turned off the massager. She had to suppress her giggle when she heard my moans of frustration. When she was ready to come again, she moved the massager from my genitals to hers and turned it back on. She rode me this way for over an hour, repeating the cycle of her orgasm and my torment.
Each time she rested, she forced the massager firmly against my balls and let it work its magic. She tightened her pelvic muscles, so that her pussy contracted around me. She leaned back against me so that she could hear my breathing, and skillfully brought me closer and closer to release. She was bringing me right to the edge of orgasm repeatedly, and I would have done anything to get off.
I was desperately trying to thrust into her, but the belts ensured that I could not move at all. Once she had taken all of the pleasure she needed, she turned her attention to me. She continued to slowly ride me and to squeeze my cock with her pelvic muscles. The massager was back between my legs, pulsating waves of pleasure into my nut sack. As she bobbed up and down on my cock, she was lazily scratching her nails around my inner thighs. Finally she looked back over her shoulder, and maintaining eye contact with me, started to speak.
"You know Tim, the more sex you have, the more you crave," Suky began. "I think you have been getting way too much play. At your age, with a full-time job, and your household chores to keep your mind occupied, I think you only need to experience one orgasm a week."
She continued to bob up and down on my cock as she debated my weekly sex allowance. I felt my balls start to churn and knew I was not too far from orgasm.
"I will make you a deal," she teased. "If you can maintain control right now, and not shoot your load inside my tight, wet pussy, I will let you fuck me doggy-style later on this evening. I will make Lisa suck your nuts while we fuck. Or, you can come now, and you will be on restriction for two weeks."
My head sank as I processed her words. Two weeks without orgasm? For the last few months I had come five or six times a day, every day! I was very conflicted. I was desperate to have an orgasm. Being forced to ass-fuck Lisa, before watching Suky urinate all over her face, had aroused me intensely. However, I also knew that an orgasm in this position, unable as I was to thrust deeply into Suky, wouldn't be exceptionally enjoyable. If I waited a few hours, I could fuck Suky from behind, with her hair wrapped around my fist, and Lisa's eager lips on my balls.
"Your thoughts?" Suky enquired. "Wouldn't you like to have Lisa nibble your nuts as you fuck me?"
I let out a whimper of pleasure as I struggled to control my urges.
"Please, Suky, dismount me, I want to wait until later," I said with a trembling voice.
"Good choice, baby," she responded, without making any attempt to stop fucking me.
Suky wanted to get off me and untie me. However, it turned her on to hear the anguish in my voice, when I thought I was about to get an opportunity to orgasm.
"Tim, you are a good boy. I am going to let you fuck my ass tonight. Unless you would rather come now. I can get Lisa in here to help you out!"
I knew she was fucking with me, trying to get me off. I needed to say no. Be strong. Resist her temptations.
I knew if I came right now it would be far less pleasurable, but I could no longer resist her. She already knew she had broken me before I nodded my head, but the fire ignited between her legs when she saw my submission.
"Is that a yes?" she taunted. "Do you want to come now baby?" she continued.
She was moving slowly up and down my cock, in a very controlled and rhythmic motion. She turned the massager to a slightly higher speed, and started to talk dirty to me as she looked me right in the eyes.
"Don't come yet baby," she teased. "Let me untie your legs and kneel before you and suck you off. It will just take me a minute to gloss my lips."
I let out a loud groan and started to come inside her. She was smiling seductively at me and talking dirty the way I liked it. I could not move my hips, so my orgasm was far less fulfilling, than if I had waited the few extra hours. However, we both knew that once she had got her hooks into me, I was going to follow her program. She wanted me to come right now, so that was the end of the matter!
After I had come inside her, she swiftly dismounted me. Then in one motion, she came back behind the chair, and grabbed the top of it. She slowly pulled the chair backwards, and lowered it to the ground. Blood rushed to my head as I was now inverted, with my head and shoulders on the floor, and my legs above me, still tied to the seat of the chair. The massager was still between my legs vibrating away as she slowly lowered herself onto my face.
I knew what was expected of me, and slipped my tongue into her sex. The massager was starting to bug me, and I was grateful when she removed it from my nut sack. She placed it gently on her own clitoris, and began to force-feed me my own ejaculate. She didn't come again, but was really enjoying squeezing my load out of her, and into my open mouth. Once she was sure she had fed me every drop, she hopped off my face and left the room to shower.
What the fuck? At least untie me, I thought, but she was gone. I hated myself for wasting one of my precious orgasms, but I just could not resist her when she started toying with me. I had several minutes to contemplate my dumb decision to come right now, before she returned from the shower. As I waited for Suky to return, I felt light headed and dizzy. I wasn't sure if it was because I had just come? Or maybe it was because I was still lying inverted tied to the chair!
She wore a triumphant smile when she returned from her shower, confirming that she delighted in my sexual frustration. For my part, I cursed my own weakness. Then I started to imagine all of the more pleasurable ways I could have come, if only I had been strong enough to resist her temptations.
I was expecting Suky to untie me, but she lifted the chair and dragged it across the carpeted floor of the office, with me still helplessly bound to it. When she reached the kitchen floor, which was tiled, she laid the chair back down.
"Lisa," she yelled. "Get your ass into the kitchen."
When Lisa entered the kitchen, she came over to Suky and knelt before her. It was as if Lisa was conveying her knowledge and understanding of the pecking order.
Suky rested her hand on the top of Lisa's head and said, "Good girl."
Suky reached into rear pocket of her mini skirt and placed an Oxy tablet in the palm of her hand. Lisa leaned forward and took the pill with her lips, the way my dog takes treats from me.
"Tim is on restriction for two weeks," she said matter of factly. "I know you won't be anywhere near him, but if you see him trying to cheat the program, in any way, I need you to let me know."
"Yes, Miss Suky," Lisa responded submissively.
Suky repositioned herself with her pussy directly above my face. She sank slowly to her knees, straddling me. Then, in a demonstration of her dominance of me, she called me a "fucking bitch", relaxed her bladder, and a stream of her urine entered my mouth.
I didn't say a word or utter a sound in protest. I laid there passively and swallowed her piss, to convey my submission to her. I wasn't scared of Suky the way Lisa was. I submitted, because I really loved this young woman.
Later that day I heard my iPhone receive a text. As a guy, I don't send or receive that many texts and I knew immediately it was from Emma. Suky called me into her master bedroom, delighted to confirm my suspicion. Emma and Suky engaged in a very flirty text session, Emma obviously under the impression that she was texting me. I prayed that Emma had plans the following evening, but Suky invited her over at 7pm and Emma was available. Suky showed me a few of the texts, and they were incriminating.
"Let's have sex tomorrow night," Emma suggested. "I missed you when I was in Mexico."
"Again?" Suky responded, trying to see if I had told her the truth. "I would love that."
"Regular sex," Emma responded. "My ass still hurts from the anal sex. We need to wait a few days to do that again. I really enjoyed it though."
That was about all of the exchange that Suky would share with me, but it was enough for me to know that Emma was in for a rough night. Later that night Emma sent me a picture of her wearing just a bikini and a sombrero. Then before bed, an invitation to have phone sex.
"My parents are asleep if you want to jerk off on FaceTime," she offered. "I can get naked this time. I just shaved my pussy for tomorrow night."
I felt my cock start to stiffen in my pants at that last invitation, but one glare from Suky and it softened almost immediately. I heard Suky and Emma text for several minutes before she told me to go to bed. My erection returned the second I got out of Suky's glare and I laid in bed thinking about Emma. I had some very realistic dreams about her, and woke in the morning with a raging hard-in.
My first thought was "Where is my morning blowjob?" as I had awoken the last several weeks, to the sensation of Lisa's lips on my cock.
As soon as I remembered that Suky was back in my life, my heart sank. As I recalled that Emma was due at my place tonight, Suky's words echoed in my mind.
"I am going to trick that little cunt into coming here tomorrow night. She needs to learn her place too."
Emma was far from a little cunt. She was an innocent eighteen year old girl, still living with her parents. She had been tricked into being my latest plaything by Lisa. Lisa had glamorized the role, created excited in the young girl's mind, and allowed the promise of a two hundred dollar payday to subdue any guilt or shame Emma should have felt. I should have stopped Emma at the door, warned her not to enter the house, but I didn't. I knew it was wrong of me to serve Emma up on a platter for Suky, but I did it nonetheless.
Emma showed up at the appointed time, hair and nails professionally done, per our agreement. Suky had instructed me to have Emma dress demurely, to highlight her innocence. Suky planned to take it from her tonight and I was dreading it. About an hour before Emma showed up, Suky took the riding crop to me. She beat me several times on the buttocks and upper thighs, knowing that the welts and bruises would be the most visible in the moments immediately following the assault.
Lisa still bore the marks from her whipping the previous day, and Suky stripped us both naked and told us to kneel side by side on the floor of my office. When the doorbell rang, Suky answered it and invited Emma into my house. When the two of them entered the office, Emma took one look at Lisa and I, and bolted for the door.
There wasn't much between the two of them, in terms of physical size and weight, but Suky was a natural dominant, and within a few moments Emma was naked, kneeling on the floor next to us. Suky only really needed to scare Emma, and the young girl would have hightailed it out of our lives, never to be seen again. However, because Suky is a sadistic little bitch, she wanted to hear Emma cry out for mercy, before she let her leave.
It was totally unnecessary. Emma was trembling as she knelt naked in my office, while Suky circled us with the crop.
"Who's idea was it to bring this cunt into the mix?" Suky demanded.
"I asked her to help me out so that I could continue to live here," Lisa admitted, shakily.
"Why Emma?" Suky barked.
"Because she is young and unsoiled, and needed the extra cash," Lisa responded.
"Did you guys fuck already?" Suky demanded, turning her attentions to Emma.
"Sort of," Emma admitted with a very shaky voice. "He fucked my ass. I sold him my anal cherry."
"Did he use a condom?" Suky questioned Emma, leading her into a trap that I saw immediately.
"No," she admitted, knowing full well that this would suggest that our interlude was pre-meditated.
"Why this man, Emma?" Suky probed. "Why did you fuck my man?"
"Lisa made it sound so exciting," the young girl admitted. "I wanted to be out from my parental supervision, be around all my friends and their older sisters, that hang around Tim's house. Lisa said we could drink, maybe have a hit of OxyContin in exchange for sex. I thought maybe I could learn something," she added ruefully.
"Did you?" Suky asked, "Did you learn something?"
"I thought that older men would be great lovers, know how to pleasure a woman, be blessed with stamina. I learned that this is not always the case," Emma said, which was a kick in the nuts to me.
"Were you attracted to my man," Suky asked, her anger towards this innocent young girl seeming to dissipate slightly. "Did you want him as your own?"
"Not really," she admitted. "Lisa made him out to be a real stud, but in reality he is far from it. He never even got me wet, let alone made me have an orgasm. He came in my ass shortly after he entered it. I can get that kind of sexual performance from the guys at my school. I am sorry Suky," she said genuinely, her voice trembling as she appeared on the verge of tears.
"Why did you let this pig fuck you bare-back, Emma?" Suky asked the frightened young girl.
I tried to send Emma some kind of non-verbal signal to choose her words carefully, but fear had overwhelmed her, and she was going to do exactly what Suky asked of her, including answering any questions with complete honesty.
"We waited seven days," she blurted out. "Long enough for the birth control pills to take affect and to get the results of my STI test."
"So it was premeditated, then," Suky said, her anger rising to the surface, as she approached me.
"Suky," I begged, "I thought you were out of my life. I tried to move on."
As soon as the words left my lips, I recognized that they were not a good choice. Suky needed to be in complete control and the though that I had moved on, angered her. She raised her crop and brought it down with full force on my shoulder blades. The whoosh of the crop, as it descended rapidly through the air, was the first sound that we heard, followed by the crack as it made contact with my skin. This was followed immediately by a loud cry of anguish as I processed the pain.
I didn't see Emma's reaction, but I heard it, as she lost control of her bladder, and began to piss on the pillow on which she was kneeling. To this day, I think it was this demonstration of sheer unadulterated terror, that saved Emma from a thrashing. Suky circled the terrified young girl, running the tip of the crop across her tight ass, as she trembled and wet herself, like a beaten dog.
I know Suky wanted to whip the young girl, but at this point it would have been superfluous. Emma was petrified, once she left my house we would never see her, or hear from her again. Suky knew this, and told her to leave.
"Get the fuck out of my house," she barked, as the teenager gathered her clothes, and making no attempt at modesty, ran out of the door naked.
Lisa and I remained kneeling in silence, wondering if Suky was going to whip either or both of us into submission. However, Suky seemed satisfied with our level of compliance and started to explain unequivocally how things were going to be.
"I am going to move back into my master bedroom," she began, in a measured tone. "You have done a piss-poor job of managing your chastity, so I am going to be with you twenty-four hours a day to enforce my rules. I will set a more restrictive orgasm schedule for you, of one orgasm per week, which is more age-appropriate for you. You are not a fucking teenager, for fuck's sake. Furthermore, you will hire me as your personal assistant."



I knelt there passively, absorbing her words, the last revelation bothering me the most. The last thing I wanted on earth was to have Suky at my work all day long.
As it turns out, Suky was excellent at her job, and we worked very well together. I had no regrets about hiring her, and in a lot of respects, she made my work-life easier. As work got easier, my home life was fraught with new challenges. Suky tightened the reins on our love-life, and got her pleasure whenever she felt like it. She was able to watch me at home and work, to ensure that I "got with the program."
"I don't want to have to take more drastic measures to enforce your chastity," she threatened, alluding to the recently acquired cock-cage.
I assured her I would comply voluntarily and once the hierarchy of our house was established, the three of us settled into a routine.
I worked very hard not to run afoul of Suky, scared as I was of being forced to wear a cock-cage. That would be extremely emasculating to hand over control of your erections to another person. I had already ceded control of my orgasms to Suky, but I enjoyed the occasional erection, even if I was not permitted to do anything with it. I looked up the mechanics of wearing one, and was horrified to learn you have to sit to piss. Like a bitch!
After Suky broke Lisa, she took her as her slave. Lisa was more scared of navigating the outside world as a homeless, drug addict, than of anything Suky threw at her, and so she obeyed Suky without question.
They say power corrupts, but absolute power corrupts absolutely. Suky dominated Lisa with a ferocity that was frightening to watch. They would engage in heavy Sadomasochist sex, in which Suky would push Lisa until she begged her to stop. Occasionally Lisa screamed the safe-word, which Suky ignored, which is a complete no-no in BDSM play.
Suky forced Lisa to get breast enhancement surgery. Lisa didn't have any money or any credit rating, so Suky asked around at a local titty bar, to see if any of the strippers had any intel on plastic surgeons, that traded breast jobs for sex. She found an older plastic surgeon that was no longer in it for the money, but who got his jollies working on hot young chicks.
Lisa used her debate skills to negotiate a payment plan with the older man. Lisa blew her surgeon and the anesthesiologist, twice a week each, for two months to pay for her new boobs. On the day of the surgery, Suky blew Lisa off and didn't show up to give her a ride home from the doctor's office. The receptionist called her a cab, but Lisa didn't have any money, so the driver settled for oral sex as payment.
Once Lisa had her new bolt-ons, Suky wasted no time in showing her off. Suky entered Lisa into all kinds of swimsuit contests, at the local classic car shows, at Harley Davidson motorcycle runs, even at the County Fair. Lisa would be shaking like a leaf, as she showcased her wares in a thong bikini.
Next up, Suky entered the terrified young girl into her first wet t-shirt contest. Lisa won second prize, twenty five dollars. Then, amateur night at the local strip clubs. Lisa begged me to stop Suky, but I was powerless to intercede.
Inevitably, Lisa soon got hired at a local strip joint. She danced under the humiliating moniker of "Toy" and gave lap dances to older men for twenty dollars a song. Suky would often go and watch "Toy" perform, and subtly offer extras, to the disgusting perverts who had paid to watch an eighteen year old strip. Anything and everything was on the menu, and Suky pocketed the cash.
One late night, after a particularly humiliating session at the strip club, Lisa was pounding a few vodkas to wash off her shame, as Suky counted the money.
"Are you okay, Lisa?" I asked the downtrodden young girl.
"Yes, Tim, thanks for asking," she replied, trying to put a brave face on it. "It could be worse. At least the age limit at my strip club is twenty-one, so none of my college friends can get in."
As soon as the words left her lips, I wished she hadn't said that. Suky's ears pricked up and she smiled sadistically. Two weeks later, "Toy" was performing in an all-nude, non-alcoholic strip club, into which anyone over the age of eighteen was admitted. The owner of the strip club strictly enforced the no drinking rule and extended it to apply to all staff, including dancers. "Toy" had to dance naked, completely sober, for a large crowd that now included several of her college classmates.
Word spread quickly across campus, and after three weeks it was a predominately college crowd. "Toy" still offered extras, and was able to service far more clients every night, due to the premature ejaculation factor that permeated the young, male crowd. A few of her teachers even showed up, and she ended up blowing her Physics professor on more than one occasion. Of course, Suky kept the cash, and Lisa still failed the Physics class.
Once Lisa, had exchanged sex for cash, as her alter ego "Toy", Suky took her along to the massage parlor. Every weekend, Lisa was given the shit assignments at the massage place. Fat John was now hers to entertain, with the customary anal sex for twenty dollar tip. Lisa also handled any clients who wanted BDSM, water sports, or extreme spanking. Suky had Lisa firmly under her thumb, and even arranged an after hours gangbang at the massage parlor, with the young, drug-addicted redhead.
Eighteen guys, paid one hundred dollars each to enjoy "Toy" as she was advertised on the flier, displayed prominently at the massage parlor. Suky commandeered the VIP room, and had the floor covered in plastic in case it ended up as a piss fest, after all the guys had drained their nuts. Suky had procured a Sybian machine, which is a female masturbation toy, on which a girl sits. A large dildo protrudes from the seat and vibrates. The men could watch "Toy" perform to get them hard for their next cumshot.
Suky planned to keep the eighteen hundred dollars. In fact, she had already spent it. Or at least figured out what she was going to spend it on.
"Toy is going to entertain those horny bastards all night in that sound-proofed VIP room," she gloated. "The next day I am going to buy the latest release from the Fendi bag collection. If this goes well, I am going to organize a gangbang every month. I will have so many designer bags!"
I could see this wasn't going to end well for the poor girl. She was so scared of being out on the mean streets of Southern California, that she would do anything Suky demanded, however depraved or humiliating. Once I heard about the gangbang, I finally interceded. One day when Suky was at her Auntie's house, I ran Lisa to the train station. I gave her two thousand dollars in cash, fifty Oxy pills, and put her on a train to Dallas for a new life. We never heard from her again and I never told Suky about my part in her disappearance.
After Lisa vanished from our home, Suky dominated me more. Nothing like the savage ferocity with which she terrorized Lisa, but Suky knew I worshipped her, and increased her sexual demands on me. I was still only permitted one orgasm per week.
Suky finally quit working at the massage parlor. Her Auntie wasn't sorry to see her leave. The last few weeks Suky hadn't taken any appointments for massage. She had used her time on the weekends to manage, promote and generally pimp out, her young protégée, Lisa.
Suky would meet with clients at the start of the session, negotiate the terms of the encounter with Lisa, and pocket the cash. Lisa would then be served up on a platter to enact whatever fantasy the client had ordered. After the session, Suky would pay Lisa her fee, of one OxyContin pill, make sure she showered, and then go and negotiate with the next paying guest. After Lisa disappeared, Joy had no more use for Suky, and she quit the massage parlor to focus on my chastity.
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Once Suky had eliminated all of the other females from my life, shit got serious for me. I was on a strict orgasm schedule, currently being allowed one per week, with the inference that this could change at any time. My main purpose in life, according to Suky, was to take care of her sexual needs, which was pretty much a full-time job. The threat of being locked in a cock-cage was hanging heavy in the air, in order to persuade me to do my best at all times to satisfy my insatiable girlfriend.
One Friday night, Suky and I were relaxing at home. Suky's week had been very busy and she was in the mood to be pampered and worshipped. I had patiently and lovingly attended to every inch of her body, and she had come at least half a dozen times over the last couple of hours. After each orgasm, I gently licked, kissed and nibbled her, until her breathing slowed, and she was ready to be brought to a climax again. Suky finally grabbed me by the hair, and pulled my face from her pussy.
"I am done," she exclaimed, "completely and utterly satisfied. Good boy."
A few months ago I would have considered the words "good boy" to have been demeaning and condescending, borderline offensive. However, now that I had served Suky for several months, I understood them to be a compliment, and quite possibly a precursor to my own release.
I was never really sure when it was my turn to orgasm, and today was no different. It had been eight days since my last release, and I was leaking like crazy. Suky made me wear my silk boxers that she had bought for me, in Malaysia. She knew the soft material drove me mad with desire, especially when I was on my stomach licking her to orgasm. She would wrap her thighs around my neck, and rest her calves on my ass, as I nibbled her clitoris. Many times when I was pleasuring her, she could feel me grinding my cock against the bed out of frustration.
"There will be severe repercussions for you if you come prematurely in your silk boxers," she had warned me, on more than one occasion.
After Suky signaled that she was satisfied, I continued to lick her juices from her inner thighs, as she propped herself up on the pillow to watch. She let me clean her up for several minutes, apparently enjoying my soft eager tongue, until she finally put her hand under my chin to stop me.
"Go and wash your face," she ordered me, "I am done with you, for now."
Suky always chose her words carefully, and today was no different. Her tone and delivery enabled her to remain in control, and dismiss me on her schedule, while leaving no doubt that my oral services would be needed again, before too long.
I was in the bathroom drying off when she walked in behind me. Eating her pussy had aroused me immensely and I was hard as a rock. Evidence of my desire was written all over my face, and Suky could see that I had leaked pre-cum into my silk boxers. The first thing I noticed was that she was fully dressed, and my heart sank as I realized that I was not going to come today. She walked over next to me and started to apply her lipstick. I knew better than to say anything, and while no words emerged from my mouth, my cock was tenting in my silk boxers, telegraphing my disappointment.
"I just remembered that I have a dental appointment," she informed me, although we both knew that she didn't need to offer me any kind of explanation. "I have to leave in ten minutes."
I wasn't expecting an apology from her, and none was forthcoming, even though she had just ruined my day. After she had carefully applied her lipstick, she looked at her watch.
"I have to leave in eight minutes," she began. "I want to watch you jerk off before I go."
No stranger to impromptu jerk-off sessions, and eager to take any opportunity to get my rocks off, I pulled my boxers down and my cock sprang out of them, dripping pre-cum. Suky had obviously planned this, because as soon as the words left her mouth, she handed me my lube, and leaned expectantly against the wall.
"Eight minutes," she said with a giggle.
In my current state of arousal, eight minutes was more than enough time for me to get myself off, and I started to lube up my cock.
"Face me in the mirror and jerk off in the sink," she ordered.
I rested my body weight on the bathroom counter, and leaned towards the bathroom mirror. As I started to stroke my cock, we made eye contact and then Suky walked behind me, and rested her head on my shoulder.
As I took in our reflection, I realized that it was the perfect depiction of the balance of power in our relationship. Suky was impeccably dressed, in a pair of tailored pants and a silk shirt, while I was naked except for a pair of silk boxers, that bore the stains of my desperation all across the front of them.
I looked pathetic, jerking off as we looked at each other in the mirror. Suky started to nibble the back of my ear and talk dirty to me. It had been over a week since my last orgasm, so I knew I wasn't going to last long.
"I love watching you jerk off, knowing that I won't have to worry at all about your release for another week," Suky taunted. "Then we can get back to it being all about me!"
For some inexplicable reason, being Suky's sex-toy aroused me immensely, and I was soon on the road to release. As I approached my orgasm, Suky slipped one finger between my butt-cheeks, and gently massaged my rosebud. I could feel her lips on my earlobe and her warm breath in my ear, and as I fast approached my orgasm, she whispered.
"I am running out of time. If you want to enjoy an orgasm this morning, you had better hurry up and bust a nut," she threatened. "Come for me baby."
A few seconds later, I threw my head back in ecstasy, and ejaculated all over the bathroom mirror and sink. It was a copious load, a testament to Suky's ability to get into my head, and make me come hard.
"Yeah, baby," Suky teased, as I blew my load. "I am so proud of you. You are a fucking stud!"
Truth was, and we both knew it, Suky was the stud in this relationship. She controlled the timing and frequency of my orgasms, and she could get me to blow my load anytime on her command. Time was running out, but we both knew what would happen next.
"Clean up your mess, you dirty little bitch," she ordered me.
Her insistence that I eat my load shortly after ejaculation, was a relatively new one, but it encapsulated the power balance of our relationship, perfectly. Right after a man shoots his wad, he is at his least interested, as far as sex is concerned. In fact, sleep is probably high on the list of his priorities.
Suky derived great pleasure from forcing me to stay engaged after release, by eating my mess. The first time she made me do it, coincided with the first time I was allowed to ejaculate on her bare skin. Suky had watched intently as I lapped up my still warm semen from her stomach, and from that day forward, this demeaning act was an integral part of my release.
I reluctantly extended my tongue to the mirror, although from the practiced look of joy that was plastered all over my face, you would never know I found this part of the process revolting. The mirror didn't have the same coefficient of friction as the walls of the shower enclosure, which was my usual venue for this act, and my semen slid more rapidly down the polished glass.
"Get it baby," she encouraged, as I lowered my face to the base of the mirror.
I tried to suppress my grimace of disgust, as my semen hit the tip of my tongue. Suky had her iPhone out and was trying to capture the moment to preserve for eternity.
"Smile baby," she admonished, "I'm gong to send this to Fat John, to let him know you have been practicing."
She was, of course, referring to my shower sessions with that obese prick. I forced a smile on my face and slurped the seminal fluid from the mirror. At least it was my own semen not Fat John's, I mused, looking for the tiniest hint of victory wherever I could find it.
After I had eaten the last remnants of my load from the bathroom mirror, Suky instructed me to clean the sink and taps. Once I was finished, Suky draped a towel over the ottoman in the bathroom, and then patted it, which was her signal for me to sit. She ran a sink of warm water, and slowly and lovingly washed my cock and balls with some unfamiliar soap. Once I was deemed clean, she reached over and grabbed a towel, and gently patted me dry. It was a rare and tender moment of equality between us, and it felt really good. She was taking her time, and although I was no longer permitted to wear a watch, I was aware that it had been more than eight minutes.
"Don't you have a dental appointment, Suky?" I asked.
"Oops, my mistake," she said with a devious smile. "My dentist appointment is actually tomorrow. I made you jerk off because I want to have sex with you. I am hoping that you will last a little longer, because you just ejaculated."
I was very excited about the prospect of having sex with Suky. I had been inside her teenage pussy once before, but she had denied me the pleasure of release inside her, forcing me to come inside my pocket pussy instead. Since then, she had held the prospect of another turn inside her tight, wet pussy over my head, as an incentive for me to be obedient.
Suky and I shared a gentle, tender moment as we kissed and held hands for a while. I started to fantasize about getting balls-deep inside this goddess, and blowing my load. Once Suky led me to the bed however, my illusions were shattered.
I was bummed when I looked at the assortment of accessories laid out on the bed. They were clearly designed to prolong my orgasm and facilitate hers. Suky evidently viewed intercourse as just another way for her to take pleasure from me, and it was clear that her focus was on delaying my orgasm. I guess I couldn't blame her, as I did come very quickly when I was around her. In my defense, she teased me constantly, and only let me come once a week, at the very most. I spent my waking days walking around with a stiff cock, and my nights leaking into my silk boxers.
For her part, Suky came on my face multiple times a day, and enjoyed massages, foot rubs and pampered full body washes, in the bathtub and shower. Now she wanted to take more pleasure from me through penetration, she needed to make sure that I did not come, until she was completely satisfied.
My cock was still flaccid, as I had just had an orgasm over the bathroom sink. I didn't know it yet, but the soap that Suky had used to wash my cock and balls, was a desensitizing agent that she had purchased online. Designed to combat the medical problem of premature ejaculation, it made my nuts tingle and feel numb.
She sat on the bed, and after perusing the assortment of sex-related accessories available for her use, she picked up a small rubber band that was by her pillow. Smiling sweetly at me, she slipped it over the head of my cock and slid it down the shaft. Once it reached the base of my cock, she maneuvered it over my nuts until it squeezed my balls tight.
"This might feel a little restricting," she informed me, "but it should be much better for me," she added cheerfully.
Her cheerful demeanor was in direct contrast to my rapidly deteriorating mood, as my balls suddenly felt like they were caught in a vice.
"Fuck, Suky," I exclaimed through my grimace, "That is very uncomfortable."
"I know, baby," she said dispassionately. "Like I said, it should be much better for me."
That was the end of that brief conversation. I had lodged my pain-fueled protestations and they had been dutifully ignored, as Suky sought only to make it "better for her."
After a few moments, despite no reduction in the discomfort, my balls adjusted to their new reality. I relaxed slightly, in much the way that you relax a few moments after you stub your toe, and realize that it is not broken. Suky picked up on my calmer demeanor and gave my nuts a firm squeeze.
"Everything okay down there?" she teased.
"Yes, Suky," I replied, having suppressed my fear of the pain, "I am fine."
In retrospect, that was the wrong thing to say to this young sadist. I should have cried some crocodile tears, and complained about my level of pain. Instead, by acknowledging that the situation was bearable, I inadvertently invited her to up the ante, which she did.
My heart sank as Suky picked up a second rubber band. She stretched it to its full extension, and playful aimed it at the tip of my cock. Evidently she decided that I didn't look fearful enough, and took this as a sign of disrespect. As she let the end of the rubber band go, it released its elastic potential energy, and snapped painfully onto my cock-head. I let out a loud yelp, making no effort to conceal my pain.
"That made you forget about your nuts," Suky said with a giggle. "Hold still."
I tried to hold still and control my breathing, elevated as it was from the combination of pain and fear. Suky wrapped the second rubber band around my nut-sack, increasing the pressure exponentially, as I took in a deep breath to compose myself.
"We good?" she asked, obviously enjoying my predicament.
I assumed that this was a rhetorical question, as the look of discomfort on my face was surely conveying the fact that we were anything other than good.
I guess I got used to the numbness fairly quickly. Suky gave me some mild reassurance before she started to lube up my cock with a different desensitizing cream, that was uncomfortably warm. Once I was coated with the numbing cream, Suky waited a few moments for it to take effect. Then, in an effort to get me hard, she began to tease me. She ran her manicured fingernails down the back of my shaft, stopping to stimulate my frenulum. Under her tender touch, I soon got erect, and even though I started to leak pre-cum from my cock-head, my penis was numb.
"Can you feel anything?" she asked.
"Barely," I said, regretting the word as soon as it left my lips.
I should have told her that I was completely numb, because upon hearing that I still had some feelings in my dick, Suky ran her manicured nails under my nuts, and then continued to apply the desensitizing agent to the head of my cock. I watched as my cock got rock-hard, but I was confused by the lack of sensation that I felt. We both knew that I never had a problem getting a hard-on, my problem was keeping one.
I was so attracted to Suky, that as soon as she started to tease me, I felt that familiar tingling in my nuts, and I would start to ejaculate prematurely. Suky had found a solution to our problem, and was planning to take full advantage of it. Once she had finished applying the cream, she reached over to the bed and selected a condom for me. It felt much thicker than the invisible, ultra-thin condoms that I normally used.
"Put this on," she instructed me. "Make sure none of the numbing cream gets on to the outside of it. I do not want my pleasure diminished in any way because you need numbing."
I forced my way into the thick condom, which exacerbated my numbness. Suky leaned forward and touched the tip of my cock with her lips. I barely felt it, and after noting my muted response, she deemed me prepared.
"Perfect," she exclaimed excitedly. "You are ready to perform."
Suky seemed confident that in my current state, she was going to come long before I felt the tingling sensation in my nuts, that would eventually lead to my release. In most men, there was a delayed response between the two events. The nuts would tingle first, providing an early warning that a release was on its way, thus giving the man time to make any necessary adjustments to prolong the lovemaking session.
In my case however, the two were pretty much simultaneous. My nuts would tingle, followed almost immediately by a premature and unpreventable eruption, occasionally in my underwear.
Suky had overridden the natural response of my autonomic nervous system, by the judicious application of two rubber bands, a medical grade desensitizing lotion, some regular numbing cream, and an extra thick condom.
For my part, I was very confused. My cock was standing proudly to attention, but I couldn't feel a thing. She slipped a finger under my balls and gently massaged my asshole. My cock twitched and danced for her, but I could feel zero sensation. Apparently this new chapter in our sex life, was also going to be all about her pleasure.
Suky decided that she wanted to take her new sex-toy for a ride, and told me to lay on my back. I obeyed without question, and she impatiently started to mount me before I was even in position.
"Move bitch," she barked, as she slapped my ass, and I hustled to get myself in the right spot for her.
My cock was as stiff as she had ever seen it, and she was still wet from coming on my face half a dozen times earlier that morning. For this reason, I slipped right inside her, and Suky moaned a sigh of pleasure, even though I felt nothing. I knew that I was deep inside her, because I could feel her wetness against my balls. I also knew that she was enjoying it, because she let out a loud moan. Other than that, it felt like a dream.
I could see the image of us fucking, but I was completely removed from the experience. Suky was so proud of herself. She had figured out a way to take pleasure from me, without the constant threat of my premature ejaculation. She did not care that I felt nothing.
If anything, it turned her on. I had been submissive to her since the day that we met, and she had truly embraced her dominant side. It excited her to think that she could ride my stiff cock to orgasm, without any concern for my needs. It made her feel sexy and very powerful. In control.
Suky placed her hands on my stomach for support, and started to slide up and down my cock, taking her pleasure. I was rock-hard, enjoying the visual, but missing the physical sensations of lovemaking. I had one hand on her tight little ass, and was squeezing it gently as she rode me. My other hand was tracing across her stomach, trying to figure out how close she was to orgasm. Once her stomach started to tighten, I knew that she would be close.
Suky had closed her eyes, and I wondered what she was fantasizing about, as she approached her climax.
"Fuck me, Tim," she moaned, using the contracted form of the name, that she typically reserved for my boss.
I didn't think that Suky would disrespect me so overtly, but her next lewd comment, left me no doubt that she was fantasizing about my boss as we fucked.
"Make me your bitch, Tim," she cried out, clearly imagining that she was impaled on my boss' cock.
Hearing her scream his name instead of mine, hurt. This was only the second time that my cock had been inside her tight little wet pussy. For me, this was my ultimate fantasy, although I had always thought it would be so much more pleasurable, muted as the experience was for me, by all of the orgasm inhibitors.
For her it was just another fucking, and if it pleasured her more to fantasize about my boss, and scream his name as she approached her orgasm, that was her prerogative. I felt her stomach tighten, as my fingertips caressed it, and she threw her head back in anticipation.
Suky looked so sexy bouncing up and down on my cock, and I began to thrust deeper to increase her pleasure. When she started to orgasm she let out a low moan, and she began to shake as she came all over my cock. I was gently tickling her stomach and caressing her tight little butt, and she came for several seconds.
This was the first time that I had seen her come without my face between her legs. She stopped riding me for a few seconds, as she composed herself. Then she started to slowly slide up and down my cock again. Her pace was slower now and more controlled. Her first orgasm had taken the edge off, and now she wanted to fuck.



Suky enjoyed three more tremendous orgasms in the cowgirl position. Then she dismounted me and slowly moved up my body, until she straddled my face. She was soaking wet, and leaked her juices all over my nose, lips and chin as I struggled to clean her up. In the past she would have ground out another orgasm on my face, but today she wanted my stiff cock back inside her.
After I had licked her clean, she rolled off of my face, and laid on her back breathing heavily. She motioned for me to climb on top of her in the missionary position. Once I slipped back inside her wet pussy, she rested her hands on my ass and started to pull me into her. I quickly got the message, and began to thrust into her in slow rhythmic strokes. I still couldn't feel much, but I was enjoying the fact that we were finally having sex. She slapped one of my ass-cheeks even harder than before, before barking her next command at me.
"Pick up the pace, you lazy bitch."
Her dominant tone sent a shiver down my spine and was really turning me on. If I hadn't been wearing the cock-ring, condom and stay-hard gel, I definitely would have come when she slapped my ass. I began to thrust with more power and speed, and she responded by wrapping her legs around my ass and thighs.
This was the most difficult position for her to achieve an orgasm, so she just enjoyed the sensation of getting fucked. I tried to kiss her but she turned away.
"Don't kiss me," she ordered. "You have my juices all over you. Your face is glistening with them."
After several minutes of intercourse, Suky enjoyed one final orgasm in this position, though it was a little less intense than the previous ones. At this point she was satisfied, and she whispered softly in my ear.
"I am done, baby. You can come now," she said softly. "If you are able to," she added with a cruel smirk.
I was excited to get my turn, but the way she had worded her consent for my orgasm, left me in doubt as to whether I would be able to finish. I felt very disconnected from my body. I was excited watching her wriggle with pleasure underneath me, but my body was not responding to the signals that my brain was sending, and I began to question if I was going to be able to come.
I picked up the pace and began to thrust deeply inside her, concerned only about my pleasure. Suky had never seen me like this, consumed with my orgasm, and she was enjoying my frustration immensely. She let me pound away in search of release for several minutes, until I was sweating profusely from the physical exertion. My arms ached from supporting my body-weight, and I was slowing my pace.
It is maddeningly frustrating to have a full nut-sack and not being unable to empty it, no matter how much you try. Suky had tired of my efforts and abruptly stopped me.
"We are done," she said dispassionately. "Maybe you can get your jollies next time."
"Suky, please," I begged, "I am almost there."
"Go and wash your face," she instructed me. "Come back to bed when you are clean."
I reluctantly withdrew from her, and after I did, my cock pointed straight up in the air. My balls were swollen and red, but did not react much when she gave them a playful squeeze. Jesus, I was really numb. As I left the room, Suky must have taken pity on me. I imagine she could see the tortured state I was in, because she decided to provide me with some additional visual stimulation, to see if she could get me off.
"Wait in the bathroom until I call you," she told me.
I stared at myself in the mirror, after I had washed her secretions from my face. I had a huge erection, but it didn't feel like my cock was connected to my body. I needed to come very badly, but was unable to in my current state. I wanted to rip that fucking condom off, but knew that she would punish me severely if I deviated from her game plan.
When she called me back into the bedroom, I pushed the door open and a huge smile lit up my face. This was my fantasy down to the last detail. Suky was on the bed in the doggy-style position facing away from me. She was wearing her white tennis skirt and the baby blue thigh-highs that I loved. She had paired the skirt with her baby blue silk camisole, and white high heels. Suky had removed her hair band, and her long silky hair was spilling down her arched back. She had applied my favorite pink lipgloss to her lips, and had not worn any panties, so as to provide me easy access. Her tennis skirt was very short, and it had ridden up over her ass-cheeks as she assumed my favorite position. I could see her juices on her upper thighs, indicating that she was ready to be taken. She looked back at me over her shoulder, and suggestively licked her glossy lips.
"Take it, it is yours," she whispered.
I swallowed hard and hesitated before regaining my composure, and climbing onto the bed. I had imagined her like this in my wildest fantasy, and now it was actually going to happen. I got on my knees behind her and scooted towards her, until my cock was at the entrance to her tight wet pussy. She was looking at me intently over her shoulder, and continued to lick her pink lips. I put one hand on my shaft and even though I wanted to slip right inside her, I felt like I had to get her consent one more time.
Suky understood my trepidation and wiggled her ass seductively, before pushing back forcefully and engulfing the tip of my cock inside her vagina. That was all the invitation I needed, and I thrust forward and guided myself the rest of the way inside her. She was really wet, and my cock slipped right in with ease. She faced forward and tilted her head back, so that her hair came almost to her ass. She told me to take her however I wanted, so I grabbed a fistful of her hair, and pulled her head back further towards me.
In my fantasy, she had submitted to me in this exact manner, and I could not believe it was now a reality. I thrust deeply into her but felt very little. I could see her pussy was soaking wet, but I could not feel the wetness or warmth of it. The condom and numbing cream, combined with the cock-ring that she had made me wear, was preventing me from experiencing much at all, beyond the glorious visual she was giving me.
Suky wanted to see if I could come in my fantasy scenario, despite the inhibitors she had saddled me with, and she passively allowed me to fuck her. I picked up the pace and was pounding her with deep strokes. I still had a fistful of her hair, and I was looking at her tight little ass in the tennis skirt, willing myself over the edge.
After a few minutes of fucking, Suky reached under us and began to tickle and squeeze my balls. They would normally contract and tighten when she touched them, but today there was no such response. She seemed to take pleasure in my predicament, and she looked back over her shoulder, and gave me a wry smile.
Suky started to imagine all the pleasure she could take from me, if the concerns about my premature ejaculation were removed. This excited her tremendously, and she felt a familiar stirring in her own loins. As she tenderly massaged my nuts, her selfish nature emerged, and she removed her soft little fingers from me. She then started to stimulate her own sex, as I continued to fuck her doggy-style. I was desperate to come now, and thrust deeply into her searching for release.
We both worked furiously at trying to get off. She could feel her release getting closer and closer, but mine seemed ever more distant, as I started to tire. I slowed slightly and was immediately reprimanded.
"Keep your fucking pace up. I am close," she growled.
I realized that her selfishness was overcoming her, and it was once again going to be all about her needs. As I continued to fuck her from behind, she rubbed her clitoris furiously and erupted into a really vocal orgasm. She came as hard as I had ever seen her come before. After several seconds of crying out in ecstasy, she stiffened up and fell forward on to the bed. She was still stimulating her clitoris and was tensing her butt-cheeks, as she ground out the remains of her orgasm. She lay there breathing heavily, completely unconcerned with my his needs. I was still on my knees with her secretions all over my raging hard-on. I could barely feel any sensation and was nowhere near orgasm.
After a few moments, she rolled over onto her back with a huge smile on her face, and started to giggle.
"That was fucking fantastic," she told me. "I love your new stamina. Fuck yeah, babe. Amazing!"
I was trying to be happy for her, but I was clearly distracted by my own needs. Suky had wasted enough time on me and decided that she needed to get me back on her program. Back to what was important. Back to focusing on her. For this reason, she spread her legs apart.
"Clean me up, you pussy," she said disdainfully.
I laid down on my stomach and began to softly lick her juices from between her legs and inner thighs. Before long, I was dry-humping the bed, and Suky realized I wanted to come a second time.
She made me attend to clean-up duty for much longer than was necessary, and then casually dismissed me. My head hung low with disappointment as I slinked out of her bedroom, with a raging boner and her juices all over my face. She was in ecstasy, and laid motionless soaking it all in, with a huge smile on her face. As she relaxed in her post-orgasmic bliss, she eventually dozed off, and when she awoke later in the afternoon she came to check on me.
I was in the bathroom and had made myself presentable for her. My face was clean, and all traces of her cum had been wiped from my condom-covered cock and my balls. I was sitting on the towel that was draped over the ottoman, and I still had a raging hard-on. She patted me softly on the top of my head.
"You make me very proud of you," she said condescendingly. "You managed to satisfy me without having an accident."
She removed my condom and discarded it.
"We could probably reuse that condom, as you didn't come in it," she remarked cruelly.
Suky grabbed some wet wipes and a warm towel, and lovingly cleaned my cock and balls. Even though I had washed her juices from myself, she was now removing the numbing gel that had coated my privates, and prevented my release. As she cleaned my cock, it began to twitch and dance in her soft little hands, as feeling was restored.
"That feels good, Suky," I said. "I want to get back inside your tight little pussy."
"Yeah right!" she scoffed, "that ship has sailed!"
For a brief moment, it did appear that Suky debated whether to give me a little extra relief. We did need to get that cock-ring off first, as we were both aware that prolonged exposure to the orgasm inhibitor, was potentially harmful.
"I am going to cut if off," Suky said, before I interjected.
"That seems risky, Suky," I said, with palpable concern in my voice. "Can you use an ice-pack?"
Suky didn't seem overly concerned about the risk, but she went and got an ice-pack. She wrapped it in a thin towel, so she would not burn my skin and handed it to me.
"Sit on it," she ordered. "Stay there until I have showered."
I placed the ice-pack under my nuts and sat down on it, as instructed. There was a considerable amount of discomfort as the cold penetrated my balls, causing them to throb and disappear into my body, in search of warmth. My nuts shriveled up and my erection subsided very quickly.
Suky took a long hot shower, basking in her post-orgasmic bliss as I endured the slow torturous freeze of my nuts. Several minutes later, I heard her humming away in the bathroom as she prettied herself up. I don't know if she had used this particular form of torment before, but she appeared to know exactly when I was reaching the end of my endurance.
Moments before I was about to cry out and beg her to let me stand up, she returned to where I was seated.
"You may stand," she announced, as I hopped off that fucking freezing torture device.
The cock-ring pretty much slipped off of my flaccid penis, and she gently massaged my nuts back to life with her warm hands. Suky made a mental note of how effective an ice-pack was for getting rid of an unwanted erection. She ran a sink of warm water and washed my privates, the feeling finally returning to this area. Also slowly returning was my erection, and by the time she had gently dried my cock, I was fully erect. Now that the cock-ring had been removed, I was leaking pre-cum profusely.
She teased me by rubbing the fluid around my cock-head, which felt amazing. She could also feel my balls tighten as she dried them. I was begging with my eyes for another release, but she was having none of it. Suky had worked up quite an appetite and wanted us to go for an early dinner.
"Don't be so selfish," she told me. "You already came in the sink remember! Besides, you had plenty of additional chances to come this afternoon," she added in a very condescending tone. "You need to seize the moment and take these opportunities when they present themselves."





        My New Boss Pt. 17

        Suky sucks off two CHP guys who helped us out.
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Even though my sex-life was turned upside down after Amy left for law school, and Suky moved back in with me, my financial situation improved considerably. Suky took control of the purse strings, and I was put on a budget for the first time in twenty years. Suky ruled our finances with an iron fist, and made unilateral decisions to reduce our monthly outgoings.
First up, she sold my RV. I honestly don't know how she did it, but she talked the dealership into buying the motorcoach back from me, for my loan pay-off amount. She was truly a manipulator of men and the Used Vehicle Manager was an older fat guy. Maybe she sucked him off? Who knows? Quite frankly, who cares? The bottom line is she persuaded the guy to pay twelve thousand dollars more than it was worth, and I was extricated from a fourteen hundred dollar a month vehicle payment.
She sold my Harley-Davidson, after noting that I had used it three times in the last year. Again, miraculously, after an extended negotiation session with the middle-aged Iranian guy who was responsible for the purchasing of pre-owned inventory, Suky got retail blue-book for my hog. I paid off the loan and got a check for four thousand dollars from the dealership. Suky systematically went through every single one of my monthly commitments and either eliminated it, or reduced it.
I owned three cars, all of them financed. I knew I was upside down in the Toyota, I had just purchased to tow behind my RV. I wasn't that concerned about that vehicle, because the payment was only three hundred dollars a month, and Suky drove it all the time. However, my other two cars cost me much more a month. Suky didn't even ask me whether I preferred the Porsche or the BMW. She just went to the respective dealerships, worked her magic and decided on dumping the Porsche because she was able to make a better deal. I wrote a check for six thousand dollars and was out of that huge car payment.
My cable bill, phone bill, car insurance, life insurance, were all re-negotiated under threat of cancellation. Once most of the bills were reduced, she sat me down to make some serious decisions.
"Tim, do you really need your boat anymore?" she began. "We never use it and the mooring is almost one thousand per month. If we sell it, you will be thousands of dollars better off per month."
"I am so upside down in that boat, Suky," I tried to explain to her. " I just upgraded it and I rolled over the negative equity in my old boat. I will never get out from under that boat payment."
Suky thought wistfully for a couple of seconds and then said, "Don't ever mention to anyone that you want to sell it. In fact, use it a few times in the next few weeks and post up how much you love that boat, on Facebook."
I knew she had some plan hatching but never pressed her on it. I did take my boat out that weekend, took some great photos, and posted them to my Facebook page. I even renamed my boat "L'autre femme", the other woman, as if to profess my love for her.
Two weeks later, Suky took "L'autre femme" out of the water for a complete detail and, because she is a novice boater, didn't secure the trailer correctly to the tow hitch. Tragically, the trailer came unhooked from its tow hitch ball on the 405 Freeway, as Suky was traveling at approximately sixty miles per hour. My beloved Scarab was completely destroyed as it barreled down the freeway, flipping over and over again.
The California Highway Patrol attended the crash scene, and were perfectly within their rights to cite Suky for failure to properly secure the boat. However, fortunately for Suky, it was two young motorcycle cops that responded to the incident. Suky acted distraught, her words barely audible through her tears.
"It's my boss' boat," she sobbed. "He is going to kill me when he realizes I didn't secure the trailer properly. I will probably get fired."
The two young CHP officers tried to console Suky, and she laid it on thick. Once they found out she worked at a local exotic massage parlor, their demeanor changed. They decided to give her a break, after she flirted incessantly with them, and offered them each a complimentary, ninety minute massage at Joy's place.
The senior officer of the two, even modified the accident report, omitting a couple of very important details, in order to soften the blowback on Suky, from her boss. Like the fact that Suky never secured the trailer coupler to the trailer ball. Or used a safety chain. This police officer reported mechanical failure as the primary cause of the accident, when it was clearly gross negligence on Suky's part. This CHP report also led to the prompt settlement by my insurance company, as it appeared to be an unpreventable accident.
Like, I said, Suky was a master manipulator of men. My insurance company settled for almost the payoff amount, and I was out from under my crushing boat payment, and mooring commitment. Suky still had to honor her commitment to give the young CHP guys a complimentary ninety minute massage, and she actually seemed to be looking forward to it.
By the time Suky was done, I only had two cars, one of which Suky drove, and a Ducati, in addition to my mortgage. My monthly nut was about twenty percent of what it was two months prior, and my salary had increased by fifty percent. It felt so good to be out from under the crushing pressure of debt, and I was very grateful to Suky for making this happen.
Suky, because she is a manipulative bitch, used my gratitude against me.
"It is your lack of self-control that got you into dire financial straits," she insisted. "The same lack of discipline that made you fuck-up around your other young bimbos. You need me to restrict both your spending and your orgasms."
My spending was already curtailed thanks to my strict budget, so Suky turned her focus to my release schedule, decreeing once a week to be the number that I was allowed. As a reminder of her unwavering commitment to enforcing my celibacy, she hung my cock-cage on the mantle of the fireplace. The hooks were already there, drilled into the stone facade in order to hang our Christmas stockings. She kept the keys hidden, lest I try and have a copy made, such was the level of trust on her part, after my fuck-ups with Amy, Lisa and Emma.
Despite the embarrassment of having my chastity device on display in my living room,
I still felt very benevolent towards her, after all the money she had saved me. For this reason, I did pretty much whatever she told me to. When Suky wanted something special from me, she dangled the prospect of sex in front of me. I should have seen it coming, but Suky waited until it was time for my weekly orgasm, and offered to cut me a little slack. She dressed up in something really sexy for me, and without any of her usual power games of cock-rings or numbing cream, offered me the opportunity to fuck her doggy-style with no condom. This was like winning the lottery for me, and it was with baited breath that I knelt behind her, as she reached under us and guided me inside her.
As soon as I started to thrust inside her tight, wet pussy, I knew I wouldn't last long. Suky waited until I was balls-deep and approaching orgasm, before she told me to stop fucking her. It took everything in my power to stop thrusting into her, as her warm, teenage pussy was driving me wild with lust.
"Before I forget, baby," she began, as I waited impatiently right at the entrance to her vagina. "Can I give the CHP guys their massages at our place, instead of the massage parlor?"
"Whatever you want, Suky," I responded, eager to get back inside her and enjoy my fantasy release. "May I ask why?" I added, as an afterthought.
"Even though the CHP massages will be totally legit," she began, "Joy is not overly enthusiastic about me bringing Law Enforcement Officers to her business," she said candidly.
"Whatever you want, Suky," I repeated agreeably, as she wiggled her ass and invited me to fuck her until I came inside her.
After I exploded inside her, I did question the timing of her request, but upon further reflection it made sense, so I let it go. Once Suky had me onboard, she outlined her plan to the young CHP officers, although she presented it in a different light to them.
"I am sure you guys are law abiding citizens," she began, with a smile, "However, you are also young men, and even with the best intentions, sometimes physiological reactions occur under the stimulus of erotic massage. For this reason, I want to entertain you guys in the safety and privacy of my home. That way, if things get heated, we are not in a business environment. As you undoubtedly know, things that occur between consenting adults are not considered acts of prostitution, especially in our case, as no money has exchanged hands."
The two young cops nodded agreeably, as they processed the fact that Suky planned to give them each a massage to completion, and they quickly aligned their schedules in order to make the appointments. Suky informed me that the first guy was coming over the following evening, and she set about converting my home-office into a massage room. When she was finished, it was a sensual and inviting environment for the young CHP patrolman.
The following evening when the young officer arrived in a cab, it was not lost on me that he had enjoyed a few cocktails before his massage appointment. Suky was no stranger to intoxicated clients, but the fact that he was a police officer made her extra cautious, and she asked me to activate the security cameras in my office, where Suky had set up her massage table.
"This will ensure that any unwelcome advances are kept to a minimum," she assured me, although I would later realize that she simply wanted to rub my nose in her infidelity.
I was ushered off to another room, as she welcomed the CHP officer into our house. As soon as he crossed the threshold of our home, his intoxication was evident, as he was very assertive and extremely touch-feely. Suky, sensing a possible altercation, wisely got him into the massage area immediately, so that any impropriety on his part would be recorded.
I grabbed my iPad and logged into the server for the security cameras. Officer Clark was all over my girlfriend, the second they entered the massage room. Emboldened by the alcohol and the implied promise of extras, the young patrolman groped and fondled Suky, as she attempted to get him undressed and onto the table. Apparently, Suky never considered his aggression as "unwelcome advances" because she did nothing to warn him about his behavior, and her flirtatious giggles only served to encourage him.
Five minutes after entering her sanctuary, it was Suky who was butt-naked, kneeling before a fully clothed Officer Clark. He unzipped his jeans, and as I watched on the high-definition security cameras, my girlfriend gave him a blowjob. I use the word blowjob loosely, as it was actually a full-on face fucking that he gave Suky. I don't know if he didn't get laid much, and was therefore unaware of dating protocol, or if he felt like Suky owed him for getting her out of a major citation. Either way, as I watched on in dismay, he savagely fucked my girlfriend's mouth until he erupted down her throat.
"Now we are even bitch," he snarled at her, before getting on his cell phone and calling himself a cab home.
Forty minutes after he stumbled through our front door, Officer Clark was out of our lives, and we had sufficient incriminating footage to keep it that way.
After he left, I questioned whether or not we should go through with entertaining the second CHP Officer. Suky however was adamant that she owed him the same professional courtesy, and when he showed up three nights later, I understood why she wanted to accommodate him.
Officer Johnson was the absolute opposite of his partner, in every respect. He didn't show up in a taxi, using alcohol as a crutch. Quite the opposite, he made quite a statement, pulling up our driveway in full uniform on his police-issue motorcycle, as if to announce to my entire gate-guarded community, that he had some business to attend to. One look at the six foot four, muscle bound, African American gym-rat, was all it took to surmise that his business probably involved laying some pipe to my girlfriend.
Suky hadn't mentioned his ethnicity or impressive physique to me, prior to him rolling up my driveway on his Kawasaki 1300, so I was surprised by his appearance, to say the least. When he dismounted his bike, I was able to get a good look at his muscular legs, and realized right away he was Suky's type. Officer Johnson strolled up to my front door, still wearing his mirrored shades, tapped the doorframe once with his nightstick, and let himself in.
Suky greeted him wearing a mint-green silk camisole and matching panties. She offered him a drink as he handed her his helmet, and his leather gloves.
"Water," he said impassively, "and I will need help getting out of my boots," he added.
"Whatever you need Officer," Suky said sweetly, as she skipped out of the room to fetch him some bottled water.
Suky, to her credit, managed to maneuver the massive black man into the massage room, with all of its security cameras, before she knelt before him in her pretty silk lingerie, and unbuckled his knee-high leather boots.
"I did it for you, baby," she told me later, although we both knew that Suky got as much pleasure from repeatedly watching the security footage, as I did.
It was quite an erotic sight to see the young teenage Malaysian girl kneel before the huge black man and take his shoes off for him. Bitter sweet when I remembered that she was my girlfriend, hopefully future wife. Once he was down to his underwear, Suky rose to her feet, patted the massage table, and invited the police officer to take his place and be pampered.
"I want to start with what Clark got," he said authoritatively, referring to the blow job that his partner enjoyed.
It was very evident from Johnson's posture and body language that he was used to being in control, and Suky, recognizing this, knelt before him and began to remove his underwear. He was tenting in his briefs, his massive black cock trying desperately to escape the confines of his undies. Once Suky had his cock out, he looked down at her, his eyes hidden by his mirrored shades, and spoke in his deep voice.
"Take your time, Suky," he began. "Suck my cock as if your life depends upon it."
Suky is a very skilled courtesan, capable of fulfilling any fantasy that a man can dream up, and a loving blowjob was no exception. My girlfriend started by planting tender kisses all over his ebony cock-head, her pale pink lipstick in stark contrast to his jet black cock. Johnson stood impassively as Suky knelt before him and pampered him. His composure under the extreme sexual provocation of her world-class blowjob, led me to believe that this CHP Officer probably got more than his fair share of pussy.
Suky seem unperturbed by his lack of reaction and continued to administer her best efforts to get him off. I watched jealously as she sucked, licked, kissed and nibbled his shaft, cock-head and nuts. Pre-cum eventually began to pool at the tip of his cock, a sure sign that she was getting under his skin. I saw him lower his gaze a couple of times to watch her in action, and I also noticed his breathing had quickened.
Suky continued her frenetic assault on his cock, focusing now on his frenulum. Continuous frenulum stimulation is a sure-fire way to induce an orgasm, and Officer Johnson looked less composed with each passing nibble of his. I knew she had him when he wiped his brow, the whole "never let them see you sweat" parable coming to mind as she slowly broke his steely resolve.
Every man has his hot buttons, and as Suky's head disappeared under his heavy black nut-sack, she found Johnson's. Evidently this powerfully built black man could be reduced to a quivering mess by sensual attention to his taint. Suky extended her soft eager tongue and began to gently lick his taint until he could hold out no more.
I knew he was close, even though I couldn't see his eyes, hidden as they were behind his mirrored shades. I saw his abdominal muscles tighten, exposing a clearly defined six-pack, and I was aware that his breathing was labored. Johnson didn't say much as Suky put her glossed lips back around his cock-head. A few seconds later he erupted into Suky's mouth, apparently a copious load, because she pulled back reflexively, as if she was choking.
Johnson's next rope of cum blasted out from the tip of his massive ebony cock, hitting Suky right on the tip of her nose before splattering into her fake eyelashes. He blew two more wads of semen into Suky's hair before he stepped back to enjoy his handiwork. This patrolman should have been in the career path to being a detective, because he identified the security cameras, and after moving Suky into the perfect angle, proceeded to wipe the cum out of her eyes with his huge black thumb, and feed it to the young Asian. I watched intently as she sucked his ejaculate from his thumb until her face was clean.
He never really went soft. His cock may have got slightly less rock-hard, but it was barely perceptible. He hopped up onto the massage table, and turned over into his stomach. After a second review of the camera angles, during which he flashed a broad smile as if to acknowledge their presence, he adjusted his position so that the tip of his cock protruded from under his body, the remnants of his jizz being expelled onto the massage table.
"Now for my massage," he announced loudly.
Even though I knew a Suky was a courtesan, and frequently offered extras at the massage parlor, the only customer I had ever seen her massage was Fat John, and he was a pretty disgusting physical specimen. Watching Johnson lay naked on the table was a completely different experience. He was a large man, but perfectly sculpted and in superb symmetrical proportion.
"Featherlight touch," he told her. "Use your nails, too."
Suky responded to his assertive manner with a very submissive, "Whatever you want, Officer," and began to rake her manicured fingernails across his muscular black ass.
He had positioned his cock in such a way that the tip was visible in my security camera, and I watched it swell as she worked on his ass. I could see goosebumps on his ass-cheeks as he enjoyed her loving touch, and he jumped when she lowered her head to his ass, and began to tease him with her hair. I could see where this was heading, the dominant black man seemingly intent on pushing Suky's limits. After a protracted teasing session, in which her long silky hair glided down between his ass-cheeks and tickled his nuts, he verbalized his next desires.
"Rim me, Suky," he ordered my girlfriend.
Suky seemed delighted at this turn of events, especially because this muscular black man was clean shaven around his nether regions, and had taken the time to shower before coming to my house. Following Officer Johnson's lead, Suky took the time to identify the location of the security cameras, and then after extending her tongue fully, as if rub it in my face that she was about to eat a black ass, she flashed it a broad smile and gave an enthusiastic thumbs-up.
Her pretty face moved slowly, tongue extended in anticipation, towards his muscular ass, her nose disappearing between his butt-cheeks. Johnson let out a sigh and finally removed his mirrored shades so that I could see the pleasure in his eyes. As I watched on intently, I switched camera angles, the new view being one of Suky from the wall mounted camera, just above the massage table.
From this view I could see just the top part of Suky's head, nestled between his black ass-cheeks. Her eyes were closed, as if to signal her intent to focus solely on this man's pleasure. I could see Johnson's erect cock poking out of the side of his pelvic region, pre-cum dripping from its tip. His eyes were open, and free from intimidating looking mirrored shades, I could see that they were rolling around in the back of his head, as my girl rimmed him.



His ass was clean-shaven, goosebumps visible all over it in the 4K resolution camera. Suky rimmed him for several minutes, before her face emerged from between his muscular glutes.
"Would you like to turn over, baby?" she offered invitingly.
Officer Johnson grunted his affirmation, before turning over slowly. As his ripped abdominal muscles came into view, Suky let out an appreciative giggle, rubbing one of her dainty hands across his six-pack.
I had enjoyed enough erotic massages to know what happens next. The masseuse gives you a perfunctory rub of your chest and stomach, before turning her attention to your inner thighs. Almost certain to get a man erect, gentle touches to the area right next to the ball-sack, would answer the question of whether any extras were desired or expected.
It was a moot point in Officer Johnson's case. My girlfriend had sucked him off, allowed him to ejaculate on her face, eaten his semen from his fat black thumb, and rimmed him for several minutes. Of course they were going to fuck.
Once Johnson was settled comfortably on his back, Suky discarded her camisole and her panties, and climbed on top of the massage table. I switched to the camera embedded within my iMac, suspecting this one to be the right height from which to observe his penetration of her. My suspicions were correct, and the second I switched to this view, I was rewarded with a great view of my girlfriend's lithe, taut frame as she lowered her tight, teenage pussy onto his huge black cock.
At first I didn't think it was going to fit, at least not without some lubrication, which I had seen zero evidence of, thus far. Officer Johnson hadn't even touched my girlfriend, so there was no way that she was going to be wet. I realized how wrong I was as she lowered herself on to his cock and started to take him inside her, inch by inch. By the time he was half-way inside her, I could see her vaginal secretions leaking down his shaft, the milky white creamy liquid contrasting beautifully with his ebony cock. A few seconds later, Johnson was balls-deep, and it was Suky's turn to have her eyes roll around in the back of her head.
Suky, to state the fucking obvious, has enjoyed a lot of sex over the years. However, as I watched her struggle to accommodate the CHP Officer's considerable length and girth, I wondered whether his was the biggest cock that had ever been inside her. It was a safe bet that she didn't encounter many mammoth cocks during her stint as a hooker in the Malaysian brothels, unless the stereotypes about Asian cocks are unfounded.
She hadn't been at Joy's place long enough to fuck that many guys, two of which I had the misfortune to witness. Indeed I had witnessed enough of Fat John and my boss, Tim's defilement of her, to rule them out of the biggest dick equation. I ruled myself out too, as I watched Suky rise up on her haunches to reveal eight inches of black tool inside of her.
From the look of absolute joy on Suky's face, the young cop was touching her in previously undiscovered regions of her vaginal canal, and quite possibly her cervix. They had only been fucking for about five minutes before Suky had her first orgasm. She prided herself on being a working girl, and often lauded her ability to separate work sex from pleasure sex. I don't know whether she viewed Officer Johnson as a prospective future boyfriend, or whether he penetrated her so deeply that she lost control, but she came hard, crying out his name as she did so.
Johnson seemed unaffected, by both her powerful orgasm and her declaration of love for him. A smirk was visible on his ebony face as she rode him to several orgasms, before he told her he wanted to change positions. He took her in the missionary position next, fucking her to several more vocal orgasms. He was relentless, both in the depth of his penetration, and the cadence of his strokes.
I changed cameras again, to view them from above, only to be treated to the visual of his massive muscular back and thighs completely enveloping my girl. The only evidence to suggest that she was even under him, were her beautifully manicured nails as they scratched his back and ass-cheeks, and her long black silky hair, embedded as it was in his massive fist. His back muscles flexed and expanded as he fucked her, her lily white hands looking so dainty against his massive latissimus dorsi.
I could tell Suky was done by the time he got her up into the doggy-style position and entered her from behind. She was looking worn out, her face red and flustered from so many orgasms. Johnson maneuvered her into his desired position like she was a rag doll. He grabbed a large fistful of her hair, and yanked her head back.
I switched back to the iMac camera, focusing on the contrast between their faces. Johnson was focused on his impending orgasm and began to talk dirty to my girlfriend. Suky, was holding on for dear life, trying to get to the end of this protracted fuck session, that had both worn her out and left her uniquely satiated.
The CHP Officer slapped her ass a couple of times and then growled at her.
"I am getting close," he said, "Are you on birth control?"
Suky had been relying on her cervical cap as birth control, and while it is a very reliable form of contraception, Johnson had been pounding against it seemingly trying to dislodge it, for the better part of forty-five minutes, so in the interest of safety she answered no.
Upon hearing this, and having zero interest in impregnating a teenage Malaysian girl, Johnson swiftly withdrew his slick ebony member from Suky's soaking wet pussy. He let it rest in the cavity between her buttocks, and holding her ass-cheeks together with his huge black hands, started to fuck Suky between her butt-cheeks. A few seconds later he started to ejaculate, coating her ass, lower back and her silky black hair in semen. He shot several ropes of cum onto her, a copious load that pooled in her lower back as she arched it.
Suky remained posed for him, back arched, head thrown back, blissfully unaware that her hair was lying in a pool of his semen. Johnson was clearly no stranger to getting laid, because as soon as he came, he got up from the table and started to wipe his dick off, using Suky's silk camisole. Suky slumped to the table, uncharacteristically emerging from her role as courtesan, to focus on composing herself from her protracted fucking.
Once Johnson had wiped his dick clean, he discarded Suky's lingerie, and reached for his underwear.
"Why the rush?" she asked him sweetly, as she got up from the table, and approached him as he put on his underwear.
She rubbed his softening cock through his briefs, and said, "why don't you hang out for a while?"
"I gotta go," he said brusquely, "I have to be on shift in two hours and my boots need to be freshened up. There is a shoe-shine guy that works outside the court house, right next to my precinct station."
"Why don't you just relax, honey and take a load off," Suky offered. "We have black polish here and my room-mate is home doing nothing. Just give him the same tip you give the shoe-shine boy."
"Sure," Johnson said magnanimously, as if he was doing her a total favor. "I need to be on the road in ninety minutes though. Tell your roomie I want a spit-shine finish on my boots."
With that decided, Johnson removed his underwear, and hopped back onto the massage table, laying on his front. Suky picked up his black leather boots and left the room. Even though I wanted to watch Johnson recuperate and bust another nut, I knew Suky was heading my way. She hadn't given me express permission to watch her fuck the CHP Officer, so I left our bedroom and headed for the utility room, to act like I was doing some laundry.
When she caught up with me, she tossed me her soiled camisole.
"Hand-wash this right away, Timmy" she instructed me. "Hopefully his come stains will come out."
Then she handed me the CHP uniform leather boots.
"Spit-shine these. Have them ready in an hour."
I wanted to fight her, but I knew it was a losing battle. Suky had made me do a lot of emasculating things over our months together, but polishing her lover's boots while they fucked was probably the worst. However, I knew it was inevitable so I saved my energy and responded meekly.
"Yes, Suky, one hour."
"Good boy," she said as she turned to leave the utility room. "Oh, Timmy," she added, "you can watch us fuck while you polish Officer Johnson's boots, if you want."
Suky had obviously turned my life upside down, since that fateful day that we met in the shower room. However, I always look for a silver lining and here it was! I hightailed it back to my bedroom, tossed a towel on the bed, and turned the cameras back on as I started to spit-shine the CHP Officer's boots.
"Where were we?" Suky asked him sweetly, as she started to tickle his ass.
"Just give me a massage before I leave," Johnson said, seemingly having had enough sex for the day.
Suky massaged him for a while, using every trick in the book to re-engage him, but Johnson wasn't interested.
"Would you like to come back for another session some time?" she asked sweetly. "Maybe you would like a crack at my ass?"
"No offense, honey," Johnson replied. "I get offered more pussy than I can handle, so unless you can sweeten the pot, I am going to pass. One and done, as they say."
"Sweeten the pot?" Suky asked with uncertainty, unaccustomed to being turned down.
"Yeah, bring something fresh to the table. Variety is the spice of life. Is your roomie cute?"
My heart sank when he said that, as I knew Suky would bring me to the table if it helped her in any way.
"Adorable," Suky teased. "You would love my roomie, but he is busy spit-shining your boots," she added with a giggle.
"Ouch, no way," Johnson said smiling. "Boyfriend?"
"It's complicated," Suky said diplomatically. "I could get two of my girlfriends here after you get off work, if that would be enough variety for you?" she offered.
Most men would have jumped at that offer but Johnson, like he said, got offered more pussy than he could handle, and he wanted some more details before he committed. I watched in admiration as Johnson laid on the massage table and pored through photos of Joy's girls, trying to make his selection. Suky shared with him that the girls were named after their respective specialties, and after much consternation he chose Rim and Rosebud.
"I get off at midnight," he said, as if it was the most normal time of day to make plans. "Get the girls here at twelve thirty."
With the plans settled, Johnson arose from the massage table, his semi-erection larger than anything that has ever arisen from between my thighs, and started to get dressed. I watched as Suky excused herself, and headed my way.
I had already finished polishing the leather boots. Even before I had touched them, they were still cleaner than any shoes I had ever owned. Suky grabbed them from me, took one look between my legs, and upon noticing that I was hard, asked me if I wanted to thank Officer Johnson for not issuing her a citation her when she crashed my speedboat.
I think she was fucking with me, because I started to stammer my excuses and she left laughing, carrying his boots. I saw her come back into view in the security cameras of my home-office. Johnson was sitting in my office chair behind my desk, with his legs extended expectantly.
Suky was still completely naked, signaling her continued submission to him. She knelt before him and helped him into his knee-high leather boots. Once they were on he stood, and she buckled them for him, kneeling naked as she did so. He put his mirrored shades back on, grabbed his helmet and leather gloves and headed for my front door.
"See you bitches after midnight," he told her gruffly, back in the persona of a traffic cop.
It was a completely different Officer Johnson that showed up at midnight. The cumulative bullshit of nine hours in the saddle dealing with LA's lowlifes had aggravated him and made him a lot less agreeable. He was tightly wound, sore from riding and just wanted to a bust a nut.
"Which one of these bitches is Rim?" he demanded as Suky knelt before him and unbuckled his regulation leather boots.
"I'm Rim," the young Filipino said agreeably, flashing him a broad smile.
The girls encouraged him to relax, but he was still visibly agitated and just wanted to bust a nut. Suky persuaded him to sit long enough to allow her to wash his feet, an act of submission that ignited a fire in most men. Not so in Officer Johnson. He felt like he was owed female adoration as a cop, and some kind of reparations as a black man. He did relax a little after the girls massaged his feet, especially when Rim sucked on his toes.
Rim, Rosebud and Suky undressed him, his ebony cock stiffening as it emerged from his skin tight jodhpurs. Suky removed his mirrored shades from him, complimenting him in the process.
"You have such lovely eyes, Officer. We want to watch the pleasure in them when you come."
Once they got the muscular black man naked, Rim ate his ass as Suky and Rosebud sucked his cock. He didn't make any effort to delay his orgasm, blowing his load across their faces a few moments later.
"I need to shower," he said gruffly.
Once he had freshened up, he returned to the three young women. Suky offered him a cocktail, and he asked for a double vodka on the rocks. I am sure Johnson was just trying to decompress from the stresses of being a cop, but he pounded his first drink and asked for a refill. The young police officer had several double vodkas before he turned his attentions back to the young masseuses.
As Suky would later retell the story, Johnson ended up fucking the crap out of the three of them, bringing them all to multiple orgasms, without experiencing a second orgasm himself. His sexual prowess and stamina were remarkable, and Suky was amazed that he never came again, despite having three eternally grateful women working together to get him off.
Recognizing that he was too intoxicated to drive home, he spent the night with my girlfriend in the master bedroom. I was awoken twice in the middle of the night to the sound of them fucking, well more specifically to the sound of Suky wailing as she came.
Several hours after midnight, another uniformed police officer picked him up and drove him home. They returned in the morning to collect Johnson's motorcycle, and Suky made them both breakfast, as I hid in my bedroom. Somewhere along the line, the Alpha males evoked a submissive response from Suky, and she ended up sucking them both off under the breakfast table.
We never saw Officer Johnson again. Suky texted him a few times requesting a repeat performance, but true to his "one and done" philosophy, the overly-sexed CHP Officer blew her off.
At Christmas he sent her a gift. When I saw the wrapped package, I thought it was a police-issue flashlight, or maybe a collapsible baton, both of which I would have loved. However, when Suky unwrapped it on Christmas morning, my heart sank as I realized he had sent her an anatomically correct dildo, of his cock. Jet black in color, and matching his length and girth exactly, it had been custom made out of silicone using a cast-moulding process.
Suky was ecstatic with her new toy, and she retrieved her leather dildo harness, attached it to my pelvic region, and forced me to wear it all day. We fucked several times over the Christmas holidays, Suky crying out Johnson's name as I brought her to orgasm repeatedly, using his replica dick.
This protracted fucking session, extended over several days, has become a Christmas tradition at our house. Every year, a few days before Christmas, Suky makes me hang the huge black phallus over our fireplace, right next to our Christmas stockings, and my cock-cage. This lewd display of our respective sex-toys sets the tone for our Christmas expectations. Sadly for me, while Suky gets her Christmas wish each and every year, on Christmas morning, I get locked into my cock-cage for the duration of the holidays.
I get my first release of the New Year, sometime in early January, depending on Suky's generosity. The girls tell me that it is quite a sight to watch me squirm, as they draw straws to see who will get to unlock my cage. A few moments later, as the girls cheer me on, I am forced to jerk off for their amusement. I usually erupt within moments, a very vocal orgasm, during which I unload eight or nine days of pent-up frustration.
They do normally allow me a couple of minutes to compose myself, before I am required to eat my copious load, the humiliation of which is typically witnessed by the entire staff of the massage parlor.
I have mixed feelings about Officer Johnson. On one hand, his proactive police methods saved me tens of thousands of dollars in potential insurance losses on my beloved Scarab 255. On the other hand, when Rosebud, Rim and Suky get together, it is all they talk about.
As Suky always remarks, whenever his name comes up, "Johnson is aptly named!"
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Unfortunately for me, Suky used the same iron fist that she controlled my finances with, to control my orgasms. After my perceived infidelity with Amy and Lisa, Suky restricted me to one orgasm per week. She was adamant that this was sufficient for a man of my age, and introduced strict measures to ensure my compliance. Now that we lived together and worked together, it was easier for her to police my chastity.
Even though various measures were in place to ensure that I only orgasmed once per week, Suky set no limits on her pleasure. In fact, most days after work or school, Suky would enjoy an orgasm when she got home.
"It is important for my emotional and psychological well-bring to come every day," she told me, knowing full well that I got release every seven days.
She must have noticed my look because she continued to justify her needs.
"It's different for you," she insisted, "you are in your forties, way past your sexual prime. Once a week is plenty for you!"
Getting off would take the edge off, and allow her to relax and enjoy her evening. She wouldn't ever give me much warning, but I was expected to drop everything and prepare myself for her. This involved showering and trimming any excess body hair, shaving for her comfort and pleasure, and moisturizing my face, so that it was smooth when she sat on it.
She would send me a one-word text, "shave". This was her signal that she needed me to be available for her when she got home, and I was expected to respond immediately. I never knew what time she would be home, but I was always waiting patiently for her when she arrived.
We both had the "Find my phone" app on our phones, so she knew the location of my cell-phone at all times. However, she denied me the password, so I never had any idea where she was. I had to peek out the window looking for her car, so that I would be ready when she came through the door.
Tonight, I was kneeling almost naked on the couch, looking out of the window trying not to arouse the suspicion of any neighbors. My face was clean-shaven and moisturized, and my cock was rock-hard from the anticipation, which heightened my arousal. I was wearing just my silk boxers, although I would remove them as soon as I saw her car.
I was constantly leaking when in my denial phase, and did not want to get any of my seminal fluid on the couch. Tonight she had not sent me any additional instructions, so she expected me to be near the front door when she opened it. I was required to be naked, on my back on the floor, with a pillow under my head.
Sometimes she would text an additional word or two of simple requirements. For example "run bath" or "numb yourself". Numb yourself was my least favorite, I really hated it!
Suky had figured out that she could prolong my orgasm almost indefinitely by numbing my cock and balls. I had not managed to have a single orgasm when in this state. When she required me to numb myself, I would usually end up wasting one of my very precious orgasms, because she liked to push me to the edge, and occasionally over it. She would eagerly act out all of my fantasies, in the knowledge that I would be unable to come.
"Baby, is there anything new you would like to try?" she would ask. "Maybe a new position? Is there a sexy Halloween costume that I could wear for you while I suck you off? Would you like to come on my tits or my face?"
After she got me erect with her kinky promises, she would enact my preferred fantasy, enjoying my frustration when I could not achieve release. After she had enjoyed multiple orgasms, she would change back into her regular clothes, and lovingly clean the gel from my cock. As the senses returned to my genital area, she would recap all of the sexy things we had just done, and could frequently coax an unwilling orgasm out of me.
These orgasms were a total waste, because they would reset the clock for another week, until my next climax. I was powerless to resist her, as she talked dirty to me and massaged my sensitive cock and balls. She loved breaking me with her words, and would giggle as it became apparent that I was about to blow my load all over her hands.
"Oops, baby," she would taunt me, "are you going to have another accident?"
To make matters worse, when I did have an "accident", she expected me to lick my jizz from her hands. This added humiliation to the mix and always made her very wet. Today, I was grateful for small mercies, as there was no "numb yourself" in the text.
My heart quickened as I saw her car approach the house. I stripped my boxers off and laid naked on my back, with my head on the pillow. I heard her pull into the driveway and shut off the engine, and I then waited for what seemed like an eternity. I assume that she was making a phone call, finishing up her last minute business before coming inside, and using me to release some of her tension. It had been 11 days since my last climax, and about the same number of hours since hers.
This morning, she had come four times on my face, to set her up for the day. The first time had been a particularly pleasant surprise for her. I woke up before her and had gone down to the kitchen to make her coffee. When I returned to the bedroom, she was still sleeping and I noticed that her alarm was set to go off in about twenty minutes. I quietly turned off the alarm, knowing that I knew a much gentler way to wake her up.
Crawling under the comforter from the bottom of the bed, I nestled my face between her legs, and began to lightly breathe on her clitoris. I was not touching her, and the air blowing across her sex was barely noticeable. As soon as she stirred, I started to softly lick and kiss her intimate area, adding the occasional nibble. This was a way better wake-up call than the alarm clock. Once she realized what I was doing, she parted her legs to give me better access.
As Suky relaxed and planned her upcoming day, I gently licked her to orgasm. She came quickly, and was up and out of the bed and heading for the shower before I even emerged from under the covers. After she had showered, I handed her a warm towel from the dryer, and helped her dry off. I handed her a cup of fresh-brewed coffee, and went to go and change the sheets on her bed.
A few minutes later Suky called me into the bathroom. When I came through the door she smiled at me, and she had a twinkle in her eye. Apparently, the first orgasm of the day had primed the pump, and she wanted more before she went to work.
Her placement of a towel on top of the sheepskin rug, could only mean one thing, so I laid silently on my back to accommodate her. Suky sank slowly to her knees and straddled my face. She loved coming this way first thing in the morning. Expecting absolutely nothing in return, I slowly and lovingly licked three orgasms out of her, before she arose and left the room ready to face the day.
This was a fairly typical workday morning for her, but deep down she could not believe how lucky she was to have found such an attentive and submissive partner.
Anyway, I finally heard her key in the lock, and the front door opened. She entered looking absolutely fantastic, and closed the door behind her. She dropped her handbag and keys by the door, and kicked off her high-heels.
She was holding her panties in her hand, and I assumed she had taken them off in the car, and wanted to get right down to business. She hadn't told me to numb myself, so I knew she wasn't going to mount my cock. Suky was wearing an expensive tailored suit that accentuated her toned legs, and I admired her as she unzipped the skirt, and let it fall to the ground.
She tossed her panties towards me, and they landed next to my pillow. I could smell her scent, emanating as it was from the silky garment. Suky was naked from the waist down, although she had kept her jacket on. She moved over to me, like a lion stalking its prey. When she got to where I was laying, she put one foot either side of me and slowly lowered herself to her knees, right above my face.
Suky kept her pussy far enough above me that I had to lift my neck to lick her. She had showered recently, either at work, or on her way home at the gym, and was very clean. I spent a lot of time with my head between her legs, and her hygiene was impeccable.
As I continued to stretch my tongue to its full extension in order to lick Suky's sex, I wondered how long it would take before she came on my face. When she was wet, she raided her pussy from my face and slid down my chest and stomach, until she was straddling my waist.
My cock was rock-hard and was jumping around between my legs. Suky reached back with her dainty hand, and grabbed a hold of it. She looked me right in the eye, as she positioned it at the entrance to her tight little pussy. She hadn't leaked any of her juices on my face yet, so she lowered her lips to mine and we began to kiss. As we kissed it was easy for me to imagine that we were a regular couple, making out on the floor after a hard day's work.
This image was quickly shattered, as she snapped me back to reality with her aggressiveness and dominance.
"I am going to mount you for a few minutes," she informed me. "Allow you a little taste of pussy before I come on your face. I will allow you to come inside me if you wish. I know it has been over a week since your last orgasm."
I moaned appreciatively, but it was a sound born as much from frustration, as anything else. She had presented me with a terrible dilemma! On one hand, Suky had never allowed me to enter her without being completely numb. This would have been a treat, and I would have loved the opportunity to fuck her and ejaculate inside her.
On the other hand, she had made it very clear that she was going to ride my face to orgasm, after we had fucked. She was trying to seduce me into coming inside her, so that she could make me eat my come when she rode my face. I hated the position she put me in, time and time again.
"Decision time," she told me, as she slowly inched her way down the shaft of my rock-hard cock, before gently easing it inside her tight wet pussy.
Holy fuck! That felt amazing, and as I felt my nuts start to churn, I was trying desperately not to come. I had wanted this since the day I met her, and it felt fantastic. However, as always with Suky, there was a catch. She picked up the panties that she had tossed on the floor, and put them on the pillow right next to my head. She had been wearing them since she had come on my face this morning, in the bathroom. She had taken them off prior to showering at the gym, and they had her post-workout scent all over them, and smelled divine to me.
Suky lowered herself slowly on to my cock, until I was balls-deep inside her tight warm pussy. It felt incredible to be coupled with her, without any of the usual orgasm inhibitors that I was subjected to, each and every time we made love. As I began to rock slowly inside her, she started to taunt me.
"Let yourself go, baby," she whispered. "Blow your load inside me. It will feel so good."
I was determined not to lose this battle. As good as it would have felt to come inside Suky's tight pussy, she would have made a big production out of it, forcing me to eat my load out of her. It just wasn't worth it. Suky wasn't going to let up with the verbal stimulation.
"Baby, we just had a discussion about seizing the moment," she teased. "You need to take advantage of opportunities to orgasm, because you never know when the next one will present itself."
I let out another whimper, as I processed her veiled threat. If I chose not to come right now, she could delay my next opportunity by days, weeks if she felt like it. Suky sensed my resolve and changed tact.
"I will let you come twice today, if you come inside me right now," she offered.
I felt my balls stir at that offer. It had been a long time since Suky had allowed me the privilege of an extra cumshot. We both knew that she was wearing me down, but she was losing her patience.
"If you don't come inside me, I will take it as a personal rejection," she told me. "I will cut you off for a month!"
It was obvious that she was just being cruel, but she did whatever it took to get her way. On the spur of the moment, I decided that I was not going to give her the pleasure of making me eat my come from her pussy, and I tried to fight the feeling in my balls.
Suky must have noticed the look of concentration on my face, as I tried to resist her, because she looked down at me and smiled.
"Resistance is futile, baby," she said with a giggle. "We both know I am going to break you."
With that ominous warning, Suky sat upright, and as she continued to grind away on my cock, she slowly unbuttoned her suit jacket and then discarded it on the floor. I couldn't stifle my moan, when I saw that she was wearing her baby blue silk camisole under her jacket. She smiled triumphantly, as she saw the look of desire on my face.
"Touch it baby," she invited me. "I know you love the feel of silk."
I couldn't resist running my hands over her breasts and stomach through the camisole, my cock throbbing inside her, as I processed this new stimulation.
"Want me to put on my tennis skirt?" she teased. "Wanna fuck me doggy-style?"
It had been over a week since my last orgasm and it was just too much for me. As she rode me bareback in her silk camisole she taunted me to orgasm, and we both know that I was powerless to stop her. She picked up her heavily scented panties from the pillow, and put them right under my nose. This was the straw that broke the camel's back, and I threw my head back in ecstasy as I unloaded deep inside her. I had a tremendous orgasm, and she prolonged my pleasure by grinding her hips into mine, and talking dirty to me.
I regretted my moment of weakness, as soon as I had finished ejaculating inside her. She gave me a knowing smile, withdrew from my cock, and slid up my chest towards my face.
"My turn," she said with a giggle, as she lowered herself onto my face.
I extended my tongue and reluctantly began to lick her. Suky had made me eat my own cum before, but this was different. She had given me a fashion show once, and had teased me into leaking uncontrollably. On this occasion, she had wiped my pre-cum on my lips several times. Another time, she had scooped my jizz from her foot to my lips, after I had leaked on her. Also, she made me lick my cum from her shoulder and breasts, after I exploded all over her upper body. And she always made me lick my cum from her hands if I had an "accident" when she was removing the numbing cream. But this time was very different. This time Suky had given me an upfront choice with very clear consequences. If I had an orgasm, I would be required to eat it! I felt like my body had betrayed me, and she had enjoyed another small victory over me.
For her part, this felt like a huge victory! Suky loved breaking me with her words, and she had talked me into blowing my load inside of her, knowing that I would be eating it out of her. She was grinning from ear to ear, as she enjoyed my eager tongue on her clitoris. I had my hand on her stomach, trying to determine how close she was to orgasm.
"I am in no hurry tonight," she assured me. "I am a long way from release. You are going to work hard tonight for my pleasure. I am in my element controlling you and your sex life. You get one orgasm per week, but I deserve to come multiple times every single day."
I couldn't disagree with a single word she was saying. I was willing to do whatever it took to keep her completely and utterly satisfied at all times. I didn't blame her for electing to take advantage of this amazing situation.
I felt her stomach muscles tighten, and I knew she was close to orgasm. However, her breathing was slow and even, which confused me. As the first globs of my load entered my mouth, I realized that her stomach was tight because she was intentionally squeezing my cum out of her pussy.
"Fuck yeah, you bitch," she said derisively, "eat your load from me."
Once Suky saw me swallowing my own jizz, she got excited and her breathing quickened, and became ragged. My forced feeding aroused her immensely, and she could feel very pleasurable sensations between her legs. She reached her first climax much more quickly than she had planned, and our combined juices flowed onto my lips, nose and tongue. The power she had over me was driving her crazy, and she ground out several powerful orgasms in very quick succession.
Once she was certain that I had swallowed all of my load, she dismounted my face and skipped to the shower, giggling with delight at her latest victory. I lay there defeated and humiliated, but strongly aroused by her complete domination of me.
I knew that I would be expected to clean up her things, take a very quick shower and be waiting outside her shower door to dry her off. Suky normally took her time when she showered or bathed, and today was no exception. When she finally stepped out of the shower, I draped a warm towel over her shoulders, and she smiled sweetly at me. After she was dried and dressed, we enjoyed a lovely dinner together, before settling on the couch to talk, snuggle and listen to music. In spite of the unusual power dynamic between us when it came to her sexual needs, we were a pretty normal couple.
As bedtime approached, we were both aware that she had promised me that I could come twice today. I knew that I was expected to tell her that I was too tired, and would rather go to sleep. That way we could both save face, and have an early night. However, I was still pissed at her for the way she had manipulated me into eating my ejaculate. I wanted my reward, and I reminded her that she still owed me one.
Part of her was very impressed that I had finally tried to stand up for myself. However, the other part of her was going to crush this new-found courage out of me, and get me firmly back on her program. Suky smiled very sweetly at me and told me to prepare myself for bed.
After I had brushed my teeth and washed my face, I entered the bedroom naked. Suky was reclining on a pile of soft pillows, and had her massager vibrating between her legs. She patted the bed and I knelt naked at her feet, as she approached her first orgasm. She was totally focused on her own pleasure, and I watched her intently as she came. After she enjoyed her release, she turned the massager down to a lower setting for a few seconds, while she composed herself.
Then she turned the vibrator back on high, brought herself to the boil again, repeating again and again until she had come at least six times. Suky slumped forward after her last orgasm, and I knew it was my turn next. I couldn't wait to slip my cock back inside her tight wet pussy, maybe doggy style!
Suky picked herself up from the bed, got to her feet and walked behind me.
"Are you sure you want to test me like this?" she whispered.
"I just want to come again, like you promised," I said, feigning ignorance.
"That's the way you want to play it?" she asked. "Okay!"
She grabbed my hands and forced them behind my back, securing them with a leather belt, as I offered no resistance. She pushed me forward so that I fell from my knees onto my stomach, on the bed. Rolling me onto my side, so that I was facing the pile of pillows, she removed her hair band from her hair, and used it to firmly secure her massager to my cock, at the tip.
The length of the massager ran down my shaft, and Suky stretched a second hair band over my cock-head, and secured the massager to the base of my cock. She turned it on at the lowest setting, and it began to vibrate into my cock and balls. Suky then reclined on the pillows, and watched me struggle to figure out what was going to happen.



The vibration felt really good at first, a low humming that permeated my nutsack, and caused my cock to throb. After a few moments I needed more stimulation.
"Can you increase the speed, please Suky?" I asked her.
"Of course baby," she said agreeably, "does that feel good?"
"Fuck yeah," I said appreciatively, the vibration increasing significantly as she increased the tempo of the massager.
A few moments later, I asked her again to increase the massager setting, which she did, with a big smile on her face. We repeated this dance a couple more times, before it became apparent to me that I wasn't going to come, without additional stimulation of my shaft or cock-head.
"Jerk me off baby," I asked, "I am getting close."
Apparently, close is where Suky wanted to keep me, because she made no attempt to help me over the edge. I tried to roll over on to my stomach to dry-hump the bed covers, but she pushed me back on my side, using her foot.
"Please, Suky," I begged, "I need a little help here."
With that, she abruptly turned the massager to its highest setting. I immediately felt a churning deep in my groin, and a few minutes later I saw pre-cum gather at the tip of my cock. I anticipated my imminent eruption, as the pooling of pre-cum was usually a prelude to an orgasm.
However, without any further stimulation it never progressed beyond this. I began to leak a milky substance from my cock, but I never experienced any of the pleasure associated with a real orgasm.
"This is known as a ruined orgasm," Suky said matter of factly. "Technically it is an orgasm, but you will experience zero pleasure as I empty your balls."
She was giggling as I writhed in discomfort on the bed. It wasn't painful just incredibly frustrating. I leaked incessantly for about ten minutes, before the flow finally stopped, and she had fulfilled her promise to drain my nuts. When she turned off the massager, I felt completely unsatisfied, in fact I was more in need of release than before Suky started this protracted mind-fuck. I prayed that I would never have to endure another ruined orgasm.
Suky seemed very satisfied with her handiwork, and removed the hair bands from my still-erect cock. She put the massager away, returning to the bed, where I lay helplessly on my side in a pool of my own cum, hands still bound tightly behind my back. My cock was still rock-hard, and my recent unenjoyable release had done absolutely nothing to reduce my frustration. Suky reached for the pillow that she had been sitting on, when she had come multiple times. She grabbed a fistful of my hair, roughly lifted my head off the bed, and then she slid the wet spot of the pillow right under my nose.
"Don't move an inch until I untie you," she told me, as she got into bed.
She kissed me gently on the forehead, bid me sweet dreams and turned her back on me. I had learned a valuable lesson not to challenge her again.
As I lay in her juices inhaling her scent, I reflected on the events of the day. She was right, the less I came, the more pleasurable each individual orgasm became. The less I came, the more willing I was to focus on her needs. The less I came, the more attentive I was to her. The less I came, the more I looked forward to my next release.
After I had an orgasm, I was filled with love and appreciation for her, but I was far less attentive to her needs. Almost selfish! Often times, I just wanted to sleep! I needed to be reminded how lucky I was to have her, and Suky had accomplished that, through her judicious application of the ruined orgasm.
She was a truly beautiful, and phenomenally sexy Asian woman, unlike the American girls I had always dated. I knew that I would never meet another woman like her, and I was determined not to lose her.
Now that her dominant streak was finally emerging, I was eager to provide her whatever pleasure she desired. She deserved it. In addition, she knew what was best for me, and I was willing to let her dictate how and when I came, no matter what I had to endure.
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I had no clue how long she left me there with my arms bound behind my back. She turned the alarm clock away from me, to deny me the privilege of knowing what time it was. Suky dozed off quickly, thanks to her multiple releases just before bed, and she was sleeping like a baby.
It was just impossible for me to sleep, with Suky's scent all over my pillow, and I kept looking at the curtains for the first signs of sunrise. When she finally reached over and untied my hands, I thanked her profusely and she turned the alarm clock back towards me. I couldn't believe that it was only ‪3am‬, and I shuddered when she told me that the next time I challenged her, I would be bound all night.
My arms were very stiff from laying in bed with them bound behind me, and I needed to pee really badly. For some reason, I felt like I had to ask her for permission to go to the bathroom. She giggled as she gave me her consent, and I left the bed quietly, with my cock still erect.
When I got into the bathroom, I put the light on low and checked my reflection in the mirror. My cock was rock-hard, and I had dried cum all around the head of it, from laying in my own fluids. I felt more in need of release, than I had felt before my final "orgasm". I never wanted to do anything ever again that would subject me to another ruined orgasm.
Once my erection had finally subsided, I used the restroom and returned to bed. For her part, as a gesture of forgiveness, she had folded the covers back for me and replaced my wet pillow with a new one. She patted the bed warmly, and I climbed back onto it. I started to apologize, but she put her finger softly on my lips and smiled sweetly at me.
"Lesson learned?" she asked me.
I nodded my head submissively, and she handed me my freshly laundered silk boxers. I got hard the second I put them on, and felt the expensive silk against my recently shaven nuts. I prayed that I wouldn't ejaculate in them during the night. They just felt so good against my cock and balls, and the ruined orgasm had actually increased my sexual frustration.
Suky said goodnight and then she turned her back on me. I spooned her, and she could feel my cock poking her in her lower back, through the silk of my boxers. She pushed her tight little butt into my crotch to tease me, and heard my tormented moan. A wave of pleasure washed between her legs, and she realized her dominant streak was finally emerging.
As she lay there reflecting on the control she had exerted over me, Suky decided that she would count my ruined orgasm as a regular release. So, by her reckoning, I had come twice today. As I was only permitted one orgasm per week, it would be at least fourteen days until my next opportunity to come. Of course, that was before any time added as punishment for my dissent.
Suky decided that she was going to add seven days for my dissent, which brought my total to twenty-one days. She did not feel the need to tell me at this time, and she let me drift off to sleep thinking that I was off the hook.
I was particularly attentive and considerate in the morning, and Suky decided that she needed to add occasional punishment, into my regular routine of denial and reward. She liked the positive affect that it had on my attitude, and she started to look for any excuse to punish me, checking my boxers to make sure I hadn't had an accident in the night. She was finally ready to fully embrace her dominant side.
At first, Suky was thrilled by the notion that she could come as often as she wanted. It was very exciting to her, that I was willing to help her have an orgasm any time of day or night. She had always been a woman that embraced her sexuality, but men were usually so selfish. To finally meet a submissive, attentive and considerate man was fantastic. Someone that always put her needs before his. She loved the fact that I would gently massage her feet, while she read a book or texted her friends.
Suky thought that it was really sexy that I would wash her hair or attend to her as she bathed. She loved it when I slowly kissed, licked and nibbled her from head to toe. She enjoyed coming on my face every single morning before work, and the way I expected absolutely nothing in return.
She liked the pleasure she could take from me, but wasn't fully into my denial and often felt guilty when I struggled to contain my arousal. Then, as she grew into her role, something deep inside her came alive. She started to embrace the necessary selfishness that the role required, and began to deeply enjoy my frustration. Her panties would get wet when she saw me leaking into my silk boxers, especially if it had only been a couple of days since I came.
Knowing that she could take pleasure from me, whenever she felt the desire, but I still had at least seven days to wait to get my release, made her so hot. In fact, as she associated her pleasure with my chastity, she began to punish me by delaying my orgasm, for the most minor infractions. It got to the point where I never really knew when it was my turn to come, so I stopped thinking about it, and focused solely on her pleasure.
After breakfast, Suky summoned me to the living room, and had me kneel before her in my silk boxers. Even though I had come twice yesterday, I was erect and leaking profusely. She delighted in my arousal, and caressed my balls with her feet through the silk, as she outlined my punishment. I thought I had already paid my dues, by enduring the frustration and humiliation of a ruined orgasm, so I was very surprised to hear that I would be given additional punishment.
"I am going to cut you off, for a long time," she said dispassionately. "Figure weeks, not days."
"Please Suky," I began. "Show me some mercy. I didn't do anything wrong. I only took you up on your generous offer to allow me to come twice in one day."
As I continued to protest my innocence, Suky was having none of it, and pushed back immediately.
"Silence," she barked, "or I will increase your punishment."
I knelt before her in silence, with my head hung in disappointment. Suky approached me with a victorious smirk on her face.
"You will get through it," she said, as she patted the top of my head. "I have confidence in you. You are going to make me proud."
She never gave me a more precise estimation of my time in chastity, even though she had obviously figured it out to the day. In her mind, she figured that it would be easier for me to serve my punishment, if I knew how long it was, and she didn't feel that I had earned that little break. She felt that I deserved to be kept in the dark. There were incidental benefits to her too, of me being oblivious to the length of my sexual sobriety. It would be way more fun for her to watch me wake up every single morning, wondering if I had "done my time".
Once I got a grasp on the reality of the situation, I decided that I was up for the challenge. She intended to punish me for last night's dissent, and that was fair enough. She was the boss and I would play by her rules. I was willing to do whatever it took to get back on her good side, whatever she desired.
She had been so sweet to me, before we eventually became a couple. I don't know if Suky had suppressed her dominant streak, or if she hadn't been aware that she had one yet. It had surfaced very slowly, presumably encouraged by my complete lack of pushback. Little by little she had taken liberties with me, focusing more and more on her pleasure, and inevitably less and less on mine.
Now, that Suky was embracing her dominant side and taking her pleasure at will, I focused on "what I could do for her to keep her interested" using her exact words, when I had first asked her if we were monogamous. If I needed to go "weeks" without an orgasm, to make up for selfishly trying to come twice yesterday, I would. Whatever it took.
I had endured an extended period of forced chastity once before, going twenty-two days without release, when Suky was on vacation in Malaysia. However, she intended to fuck with me constantly this time, which would make it seem considerably longer. While she was on vacation she was not really able to mess with me as much, due to the time difference and the fact that Suky was busy with her family. She did find the time when she was in Malaysia, to have phone sex with me, three times.
Well, I use the term "phone sex" loosely. Suky and I FaceTimed each other, and she pleasured herself, while I told her all of the sexy things that I would do for her, on her return. I was a willing participant in her enjoyment, but I was even more aroused and frustrated, at the end of each session. I knew that there was no way she was going to allow me to enjoy an orgasm, until she got home. However, I dutifully took one for the team, and urged her on as she took her pleasure, repeatedly.
The third of these very one-sided phone sex sessions, occurred on the last day of her vacation, right before my bedtime. After she had come a few times, she relaxed on her bed, with a large glass of wine.
"I want to watch you masturbate," she instructed me. "Listen very carefully to my instructions and maintain eye-contact with me. Get yourself into position on your knees, and use lots of lube."
I knelt down on the floor in my living room, and after pouring a copious amount of lubricant on my cock, I started to jerk off. I felt myself getting aroused very quickly and Suky picked up on it.
"Let me know when you are close, baby," she teased. "I don't want to miss the fireworks."
If she had been in the room with me, I would have lasted a couple of minutes, at the most. Her scent was intoxicating to me, and any touch from her would have sent me over the edge. FaceTime was hot, but it lacked some of the intensity of real-life sex. Suky knew exactly what to say to get me off, and I was on my knees and fast approaching my eruption.
"I am close Suky," I whispered.
"I see that," she cooed, "stop jerking off, now."
Suky loved exerting control over me but, in my elevated state of arousal, it was too much for me, and I continued to jerk off, hoping to climax before Suky could do anything about it.
"Stop. Now!" she commanded, clearly disappointed with my lack of self-control. "Put your hands behind your back."
As I knelt there with my cock dancing around between my legs, desperately seeking some form of stimulation to take me over the edge, Suky issued me an ultimatum.
"You have a difficult choice to make," she began. "If you want to come right now, you may. However, know that it will cost you dearly. If you decide to take your pleasure, against my will, when I get home I will cut you off from any sexual release for two months."
"Two months?" I said weakly, knowing that I would be forced to wear my cock-cage for the duration of my period of enforced celibacy.
"If you do the right thing, I will make it up to you," she promised.
I really wanted to come badly, but I also knew that Suky wasn't one to make idle threats. She would definitely follow through, and I couldn't face two months without an orgasm. For this reason, I lowered my head submissively, reached for a wet wipe, and under the watchful eyes of Suky, I removed all traces of the lube to avoid future temptation.
"Good boy!" she said condescendingly. "I am very proud of you."
Once my cock was wiped clean, it stood defiantly between my legs, fully erect as if to say "fuck you," to Suky.
"I have a gift for you," she continued, seemingly unfazed by my show of resistance. "In the bottom of your sock drawer."
She motioned lazily for me to fetch it, and I hopped off the bed enthusiastically and ran to retrieve it. I think it excited Suky to see the effect she had on me, as I crossed the room with a raging hard-on. I rooted through my sock drawer and pulled out a ziplock bag, containing a pair of her panties. It was the pink silk pair that she had used to jerk me off, just before I took her to the airport.
She had spritzed them with her perfume before sealing them in the air-tight bag and they smelled divine.
"Listen carefully to my instructions," she ordered me. "I want you to sleep with my scented panties on your pillow. Leave your lube on your night stand, in the light of the alarm clock. You will smell my scent all night, and every time you glance at the clock you will see that your relief is only inches away, if you decide to take it. I want you to leave your FaceTime open all night on your laptop, and the panties and lube needed to be visible to me at all times. It will be two months celibacy for you, if you take the easy way out."
I moaned in frustration. It was bad enough that Suky had terminated my jerk-off session before I enjoyed my release, but to have her scented parties on my pillow, would be pure torture.
"Thank you for watching my orgasms, baby," she said with a giggle, "I am very relaxed and content. Good night. I hope you do the right thing, and I will be watching you."
I knew that Malaysia was sixteen hours ahead of Los Angeles, so it was early afternoon there, as I went to bed. I had to obey her directive. I had no clue what her plans were. For all I knew, she could be in her hotel room watching my every move. Maybe she could be going to sit by the swimming pool with her girlfriends, to watch my frustration live!
That last night was quite possibly the worst night sleep I had ever had. I had gone twenty-one days without an orgasm, and endured three very one-sided phone sex sessions, in which I had watched her take her pleasure multiple times, but deny me mine. Her scented panties were on my pillow, right under my nose, and my favorite lube was within arms reach if temptation overwhelmed me.
I briefly considered jerking off into her panties, and deleting her number from my phone, but then reality set in. There was no way that I could let her slip out of my life. I was totally invested in our relationship. It had taken forever to form, even though I wanted it from the day I first laid eyes on her, as she knelt in the shower room, lubing her anus for Fat John. I needed this woman in my life, and was going to do exactly what she told me to.
I had pursued Suky too hard to allow my sexual frustration to ruin anything between us, even though I was out of my mind with desire for her. Our intimate life was, and would always be, all about her needs.
To be honest, other than the three "phone sex" sessions, and the one tortured night with her panties on my pillow, Suky had not messed with me too much while she was in Malaysia. However, this new denial period that I was facing, undetermined in length at this point, was going to be much more of a challenge for me, now that she had learned my hot buttons. I feared that last night's ruined orgasm was just the beginning of what she had in store for me.
"I didn't sleep particularly well last night," Suky told me. "I was up at 3am untying your arms, so that you could finally come to bed. You owe me for that, and I am going to collect right now. I am going to take a nap, and I want you to caress my back until I fall asleep."
As Suky laid on her bed, I gently massaged her back, neck and shoulders using just my fingertips. I used a feather-light touch, as I knew she was trying to fall asleep. In addition to massaging her, I was also kissing and licking her with my soft eager tongue. Very lightly. Like a kitten. It was working. She was tired to start with, and my attentions felt amazing. She felt herself dozing off, as I began to lightly massage her feet and calves. I was gently nibbling the back of her ankles, and the soles of her feet.
"That feels heavenly," she whispered, as she dozed off.
I was so devoted to her pleasure, that I continued to lightly attend to her until she was completely out.
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About a week later, Suky and I were in the Mall having lunch at her favorite bistro, when her phone rang. She had a brief conversation, which ended with her saying that we would be there very shortly. I knew better than to ask her what her plans were, so I sat quietly as we finished lunch, and followed her as we left the restaurant.
When we arrived at the sex shop, I entered with some trepidation. Amanda looked very happy to see us, and Suky and her exchanged a hug, before the girl handed her a neatly wrapped package. My relationship with Suky didn't invite questions on my behalf, but my curiosity was getting the better of me.
"Can I hold it?" I asked, figuring I may have some clue to its contents, if I could feel its weight and dimensions.
"Go and wait in the car," Suky ordered, shutting down my request in front of the teenage cashier.
"Suky, please," I said, trying to stand my ground in front of Amanda.
Suky gave me an icy stare, and I immediately backed down and scurried out of there, with my tail between my legs.
"Fucking pussy," Amanda said contemptuously, the teenager's words ringing in my ears.
I couldn't put my finger on the reason why, but I feared Amanda. I hoped I never had to deal with her dominant personality outside of her store.
Later on that afternoon, I was laying low, doing laundry and other household chores, as Suky entertained Rim, Joy and Rosebud in my living room. I could hear the girls laughing and carrying on, and the anticipation was really getting to me. I wanted to crawl under my bed and hide, but that was not one of my options.
Suky rarely drank alcohol but today she was tipsy! She and her three friends were drinking wine when I heard her call my name. I entered the living room nervously to see what she needed. My relief was palpable when she spoke.
"We need more wine, baby," she told me.
I noticed that most of their wine glasses needed a refill, and I figured it would be easier to bring the bottle from the kitchen. When I entered the room with the wine bottle, they let out a collective cheer and I felt very self-conscious.
I poured Suky's glass first and she took a large sip and said, "Thanks cabana boy."
The women laughed and giggled at that, and Joy spoke up.
"What else does cabana boy do?" she said mischievously.
"He gives a mean foot-rub," Suky blurted out.
I had no clue why the fuck she responded the way she did, but I blamed it on the alcohol. Of course, the revelation that I would kneel before Suky and massage her feet was of great interest to her girlfriends. None of them really had steady boyfriends, but on the rare occasions that they were in a relationship, their men didn't have the time or inclination to kneel and give foot rubs!
"I want one," Joy exclaimed. "I haven't had a foot massage in years. That sounds wonderful."
Suky looked at me, as I squirmed with discomfort, and for whatever reason piped up, "Cabana boy would be happy to give you a foot massage."
Then she turned her attention to me.
"Fetch your foot massage oil and whatever else you need," she instructed me, as the women giggled with excitement.
I felt so submissive when I came back into the room with my oil, towel and bowl of warm soapy water. I was aroused by Suky taking control of me, and I could feel a familiar tingling in my loins. These feelings were magnified when I knelt before Joy. She had kicked off her shoes in anticipation of this unexpected treat, and wiggled her toes expectantly.
I laid the towel on the ground at her feet and placed the bowl of warm soapy water on it. I washed Joy's feet first, taking care to treat her with deference, and then I dried them. I felt really self-conscious, but she seemed very happy with my attention and she had a big smile on her face, as I knelt before her.
After her feet were dry, I applied the massage oil and began to attend to her feet. She was telling all of the other girls how great cabana boy was at the art of foot massage. I kept my head down and quietly worked my magic. I went through the massage routine that I always used on Suky, and then I washed her feet again.
She rested one foot in my lap as I dried it, her soft sole inadvertently caressing my cock. The combination of the subservience, and her soft touch, had an affect on me that I couldn't hide.
"Kneeling before me and giving me a foot massage, made him erect," Joy remarked to the whole room.
I was so embarrassed, I wished I could just disappear. I looked across at Suky to see how pissed she was, but she was laughing at my predicament.
"Are you sure, Joy?" Rim asked.
Joy removed her dry foot from my crotch, and stuck the foot that needed drying right into my genital area.
"Oh yes," she said, wiggling it around in my groin. "He definitely has a boner!"
I really didn't know which way to look, so I continued to dry Joy's foot. Joy knew exactly what she was doing and spoke up.
"I need more wine cabana boy."
It was fairly easy to conceal my erection while I was kneeling down. However as soon as Joy indicated that she needed more wine, I started to stress at the thought of having to stand up. I looked at Suky for moral support, which was a dumb thing to do.
"Fetch Joy and the girls more wine, baby," she teased, knowing full well my predicament.
I got to my feet trying to conceal my erection with my arm. As I left the room to get the wine bottle, Rim spoke.
"Yep, he definitely had a hard-on," she announced, loud enough for everyone to hear.
When I got to the kitchen I was trembling with anxiety, and I did not want to go back in to the living room. Suky appeared in the kitchen, with her hands on her hips and a stern look on her face.
"I am sorry to embarrass you," I stammered. "I feel like such a fuck-up."
Suky put her finger to my lips to silence me.
"No apology necessary," she began, "I am very flattered that my friends are enjoying your attention. Now get your ass out there and pour their wine."
It took everything I had to walk back into that room, but I obeyed her and refilled the girls' glasses, trying in vain to hide my erection.
"That felt fantastic," Joy told me, "I really enjoyed it."
"It looks like cabana boy enjoyed it too," Rim added, which got everybody giggling.
Suky was feeling the effect of the wine and suddenly blurted out, "He does pedicures too."
My face turned red as she told them this. Really, I thought, are there no secrets in our relationship?
Joy's face lit up at this revelation. "Do one of you girls want a pedicure?" she asked Rim and Rosebud.
"I would love a pedicure from cabana boy," Rosebud exclaimed enthusiastically.
My heart sank at the thought of having to kneel before Rosebud and work on her feet. Of all the girls at the massage parlor, she was the one I knew the least. It wasn't due to a personality clash or anything personal. It was just that her speciality was anal, and my sexual preference was blowjobs and rimjobs, so I hadn't availed myself of her services very often.
I had given Rim a semi-private performance before, having jerked off for her and fucked my pocket pussy in her presence. I would have felt much more comfortable on my knees in front of her, or Joy, than in front of Rosebud, who I barely knew.
Apparently, it was already decided.
"Fetch your pedicure kit and your service pillow," Suky ordered, as Rosebud clapped her hands together with excitement. "Oh, and put your silk boxers on for us."
As I slinked out of the room with my tail between my legs, Suky watched me leave the room and prayed that I would storm back in and say "no" to her latest directive. She really wanted me to stand up for myself, and draw a line in the sand. She was just toying with me, having a little fun at my expense.
The alcohol had made her more aggressive, but she was only going to push me as far as I was comfortable being pushed. I needed to let her know when I was done with her game, and it would stop. Then we could all have a laugh about it, and it would be over.
She had given me warning in the past. When we first started dating, she noticed how submissive I was, and she took her pleasure as often as she desired. As she continually pushed my boundaries, I offered no resistance. I just willingly complied, every time, with whatever she wanted, with a smile on my face.
"You need to say no occasionally, or at least push back a little," she had warned me. "Otherwise, one day you will end up doing something for me, that you really did not want to do."
I couldn't rely on Suky to do the right thing, or even show some restraint. The prospect of unconditional pleasure was too strong for her to resist. I had allowed her to take so much from me, that she enjoyed pushing my boundaries once in a while, occasionally needing a little extra kink. Unfortunately, for me, tonight was going to be one of those nights.
This was quickly going from bad to worse for me, and I briefly thought about going back into the living room and saying "no". Seconds later, I realized what a bad idea this was. Suky would punish me severely for disobeying a direct command, I had to get on her program and suck it up. The last time I had tried to stand up to her, she had left me with my hands tied behind my back for several hours. "No" was clearly not one of my options tonight.
It took me a few minutes to get everything together, and to heat the rocks that I needed to warm Rosebud's feet. I was extremely embarrassed and humiliated when I walked back into the living room, wearing just my silk boxers. My head was hung low, my face was flushed and I had a pedicure kit in one hand, and a pink heart-shaped pillow in the other. I positioned the pillow in such a way to attempt to hide my erection, but at some point I had to place it at Rosebud's feet.
Once I was stood in front of Rosebud, time stopped. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, and I knew I could only delay the inevitable reveal of my erection for so long. I needed to place the pillow at Rosebud's feet, but fear kept me rooted to the spot.
"Don't be shy," Suky instructed me, "we all know you are excited."
There were a few titters at Suky's remark and then all eyes were upon me, waiting expectantly for me to remove the pillow from my crotch. I drew in a deep breath, placed the pillow at the feet of Rosebud, and stood there awaiting further instructions. My cock was rock-hard and clearly visible in my silk boxers. I didn't know what the hell to do with myself, and was relieved when Suky took control.
"Kneel," she said, electing to keep things simple with a one-word command.
I was quite shaky as I sank to my knees, both in anticipation of being forced to serve this young girl, and with embarrassment at other people seeing my service pillow.
Suky had bought me a pink, heart-shaped silk pillow to kneel on when I massaged her feet or gave her a pedicure. The first few times I had given her a foot massage, our relationship was in its infancy. Suky had not realized how submissive I was, and did not demand prolonged attention to her feet. However, as she started to push my boundaries, she found that I would attend to her for hours, if she so desired.
Suky loved this. She could watch back to back episodes of Sex in the City, while I was on my knees washing and massaging her feet. She no longer had to leave the house to get a pedicure. She could occasionally sense my discomfort if I was kneeling for an extended period of time, and so she got me the pillow. I did not love the fact that it was pink, or that it was made of silk, or that it was heart-shaped. However, I would never have dared to question her about it. I was sure she had a master plan that would eventually be revealed to me.
One day, when I was on my knees painting her toenails, she told me why she got me that exact pillow.
"It is pink to emasculate you," she told me. "The same reason that your silk boxers from China are pink. I like to watch you fetch your pink pillow and carry it into the room before you service me. It is heart-shaped as a symbol of your unconditional love for me. As for why it is silk? One day I am going to use that silk pillow to punish you. On that day you will learn why it is made of silk."
I knew that I was going to hate whatever punishment involved this pink pillow, and I remained silent on the issue.
Shortly after she shared this with me, I learned that the pillow had a secondary function. She was playing on her computer and summoned me into her office. I always assumed she was working when she was on her computer, however as I walked into her office, I noticed that her panties were on the floor, and the pink silk pillow was at the foot of her computer chair between her legs. She didn't even bother to look up from the computer screen. She just pointed to the floor in front of her, and I submissively knelt on the pillow.
I had serviced Suky many times before while she worked on her computer. In the past, it had not been very comfortable being under her desk on my knees, but this pillow made all the difference. Despite the color, material and shape having been chosen solely to emasculate me, the pillow functioned perfectly to alleviate the discomfort of a prolonged kneeling session.
Once I got into her desired position she spread her legs slightly, and I began to lick her sex. She was already very wet, and I surmised that she had been reading erotic stories on her favorite website. She continued to surf the internet while I licked her to her first orgasm. After she came, she told me to stand and, upon noticing my erect cock tenting in my briefs, she flicked the tip of it with her forefinger, sufficiently hard that I let out a yelp of pain.
"This isn't about you," she scolded. "Move your service pillow to the center of the room and lay on your back," she ordered me.
As soon as the back of my head hit the pillow, she straddled my face. That heart-shaped pillow became the symbol of my submission to her. She used it often, and I was required to keep it spotless, even though she leaked her juices on it frequently. I probably washed that pillow three times a week.
Now, as I placed the pink pillow at Rosebud's feet and slowly sank to my knees, I felt a wave of humiliation wash over me. When Suky had given me the pillow it was emasculating enough, but I never imagined that she would make me kneel on it, to service one of her friends.
Suky watched very closely to ensure that I followed the procedure. I had a small pouch that contained some hot rocks to massage her feet and calves, and as I started to pamper Rosebud's feet, she was quite appreciative.
"Wow, that feels heavenly," she said enthusiastically. "It has been a long time since a man pampered me."
Suky was watching with pride now, as her cabana boy was doing a fabulous job. After the hot rock massage was done, I worked on her callouses and rough skin just like a professional, a testament to the training that I had received.
Suky had initially contemplated on sending me to cosmetology school, but when she learned that I needed four hundred hours of technical instruction, she decided that I didn't need my manicurist license. Suky wasn't planning on putting me to work in a salon, I just needed to learn how to give her a world-class foot massage and pedicure. So she hired a licensed manicurist to teach me the art, and was very pleased with the result.
After I had attended to Rosebud's rough skin, I cut her toe-nails and cleaned up her cuticles.
"Would you like clear-coat or color?" I asked, as I looked up at her from my knees.
"I would like more wine first, while I consult with the group on my color," Rosebud informed me, clearly becoming more comfortable with my servitude.
In my opinion, wine was the last thing they needed. Additional alcohol would just embolden them, and I already felt like this evening was spiraling out of control. Silently I arose from my knees and went to get the wine bottle, the massage crew checking me out as I crossed the room, the evidence of my arousal on clear display.
"He's got a wet spot in his silky boxers," Rim teased, rubbing the palm of her hand across the tip of my cock, as I refilled her glass.
Rim's overt action emboldened the girls and they all fondled me, as I topped their wine off. After I had refilled everyone's wine glass, I stood in front of Rosebud.
"You may assume the position," she said assertively.
I heard a couple of titters at her attempt at dominate me, and I was very embarrassed as I sank to my knees.
"Did you decide on a color for your toenails?" I asked her respectfully.
"We did," she said, apparently speaking for the group. "I want the exact same shade as your boxers."
My face reddened at this request, and I knew it was Suky's idea for sure. I looked across at her, and she was smiling sweetly and raised her glass to me.
"His boxers match his service pillow too," she pointed out, her level of intoxication evident as she enjoyed my subjugation.
Twenty minutes later, after applying a shade of nail polish called "Barbie Pink," I was done and Rosebud's nails looked fantastic. I started to gather my things to leave the room but Suky had other ideas.
"Don't rush off," she teased, "you are not off the hook yet. Come over here with your pink pillow."
I really wanted to get the hell out of that room, but all eyes were on me, and I knew better than to embarrass Suky by disobeying her. I walked over to her and stood awkwardly in front of her, my boner still tenting in my boxers. Suky extended one hand expectantly, and I handed her my pleasure pillow. She tossed it on the floor in front of her, and moved it into her desired position with her foot.
"Kneel," she said, favoring the one-word commands tonight.
I sank to my knees in a fluid, graceful motion, the way she had taught me to. When I was in position, she rested her hand on my head, and patted me as if I were a dog. Her friends were loving this blatant display of dominance, and I knew Suky could feel the fire between her legs again.
"Good boy," she slurred, "you make me very proud of you."
Suky took another large sip of wine before turning her focus to the girls.
"Do you guys have plans later tonight?" she asked, innocently enough. "Cabana boy is due for his weekly release, if anyone wants to hang around and watch. Oh, and also some punishment for his rude behavior."
I just could not believe what I was hearing. What the hell was she doing? I assumed that my rude behavior was my erection, but surely she could punish me when we were alone. My weekly release should be private too, for fuck's sake.
I had seen her become more aggressive and controlling, on the rare occasion that she consumed alcohol. However this was getting out of control. I made eye-contact with Suky and she took it as a direct challenge, and called me on it.
"Do you have other plans?" she asked me, in front of everybody. 'Somewhere else to be?"
I was begging her with my eyes not to do this, but she had made up her mind to dominate and humiliate me in front of all of her friends.
"I would normally punish him first," she continued, "and then he would get his release. A typical punishment would be a bare-ass spanking with my hairbrush. However, I do not want you all to see him naked, as this is about control not sex. So, I will create a new release and punishment for him. Which do you want to see first?"
The overwhelming consensus, was that the group wanted to see my release first. This didn't sit well with me, as it meant I would have to endure my punishment after my orgasm, by which time I would be over it.
"It has been eight days since his last orgasm," she informed them, matter of factly.
"Holy shit," Joy said barely able to contain her laughter, "you keep track."



"Yes Auntie," Suky responded, as if it were perfectly normal for them to be discussing my orgasm schedule. "He is on a very tight program. I should warn you girls, that given the additional stimulation of an audience, he will probably ejaculate very prematurely."
"Nothing new," Rim said dispassionately, to a round of laughs.
"I could numb him, if you want me to prolong the show," Suky suggested.
All the girls giggled and delighted in that idea, although I was dreading the prospect of it.
"Then it is decided," Suky said with a flourish, "go numb yourself, baby. I will come and check on you in a few minutes."
I was embarrassed and humiliated by the turn of events, but my cock was rock-hard and I wanted the opportunity to come. I left the living room and entered the bathroom to coat my cock with the numbing gel. As I was applying it, Suky appeared at the door holding her wine glass, with a huge grin on her face. She was having fun now that she was drunk, her inhibitions reduced, along with any thoughts of going easy on me. I wished that she had allowed me a glass of wine, to take the edge off. She watched me intently, to make sure that I had applied enough gel.
"If you want to come tonight you will have to work for it," she taunted. "Use the cock-ring, but no condom. We want to see how much you can come for us."
Once I maneuvered the cock-ring over my nuts, I felt the familiar tightness. The gel was taking effect too, and my cock felt very warm.
"Come back into the living room when you are ready," she instructed, before abruptly leaving the bathroom.
I was so nervous that I was shaking, and all of my senses were heightened. I wanted to get out of this nightmare, but I knew that I had to pass her latest test. I walked over to the sink and splashed some cold water on my face. As I dried myself I looked in the mirror. I looked absolutely ridiculous. I was naked except for my pink boxers, my hard cock trying to poke its way out of the confines of the silk. I had a large wet spot of pre-cum at the front of them, that would be impossible to hide. I was rooted to the spot unable to move, until Suky finally called out from the living room.
"Don't keep us waiting cabana boy. It's showtime!"
Suky had dictated the pace of our relationship since day one, and had tested me constantly along the way. I felt that tonight was just another test I had to pass, no different than the fashion show, or the ride home from the airport, or being numbed by her to ensure that I could perform for long enough to pleasure her. Just another test.
As I slowly shuffled my way into the living room, I focused on one thing. This was a test. Nothing more. Unless I decided to leave right now, I was going to be put through the ringer, for the amusement of her friends. In the morning,Suky would be looking to punish or reward me, based on tonight's performance. I was going to make her very proud of me, do her bidding, follow her script, play my part, and earn my reward.
My head was down as I entered the living room, almost as if I was trying to block out this surreal scene. Suky had placed my pink, silk, heart-shaped service pillow in the center of the room, and all eyes were on me as I looked at her for further instructions. She took her time, delighting in my public submission to her, and eager to allow all of the girls to take in the fact that I was in desperate need of release!
For reasons unknown to me, she had decided to dominate me in front of most of the massage parlor staff. Even though I was very nervous, my arousal was motivating me and I wanted to come so bad. I knew that in the moment immediately after my release, all of my tension and anxiety would disappear, even if just for a few seconds.
I stood there for what seemed like an eternity, as Suky reveled in her control of me and made me wait by my pillow. My erect cock was straining against the silk of my boxers, and my wet spot had grown.
"Lay down on your front with your crotch on the silk pillow," she instructed me, as the girls watched intently.
I knew not to question her, and I got into her desired position. As soon as I laid on my front, the silk pillow conspired with my silky boxers to make me unload my nuts. I thrust into the pillow a couple of times, before Suky spoke.
"I didn't give you permission to hump your pillow yet," she said, barely suppressing her laughter.
Suky took another large sip of her wine, and as the alcohol emboldened her, she issued her next command.
"Ok, go for it," she said cheerfully. "Fuck your pillow until you orgasm."
Oh fuck! This was bittersweet. It would be so humiliating to dry-hump that silk pillow, but I needed the release, and I would have done anything for it. I started off slowly and immediately felt a churning sensation in my nuts, that typically preceded an orgasm. I hadn't applied too much gel to my nuts, and they still had some feeling in them. The silk boxers caressed my balls with every thrust, and because the pillow was also silk there was no friction. It actually felt really pleasurable, and I tried to block out my "audience" as I increased my tempo.
A few moments later, with my focus solely on my orgasm, I was really fucking that silk pillow, thrusting my hips deep into it as I tried to overwhelm the numbing cream and the cock-ring.
"Get up into a push-up position," Suky instructed me, "the girls want to have a better view."
A wave of humiliation washed over me, as I adjusted my position for the sole benefit of my viewers. As soon as I was in her desired position, I began to thrust my hips and fuck my silk pillow.
"Much better," Suky informed me. "Can you girls see how hard he is working to put on a show for you?" she asked, turning her attention to my audience. "You can see his abs flexing under the strain of holding himself up."
Suky was right about one thing, it was much more physically demanding fucking in a push-up position, and I really wanted to come quickly, before I exhausted myself. The girls had apparently got over the initial shock of how submissive I was to Suky, and were starting to egg me on.
"Fuck that pillow, make it your bitch!" Rim shouted.
"Own it, baby," Suky added, encouraging the girls to taunt me.
As the women voiced their approval, Rosebud picked up her phone to take a picture, but fortunately for me, Suky spared me that humiliation.
"We agreed no pictures," she reminded the young girl.
After Rosebud reluctantly put down her phone, Suky offered a compromise.
"I will take a few pictures," she said, to my horror, "and I will text the best ones to you guys later."
This seemed to appease the group, and they got back to cheering me on with their taunting. By the time that I realized that they were all ready for the money shot, I became aware that I was not going to be able to come, due to the numbing gel. This should not have been a surprise to me, as I had never been able to have an orgasm when I was numb. Suky had run me through all kinds of erotic scenarios, and I still had not been able to blow my wad with the gel on me.
The fact that I couldn't come was maddeningly frustrating, and then I realized that Suky had engineered this whole embarrassing scenario. She had combined my release and punishment for the amusement of her girlfriends, knowing full well that there was no way that I would be able to ejaculate in my current state. She had taken great pleasure in watching me fuck my pink pillow, knowing that it would not end pleasurably for me. Suky took a few more photos of my frustrated attempts to come, as I started to slow my thrusts out of exhaustion.
She had promised me that one day she would use the pink pillow to punish me. Did she know back then, that I would be fucking that pillow in front of her girlfriends? As my exhaustion increased, my pace slowed noticeably. I was sweating and breathing heavily now, out of my mind with frustration and desire.
"Are you unable to come for us, baby?" Suky teased, continuing her relentless fucking with me. "We all want to see you blow your load in your silk boxers!"
As embarrassed as I was by her mocking tone, I needed to come. The desire to be permitted an orgasm overwhelmed all of my other emotions, and I heard myself speak up.
"Please, Suky," I begged. "Remove the gel, let me come."
Suky had me right where she wanted me, and was going to demonstrate her control of me to her friends. The alcohol was coursing through her veins, and she felt very dominant tonight.
"What would you give to come right now?" she taunted me.
"Anything," I responded dumbly, forgetting who I was negotiating with. "I would give anything, Suky."
Her friends were silently watching this exchange, and they were amazed at the power dynamic between us. Suky was firmly in control of my sexual pleasure, and I was submitting willingly.
"One month," Suky replied coldly. "One month until your next release, and the four of us get to witness it!"
"Oh shit!" Rim exclaimed. "Imagine how frustrated he will be thirty days from now. That I want to see."
Suky had forced me to make stupid decisions before, but as I agreed to her terms, I knew that this was quite possibly the worst ever. I nodded my head in agreement, and Suky told me to speak up.
"Yes," I said quietly.
"Yes what?" she responded. "Articulate your thoughts, cabana boy."
Now she is just being mean, I thought to myself, taking a deep breath as I realized what I was about to give up.
"If you let me come now, I will wait thirty days until my next release," I said, in a barely audible whisper.
"And?" she admonished me.
"And your friends can watch my next orgasm," I said, in desperation.
Suky had ground me down to nothing in front of her friends, and the fire was burning between her legs.
"Deal," she said, with a victorious smirk on her face.
My first thought when Suky made a deal with me, was that it was too easy. Normally, she would have made me jump through a bunch of hoops, before giving me what I wanted. However, I focused on my imminent release, and couldn't wait to get the gel and cock-ring off, and have my orgasm.
It wasn't under the most ideal circumstances, given that several of her best friends were going to watch, but as infrequently as I got to come, I had learned to cherish every release. In Suky's words "to seize every opportunity!"
I hadn't stopped grinding my hips into the pillow the whole time she was outlining her terms. I was a million miles from an orgasm, but the silk felt fantastic on my nuts as I humped the pillow.
Suky took the floor and made a theatrical announcement.
"Cabana boy is going to conclude his performance with an orgasm," she said, with a huge smile.
The girls clapped and giggled in anticipation, and I waited to be excused so that I could go and wash the numbing gel off. However, Suky apparently had other plans, because she told me to kneel on the pillow with my hands behind my back.
This was humiliating for me, because it showcased my erection and, more embarrassingly, my wet spot. However, I followed her direction, and once I was on my knees, Suky reached over and grabbed a silk tie that she had got from my closet earlier. She secured my hands behind my back, and I started to worry that she had changed her mind. We had made a deal and this was not part of it.
"Suky," I exclaimed in confusion, "how the hell can I remove the gel without my hands? Also, my cock-ring is really tight and is starting to bother me."
"You will be fine, baby. Trust me," she said dispassionately, doing nothing to wipe the worried look from my face.
Suky went to leave the room, and when she reached the doorway she turned to me and issued me another one-word command, "Stay."
After she left the room, I felt much more vulnerable without her presence. I was kneeling on the pillow with my hands bound behind my back, powerless to hide my massive erection, and my ever-growing wet spot. I had no clue where to look, so I just hung my head and stared at the floor, wishing I was somewhere else, anywhere else. Moments later, Suky strode confidently back into the room, with one hand behind her back.
She relished being the center of attention, and slowly pulled her hand from behind her to reveal that she was holding her massager. A raucous cheer went up from the ladies, as they realized her intent.
"She's going to give him a ruined orgasm," Rim said matter of factly to Rosebud, the least experienced member of the group.
My heart sank as I put the pieces together, and recognized that Suky had put me together. I had agreed to thirty days of restriction, in exchange for an orgasm, without clarifying how that orgasm would be achieved. As I knelt on my service pillow, with my hands bound behind my back, I was completely at the mercy of Suky, and she wasn't a particularly benevolent individual.
"Are we ready ladies?" she asked cheerfully. "For your viewing pleasure I will now attempt to get cabana boy to blow his load in his silk boxers. Let's take bets on how long he lasts."
There was quite a lot of excitement surrounding the bets, with each of the young women having an opinion.
"It's been eight days," I heard Rim say, "that pussy has no staying power. I am going for five minutes."
"It looks like he has already blown his wad," Rosebud said, with a giggle, presumably referring to my wet spot.
After the bets were in, Suky slowly approached me from behind. She knelt behind me and raked her manicured nails across my butt-cheeks, encased as they were in expensive Malaysian silk. I jumped at her touch, expelling a little more pre-cum into my boxers.
"Can I change my bet?" Rosebud asked, with a giggle, "I think I vastly overestimated his stamina."
Suky smiled at Rosebud, sidled closer to me, and whispered in my ear.
"Don't blow your load too quickly, baby. Make me proud of you."
Then she put the massager between my ass-cheeks, so that it ran across my asshole, with the tip at the base of my nuts. She had watched me intently as I had applied the numbing cream, and had noticed that I did not apply as much of it to my balls as she normally would have. Suky knew that if she had any chance of getting me off, my most sensitive area would be my nuts.
Once she had the massager in place, Suky announced the exact time, so that they would be in agreement of who won the bet. Then triumphantly, she turned the massager on to its lowest speed, and held it very firmly against the base of my testicles.
"Holy Fuck," I whimpered, the vibrations causing my cock to stiffen involuntarily. "That feels amazing."
I had endured a lot tonight for the amusement of her friends. I had been rock-hard ever since Joy stuck her foot in my crotch, as I was trying to dry it. I was ready to come, but I was dreading the frustration and humiliation of a ruined orgasm. The young women had no idea what was going to happen. They were under the assumption that Suky was going to make me come in my boxers, as part of our kinky ritualized weekly event. They were happy to watch the show, knowing that Suky totally owned me, and was going to torment me sexually.
After a couple of minutes, I could feel my release getting closer, and I started to flex my ass-cheeks, thereby simulating the motions of fucking.
Suky slapped my ass and chastised me.
"Let it unfurl naturally you greedy bitch," she said contemptuously. "Or I will leave you high and dry."
I hung my head in shame, as the girls tittered and whispered among themselves. Suky gave my ass another slap, before she turned the massager to the next speed setting.
I stiffened as the intensity increased, and I let out another moan.
"Don't you fucking even think about it," Suky whispered in my ear. "My bet is eleven minutes and it has only been four."
Jesus, I thought, not only is my orgasm going to be without pleasure, but it also has to be on command?
Suky kept the massager pressed firmly against the base of my nuts, on the second lowest speed. As we passed the five minute mark, Rim spoke.
"Fuck, I am out. I had him down for five minutes. I can't believe he lasted longer than that."
Rim's clinical assessment of my staying power added to my humiliation, as I realized that they were more concerned with the bet, than with my pleasure.
"Eight minutes," Suky announced to the expectant ladies.
"Damn," Rosebud said, "that's me done. I was sure that he would have come by now, considering he had not come for a week."
"Trust me, it is the numbing cream," Rim said coldly. "That two-pump chump would have spurted in his silky boxers by now, if he hadn't been numbed."
This remark elicited a few more giggles from the ladies, and Suky turned the massager up a notch, and leaned forward so that she was nibbling my ear.
"Two minutes," she whispered. "Then I want you to come in your boxers for the amusement of my friends."
"Joy, can you take some pictures?" Suky asked her Auntie, as she handed her cell phone over.
"Smile for the camera, baby," she instructed me.
I had been staring at the floor for the last several minutes, and I reluctantly looked up, and gave a very forced smile. When I raised my head, I noticed that Suky's friends were watching the show intently. Joy was stood in front of me taking pictures, and the other women had scooted forward in their chairs for a better view.
"Make sure you get his face when he loses control," Suky said to her Auntie.
Suky turned the massager up to the next speed, and I felt the familiar churning deep in my groin. Suky began to quietly egg me on.
"Come on baby," she teased, "show us how long you can last. Make me proud of you."
Even though Suky had conditioned me to want to make her proud of me, I didn't feel like I had any control of when I would ejaculate. I thought I was at the mercy of the massager, and as we approached the eleven minute mark, Suky turned the massager to its highest setting.
As soon as the massager was on its maximum speed, I knew I was done. No amount of desire to please Suky, and no amount of effort to time my release to enable Suky to win the bet, was going to override my body's desire to empty my nuts.
After about twenty seconds on maximum speed, I let out a whimper of frustration as I felt my boxers get wet, but there was no discernible feeling of orgasm.
"He is coming," Joy said enthusiastically, as the women all watched intently.
I didn't feel a thing as the massager drained my nuts. I was aware that I had wet my boxers, but there was no pleasure associated with it. The girls couldn't understand why I wasn't writhing with pleasure as I ejaculated into my silk boxers. Suky kept the massager firmly pressed against the base of my balls, and I leaked for several minutes. As the wet spot continued to grow, Sara matter of factly explained the mechanics of a ruined orgasm.
"He is experiencing zero pleasure," she said with a satisfied smile. "I have only ruined his orgasms twice, but it is his least favorite way to come."
Truth was, I would rather have no orgasm than a ruined one. Not only was there no pleasure, but afterwards I felt more sexually frustrated than before my release.
Suky kept the massager there for much longer than necessary, apparently enjoying my discomfort. At one point, my boxers could no longer contain all of my release, and a few drops of cum ran down my leg and onto the pillow. When she was sure she had milked me dry, she turned the massager off, and got up off her knees. She took an exaggerated bow, and the girls clapped their hands in appreciation of the performance.
I was still kneeling on my pillow, with a massive erection that was not going anywhere in the near future. When Suky came around from behind me to admire her handiwork, she noticed the drops of semen on my pillow.



"Oh baby, you made a mess on your pillow," she said, with a wicked smile. "Better clean it up before it stains the silk."
I could have played dumb, or tried to fight her, and maybe I would have delayed the inevitable for a couple of minutes. However, this evening had drained me completely, and I had no fight left in me. I knew what she wanted, so I just submitted to her will. I scooted off the pillow and was still on my knees, with my hands tied behind my back. Very slowly, so as to not lose my balance, I leaned forward and began to lick the remnants of my jizz off of the pillow. Joy snapped a few more photos, while the other women looked on in amazement.
"Holy shit, that is fucking sexy," Rosebud remarked. "He is very submissive."
Suky watched with great pride, as I licked up every last drop in front of her captivated audience. When the pillow was clean, she untied my hands and dismissed me with a wave of her hand. I picked up my pillow, and Suky made me pose for one more picture holding it. She took a couple more of my erection, clearly visible in my jizz-soaked boxers. She told me to smile, but I couldn't hide my embarrassment and humiliation in any of the photos.
"I think we need more wine, baby," Suky said sweetly. "Leave your pillow here."
I took my cue from her and went into the kitchen to fetch the wine bottle. When I returned, Suky had moved my pillow, and once again it was at her feet. She took the wine from me, and pointed at my service pillow. She had ground any resistance out of me, and I knew what she wanted, so I just passively walked over and knelt on the pillow at her feet. After she had topped everybody off, Suky returned to her seat, gave me a sweet smile, and possessively rested her hand on my shoulder. I continued to kneel at her feet, as the girls recounted the evening in excruciating detail.
Suky kept me kneeling there in my cum-stained boxers as they continued to enjoy my submission to them. The wine flowed freely and the energy level slowly increased. I was hating every second of this and wanted to be excused to clean up. Even though I felt anxious and self-conscious, this ramped up considerably when the doorbell rang. Who the fuck was at my door at eight thirty at night, and what would they say when they saw me kneeling on my pink pillow, with semen stains in my boxers?
Even though the command was issued with contempt, when Suky told me to "beat it," I couldn't have been any more relieved. I rose quickly to my knees, in case she changed her mind, grabbed my pillow and left the room in silence. When I got to the safety of my bedroom, I stood behind my door, trying to figure out who had shown up. I heard introductions, so it wasn't the rest of the massage parlor crew. I could only hear female voices, which made me feel a little better. As emasculating as it was to perform for a group of young women, adding men to the mix made it way worse, especially as the men would likely be John and Tim.
There were definitely only women in my living room, and it didn't appear that they needed my services, so I took a shower. As I dried off, Suky and Rim entered my bedroom excitedly, both clearly intoxicated. Rim had her manicured hand extended, and was holding a pair of crotchless panties that I had not seen before. They were the same brand and style as the ones Suky had previously purchased for me, and were a very feminine shade of pink. The tags were still on them so they were obviously brand new.
Rim never said anything to me as she offered me the panties. She seemed to enjoy watching my submission without any verbal clues. After I put the panties on, she fished my flaccid cock through the open crotch, so that it hung limply beneath me. I had performed many times for the girls of the massage parlor, both jerking off for their amusement and, more recently, fucking my pocket pussy. I knew I must have looked like a total wimp when I did their bidding, but I always felt like my raging erection redeemed some of my lost pride as it identified me as a red blooded male.
Now as Rim ushered me into the living room containing four women that I had already performed for, and an unknown additional number of fresh faces, I wished my cock was standing tall and proud. Fear is a very strange creature, and on this occasion it served to obscure my vision. I wouldn't have characterized myself as blind, but the room was a blur as I reluctantly shuffled into it.
The conversation stopped as I entered the room, and as my vision returned, I noticed that the massage parlor girls had been joined by three very young females. My heart sank as I recognized the cashier from the sex shop, and her two friends. They were seated together on my sofa, all dressed very provocatively, presumably with clothes purchased, or borrowed from the sex shop. If I had been fully clothed I would have definitely given them the once over, and enjoyed the visual that cute, young pussy provides.
However, as I was currently providing the visual, I lowered my gaze, to avert their ridicule. The young trio had a good laugh at my expense, before critiquing my appearance, and apparent inability to get an erection.
"We brought you a gift," the young cashier said, with a giggle.
"Thank Amanda for your gift," Suky said, as I shuffled uncomfortably in silence.
Amanda stood and handed me a small wrapped gift, making no attempt to hide her wandering eyes.
"Don't be rude, open it," Suky said firmly, as I started to remove the wrapping.
As soon as I saw that it was climax delay spray, the irony of my soft cock was felt around the room.
"We heard the rumors," Amanda said with a giggle, "although it seems like we misunderstood them. I thought your problem was premature ejaculation not erectile dysfunction," she added, to a chorus of laughs from the women.
I wanted to tell that little bitch that Suky had just completely drained my nuts, and as such, it would take me a little while to recover. However, before I could speak, the blonde sitting in the middle of the sofa, who I knew as Steph, hiked her skirt slightly and spread her legs apart.
Reflexively, I focused my gaze between her tanned, teenage legs and was horrified to see the unmistakable opening of a pocket pussy. I could see it had already been lubricated, the telltale signs of KY jelly all around the entrance and inners of the sex toy. The young blonde arose from the sofa, her pink pleated silk skirt hiking up her legs as she did so.
She was an incredibly sensual female, blessed with the face of an angel. Flawless youthful skin, baby-blue eyes with a look of innocence behind them, and a beautiful, presumably professionally sculpted, nose. I was under the impression that she was nineteen, but as she looked at me with her angelic smile, she didn't look it. A feeling of melancholy washed over me, as I realized that she was one of the most breathtakingly beautiful women that I was likely to encounter in my entire life, and yet as close as she was to my almost naked body, she was out of my league, and completely unattainable.
There was nothing I would have changed about Steph, she was just my ideal of perfection. Once she was standing next to me, I inhaled her scent, an intoxicating blend of expensive designer perfume, and even more expensive teenage pussy. My head rotated as she walked away from me, drawing an immediate rebuke from Suky.
"Focus," she barked, causing me to face to the front immediately.
As Steph vacated her place on the sofa, my attention was drawn to the Hello Kitty sex toy that was being offered up to me as a surrogate fuck-hole, for Steph's teenage pussy. I couldn't help but notice that the pocket pussy was bright pink. It was also painted with very glossy enamel, and had black markings that resembled cat whiskers, peeking out from under the sofa cushion into which it was wedged. The words "Timmy's Kitty," were stenciled down the sides in thin black paint, the beautiful artistic calligraphy in sharp contrast to the intended use of the sex toy.
I was very torn as I admired the beautifully constructed fake pussy. Part of me wanted to mount up and fuck the crap out of it, knowing from experience just how pleasurable they could feel. However, there were seven women in the room, and I was dressed in just a pair of pink panties, and my flaccid cock wasn't helping matters. As I struggled internally with my dilemma, Suky spoke, snapping me back into focus.
"Don't be rude, Timmy," she admonished me, "offer our guests a drink."
As it turned out, having followed our house protocol to check the ID of all guests, I confirmed that Steph was just nineteen years of age. Evidently, all three young girls were under twenty-one, so I brought them diet cokes. Amanda, clearly the Alpha among them, spoke up first.
"What do you think of your Hello Kitty pocket pussy?" she inquired. "It is ceramic construction, lined with silk, and has a heated lining, so that we can warm it to body temperature to increase the life-like feel."
"It looks great," I stammered, "thank you, Amanda."
"You don't look that excited, Timmy," Amanda teased. "Are you going to able to get it up for us? We have been looking forward to seeing you fuck your new Kitty, all day."
Suky had evidently done a very thorough job of emptying my nutsack, as my shriveled dick hung there, seemingly disinterested in a second orgasm. However, working in a sex shop had exposed Amanda to a wide variety of sexual kinks and deviancy, and she knew that there was more than one way to get a man hard.
Amanda beckoned me towards her, and I looked at Suky for direction.
"Don't look at me you pussy," she said derisively. "Eyes front. Obey Amanda."
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After Suky made it clear that Amanda was now in charge, all eyes turned to her, as the young girl took center stage. Despite being only nineteen years of age, Amanda was a sadistic little minx. Shortly after she turned eighteen, she was sexually abused by her father on a regular basis, prior to his eventual incarceration. She was then thrown to the wolves when her mother's new boyfriend picked up where her real Dad left off. The new father figure in her house got drunk and fucked her regularly, when her Mom was at work. By the time she left home she was a man-hater, and had sought refuge in the seedy drug-underworld, which led her to work in a sex shop.
There were no shortage of sex offers for a teenager working in a sex shop, and Amanda did some escorting, before finally realizing that she could make money as a dominatrix. This was the perfect job for her. The money was excellent, she didn't have to have sex with her clients, and she could use pain and discipline as an outlet for her hatred of men.
My first encounter with Amanda had been at the sex shop, when Suky was buying me silky panties to wear. Amanda knew right away, from the way Suky had me on a short leash, that I was going to be an easy man to take control of. She had set her sights on me immediately, suggesting which color panties would look good on me, trying to see how I would respond to her taking control.
Amanda delved a little deeper into my submissive nature on the day that I was forced to go and pick up my cock-cage. Suky must have shared my plight with the young girl, because she was aware that Suky had taken the belt to me. Although, from the way I limped gingerly into the sex shop, it was patently obvious that I had taken a beating.
Now as she stood in my living room, and I realized that I was about to enter her sphere of influence, Amanda had developed into a stone-cold sadist. She was dressed in leather from head to toe, buckles and spikes protruding from different parts of her sinister looking dominatrix outfit, and looking like her sole mission in life was to make my life miserable. I couldn't even look her in the eye, such was my concern for my wellbeing. I could feel my legs shaking as my body trembled in anticipation and fear.
"My boy is yours," Suky offered. "Do with him as you will."
Amanda stepped forward, a look of disdain across her face, as she prepared to take control of me.
"Kneel, boy," she said, using Suky's derisive name for me, despite the fact that I was more than twice her age.
I sank slowly to my knees, the prospect of being taken control of in front of seven women, sufficient to make me almost pass out. As soon as I was kneeling before her, she collared me. She had a really cute Hello Kitty dog collar with a matching leash. The implements of control were the same shade as my boxers, a bright Barbie Pink, the color of choice of teenage girls for their feminine accessories. It contrasted with her all-black ensemble, highlighting the power dynamic between us.
Amanda ran me through a series of humiliating and exhausting poses, tricks and agility exercises, the likes of which I last saw on a television program about competitive obedience at dog shows.
My cock hadn't shown much interest in coming out to play since Suky thoroughly drained my nuts, but under fear of retribution from Amanda, it had positively shriveled up. Amanda had come prepared for every eventuality, and armed with a large bag of sex toys from her place of employment, she selected a vibrating cock-ring as her weapon of choice to get me erect.
The latex stimulator was similar in appearance to the one Suky used on me, although it was bright pink, to match my collar and leash. Amanda had done this before, skillfully maneuvering it over my flaccid cock and under my balls, in a single fluid motion, without having to remove my crotchless panties. One flip of a switch, and my cock started to twitch and dance for her, peeking as it was through the open slit in my underwear.
Amanda took her time to bring me to a complete erection, turning the cock-ring off periodically to demonstrate her complete control of my organ. Finally, once I was fully erect, and had demonstrated the ability to sustain my hard-on, she lined the tip of my cock up with the entrance to my Hello Kitty pocket-pussy. The bright pink sex toy looked pretty pathetic, like it belonged in the lunch box of a teenage girl. In a addition to the whiskers painted on the side, someone had professionally stenciled "Timmy's Puss" down the side of it, which was extremely emasculating.
I could feel the heat emanating from the silk-lined cylinder, one of Amanda's assistants having obviously taken the time to utilize the warming function, that had been described to me. I know it is difficult to imagine being forced to fuck a pocket pussy in front of seven young women, but in my elevated state of arousal, I would have fucked just about anything to get off. It had been eight days since my last proper release, the ruined orgasm having only exacerbated my feelings of lust.
The outer edge of the pocket pussy was slick with lubricant, the pink silk lining shining from the effect of the KY liquid, which had also been heated for comfort. Amanda allowed me to slightly penetrate the lubricated cylinder, but as I pushed forward to enter it, she stopped me.
"Take your time you desperate little bitch," she scolded. "This is as much for our visual enjoyment, as for your sexual pleasure."
With my newly issued instructions embedded in my brain, I started to slowly fuck my new pocket pussy. The silk lining felt amazing, warmed as it was to body temperature, with the internal heating element. The girls had used a very generous helping of lubricant, and as I slid in and out of the sex toy, it felt just like the real thing. I closed my eyes and fantasized about Steph, my balls churning immediately at the mere thought of making love to her.
Strangely enough, my body deviated from its normal physical response to such stimulation, and instead of getting closer to release, I felt detachment, numbness almost. I picked up my pace a little, ignoring Amanda's instructions to prolong my release for their visual amusement. The more I pounded into my pocket pussy, the less arousal I felt, and I realized what had occurred, right as Amanda spoke.
"I think Steph might have used numbing gel instead of KY lubricant," she said in mock surprise, as the girls began to giggle. "Oops!"
I knew there was no way I was going to get off in my current state. I either needed them to remove the gel, or up my level of stimulation. Amanda, apparently was a mind reader, because she came up with such a suggestion.
"Who do you want to simulate fucking?" she asked me, knowing full well who I was fantasizing about when I closed my eyes.
I knew I should have said Suky, but in the heat of the moment, I made eye contact with the young blonde assistant from the sex shop, and upon receiving an agreeable smile, blurted out before thinking it through.
"Steph," I said, with way too much enthusiasm, "I want to get balls-deep in Steph."
The young blonde, who minutes before had hopped off the sofa in her pleated silk mini-skirt, arose from her seated position on my living room floor, inadvertently flashing me her matching pink panties. If I hadn't seen her identification prior to serving her a diet-coke, I wouldn't have thought she was nineteen. She had an angelic face, full of innocence, which was appropriate considering she was a submissive in Amanda's sex shows. Steph approached the sofa, looking at Amanda for direction.
"Simulated missionary," Amanda ordered, "lose your panties."
Steph was obviously used to taking direction from Amanda, because she reached under her short skirt and lowered her panties down to her ankles. She kicked them off and they landed on the sofa to the right of me. Steph climbed onto the sofa in front of me, spread her legs wide apart, and lowered her bare ass onto the leather seat, taking care to position herself about an inch above my Hello Kitty pocket pussy.
The way she was positioned, with her short tennis skirt just covering the entrance to her teenage pussy, made it feel hyper-realistic, like I was inside her tight, young vagina. Once she was satisfied that she was in the right place, Steph placed one of her hands on my ass and pulled me deeper into my pocket pussy. I let out a whimper of pleasure and Steph responded favorably.
"Does that feel good, baby?" she teased, "being inside my tight, young snatch. You are really filling me up."
I let out another moan, and Steph continued her verbal taunting.
"Take your time, baby. There is no rush. We have all night."
She smiled agreeably at me, and to my surprise, leaned in for a kiss. I reciprocated immediately, and as our lips locked I was aware how minty fresh her breath was. She had obviously just used mouthwash, in anticipation of us making out. We kissed for several moments, and my audience disappeared, as the room shrank down to just the two of us.
Steph was a great kisser, and I felt a strong intimate connection with her, as we French kissed and she guided me in and out of my pocket pussy. Occasionally, we would come up for air, and Steph would offer me words of encouragement.
"Oh, yeah, baby, that feels good," she cooed. "You are going to make me come if you keep fucking me like this."
She was so good at perpetuating the illusion of us being coupled, that for a moment I forgot that I was balls-deep in my pocket pussy, and not her teenage snatch. Steph had been dictating the pace ever since she straddled my Hello Kitty sex toy, and she slowly increased the speed and depth of my thrusting.
My first indication that Amanda was back in control, was when I saw her hand reach around me and pick up my pink leash. She gave it a sharp tug and told me to stop thrusting, in a tone that left no room for negotiation. As I stopped fucking my pocket pussy, my world expanded, and the raucous laughter of my audience filled my ears. I went to look over my shoulder to see what Amanda was doing, but she directed me to focus.
"Eyes front," she ordered, "be still."
It was very frustrating to still be inside my pocket pussy, but to be denied permission to fuck it. Amanda knelt behind me, and rested her hand possessively on my ass, before leaning forward and whispering in my ear.
"Steph's beautiful isn't she?" she said quietly. "That perfect mixture of innocence and availability. Would you like to fuck her for real? How much would you pay to get balls-deep in that young goddess?"
I knew she was fucking with me, but I felt the need to make an offer, just in case it was real.
"One thousand dollars," I blurted out, not wishing to offend the young beauty with a lowball offer. "I will pay a thousand dollars if I can have sex with Steph."
"You misunderstood me," Amanda said quietly. "Not only is Steph not a prostitute, but she has no need for your money. We need you to give something much more important to you than money," she said ominously.
The room was hushed now, the girls waiting expectantly to see how much I was prepared to sacrifice, in order to fuck Steph. Suky stepped forward, eager to take the role of negotiator, and to extract as much from me as she could.
"We don't want your money," she reiterated, "we want your time."
"Time?" I repeated in a confused tone.
"Yes, time," Suky said confidently. "How long are you willing to go without another orgasm, in exchange for fucking Steph right now?"
I knew I shouldn't have engaged her. I should have thrown in the towel, forgotten about Steph and focused on busting a nut in my pocket pussy. However, because I am weak, I started to trade my future pleasure, for my current enjoyment, which in retrospect was a disaster waiting to happen. I couldn't hope to win a negotiation with Suky, and the worst thing was, that all of the girls got to witness me beg and cajole Suky to allow me to fuck Steph.
"Seven days?" I offered tentatively, my lack of conviction eliciting an immediate response from Suky.
"Seven days, you disrespectful prick?" she barked at me. "You gave up thirty days for a ruined orgasm and you think a crack at Steph's pussy is only worth seven days?"
Steph was pouting now, giving me a disapproving look, which was just going to spoil my mood. I desperately wanted to fuck her, but I also wanted her smiling at me when I ejaculated inside her teenage pussy.
"Thirty days?" I countered, regretting the words the second they left my mouth.
Even though I am familiar with the "good cop, bad cop," routine, I folded like a pack of cards when Steph leaned into me and joined the negotiations.
"Hey, baby," she teased, "think how good it will feel to bust a nut inside me. Guys always tell me that they can't believe how tight I am. I must be worth more than the ruined orgasm that you traded thirty days chastity for, no?"
Steph kissed me gently on the lips, and I felt the intimate connection between us.
"Forty-five days?" I whispered hoarsely, willing at this point to trade six months, if that is what it took.
"Closer," Steph cooed. "Do you want to put your tip inside me to see how tight I am?" she offered. "I know you like young pussy, but mine is warm, wet and very tight."
We both knew she had me when I dropped my head onto her shoulder, and let out a little whimper of frustration. Steph placed one of her manicured hands on the back of my neck, and raked her nails up across the base of my hairline, causing instant goosebumps on my shoulders. She moved her lips to my earlobe and bit it, before whispering in my ear.
"Give me just a little more, baby," she teased, "and then let's fuck."
Somehow, through a combination of my desire to fuck her and her manipulative negotiation skills, the lovely Steph got me to agree to trade sixty days of chastity for an orgasm right now, inside of her.
Suky, who had been uncharacteristically quiet as Steph manipulated me to this point, recapped my situation for the entire audience.
"Ladies, my boy just agreed to sixty days of no orgasms," she said gleefully. "This will run consecutively to his original thirty days," she reiterated. "He is going to be in a cock-cage for three months!"
The girls chatted excitedly amongst themselves at the prospect of my three months of sexual sobriety, and were already arguing about who had the honors with the application of my cock-cage.
"Guys," Steph pleaded, "let's worry about his chastity later. I want him to fuck me first. He has earned it."
She kissed me again, her minty breath bringing me right back into the moment. She placed one hand on my abdomen, and pushed me slowly backward until I slipped out of the pocket pussy.
"Let's fuck baby," she said sweetly.
Steph looked so angelic as she asked me to fuck her, and her youthful innocence tugged at my conscience. I wanted to make sure that I had her consent, especially as I was twice her age.
"Are you okay with this, Steph," I asked nervously, praying to God that she didn't change her mind.
"I have never wanted anything more, baby," she replied cheerfully, giving me another tender kiss.
Steph grabbed the tip of my cock and lined it up with the entrance of her teenage pussy. Right as I was about to slip between her labia, Amanda's hand appeared out of nowhere, and she wrapped it around Steph's, clenching it into a tight fist. Once she had prevented me from getting inside Steph, Amanda spoke up.
"Safety first," she said with a broad smile. "You need to wear a condom, Timmy."
"I have a very recent STI panel," I said despairingly, "all negative. I get tested twice a month."
Amanda looked across at Suky for confirmation, and to my surprise she nodded affirmation.
"Ever since his indiscretions with Amy, Lisa and Emma, I get him tested regularly," she confirmed. "He is one hundred percent free of any communicable diseases."
My heart soared as Suky stepped up to the plate and supported me in my endeavor to bare-back the beautiful young Steph. Even in my numbed state, I wouldn't last long inside her. The other thing that didn't last long was my new-found euphoria at the prospect of getting balls-deep inside Steph without a condom.
"However," Suky continued, commanding the attention of the room. "Timmy's cock is covered in numbing gel, and while it won't cause Steph any discomfort or pain, why should she have to endure the numbing effects of the gel? Isn't she entitled to release if she feels so inclined? Release, I might add, that will be tempered by the gel, that is completely unnecessary for her."
There was an agreeable murmur around the room, as the ladies processed Suky's words of wisdom.
"Indeed," Amanda concurred, "why should Steph be numbed, because this two-pump chump can't control himself around beautiful women?"
"Then it is decided," Suky said triumphantly, stepping forward holding a condom in her hand.
Even though I wasn't enthused about having to wear a condom to fuck Steph, I recognized the brand and type of condom by the packaging. I had used this Durex extra sensitive condom before, and had enjoyed the fact that it was super thin, and hadn't inhibited my sensitivity too much. I took the condom from Suky, and began to fumble with the packaging, eager to get inside this young blonde.
Amanda was on me in a second, slapping the condom from my hands as I tried to unpackage it.
"I want you to wear this one," she instructed me, handing me an unfamiliar condom, still in its wrapper.
Even though I had never seen this brand of condom before, the words "extra strength" leaped out at me from the packaging, in an ominous warning of reduced sensitivity. My heart sank when I read the words "climax control" and by the time I unwrapped it, I realized that it was way thicker than what I was used to.
"Put it on," Amanda ordered me.
The prophylactic was very heavy and reduced my sensitivity significantly once I had squeezed into it. Combined with the numbing gel, it made my cock feel somewhat detached from my body. Steph didn't seem to care, and she put her hands back on my ass, and pulled me inside her.
She let out a satisfied moan when I entered her, but I could barely feel anything. I knew that she was wet, because there was no friction and I slid into her easily. Once I was balls-deep, I felt her vaginal secretions on my nuts, the one part of me that wasn't numbed. Steph's hands roamed across my ass and lower back, tickling and scratching me in search of a reaction. When she reached under me and gently squeezed my nuts, I leaned into her.
"Fuck, Steph, that feels good," I whispered.
"Your nuts?" she asked, seeking clarification. "Does that feel good when I play with your nuts?"
I nodded excitedly, and Steph focused her attention on the one area of my genitalia that wasn't numbed. She leaned forward and picked up a small plastic bottle from the floor by the sofa. My heart sank as I realized that she was going to apply numbing cream to my nuts too, but she spoke reassuringly.
"Relax baby, it is KY lubricant. This will get you off," she assured me, "despite Suky and Amanda's best efforts to cock-block you, I will help you to come inside me."
She gave me another innocent smile, and after coating her fingertips with the lubricant, began to fondle my testicles, as we kissed. I continued to fuck her as we made out, and once my balls were covered in KY, Steph put the palm of her hand under them and encouraged me to grind my nuts into her hand, to see if that would get me off.
My nuts were very sensitive, and grinding them against her palm felt amazing, I just wasn't sure if it was enough to make me orgasm. Steph was very patient, and continued to tease my ass-cheeks with her other hand, lazily raking her manicured nails across them.



"Steph, that feels so good," I moaned as the teenage girl caressed me.
At one point, her lubed fingertip slipped between my ass-cheeks, tenderly brushing against my taint. I stiffened up involuntarily and Steph whispered in my ear again.
"You like that, baby?" she teased. "Do you want me to play with your ass?"
I swallowed hard, and moaned a quiet affirmation, excited to see how much play Steph was going to allow me. The young girl adjusted her position slightly, and her hand slipped under my buttocks.
"Here?" she asked innocently, as her fingertip brushed across my rosebud.
In an ideal world, I would have liked to have removed the condom and the numbing gel, got balls-deep inside Steph, and fucked her bareback to a very quick orgasm. However, with my twin tormentors, Suky and Amanda, competing for "sadist of the year" awards, my world had suddenly become less than ideal. My cock-head and shaft were numbed beyond comprehension, encased in a very thick, climax-control condom, and a million miles from orgasm.
My asshole, taint and nuts, free from the inhibitors of the gel and condom, felt hyper sensitive, and Steph realized that this was the key to my orgasm. She brushed her fingertip across my rosebud several times, coating the entrance to my anal passage with KY lubricant. Once my asshole was lubed up, she applied a little pressure, my sphincter gave way, and her finger slipped inside me.
"Feel good, baby?" she teased, as she wiggled her fingertip around inside me.
"Oh my god, Steph," I moaned, "That feels amazing."
We quickly settled into a routine, me fucking Steph with deep thrusting strokes, as I ground my nuts into the palm of her hand, and her knuckle-deep in my ass trying to reach my prostate. We kissed tenderly as we fucked, and I gazed into her youthful, innocent eyes, in search of release, but after several minutes I was no closer to orgasm, and I started to tire.
Maddeningly frustrated does not even begin to describe how I was feeling. I was overwhelmed with desire for Steph, and wanted nothing more than to bust a nut inside her. Amanda however, was an expert at tease and denial, and had other ideas. She sidled up behind me, and it was her lips that I felt brush against my earlobe.
"You look like you are getting tired," she began. "I want to offer you a way to orgasm, but it will require a little compromise on your part."
"Please let me come, Amanda," I begged. "My nuts are aching."
"Speak up," she instructed me, "this is going to be a group decision. The girls need to hear what you have to say."
"May I be allowed an orgasm, Amanda?" I asked, more forcefully. "My nuts are hurting from the prolonged stimulation, without release."
I heard a few titters from the girls, and Rim put her hand up, as if we were in a fucking classroom.
"Offer him the choice of staying inside Steph, or removing his condom and numbing gel, and allowing him to come inside his pocket pussy," she suggested.
"Great idea, Rim," Amanda said cheerfully. "What's it going to be Timmy?" she asked me with a smirk on her face.
I was over them fucking with me. My nuts hurt, I was getting tired, and I just wanted to get off. So, without even acknowledging Amanda, I reluctantly slipped out of Steph's tight teenage pussy. A pout returned to her face, and she let out a frustrated moan.
"Are you really going to choose your pocket pussy over me?" she asked in astonishment.
Steph appeared to hold no grudge towards me, because she helped me remove the climax-control condom and grabbed a wet-wipe. The young girl tenderly wiped all traces of the numbing gel from my cock, her feminine hands all over my junk, sweet talking me the whole time.
"Does that feel good, baby?" she asked, as the feeling returned to my cock. "Do you think you could bust a nut now, if they let you slip back inside me?" she teased.
"Well, that is not going to happen, Steph," Amanda said coldly. "It's pocket pussy time for this wimp."
Once Steph was finished cleaning me off, the sensitivity had returned to my cock, I was fully erect, and I had a large glob of pre-cum pooling at the tip of my cock. Steph looked at me, glanced at my cock-head, and licked her lips.
"Do you really have a recent clean STI battery?" she said softly.
I nodded silently, instantly regretting the lost opportunity of coming inside Steph. I stared into her eyes for a few moments, feeling the strong connection between us. She was just so angelic looking, so breathtakingly beautiful, so youthful and innocent. I guess she must have felt something too, because she smiled sweetly at me, lowered her lips to my cock, and enveloped the tip of it in her warm, moist mouth. She only sucked me for a few seconds, but the memory of her lips on my cock as she made eye contact with me and smiled, will stay with me forever. When she raised her head back up, the pre-cum was gone, replaced by traces of her Barbie Pink lipgloss.
"Use a wet-wipe to clean him up, for fuck's sake," Amanda barked.
Steph lowered her eyes to avert my gaze and reached for another wet-wipe. She used the damp towelette to wipe my cock-head clean, her lipgloss marks being removed in the process. Then, in an unsolicited move, that was clearly intended to enhance my orgasm, she wiped the entrance and interior of the pocket pussy clean of the numbing gel. Once she had removed most of the gel, she picked up the KY lubricant and applied a very generous helping to the inside of my pocket pussy.
"Now you should be able to bust a nut, baby," she said sweetly.
Steph grabbed the tip of my cock, lined me up with the bright pink pocket pussy, and helped me slide right in. Under normal circumstances, I would have been able to blow my wad inside that thing in just a few moments, but Amanda had other ideas. She knelt down behind me, and rested her hand possessively on my ass.
"Fuck it baby," she ordered, "get balls deep in your new puss."
Experience around dominant women like Suky and Amanda, has taught me to blow my load as quickly as possible, whenever I am offered the opportunity. For this reason, I started to pound into my pocket pussy as hard as I could, trying to get my rocks off. I did notice Amanda started to get closer behind me, which didn't bother me at first, until I felt a sharp prick on my ass-cheeks. I turned around immediately to see what it was, and I was shocked to see Amanda was wearing a spiked belt.
The spikes probably weren't sharp enough to draw blood, but they really made me recognize where she was, in relation to my position, and I had to start to fuck the pocket pussy much slower, more controlled, and with more shallow strokes. The adjustments made for a much less fulfilling fuck, but every time I tried to pound a little deeper, I got rewarded with a sharp prick on my ass. It was enough to get my attention, and I slowed my penetration down again.
Amanda nestled in really close behind me enjoying the inhibiting effect that she had on my lovemaking. She slapped my ass occasionally too, and called me a bitch. My movement was restricted to a slight grinding of my pelvis, and my nuts ached even more now, as I was no closer to my release.
At some point, Amanda leaned forward, the spikes forcing me deep into the sex toy, my pelvis jammed against the opening trying to avoid being pricked. She bit my earlobe more aggressively this time, and offered me an alternative.
"Would you like to exchange the spikes for something softer?" Amanda whispered.
"Please, Amanda," I begged, "just let me come."
Amanda removed her lips from my ear, and I heard her unbuckle her leather, spiked belt. She tossed it on the sofa in front of me, and I saw some blood spots on the tips of the spikes, evidence that she had indeed pierced my skin. I felt her shuffling around behind me, and then I heard the ominous click of a dildo attachment, being inserted into her harness.
I was beside myself with embarrassment and humiliation that she was going to sodomize me in front of the assembled women. Amanda slapped the dildo against my ass-cheeks and I surmised that it was a soft, flexible shaft, probably made of latex. As Amanda lined up the phallus with my rosebud, it made sense why Steph had lubed my asshole up earlier. This event was obviously pre-planned by the girls, which made it even more emasculating.
Amanda slipped right inside my anal passage, and started to fuck my ass. My leash, which had laid down the side of my body for the entire time that Steph had fucked with me, was now wrapped around Amanda's fist, and used as a way to control my movements. As Amanda began to really fuck my ass, I wished that I had been lubed with the numbing gel, instead of the KY lubricant.
Amanda's deep, penetrating strokes, forced me all the way inside my Hello Kitty sex toy, and prevented any backward movement on my part. It quickly became apparent that I was not going to be able to come, until after she was done fucking my ass. Amanda fumbled around with a remote control that was lying on the sofa, and I felt a vibration on the back of my nuts. I assumed that she had restarted my cock-ring, but as it happened she had inserted a clitoral vibrator, and was stimulating her own genitals.
I knelt there, a passive recipient of a protracted butt-fucking, as Amanda approached her first orgasm. The girls were fully engaged now, egging Amanda on as she dominated me.
"I am close," Amanda announced, shortening my leash with a sharp tug of her wrist.
A few seconds later, as the clitoral vibrator worked its magic, Amanda had a very vocal orgasm behind me, her phallus buried deep in my anal passage. Amanda enjoyed four or five tremendous orgasms, nearly choking me with the leash each time she came. After her last release, she slowed the pace of her anal assault, and dropped the leash to the floor.
"I have a little surprise for you, Timmy," she said, to the delight of the audience who were obviously in on it.
Amanda reached under her strap-on, and grabbed hold of the large testicles that hung beneath it.
"I am going to come in his ass, girls," she said coldly, "Teach the little bitch a lesson in humility."
Right after Amanda's proclamation of her imminent orgasm, she gave her fake nuts a squeeze, and I felt some warm fluid spurting into my anal passage. It was a very alien feeling, unlike anything I had experienced before. At Suky's behest, I had given myself numerous anal cleanses. However, even though this invasive procedure necessitated squirting liquid into my anal cavity, it paled in comparison to Amanda's release. The liquid that Amanda spurted inside me, was not only warmed to body temperature, but the streams were much more powerful, much more focused, much more voluminous even.
After about the sixth or seventh rope of cum, I realized that Amanda must have picked up a new sex-toy from her place of employment. Presumably an ejaculating dildo, that I had seen occasionally in lesbian porno movies. I wasn't sure if she had loaded the fake nuts of that penetrating latex device with real semen, but it certainly felt to be the same consistency and temperature of a man's ejaculate. It was a copious load, by the time she finished unloading inside of me, and even before she withdrew the latex dildo, it began to leak from my ass.
Having my anal cavity pumped full of semen did nothing to increase my sexual excitement, so I think it was the humiliation of the whole ordeal, that finally pushed me over the edge and helped me evacuate my own nuts. As I felt Amanda's load leak from my ass onto the back of my nuts, I came with a roar in the Hello Kitty pocket pussy, the girls erupting into a spontaneous round of applause.
Amanda withdrew her latex, ejaculating dildo from my anal cavity, and stood up behind me. I remained coupled to my sex toy, on my knees, trying to gather myself after a stupendous orgasm. Amanda, emboldened by the round of applause, and because she is a sadistic man-hater, gave her fake nuts one last squeeze, and to everyone's astonishment, launched a huge rope of semen that landed with a splat across my lower back and ass-cheeks. It was so totally unnecessary, a final "fuck-you" to me, as I knelt before her.
She didn't allow me anytime to bask in my post-orgasmic bliss either, ordering me to withdraw my cock, right after she came on the back of me. Amanda pulled the Hello Kitty fuck-toy from its resting place between the sofa cushions and frame, and held it skyward.
"Let's see how his load compares to Tim's," Suky said with a giggle, referring to my boss, and the copious loads he always releases.
This wasn't really fair, as half of my load was still inside the pocket pussy. However, to the delight of the girls, Amanda rotated the bright pink sex-toy one hundred and eighty degrees, thus turning it upside down. She placed her dainty hand underneath the opening, and the entire room watched expectantly.
It was truly a pathetic sight, as my cum dribbled out of the entrance of the pocket pussy, and after waiting several moments, barely filled the palm of Amanda's hand. She walked around the room, showcasing the pitiful load to everybody, before raising the palm of her hand to my lips.
"Eat, bitch," she commanded.
A raucous cheer went up around the room as I slowly lowered my tongue to the rapidly cooling mess, and began to lap it up.
"Let's get some pictures," Suky said cheerfully, as she approached me holding her cell phone. "Amanda first."
Suky snapped a couple of photos of me eating my jizz from Amanda's hand, instructing me to smile for the camera. Amanda grabbed Steph's pink panties from the sofa, and hung them around my neck, as Suky continued to document my subjugation. A few minutes later, with the scene having been duly recorded for posterity, and Amanda's palm licked clean, Suky dismissed me.
I scurried out of the room with Steph's panties hanging from my neck, my lips glossed with my own semen, Amanda's load splattered all over my rear and leaking from my ass, feeling like a total bitch. I hid in my room for what seemed like an eternity, listening to the laughter and cheers from the front room, as they relived my nightmare. I was praying they wouldn't call me back in there, and I didn't relax until much later, when I heard the departure of our guests.
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In the morning, I could tell that Suky was not her usual perky self. She had consumed several glasses of wine the night before, and was really feeling the effects the next day. I got out of bed before her and went to make her coffee. After a couple of cups she started to feel a little better, so I offered to make her breakfast in bed.
"That sounds wonderful, baby," she said appreciatively. "I need to relax this morning."
Suky reclined on her pillows and checked out the pictures from last night, while I made breakfast. I could hear her phone blowing up with texts from her friends and she was more than happy to share them with me, when I refilled her coffee.
"They are all so excited about the fun show I orchestrated," she said excitedly. "They can't believe how much control I had over you, and they all thought it was really hot. In fact, the consensus of opinion is that they would all orgasm a dozen times a day if they had such a submissive man."
I felt pride swell within me, as I knew I had performed admirably for Suky and her friends. For her part, Suky hadn't really given it much thought, it had just slowly evolved. I was submissive from the day that we first met, but it had taken her more time to allow her dominant nature to emerge. Now, it really excited her to see me on my knees with my face between her legs, while she worked on the computer. Or to watch me give her a foot massage in my pink silk boxers. Or to watch me jerk off on her feet after ten days of no release, and then submissively lick them clean.
Suky was getting wet as she exchanged text messages with her friends, and she continued to look at the pictures from last night. Finally they moved to a group text, and it became a lot more suggestive among the four of them. Joy was especially intrigued about how far Suky could push me, and as she kept giving new suggestions of ways to fuck with me, they fed off each other.
"Send us some photos," Rim texted.
I flashed Suky a look of concern, which she quickly wiped from my face, with her stern reproach.
"Cabana boy hates that idea," Suky said with a giggle. "I will pick out the best one and send it to you guys."
All the girls thought it was really hot that she would override my objections, and Suky began to feel a certain amount of pride in her cabana boy.
"This one, baby?" she asked innocently, knowing that my reaction was unimportant to her.
As much as I hated the idea of Suky sending sexually explicit and humiliating photos of me to her friends, I hated this picture more. It was just horrible, a depiction of the control Suky had, and wielded, over me.
Although the photo was beautifully composed, encapsulating as it did my abject misery as Suky had just allowed Amanda to fuck my ass, the fine details were the most damning. And, knowing the discretion showed by the typical teenager of today, this picture was destined for the internet. Suky had made no attempt to blur my face, even though she had the "FaceOff" app already installed on her iPhone.
In this particular photo, which had been taken from the side, I was on my knees with Amanda behind me. She had just withdrawn her latex strap-on dildo from my ass, had given the fake nuts that hung beneath it a healthy squeeze, and had thrown her head back, as if the huge rope of cum shooting from her phallus was giving her immense pleasure.
My face, viewed from the side, as I attempted to look back over my shoulder, was a mixture of shock and disgust. Also, it appeared as if I was struggling to breathe, attested to by the fact that my mouth was wide open, gasping for some life-sustaining oxygen. Amanda had her fist wrapped around my dog leash, pulling it taut as she unloaded her fake nuts onto my back.
I pride myself on having a certain level of technological savvy, and as soon as I saw the image, I knew it wasn't taken on an iPhone. The resolution was too clear, appearing to be 4K at first glance, the details too minute to have been taken on something other than an expensive camera. My heart sank as I pondered who had snapped this photo, and where it was bound for distribution.
My eyes scanned the photo for additional clues of my debasement. My cock was mostly obscured by my arms, as I supported my weight in the doggy-style position, but I could see the tip of it, blood-engorged, distended from my week-long chastity, dripping seminal fluid as my nuts expelled the final traces of my load. There were several drops of my semen on my pillow, a stark reminder that it needed washing again.
As my eyes ran over my shoulders and down my back, I saw a large glob of semen running down my spine, evidence that the impressive rope of come that was suspended in mid-air by the lighting-fast shutter speed, was not the first of Amanda's several ejaculations. It was to the rope that was hanging in mid-air though, that my eyes returned.
As an avid viewer of porn, at least prior to meeting Suky, I was no stranger to cum-shots, photographed in all their glory. However, this particular rope of cum was notable for several reasons. Firstly, its height and trajectory, arching several inches above my upturned ass-cheeks, as it continued to gain altitude, was a clear indicator that it had been expelled with considerable force. Amanda's ejaculating latex dildo, as with all of the new crop of realistic "spurting penises" erupted with much more force than any man's cock. Coupled with the ability of the large fake nuts to hold a voluminous measure of synthetic semen, this made for an impressive cum-shot, and this photo had captured it perfectly.
The milky white fluid arched in a thick unbroken line, all the way back to the tip of Amanda's phallus, from which it was expelled with considerable force. It was snaking through the air, intent on soaking whatever got in its path, which, at this point in the journey, appeared to be the back of my head.
I looked at Suky, pleading her with my eyes to show some discretion, but she had already moved on to the next photo.
"Breakfast?" she inquired casually, reminding me what my purpose was this morning.
Suky continued to engage her friends in the group chat, and after several minutes of suggestive texting, she was aroused and could feel her panties were damp. She got on top of the covers, and spread her legs slightly, so that I would notice that she was wet.
A few moments later, I came back into the bedroom with an elaborate breakfast spread. It was beautifully arranged on a bed-tray, capped with a red rose in a small vase. I placed the bed-tray over her legs, but she motioned for me to move it next to her instead, so I did as she asked without hesitation. Once I had placed it in her desired position, she spread her legs a little further apart and patted the bed between them. I knew exactly what she wanted, and I knelt passively between her legs in my silk boxers. I was erect as always, and had been obviously been leaking again, but Suky didn't blame me.
She had put me through the ringer last night, for the amusement of her girlfriends. It had been about a week since I had last come, and she had broken me in front of everyone. I had begged her for release and as she reflected on my torment, Suky could feel herself leaking into her panties. It got her so hot to torture me sexually.
Suky spread her legs further apart, and gave me a very innocent smile.
'Let's eat," she said quietly.
She picked up her toast and began to spread honey on it. At the same time, I slowly lowered my lips to her wet panties, and began lapping at the moisture that was soaking through them. Suky let out an appreciative moan as I pleasured her orally.
She had been very aroused last night, however the alcohol had made her crash out, shortly after her friends left. By the time I had washed and dried my boxers, and cleaned up the living room, she was fast asleep.
For this reason, Suky was very happy to get some early morning release. She continued to relax and eat her breakfast, sending the second photo to the group, where it was warmly received.
"The girls like this one," Suky said, holding her phone up to me as I ate her pussy. "Check it out."
I rotated my head slightly so that I could see the second photo, immediately realizing
that this one was no less emasculating. In this picture I was eating my jizz from Amanda's outstretched hand, an awkward forced smile plastered across my face. Steph's pink panties hung from neck, a reminder that I had been inside this angelic goddess, albeit wearing the world's thickest condom. My tongue was extended, as if I was eager to please my tormentor, and lap up my load.
"You look like such a pussy," she scoffed. "Greedy little cum-guzzler."
As I strained to look at the photo out of the corner of my eye, Suky grabbed me by one ear and put my face back between her legs. I licked her tenderly through her panties, as she continued to engage her young friends.
Once the girls realized that Suky was in the mood to share the details of last night, they kept asking for more pictures, and every couple of minutes she would send a new one. They were really in to my submission to her, and had lots of questions.
The next photo she shared, was the one of me licking my jizz off of my pink pillow, and the girls loved it, sharing their appreciation via text.
"So sexy," she read to me. "From Rim," she added.
"Fucking hot," was another reply.
"So jealous! Wish I could make my boyfriend my bitch!"
I knew that my submission was arousing her, and as her friends continued to compliment her display of dominance from last night, and I continued to lick her through her panties, she held her phone above her head and took a few pictures of me servicing her orally.
After Suky had reviewed them, she selected one and sent it to the group of her girlfriends. The picture she sent them was very sexy. Shot from above, it showed her reclining in bed, with a beautiful breakfast spread to her side. There were some fresh strawberries in a glass bowl on the bed-tray. She had put whipped cream on one of them, and was holding it suggestively to her lips, as she looked up at the camera on her phone. In the background, I was clearly visible, lying on my stomach with my tongue between her legs, wearing only my silk boxers.
Suky was wearing panties, but it was obvious from the photo that they would be on the floor before too long. She captioned the photo "breakfast in bed," and as soon as she sent it, her phone started blowing up again. Her friends were in awe and her phone kept on ringing as the texts continued to flow.
I kept my focus on licking between her legs, although she did notice that I had started to dry-hump the covers out of frustration. Suky was in no hurry to come this morning, as she was feeling a little hungover. However, now that she had some food in her belly, she was starting to feel better. When she started feeling the familiar stirring in her loins, she turned her phone off and tossed it onto the bed covers.
"Take my panties off, with your teeth," she instructed me.
Suky loved watching me do this. It was no easy task, and always took me a long time. Suky raised her hips slightly, to help me get them off, and before long I had them between my teeth. My persistence paid off, and I was soon sliding them over her thighs towards her knees.
A few seconds later, I emerged from her feet with her wet panties in my mouth, and I looked at her for further instructions. She beckoned me closer with one finger, and I scooted towards her on my knees, with the panties still between my teeth. Suky reached towards me, and in one fluid motion pulled the panties over my head, so that they hung around my neck.
With one finger she hooked the panties, and using them as a leash guided me back down to her sex. Suky was ready to come now, and responded immediately to my soft and eager tongue. I applied more pressure, as I licked her clitoris, and she could feel herself coming to a slow boil.
"Right there, baby," she instructed as she tightened her thighs around my neck.
Her first orgasm was very intense, as she ended up grinding it out on my tongue. After she had recovered her breathing, I started to slowly increase the speed and pressure of my tongue. I had spent countless hours servicing her orally, and thanks to the old adage of practice makes perfect, I had become quite skilled at it. She came four more times on my tongue, before she gently moved my face away from her sex.
"I need a break," she informed me, which was my clue to clean up.
As Suky resumed texting with her friends, I cleared away the breakfast plates leaving just the rose by her bedside. I removed her soaked panties from around my neck and washed my face. After I was presentable, I started on the dishes. I could hear the swooshing of many texts coming into her phone, and I wondered if she was telling her girlfriends that she had just come all over my face multiple times!
Once I was done cleaning up, she beckoned me into the room. She had put her phone away and had turned the covers down. She was reclining on her pile of pillows and was still visibly wet.
"Fetch my massager and two of my hairbands," she directed me.
My heart sank as I went to fetch the massager, and I was trembling a little when I handed it to her. This was a kick in the nuts. I had done everything in my power to satisfy her this morning, and she was going to reward me with a ruined orgasm? I really hated those ruined orgasms more than anything in life.
After she took the massager from me, I extended the palm of my hand to her, and she retrieved the two hairbands. She looked at me with pure pleasure in her eyes for several seconds, as she watched me squirm with discomfort. Then, with a quiet giggle, she put one of the hair bands in her hair, and placed the other one on the bedside table. I let out a sigh of relief as I realized that she was fucking with me. However, it was apparent that our morning fun was over when she told me to go and take a shower, as she had made dinner plans.
A few hours later Suky and I were at dinner with several other couples, and she had consumed a couple of glasses of wine. She did not drink much alcohol, but it always increased her libido, and made her even more dominant and aggressive. After dinner the entire group moved outside, and we were settled by the fire-pit engaging in small talk.
There were about twenty of us in the group, so no-one noticed when Suky went to use the restroom. Well, except me of course, I always knew exactly where she was when we were out together. She was wearing the yellow sundress that always got my attention, and she looked amazing as she walked away from the fire-pit. As soon as Suky went into the house, I got a text.
Short and sweet it said simply, "upstairs bathroom now!"
I knew better than to keep her waiting, so I immediately followed her into the house. We had been here several times before, in fact, we had even spent the night a couple of times, when we had drunk too much wine to drive home.
I knew the layout of the house, and exactly where the upstairs bathroom was, so it just took me a few moments to join Suky. When I entered the bathroom, I noticed that she had placed a towel on the floor and I knew exactly what she needed from me. I went to lock the bathroom door, and noticed her yellow thong panties hanging from the door knob. I laid down on my back on the towel without saying a word, and she quickly straddled my face.
"We don't have much time," Suky advised me, as she lowered herself onto my freshly shaved face.
She was already soaking wet and as she got into a comfortable position, my nose and lips were slick with her vaginal secretions. I started to lick her clitoris, and she was already close to orgasm within a couple of minutes. Sometimes she really made me work for her orgasm, but tonight she was ready to get off. Suky had two very quick orgasms on my face and then hopped off and headed for the door.
"Don't wash your face and don't forget my panties," she exclaimed, as she bolted out of the bathroom.
I got up slowly, trying to process everything that had just happened, and to understand her directive to me. I had a raging boner that was clearly visible in my shorts, and my face was slick with her juices. I could smell her scent and realized that anyone who got close to me would smell it too. However, Suky had directed me not to wash her scent off, so I left it alone.
I hung the towel up and grabbed her thong panties from the doorknob. They were soaking wet and I couldn't resist sniffing them. I was wearing board shorts with no pockets, and didn't know what to do with her underwear. I decided to hide them down the front of my shorts, which only made the bulge in the front of them look bigger. After I had adjusted myself the best that I could, I rejoined the party. After I sat down next to her by the fire-pit, she leaned over to me and sniffed my face.
"Good boy," she said condescendingly, "where are my panties?"
Suky giggled when I pointed to my crotch, but commended me for my quick thinking.
As the evening wore on, some of the guests started to leave. I panicked when I noticed that the hostess was giving everyone a European type of farewell, kissing them on both cheeks. Suky's juices had dried all over my face, and I could clearly smell her scent on me. The hostess would definitely smell it, if she kissed me on both cheeks.
"Suky, may I go and wash my face?" I asked nervously.
Suky seemed to enjoy my plight because she denied me that option. I started to panic and went to ask her again, but she cut me off by placing her finger on my lips.
I was really nervous when Suky finally decided that it was time for us to leave. We said our goodbyes to the rest of the group, and the hostess walked us to the door. Suky had several European friends, and was familiar with the kiss on both cheeks routine. When it was my turn, she calmly told the hostess that I had just got over the flu, and that maybe a handshake would be safer. Suky smiled as she saw the relief on my face, and I shot her an appreciative glance.
When we got home Suky gave me my chance to clean up.
"As much as I love the scent of my pussy on your face, you may take a shower before bed," she allowed me.
As soon as I got under the warm shower jets, I closed my eyes and began to replay the events of the evening through my mind. I had an erection, and mused that I would have taken care of it in the past, prior to meeting Suky. As I cleaned myself up, I heard my shower door open and Suky grabbed me by my erect cock and pulled me towards her.
Her aggressive nature no longer surprised me, if she wanted something she simply took it. Suky pushed me up against the wall of the shower enclosure, and kissed me forcefully. I loved it when we made out, and tonight she was being really dominant. We kissed for a few minutes, then she spread my legs apart and softly squeezed my nuts. I was extremely aroused, and responded favorably to her touch.
After a few minutes of kissing, she flipped me around so that I was facing the wall of the shower. She scooted really close behind me, and began to nibble my ear as she continued to play with my balls. As she continued to control my movements, her dominant streak emerged and she aggressively bit my earlobe. Not quite hard enough to draw blood, but definitely enough to get my attention.
Suky reached for the soap and began to lather up my butt-cheeks. Her touch felt great and she skillfully teased me just enough to prevent me from having an orgasm. Once she had got soap suds all over my ass-cheeks, she began to lather some more between them. This felt fantastic, and I am sure that she could feel my nuts tighten in her hand. She continued this motion of squeezing my nuts and soaping up my ass, until she was sure that I was squeaky clean. Then, without warning, she slipped the tip of one finger into my asshole. She was still nibbling my ear and caressing my balls when she did this, and I offered her no resistance.



Suky continued to probe me with one finger, using her remaining fingers to tease the area between my ass and my nuts. In addition to cleaning my ass thoroughly, the soap also acted as a lubricant, and she slipped her finger deeper inside me. She had maneuvered me into the corner of the shower enclosure, pushed me fairly tight against the wall, and was restricting my movement.
My breathing was heavy, and I was really enjoying her violation of my most intimate area. Once she had decided that I was perfectly clean back there, she slowly removed her finger from my butthole, and washed the soap from my ass. Suky required me to keep my genitals clean shaven at all times, and I was diligent about following this directive. Once the soap washed away, my butt looked like a baby's, completely hair free and squeaky clean.
Suky washed her hands under the shower head, and then turned the water off. It was very warm and steamy in the enclosure, and the heater was on in the bathroom, so we were both very comfortable. I tried to turn to face her, but she kept me pinned against the wall, with my back to her. She forcefully spread my legs further apart with her feet, and continued to softly tickle my balls.
I felt her lips on the back of my neck first, and then she began to lick and nibble my shoulders. Moving her lips back to the base of my head, she extended her tongue and licked the back of my neck. Then, in a very slow fluid motion, she ran her tongue down my spine. I had goose bumps on my back, from the pleasurable sensations I was feeling, and I let out an audible moan.
Suky didn't touch or caress me that often, and nearly all of our sexual activity was about her pleasure. Foreplay was something we engaged in, solely to facilitate her release. In fact, the only time that she would really concern herself with my pleasure, was when I was numb. Her favorite pastime was fucking with me, when she knew that I couldn't get off. She just loved it, figuring that I deserved it because I was so submissive.
Today, however, I was really enjoying the attention she was lavishing on me, particularly as I was not inhibited by the numbing gel. Suky continued to play with my balls, as her tongue moved slowly down my spine. When she got to the top of my butt-cheeks, she paused momentarily and dropped to her knees. As soon as she was comfortable, she continued to move her tongue down my body. She spread my ass-cheeks apart, and to my surprise, extended her tongue and began to lick between them.
I spent a lot of time worshiping Suky's ass, and had managed to get her off many times that way. However, even though I knew she regularly gave rimjobs to the VIP clients at Joy's spa, this was the first time she that she had allowed me to enjoy her talents, and it was incredibly pleasurable for me.
Her tongue flickered across my clean-shaven asshole, and she nibbled the area between it, and my nuts. Suky grabbed my wrists and moved my hands behind my back, and I understood immediately what she wanted. I held my butt-cheeks and pulled them apart for her, as she continued to nibble me, and put one hand back under my balls.
I wished I could see her, as she eagerly ate my ass. I closed my eyes to try and visualize Suky on her knees, nose buried between my ass-cheeks, but I was immediately assaulted by images of her rimming Fat John, that had been displayed on my eighty-inch wall monitor, and were indelibly burned into my memory banks.
I opened my eyes to rid myself of that disturbing image, and as I refocused on my pleasure, I felt my nut-sack constricting in her soft hand. My cock was fully engorged with blood now, and I was close to blowing my load all over the shower wall. Suky was a very skillful lover, and she knew the exact amount of stimulation she needed to apply. Her goal was not to get me off, but rather to take me to the edge repeatedly, until I was begging her for release.
With this in mind, she continued to softly nibble and lick my most intimate area, while playing with my nuts. She never actually touched my cock, as she feared that would have pushed me over the edge. I was trembling now, and moaning softly, so she gave my balls a gentle nibble, and then inserted the tip of her tongue into my ass. I took in a sharp breath, and let out a long whimper of pleasure.
Suky teased me for a few more minutes, keeping me perilously close to the edge before slowly withdrawing her soft tongue from my butt. She ran it slowly up my spine, again pausing briefly to get up off her knees. I let out another whimper, this one born of frustration, as I realized that playtime was over, at least for me.
"Go fetch my towel from the dryer," she whispered softly in my ear.
I was very shaky on my legs, and hesitated when I turned around to exit the shower. I had never experienced such pleasure at the hands of Suky, and I was still in shock. She slapped me firmly on the ass to bring me back into the moment, and the sound reverberated around the bathroom. I scurried out of the door and returned momentarily with a warm towel for her.
As I helped her dry off, I noticed that her face was flushed and her nipples were erect. It looked like her little game had got her all hot and bothered, and as I knelt to dry her legs, I noticed that she had leaked her juices on her upper thighs.
Once her legs were dry, I kissed her very gently just below her belly button. Then, still on my knees, I began to softly lick this area with the gentlest of touches. I looked up at her submissively, trying to make it obvious that I would attend to any of her needs. This was all the invitation she needed, and she forcefully pushed me onto my back on the sheepskin rug.
I lay there passively while she straddled my face, and got into a comfortable position. Then I slowly extended my tongue, and I began to lick her clitoris. She was soaking wet, and came almost immediately with hardly any stimulation. She took her pleasure repeatedly, and then arose slowly from my face. She was the one with shaky legs now, and she flashed me an appreciative glance as she left the bathroom.
After Suky left me alone, I checked out my reflection in the mirror. I looked like I had been put through the ringer. My face was glistening with her juices, my cock was throbbing and was fully engorged with blood. There were numerous veins visible, and pre-cum flowed freely from the tip of it. My balls were swollen from the stimulation, and I had goosebumps on my stomach and upper thighs, from the pleasure of having my ass licked, and my nuts nibbled by her.
I was still trembling with desire, and I had one bright-red handprint on my butt-cheek, from where she had slapped me to get my ass moving. My earlobe was still very red from where she had bitten me. I had never been so aroused before, her physical man- handling of me having turned me on immensely. Part of me hoped that she would cut me some slack and give me a freebie, instead of the ice-pack that she always favored, to rid me of my erection.
When she finally entered my bathroom, she looked like a completely different person than the aggressive Alpha that had dominated me in the shower. She was dressed in a very feminine sundress, her hair was back in a pony-tail, and her makeup was perfect. Suky had applied my favorite pink lipgloss to her lips, and she looked composed and relaxed, like a woman that had just enjoyed several orgasms. She patted the ottoman, and I took this as a signal to sit. Surprisingly, the first thing she did was check my earlobe. She had bitten me pretty forcefully in the heat of our passion, and seemed relieved that she had not drawn blood.
Suky turned her attention to my swollen cock, which had not lost any of its enthusiasm. Ever the tease, she came around in front of me, and slowly sank to her knees. My heart quickened, as I questioned whether she had applied the lipgloss because she was going to suck me off?
She smiled sweetly at me, as if she could read my mind, and then she held up the ice pack that she had wrapped in a towel. She was grinning from ear to ear as she watched my excitement turn to disappointment. I would have given anything to come right now, but I had learned not to negotiate with her, when I was desperate.
A few moments later, my flaccid cock hung shriveled between my legs, and my frozen nuts were retreating into my body in search of warmth, after a prolonged session of sitting on the ice-pack.
When we turned in for the night, neither of us knew it, but this was to be one of those fateful times when I had an involuntary orgasm in my sleep. These infrequent accidents were inevitable considering the amount of sexual torment I endured, but they were nonetheless embarrassing, and not without consequence.
This particular night I was having a very vivid dream about Suky dressed as a cheerleader, and as I dry-humped the silk sheets through my silk boxers, the stimulation was enough to push me over the edge.
I had forged an uneasy agreement with my body not to come without express permission, and while I could control my emissions while I was awake, my body had betrayed me, as I slept. I whimpered with pleasure as I ejaculated into my boxers, grinding into the exquisitely soft Malaysian silk until I had unloaded my nuts. I let out a sigh of relief as I squeezed the last remnants of semen from my cock-head, and then I sat bolt upright in bed, as the panic set in.
Oh fuck! What had I done, and how would I hide it from her?
I looked at the alarm clock and I saw it was ‪5.45am‬. I didn't have time to wash and dry my boxers, before Suky got up for work. There was no way that Suky wouldn't notice the huge wet spot in the front of my boxers. She expected me to be dressed in just my boxers, whenever she was home, for several reasons.
First and foremost, it gave her a very clear picture of my level of arousal. I was always erect in her presence, but she could judge how desperate I was by the size of my wet spot. Also, she had me on a weight-loss program, and when I was virtually naked it was easier for her to make sure I was following it. Lastly, the fact that I was dressed as her plaything, highlighted my submissive role. Suky would know something was wrong if I served her breakfast in my jeans.
After a few moments, my erection finally subsided, and I quietly left the room to use the restroom. I cleaned up the best that I could and returned to bed. When I pulled back the covers, I noticed that she had placed a towel over the wet spot. I wasn't sure if she was sleeping again, so when I got back into bed I started to stammer out an apology. Suky sat up and placed one finger on my lips, which was her signal for me to be silent.
"Save your apologies, baby," she told me. "I am fine with your involuntary ejaculation. In fact, I find it very flattering."
I was really relieved that she was not mad at me, but then she let the other shoe drop.
"My friends might not be quite so forgiving though," she advised me. "You will need to call them after breakfast, and apologize for your nocturnal emissions accident."
I wanted to curl up and die. I couldn't possibly call her friends and tell them that I had come in my underwear as I slept. How embarrassing. How humiliating. I just couldn't do it.
"I am going into work a little later this morning," Suky informed me. "We could make the calls together, but the apologies and explanations are all yours to handle."
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I had a fitful sleep the rest of the night, which consisted mostly of me laying on my back, staring at the ceiling, and dreading making the phone calls. Suky drifted off peacefully, seemingly not bothered by the events of the night.
In the morning, she was very cheerful and acted like nothing unusual had happened. I heard her talking on the phone to one of her friends, and I remained in bed trying to lay low. When she was done with her conversation, she came into our bedroom.
"Get your lazy ass out of bed. Give me your boxers, and strip the sheets from the bed," she ordered.
I did as she instructed, and stood before her naked, feeling very vulnerable. My erection was back, and with it the prospect of me leaking on her furniture. She told me to stay where I was, and went to put the laundry in the washing machine. When she returned, she tossed me a pair of her boy-shorts.
This was how she always took control, small steps that barely seemed to push boundaries. Done in a way that never invited questions, but merely created an expectation of compliance. She would rarely outline the reasons for anything, as this would have led to discussion, and perhaps even some compromise, maybe even meeting on common ground, halfway, like most couples, heaven forbid.
If Suky wanted something, she just took it, or made it happen through her skillful manipulation of me. It was how she had first tied my hands behind my back, during the fashion show on the day I took her to the airport. There were no questions about my comfort level with being tied up, no attempt to get my consent, nothing beyond her deciding that she needed to prevent me from touching my cock, therefore she was entitled to tie my hands behind my back.
It was how she had first come on my face. She just told me to lie on my back, and had ridden my tongue to orgasm. She even made me lie in the wet spot that I had created during her fashion show. The first time she made me lick up my jizz, she never actually asked me. She just reminded me that we were not using the towel today, and I figured out the rest.
Of course, the fact that she had wiped my ejaculate across my lips several times during the fashion show, was the first small step. Then when she fed me my semen after I leaked all over her foot during a foot massage, she had moved the boundaries again. If she had asked me to lick up my cum from her breasts, the first time we had met, I may have said no. But now as she pushed me slowly down the path to submission, each small step seemed just that. A small step. No big deal.
It was exactly how she had got rid of all of my masculine underwear. Ever since she first made me wear the silk boxers, I had been almost constantly aroused. She enjoyed the additional stimulation that the expensive silky material provided me, and forbade me to wear any other underwear. She planned to get me a few more pairs the next time she was in Asia, but until then, my options were the silk boxers or going commando. After a couple of weeks of enjoying my new-found frustration, she discarded all of my other underwear.
She never asked me how I felt about it. I noticed them all gone one morning, when I went to get a clean pair of socks, but I never dared to confront her about it. I was permitted to go without underwear whenever I wanted, but it had its downsides. She fucked with me constantly, and at least the boxers helped contain my erection. When I was naked, my boner was much more obvious. On the rare occasion that I went without underwear, she would make sure that my cock was rock-hard, and on display.
As I caught her boy-shorts, I shot her a questioning glance. However, the look on her face made it clear that she was deadly serious about me wearing them. They were a light pastel shade of pink, very feminine and made of really soft Lycra. As I examined the tag, I learned that they were a Victoria's Secret brand, named "Pink."
I wanted to ask her if she had anything more masculine that I could borrow. Hell, what I really wanted to ask her, was why she had thrown away all of my underwear, in the first place. However, as she stood there impatiently with her arms folded, I decided to back down and I meekly put on her underwear. They were very form-fitting, and quite snug around my genitals. I had an erection, and it was very visible in the skin-tight material. The Lycra felt almost as good on my nuts as the silk always did, but as I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I did not like what I saw.
These panties were even more emasculating than the pink boxers, if that was possible. They were several sizes too small for me, which made matters worse. She held up one finger and motioned for me to twirl around. As I followed her direction, my ass came into view in the mirror, and I gasped as I saw the word "Pink" emblazoned across my butt, in a contrasting darker shade of pink. Suky loved the way I looked, and rested her hand possessively on my ass, as she checked me out.
Suky snapped me out of my trance, by reminding me that I had three important phone calls to make. I was trembling with anxiety at the thought of it, but she had already dialed one of her friends, and she handed me the phone as it was ringing.
"Rosebud first," she said cheerfully.
I prayed that it would go straight to voicemail, but suddenly a very cheerful voice answered the phone. It was such a humiliating phone call for me to have to make, and I stuttered and stammered my way through my apology. Rosebud was very understanding, and the call was over in just a couple of minutes.
After I hung up, Suky had a million questions. She wanted to know the tone of the conversation, exactly what Rosebud had said, if there was any vibe, and so forth. Apparently I wasn't explicit enough in my explanation, because she gave me fresh instructions.
"The next call will be on speaker phone," she informed me, as she dialed her next friend.
"Rim," she said sweetly, as she held the phone up to my mouth, the dial tone clearly audible over the phone speaker.
This call was equally as embarrassing for me, and Rim had a few more questions about how and when the "accident" occurred. I was sweating when I finally got off the phone with Rim, and Suky offered me the opportunity to take a short break, before my third and final telephone apology.
I was grateful for the timeout, and sat trying to mentally prepare myself to call Joy. I was the most anxious about this call, as Joy had been the most vocal of the group the night that I had entertained Suky's friends, by blowing my load into my boxers. I really hoped that this call went straight to Joy's voicemail. Suky returned to the room with my pink pillow, and a huge grin on her face. She placed the pillow on the floor in front of the mirror.
"Kneel on your pillow," she ordered. "So far your apologies have lacked genuine remorse, and I feel that your repentance will manifest itself more, if you are kneeling when you make this call."
Suky knelt next to me, and put her arm around my shoulder.
"Joy is my boss and my Auntie," she began. "You really fucked up the other night and she deserves a heart-felt apology. You can do this, baby. I will be right by your side, for moral support."
As Suky knelt next to me and gave me a pep talk for my upcoming phone call, she used her other hand to gently caress my cock through the Lycra, until I was rock-hard, and starting to leak. She gave my nuts a playful squeeze, and managed to create a fresh wet spot in my boy-shorts.
"Looks like you are ready," she exclaimed.
I felt very self-conscious and I was dreading making this call. Even more so, now that my arousal was interrupting my train of thought. Suky dialed the number, and handed me the phone, as the dial tone came over the speaker.
"Joy," she reminded me, as if I needed any reminder of that fucking nightmare!
I sucked in a deep breath as Joy answered the phone, and simultaneously her face appeared on the screen of Suky's iPhone. Apparently Suky had used FaceTime to make the call, and she was really enjoying my discomfort as it sank in. Joy answered in Malay, having presumably seen her niece's number on her incoming call screen.
They had a brief conversation in their native tongue, most of which went right over my head. Time spent with Suky had exposed me to the Malay language, and while my conversation skills were definitely not even rudimentary, I did understand a smattering of words. To my dismay, I heard the Malaysian slang words for "pussy" and "wimp" several times, before Joy uttered the English words "cuckold" and "bitch," that needed no translation.
"Timmy is here with me, Auntie," Suky finally revealed. "He has a few words to say to you."
After Suky handed me her phone, I greeted Joy in English and Malay, taking great care to use the more formal salutation, in order to convey the respect I had for this woman. The relationship between Joy and I had evolved over the last few months, particularly after her Niece began to publicly subjugate me. Joy used to address me respectfully, and I had even enjoyed a ninety minute session with her, during which she extracted three loads of semen from my nuts. However, those days were long gone, judging by the pejoratives she had just used to describe me, in two different languages.
After I said hello, I was lost for words, so Suky grabbed the phone from me, and told Joy that I had called her with an apology. Then she turned the phone towards me to let me figure it out.
Suky had walked over to my pillow, and because she was standing and I was kneeling, I had to look up at the phone. She had purposely chosen this position so that I appeared more subservient.
I was on my knees in her Victoria's Secret underwear, looking up at the phone, and sporting a massive erection. Suky kept the phone on my upper body and face to protect some of my dignity, and then the fun and games began.
After I stammered through my explanation of what had happened in the night, and tried to apologize for my inadvertent nocturnal accident, I waited expectantly for Joy's response.
After a prolonged silence, her first question was, "Are you naked?"
I truly didn't know how to respond. I certainly wasn't going to tell her that I was kneeling on my pillow in Suky's undies.
When I failed to respond, Joy turned her line of questioning to Suky.
"What is your bitch wearing?" she asked, disdainfully.
Suky answered cheerfully, and way too candidly, for my liking.
"Timmy soiled his boxers when he had his nocturnal emission," she began, as I lowered my head with shame. "He doesn't own any masculine underwear," she continued, "so he borrowed some of my Victoria's Secret panties, so that he doesn't leak any of his ejaculate on the furniture. He looks so damn cute in them, that I am considering buying him a few pairs to tide him over, until I can get back to Asia. What do you think, Auntie?"
Then, without any consideration for my privacy or modesty, she tilted the phone so that my lower body came into view. My pink Lycra boy-shorts did look really cute on me, as they were snug-fitting in all of the important places, and my erect cock was clearly visible. My wet spot had also grown, as my arousal forced pre-cum from the tip of my cock. Because they were several sizes too small for me, the panties had ridden up between my butt-cheeks, showcasing the fact that my ass was completely shaved.
Suky slowly moved the phone to give Joy a panoramic view. As the word "Pink" came into view across my ass, Joy squealed with excitement, and my shoulders slumped with humiliation.
"Pink suits him," Joy said. "It looks like someone is happy to see me, too! It is very sexy the control you have of him."
I couldn't have been any more embarrassed and humiliated, as they continued to belittle me with their comments. Joy had way too many questions about my "accident." She wanted to know if I was sleeping when I ejaculated, what I was dreaming about, and if Suky was going to punish me for my selfish act. I knew before I made it, that this would be the toughest call for me, and right when I thought that I was done, the subject of my chastity raised its ugly head.
"Just so that we are on the same page," Joy began, "Timmy will be denied release for the next ninety days correct?"
"Yes, Auntie," Suky said respectfully, "that is the plan. He needs to learn from his mistakes."
"Agreed," Joy said matter of factly. "He has demonstrated that he is a very slow learner, so hopefully three months will be long enough for things to sink in."
"One can hope," Suky said agreeably.
"Also," Joy continued, "the girls spoke this morning, and we agreed that once Timmy has served his sentence, he will no longer be allowed to orgasm without permission from the group."
"Fabulous idea," Suky said enthusiastically, "does the decision have to be unanimous?"
"Yes," Joy responded, to my dismay, "each of us will have Veto power. By the way, I did get the girls to agree, unanimously, that Timmy be permitted a little slack today. He is entitled to a freebie, but his chastity starts right after he orgasms."
"Thank Auntie Joy," Suky instructed me.
My face reddened as I formed my words of gratitude. Joy listened dispassionately as I thanked her for her generosity, and assured her of my intent to comply with my period of enforced celibacy. After a protracted and obsequious thank you speech, I was emotionally drained, and we finally hung up the phone.
Suky on the other hand, was beaming with pride.
"That went well," she exclaimed. "Plus you get to come, baby. You earned it."
Even though I was excited and grateful to be permitted an orgasm, I had some serious concerns about the whole unanimous vote thing.
"Suky," I cried, "in this group of man-haters there will always be one dissenter when it comes time to vote. You all have jobs catering to the needs of men, and at the end of a shitty day, one of the girls will exercise their veto power, and deny me release."
"Looking on the positive side," she corrected me, "this will also prevent me from granting you a release out of pity, or gratitude. Sometimes, after I orgasm, I am way too benevolent for my own good. We don't want my overly generous nature to spoil you, and make you expectant of similar undeserved pleasures in the future."
I knew she was fucking with me now. She was a very strict mistress, who rarely cut me any slack, and I was fighting a losing battle discussing this with her.
"Thank you, Suky, for looking out for my best interests," I said submissively.
"You are welcome, baby," she said with a giggle. "I am very proud of you. You did very well under pressure. Are you fully recovered now?"
Her tone was a mixture of pride and conciliation, so I took the opportunity to raise the only concern that I had about that evening, the source of the high resolution pictures that she had shared with her friends. Suky assured me that all of the photos of that night were taken on her iPhone, and after she showed me the photographic apps that she had downloaded, I was inclined to believe her.
"You cool?" she asked, in an uncharacteristic display of concern for my feelings.
Then, with a seductive smile on her face, she turned to me and said "What were you dreaming about when you had your accident baby?"
I wanted to tell Suky exactly what I was dreaming about when I had my nocturnal emission, but I was too embarrassed to describe it in any detail. I began to paint a very vague picture of what had got me off, but she wanted more.
Finally as she continued to press me, I folded and shared my fantasy with her. She had a million questions, and seemed genuinely interested in my sexual dream. She wanted to know every minor detail of what she was wearing, and exactly what we were doing when I came. As long as we had been together, our sex-life had always been totally about her gratification. The only time she really focused on my pleasure, was when I was numb. For some reason, after she numbed me, she loved to fuck with me.
She would dress up in sexy outfits, and then she would suck my cock and gently nibble my nuts. She would let me take her in any position I desired, and she would talk dirty to me, trying to get me off. She just loved to tease me when she was positive that I couldn't have an orgasm.
Last night, however, she had been very sensual towards me, when she had pulled me into the shower. She had been very attentive to me, going so far as to tease my ass with the soft tip of her tongue.
Even though she denied me a climax, she was clearly aroused once she was done. In fact, she had enjoyed it very much. So much so that she was ready to slowly transition from a relationship that was all about her. She still wanted to be the Alpha of the couple, but it turned her on to see me shiver in delight with pleasure. Suky figured that as long as she was always completely satisfied, it wouldn't hurt to cut me some slack once in a while.
She was thinking that she could maybe let me come twice a week, as long as it didn't reduce my desire to serve her every whim. If it didn't work out, or if I became less appreciative or less attentive, she would cut me off for a few weeks, to get me back on her program. She definitely wanted to witness every one of my orgasms, however infrequent they were. It seemed a waste to have me so worked up that I blew my load in my boxers, in my sleep.
Once she was sure that I had coughed up all of the exact details of my dream, she told me to go and take a shower. I had worked up quite a sweat making my apology calls, and I was happy to go and clean up. Suky reminded me to shave my face, just to buy herself a little more time to get ready.
While I was in the shower, Suky got the sheets and my silk boxers from the dryer. She placed the sheets on top of the pillows on the bed, knowing that I would get the hint, and make the bed. She put my silk boxers on top of my bath towel, and picked up her pink Lycra boy-shorts that I had taken off prior to stepping into the shower. They were wet with pre-cum, and that put a smile on her face. Her make-up was already done although she needed to change her lipstick. She grabbed my favorite pink lipgloss and retrieved two pink ribbons from her fantasy closet.
Suky had always been very sexual, and it really turned her on to dress up in costumes and tease me. Halloween always seemed to be a great time to buy a new outfit or two, and over time she had accumulated quite an array of sexy fantasy costumes. She had worn many of them for me, but I had always been numbed before she let me see her in them. Her goal had always been to fuck with me when she was dressed this way, and I had zero expectation of release.
Today, however, was going to be different. Her whole system of control was based on denial and reward - although she had recently added punishment to the mix. Today, I was going to get rewarded! I had performed fantastically under pressure when I made my apology calls, and she was going to show me some serious appreciation.
When I got out of the shower, I went to grab my towel and I saw my freshly laundered boxers. I let out a sigh of relief as I wasn't sure what underwear I was expected to wear. Her pink boy-shorts that I had worn for my apology calls were soaked with my pre-cum, and she had thrown away all of my masculine underwear.
This was exactly how Suky operated, moving the boundaries slowly, but constantly. Make what seemed very weird yesterday, seem acceptable today, and perfectly normal a week from now. I had worn her Lycra boy-shorts with minimal resistance, and who knows what undergarments she would leave out for me next? We both knew that whatever she left out for me to wear, would be met with no resistance from me, so it was a big sigh of relief to see my silk boxers.



I pulled them on over my freshly shaved nuts, and shivered with pleasure. If there was a softer material in the world, I would be very surprised. My erection began to grow as the silk teased my nuts, and caressed my shaved ass. I knew better than to disturb her, and I went to make the bed. After I had put the clean silk sheets on the bed, I went back to my bathroom and waited patiently.
Suky had complete privacy when we were home, and I was not permitted to disturb her when she left the room. If she needed me, she would call for me. I, by contrast, was afforded no such privilege. The only time I ever had any privacy, was when I needed to use the restroom.
She had her own office, which was off-limits to me, unless she wanted me under her desk while she read erotic stories. She also had a huge closet and a dressing room and her own bathroom. As Suky expanded her control of my household, she commandeered a small single bedroom, that was also out of bounds to me. Suky had turned this bedroom into a huge walk-in closet. This was her fantasy closet. This was where she kept her Halloween costumes, accessories, lingerie, sexy shoes and boots and a whole assortment of other sexy items. She didn't want me snooping through it and getting a bunch of ideas, so I was forbidden to enter it.
Suky owned several different cheerleader outfits, but today she selected her pink one. As she pulled it down from the top rail of her closet, she reflected on the last time she had worn it. My boss, Tim, had fucked her in it doggy-style, before blowing his load all over the back of it. Thank goodness for the local dry-cleaners, she mused, as she unwrapped it from its protective plastic cover.
I hadn't seen this particular costume yet, but she was certain that I would love it as much as my boss had. It consisted of a tight crop-top made of polyester and spandex, that exposed most of her shoulders. Two thin straps hooked behind the neck in a hook and eye enclosure. The top stopped just below her rib cage, exposing her tight lean stomach. It was a very pale shade of pink and extremely sexy. The top had BJU written in large white letters on one breast, right next to a pair of red lips. It didn't take a brain surgeon to figure out that BJU was Blow Job University, and the lips just added emphasis to this very provocative top. The number 69 was written across the other breast.
The skirt was a matching very light shade of pink, and the pleats were white. A white stripe ran around the hem of the skirt, and the BJU emblem was at the base of the skirt, which itself was about eighteen inches above the knee. It had been a while since my boss had enjoyed her in it, and she had forgotten quite how short it was. No way she would ever wear this outside of the house, even to a Halloween party.
Suky also wore a pair of light pink silk panties, which were visible if she leant in any direction. The outfit came with matching anklet socks, which were very short and had a pink lace ruffle around the top of the ankle. She selected a pair of baby pink stilettos, and these accentuated her toned calves. Suky applied her pink gloss lipstick, put her hair up in pigtails, and tied a long pink silk ribbon around each pigtail. She finished off the look by tying the ribbons into two very feminine bows.
The costume came with matching pink wristbands, and two pink pom-poms to complete the look. She applied a touch of glitter to each of her cheekbones, and looked in the mirror. There was no doubt in her mind that I was going to love this costume, especially as every man who had ever seen her in it, had come very quickly.
I had no clue that she was about to reward me, and I was tidying up my bathroom when she called me into the bedroom. She always wanted to keep me guessing, and never allow me to get complacent. For this reason, she tossed my cock-ring, a thick condom, and my numbing gel onto the bed in plain sight. They were impossible to miss, even though she had no intention of making me use them.
She placed my pink, heart-shaped, silk pillow on the floor, right at the entrance to the bedroom next to a large mirror. Formerly referred to as my service pillow, she now referred to it as the pleasure pillow, and we both felt it was more appropriately named. Today, she would be the one kneeling on it, but again I would have no way of knowing that. She just couldn't resist fucking with me. She stood by the bed in a very demure, feminine pose and watched for my reaction as I entered the room.
She later shared with me that my reaction was priceless. It seemed slow motion, as I tried to process all of the visual stimulation. Firstly, my jaw literally dropped open as I saw the woman in my dream, stood before me smiling sweetly. A split-second later, a beaming smile appeared on my face. Every detail was perfect, and my cock rose to attention right before her eyes. I was fixated on her, checking out every detail of her costume. A few seconds later, I noticed my pillow on the floor by my feet. The beaming smile on my face lost a little of its intensity, as I realized that I was going to be on my knees with my head up her skirt. Then, as I took in more of my surroundings, I noticed the numbing cream, and realized that today was going to be all about her, again.
Suky had to admire my attitude, as I sucked it up and put the smile back on my face. Without a word, I sank to my knees on the pillow, and looked up at her submissively. For her part, she could feel herself getting wet at my selflessness. They way I just knelt before her, ready to pleasure her got her very aroused. She was going to rock my world today, and she felt guilty that she had fucked with me. She should have been kneeling on the pleasure pillow, when I came in the door, to telegraph her intent to service me.
Suky walked seductively towards me, and told me to stand. I arose slowly, my cock trying to poke its way out of the front of my boxers. She gently caressed my erection through the silk, and smiled as she saw a wet spot forming almost immediately. She tickled my nuts as she played with my cock, and she felt them pulsating in her fingers. She leaned towards me, and whispered softly in my ear.
"You have earned this reward, baby," she teased. "Relax and just enjoy it."
Suky grabbed me by the cock, and pushed me slowly backwards until I was no longer standing on the pillow. She slowly sank to her knees and assumed her position on the pleasure pillow.
"Do I look like the girl you dreamed about?" she asked, as she looked up at me.
I could barely speak, and just nodded my head in response.
Smiling seductively, she slowly removed my boxers and my cock sprang free, trailing pre-cum. She kissed me gently on the stomach, and then using just her tongue began to tease me. She maintained eye contact as she licked my stomach, and then moved to my inner thighs. Suky licked me very gently in both areas, without touching my cock or balls. She came very close to the tip of my cock when she was licking my stomach, and she came very close to my nutsack, when she was licking my inner thighs, but she never actually made contact with my genitals.
I was totally transfixed by the visual she was giving me. Her pink glossed lips were still perfect, as she had only given me one soft peck on the stomach, before using her tongue to tease me. She wanted her lips to be perfectly glossed, when she finally took me into her mouth. Her makeup was beautiful, and I loved the glitter on her cheekbones. Her soft little tongue was all over my stomach and thighs, and I desperately wanted her to shift her attention to my cock.
Suky kept smiling at me, and maintaining eye contact, before she finally took the tip of my cock in one hand, pulled it to one side and began to softly nibble my nuts. She softly licked the underside of my balls, and sucked on them for a few moments, eliciting a moan of pleasure from me. As I watched on expectantly, she moved her tongue towards my asshole.
She had licked me there very recently, and I had never experienced anything more pleasurable. Her face disappeared under my balls, and I felt her tongue gently lapping at my asshole.
I turned my attention to the large mirror that she had placed the pillow in front of. I smiled as I admired her from another angle. Her long silky hair was in two pigtails, and the pink silk ribbons dangled down her back. Her pink pleated skirt was so short, that it was riding up her ass-cheeks, as she knelt in front of me. I could see her pink silk panties in the reflection, and her lace ankle socks looked so girly and feminine, that I was having a tough time processing all of the visual stimulation.
I knew that I was going to come pretty quickly, and I was trying to decide how. Doggy-style was my first thought. I wouldn't even take her panties off, I would just pull them to the side, or maybe rip them off her. Once I was balls-deep, I would wrap her pigtails around my fist, and fuck her brains out. When I was ready to come, I would blast a load inside her. Or maybe I would pull out and come on her tight little ass. Or come all over her cheerleader skirt. So many options were running through my head, that it was scrambling my brains.
Suky's pretty face emerged from under my nuts, and she began to run her tongue up my shaft. As I looked into her eyes, I changed my mind and I decided that I wanted her to suck me off. I wanted her soft glossed lips to suckle me, until I blew my load in her mouth. Or maybe I would pull out at the last second, and come on her face. I had so many options running through my mind, that I felt like I was going to come just thinking about them.
Suky was licking around the head of my cock now, and it felt fantastic. She did this for a few moments, and then formed her lips into a perfect "O" for me. I got the hint and slowly eased my cock between them. Her lipgloss was still perfect, as she had mainly used her tongue to pleasure me, so far. I let out an audible gasp of pleasure, as her mouth enveloped my cock.
Her mouth felt warm and moist, and I slowly started to thrust my hips as I made love to it, as if it were a pussy. Suky had one hand on my butt-cheek, helping me thrust into her. Her other hand was stroking my stomach, trying to gauge how close I was to orgasm. She felt my stomach tense and tighten, and she knew that I was fairly close to ejaculating. She gently pushed against my stomach to slow my movements, and then she removed her lips from my cock.
"Take your time baby," she said, as she looked up at me. "Enjoy your dream to its fullest. Whatever you want. I am here for you!"
I had never been so conflicted, Part of me wanted to stick my cock back between her soft glossed lips, and fuck her mouth until I came. The other part of me wanted to take advantage of the fact that she was willing to take her time, to give me the ultimate orgasm.
I decided on the latter, after considering that she was right. When I was young, I always thought that the orgasm was the best part of sex. However, as I matured, I realized that the best part, was the foreplay leading up to orgasm.
As I continued to enjoy her tender touch, I started to approach my orgasm and I told Suky that I was close.
"Do you want to take a break, baby?" she whispered, "prolong your enjoyment."
I nodded agreeably, and she smiled back at me, as if to confirm the wisdom of my choice.
Suky got up off of her knees and stood before me, kissing me lightly on the lips.
"Take your time, baby. Enjoy the moment. Today is all about you."
I let out a whimper at her assertion that today was mine to enjoy, and then she asked me to turn around, so that my back faced the mirror.
Once I was in her desired position, she kissed me on the back of my neck, extended her tongue and ran it slowly down my spine, until she reached the top of my buttocks. Sinking to her knees on top of the pleasure pillow, she slowly moved her tongue between my butt-cheeks.
I let out a gasp of pleasure, and felt a tingling in my nuts, as Suky licked and nibbled my asshole.
I was just a few touches away from orgasm, but unless she decided to play with my cock, I would remain just on the brink of ejaculation.
When I turned my head to look over my shoulder, it became apparent why she had just asked me to turn around.
Suky had created the perfect visual in the mirror, now that I faced it over my shoulder. The sight of her in a pink cheerleader outfit, kneeling on the pleasure pillow, was almost too much for me. Watching her, as she licked my butt-hole, was driving me crazy with desire.
I was in no hurry to stop, and neither was Suky. She was on my schedule, and had decided that if I wanted her to tease me for an hour she was down for it. This was my reward, I had earned it, whatever my heart desired.
There is only so much stimulation that a man can take, before he is consumed by the thought of release. Her tongue felt amazing, but I wanted to come, and I told her so.
"Face the mirror and figure out how you want to come," she told me, "I am going to wash my face."
When Suky came back into the room, she had reapplied her pink lipgloss and was holding my favorite lubricant.
"How do you want me?" she teased. "Anything you want, just tell me."
My cock was so hard, and my nuts throbbed as I struggled with my decision. I wanted a little piece of everything, but I knew that I was close to orgasm, so I had to make a choice. Suky continued to tease me.
"Do you want me back on my knees baby? Doggy-style? Want me to lube up my tits so you can fuck them? Whatever you desire is yours. Take it. You earned this!"
I was breathing heavy now, and was I beside myself with excitement. Everything sounded good, but I was unable to make a decision.
"You choose, Suky," I blurted out. "You know what I like, you choose for me."
Suky was already slowly sinking to her knees, when she spoke up.
"I want you to come the same way that you did in your dream," she began. "Fucking my soft mouth like a pussy."
She looked up at me, once she was kneeling on the pleasure pillow. Then, exactly the way it had occurred in my dream the night before, she began to alternate between sucking my cock and nibbling my nuts. Once she knew that I was close, she formed her mouth into a perfect "O" for me to make love to. I was really glad she had reapplied her lipgloss, as the visual was really increasing my pleasure. I began to gently thrust my hips, as I fucked her warm mouth.
"I love your cheerleader outfit," I whispered, through my ragged breathing. "Is it new?"
Suky was looking directly up at me, maintaining eye contact as I got close, and she slipped one hand under my balls, and applied a generous helping of lube to them. Removing her lips from me, she spoke.
"No, baby," she cooed softly, "I have had it for months. Tim bought it for me."
I let my head hang in shame as I processed her answer. I should have halted my line of questioning, and focused on my impending orgasm. However, it turned me on immensely to know that my boss had purchased this sexy outfit for my girlfriend, and I wanted to hear more.
"Is this the first time you have worn it?" I continued, "I heard you take it out of the plastic wrapper."
Suky knew exactly what I wanted to hear, and she tickled behind my nuts before slipping one heavily-lubed finger between my cheeks, and into my asshole.
"No, baby," she teased, "Don't be silly, of course it is not the first time I have worn it."
"But I heard," I began, before she cut me off.
"You heard the dry-cleaning bag, baby," she said with a giggle. "The last time Tim enjoyed me in it, he blew his load all over the back of it. Even managed to soil my hair ribbons," she teased.
Suky took my cock back between her glossed lips, and I resumed fucking her mouth. I alternated between staring into her eyes, and watching her reflection in the mirror as she knelt before me. I was close now, so I slowed my pace as I didn't want the pleasure to be over.
Suky removed her lips from my cock, and looked up at me innocently.
"Take your time baby," she told me again. "We can change positions if you want to prolong your orgasm. Today is all about you."
"You said the last time Tim enjoyed you in this," I stammered, "how many times has he fucked you while you wore this?" I asked.
"Fucked?" Suky repeated, with a grin, "who knows? Tim likes to change things up. Fucking, sucking, anal. He wants me to wear it on your birthday, though."
That was all it took. I already had the physical stimulation of her lips on my cock, and her finger in my ass. I also had the visual stimulation of her in the mirror, dressed in a fantasy costume as she knelt before me. Now, as she added the verbal stimulation, I felt that familiar stirring in my loins, as I rapidly approached orgasm.
"My birthday?" I enquired, knowing full well what she meant, but needing to hear her expand upon it.
"Your boss wants me to wear this on your birthday, while he urinates on me, in your shower," she teased. "He is going to take your birthday present from you."
I slipped my cock back between her pink glossed lips, and she squeezed my nuts with her other hand, as I fucked her face. As soon as she closed her lips tightly around me, I began to ejaculate into her mouth. I came so hard that I almost blacked out, and I was shaking with pleasure and felt really dizzy. I spurted twice in her warm wet mouth, grunting loudly as I got off.
Suky removed her finger from my ass, and pulled my cock from between her lips. Then, tilting her head back she began to jerk me off, with her generously lubricated hand.
"Come on my face baby," she teased.
I spurted twice on her face, then she took me back into her warm mouth and continued sucking me off. My knees buckled slightly from the pleasure, and when she was sure that I had finished my orgasm, she removed her lips from me, and helped me over to the bed.
"Relax, baby," she said sweetly, "I will show you how I treat your boss after he comes."
After I laid down on the bed, Suky knelt next to me, put her lips on my genitals, and began to lovingly lick up every drop of my cum. She knew that I was sensitive after I came, and she used the lightest of touches to clean me with her tongue. She nibbled my nuts, and gently attended to me for several minutes until I finally went completely soft.
"Can I take a picture of you, Suky," I asked nervously.
"Of course, baby," she responded cheerfully. "You can do whatever you want today."
I ended up taking several pictures of her, as she knelt by my bed, dressed in her cheerleader costume. She was smiling and playing for the camera, her lips and nose still coated in my ejaculate. We took a couple more pictures in front of the mirror, with me standing and her kneeling by my side. I tried to adopt a dominant pose but it looked forced and awkward, so for the most part we hugged or held hands in the pictures.
After I enjoyed my orgasm I felt sleepy, and tried to stifle a yawn. Suky picked up on it immediately, and walked me back over to the bed. After I laid down, she kissed me softly on the forehead.
"Sleep," she said gently. "Get some rest, baby."
This was the first time she had allowed me to ejaculate, and then immediately rest. Normally she would keep me engaged after I came, so that I did not develop this bad habit. She would have me lick my cum from her body or hands, if I had jizzed on them. Or she would sit on my face, if I had come inside her.
My body tingled with pleasure, and I felt completely satisfied. I tried to forget that my enforced chastity period of ninety days started right now, and I drifted off shortly after Suky left my side. I knew that this was a one-off, a special treat for my extraordinary efforts with my apology calls, and not something to get used to.






        My New Boss Pt. 24

        Amanda and Steph take me to their place for a week.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-new-boss-pt-24

Title: My New Boss Pt. 24

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: Fetish

Description: Amanda and Steph take me to their place for a week.

Tags: humiliation, dominant female, female audience, submissive male, forced masturbation, fetish, forced femininity

Series: My New Boss


"Showtime" as my forced sexual performances came to be known, were a regular part of the evening's entertainment, whenever Suky had guests over to my place. She would embarrass and humiliate me over the course of the evening, and then the girls would remind me exactly how many days of my enforced chastity, I had remaining. They never did lock me into the cock-cage, deciding as a group, that while chastity devices were a foolproof way to prevent forbidden release, the psychological torture of having to endure a constant hard-on with no prospect of orgasm, was a much more powerful way to subjugate me.
One night, after I had gone a little over thirty days without release, Steph ended up staying the night. Suky knew that I had a crush on the young girl, and frequently allowed her to take my reins during showtime. Steph would bring me maddeningly close to orgasm, and would occasionally grind me down to the point that I begged her for release.
The massage parlor crew and the sex-shop workers all recognized the chemistry between Steph and I, and it was clear that Steph had developed a soft spot for me. When Steph, Suky and I were alone, the young blonde made an impassioned plea for leniency, and uncharacteristically, Suky relented on my ninety day enforced chastity.
"You know he has a crush on me," Steph began, stating the fucking obvious. "Let me take him for a week, and I will get him so worked up that we can all enjoy taking him past his breaking point, next week. We don't need the full ninety days to crush his resolve."
Suky loved this idea, and in the morning I left with Steph to go and spend a week with her. The girls packed my suitcase, although as I peered into the mostly empty container, I realized I could have left the house with a plastic bag. All that I Ieft with were a few pairs of silky crotchless panties, my toothbrush, my silk boxers and my service pillow. Steph allowed me to grab a bathrobe for modesty, insisting that I took Suky's pink one.
"We can borrow anything else we need from the sex shop," Steph said ominously.
Steph's place was very nice, modern with a minimalist vibe, clean and tidy. She had three bedrooms all with en-suite facilities, and shared it with Amanda and the other sex-shop employee. Steph took control of me as soon as we crossed her threshold, setting the tone for my stay.
"Fuschia," she said, once she showed me to the bedroom that I would be sharing with her.
I surmised, correctly, that Steph wanted me in my new Fuschia panties, and as Steph relaxed on her King Size bed, I changed in front of her, to signal my intent to obey her every command. Once I was naked except for my silky underwear, Steph patted the bed, inviting me to join her.
"I am going to masturbate," she informed me, "and I want you to watch."
Her tone didn't leave much room for negotiation, so I nodded agreeably and sat quietly on the edge of the bed, as she grabbed her vibrator. I watched intently as she turned the vibrator on to its lowest setting and put it directly on her sex. I hadn't seen this side of Steph before, and as she started to bring herself to the boil, we locked eyes and I felt that instant connection that we share, surface. She was just a beautiful, innocent looking girl, and even when she came, she just had an angelic smile on her face.
I watched passively as she brought herself to several more climaxes using the massager. She was a very easy come, and must have enjoyed five or six orgasms before she flopped back on the pillows, and let out a sigh of relief.
"Kneel," she instructed, as I got myself up onto my knees.
Steph turned the massager down to its lowest speed, then carefully placed it on the bed in just the right spot, between my legs. She arose from the bed and stood next to me, placed one hand on my shoulder, and slowly pushed me down until my balls rested on the tip of the massager. She moved me forward just a touch, so that I was exactly where she wanted me.
I was sitting on my heels, and the massager was vibrating into my nuts which felt incredible. Steph was well aware that there would not be enough stimulation to make me orgasm, unless she turned it up to a higher speed. However, in my current state of arousal, she could not trust me to make the right decisions. For this reason, she retrieved the belt of her bathrobe and bound my hands behind my back.
"I am going to take a shower, baby," she informed me. "Stay exactly where you are until I return."
I obediently remained squatting on the bed, as the massager pulsated into my genitals. It was very frustrating because the low speed was enough to make pre-cum leak from my cock-head, but not sufficient to make me orgasm.
Steph purposefully took her time in the shower. She knew that the massager was torture for me, and this thought aroused her immensely. After she was dry, she put on a very cute yellow sundress that flattered her lithe, taut frame. She also slipped on a matching garter belt and picked up a pair of yellow stockings, and then she briefly checked in on me to make sure that I hadn't had an "accident".
Even though I was leaking copious amounts of pre-cum into the front of my Fuschia panties, I hadn't erupted into them yet. Steph patted me appreciatively on the top of my head, telling me I was a good boy. Then she raised one of her slender toned legs on top of the bed, and pulled her stocking on, before securing the top of it into her garter belt straps. She repeated this process with her other leg, before dragging her stockinged foot under my nutsack, which expelled a few drops of pre-cum.
I shivered with pleasure at this stimulation, and she gave me an innocent smile. Steph left the room shortly thereafter, to apply her makeup.
She knew that I thought that she was very angelic looking, and so she accentuated her cheekbones and applied some frosted lip-liner to highlight this. A light spray of my favorite perfume and she was ready to continue messing with me.
When she re-entered the bedroom, she could see how frustrated I was. My cock was rock-hard, and the veins in the shaft were clearly visible. There was pre-cum around the tip, some of which had dripped onto the bed sheets. I was tense and I was grinding my nuts into the massager, trying desperately to achieve release. She seemed glad that she had tied my hands behind my back, cognizant of the fact that I was so horny that I probably would have jerked off while she was in the shower.
It had been over a month since my last release and every day was a challenge. I didn't think that my cock could get any harder than it was, but as soon as I saw her in the yellow sundress, it started to jump around, and a little more pre-cum pooled at the tip. Steph moved closer to me, the scent of her perfume permeating my nostrils and arousing me even more.
She gently touched the very tip of my cock, and noticed that it was warm to the touch. She could feel it throbbing when she gave it a playful squeeze. She delighted in my sexual frustration, and felt her panties getting damp, even though she had just enjoyed several orgasms. She left the massager running, and I continued to grind my nuts into it, in search of release. She smiled at the predicament she had placed me in. She loved to sexually torment me, and she placed one hand on my ass and gave it a playful squeeze, as I continued my thrusting motions.
"Is today the day, baby?" she teased, alluding to my next release. "Have you earned it yet?"
I wanted to tell Steph that it had been thirty-three days since my last release, that as a forty-two year old man, I need to come more frequently than once a month. That I had performed admirably for the girls, each time I had been called upon to do so. That the constant dribble of pre-cum from my cock-head was physical evidence that I was ready to come. However, it was a rhetorical question, so I nodded agreeably.
Steph increased the speed of the massager slightly and started to tease my frenulum, which made me tremble with pleasure almost immediately. She brought me close a few times, expert as she was at edging. The last time she got me to the brink of orgasm, and then abruptly turned off the massager. I exhaled sharply, a combination of exhaustion and frustration. I had been grinding my nuts against that massager forever, trying to bust a nut, and I was very tired. Steph picked up her instrument of torture, turned it on and lightly grazed the underside of my nuts. I let out an audible moan and shuddered.
"Please, Steph," I begged, "let me come, I won't tell anyone."
"Are you ready to come, baby?" Steph asked, her practiced innocence making my nuts ache with desire.
I was still on my knees with my hands tied behind my back, and in this position it was difficult for me to really move too much, without losing my balance. Steph walked over to the bedside table and grabbed my lube. Smiling seductively at me, she poured a generous amount of it onto one of her hands. She walked around behind me and gently nibbled my ear.
Steph leaned into my back, slid one hand under my stomach, and wrapped her lubricated fingers around the tip of my cock, forming a tight fist. My initial instinct was to start fucking her hand, until I achieved orgasm. However, kneeling on the bed with my hands tied behind my back was really having an effect on my balance, and I had to limit my thrusting motion to stop myself from falling forward.
I could only rock slowly forward into her fist, and even though it felt fantastic, it was not going to be enough to get me off. Steph knew this of course, which was the reason she had decided to stand behind me. Had she been more inclined to facilitate my release, she could have easily knelt in front of me and supported my upper body, while I fucked her fist to orgasm. Everything she did was designed to increase my level of frustration and desire, and today was no different. Of course, she wasn't going to tell me that, preferring to pretend that she was trying to help me get off.
Steph was talking dirty to me, as I gingerly rocked forward, gently thrusting my hips to avoid falling forward.
"Fuck it babe! Pound that fist!" she teased.
Steph applied more lube to her fist twice more, before I realized that I wasn't going to be able to come in this position. It was like she had read my mind, because right as I was about to give it up as a lost cause, her other hand started to tickle my nuts. I could feel the stirring in my loins, as I frantically restarted my rocking motions. Steph alternated between teasing my balls, and tickling my asshole, and I could feel my breathing start to quicken.
She was an expert at tease and denial, and she brought me so close to orgasm, that I thought it was a certainty. At the last second, as my nuts started to constrict, she removed her fist from my cock and her finger from my butthole. I let out a frustrated moan, as I realized what she was doing.
My cock danced between my legs as it searched for something to rub against, in the hope that any friction would enable release. My nuts throbbed, the promise of release having been so tantalizing close. I was just about to beg Steph for an orgasm, hoping that our new-found connection, combined with her self-admitted soft spot for me, would inspire her to get me off, hopefully in some spectacular fashion.
The words were formed in my throat, but before I could verbalize them, Amanda's voice broke the silence.
"Did you soften him up for me?" Amanda asked her young subordinate.
"Yes," Steph answered respectfully. "I took him so close, that he was convinced it was his time."
"Look at me, boy," Amanda ordered me.
I rotated very slowly to look at her, trying not to lose my balance in the process. Amanda sat in an upright chair, smoking a cigarette. Her other assistant knelt at her feet holding an ash tray, and Amanda flicked her ash into it periodically. After a couple more drags on the cigarette, Amanda stubbed it out and waved her assistant away.
Amanda looked fearsome, dressed as she was in black leather from head to toe. She no longer resembled the errant teenage rebel, working in a sex shop as a final "fuck-you" to her Daddy, as he served a long term prison sentence. She had morphed into an intimidating dominatrix, and my limited experience of actual forced submission, made me fear her immensely.
Amanda recognized and utilized this fear to her advantage, her control over me affecting her like an aphrodisiac, emboldening her to make me her bitch. She stood up slowly, her lithe frame extending to almost six feet tall in her sky-high black leather stiletto boots. I shuffled nervously in front of her, feeling small in her presence.
Amanda placed her hand under my chin, and raised it up so that my eyes met hers. Whatever horrors she had been through as a kid were reflected in her soulless eyes, as she viewed me with contempt. Amanda reached for an ominous looking black collar, shaking it before me, enjoying the fear in my eyes. The collar had a chrome chain running through the middle of it, which I quickly learned was a choke chain.
After I was collared, Amanda pulled the leash tightly, which immediately cut off my oxygen supply. Concern was quickly replaced with fear as I struggled to breathe. She only interrupted my ability to breathe for a few seconds, but she got my attention. As soon as she released the choke chain, I gasped for breath.
Amanda walked slowly behind me, as I suppressed my desire to swivel my head and follow her movements. Once she was out of my sight, my anxiety increased. Time seemed to slow down as I knelt in silence, trying to control my ragged breathing. I jumped when I felt Amanda's stiletto heel dig into my upper back, the cold steel point seemingly trying to penetrate my skin. As she applied more pressure, I slumped forward until my forehead hit the ground.
"Good boy," she said softly.
Then, as she maintained a constant pressure with her boot heel on my back, she pulled sharply up on the choke collar. It felt the chain constrict my breathing again, although this time it was magnified by the fact that I couldn't lift my body up to facilitate breathing. My head was fully extended upright and Steph's shocked face came into view.
"Amanda, he is suffocating," the frightened young girl exclaimed.
I let out an audible gasp for air before Amanda released the choke chain. Even though I knew she wasn't going to actually suffocate me, it was a terrifying experience to be deprived of oxygen, even if it was only for about ten seconds. Amanda ran me through a series of oxygen deprivation exercises, before she deemed me softened up for her next experiment. Even though I don't condone torture under any circumstances, her physical abuse did make me more compliant.
"Untie his hands," she barked at Steph, the young girl complying immediately.
After my hands were free, Amanda was able to move me through a series of choreographed movements, designed to humiliate me and demonstrate her absolute control of me. I was breathing heavily, sweating and visibly erect by the time she was done.
"Prepare the boy," she barked at her two young friends.
"Do you want us to remove his eyebrows too?" Steph asked innocently. "He has a full-time job."
"He may keep his eyebrows for now," Amanda said magnanimously.
They seemed as scared of Amanda as I was, and I wondered if she had put them through a similarly frightening and dehumanizing session, in order to secure their unwavering compliance. The girls each grabbed an arm of mine, hauled me to my feet, and just before hustling me out of the room, they turned me to face Amanda for just long enough that she could register that I had an erection.
"Don't worry about him," Amanda assured them. "He is obviously enjoying himself."
My first thought as they dragged me out of the room and forced me into the bathroom, was that they had done this before. They were so focused and unified in their efforts to prepare me for Amanda. I was rubbed down with a generous helping of Nair hair
remover, and after six minutes they bundled me into the shower. When I emerged moments later I was completely hairless from the neck down, and felt much less masculine.
The two young women handed me my pink silk boxers and I hurriedly put them on. They escorted me back to Amanda, and forced me to my knees in front of her.
I has always had a healthy respect for Amanda, from the first time I met her. At that point, I was fully clothed, had a three day stubble, and resembled a man. Now, as I knelt before her naked except for my pink silk boxers, and no hair on my body below my neck, I felt like a total fucking pussy.
Amanda lit another cigarette, and as she circled me slowly, she let it hang perilously close to my body. I could feel the heat emanating from the tip of the cigarette, and was very scared that she was going to burn me with it. Luckily for me, this was just part of Amanda's intimidation process, and she never actually touched it against my skin.
Amanda laid out the rules of the house for me, in excruciating detail. I was expected to go to work during the day, as normal, but every night I would be subject to her torment. I spent a week with the three of them, during which I was erect for ninety percent of the time. By the time they returned me to Suky, I was in a heightened state of arousal, my nuts ached almost unbearably, and I was leaking pre-cum continuously.
Suky was concerned enough about my testicle pain, to take me to our local sexual health clinic. We went there every fourteen days to get me tested for STIs anyway, so we just moved my appointment up a couple of days.
Marissa, my nurse, was surprised to see us, having deviated from our two week schedule. However, once I explained my predicament, things fell into place for the young woman.
"I did wonder why you declined the sperm sample the last two times you were here," she informed me, "but now it makes sense, if you were on restriction. How is that working out for you?" she teased.
Marissa wasn't really my type, she was a few pounds overweight, and a little matronly for my liking. However, we had established a flirtatious friendship over the months, especially as I was in there every two weeks, jerking off in a sample cup.
Today, six weeks into my enforced celibacy, I was horny as hell, and Marissa was looking good. If I had attended the medical appointment alone, I might have asked Marissa for a hand, or at least to let me jerk off in front of her. However, as always, Suky accompanied me, and was totally cock-blocking me.
"Tell Marissa what happened, baby," Suky said, relishing my discomfort.
"Well," I began nervously, unsure of where to start. "I haven't had an orgasm in six weeks, and I am feeling pain in my balls."
"Why haven't you had an orgasm in six weeks, baby?" Suky teased. "Marissa needs to know these things."
Because she is a controlling bitch who loves watching me squirm, Suky made me explain how it all started, in excruciating detail. Marissa listened intently, without judgement, but I am sure she noticed my red face and acute embarrassment, as I detailed my nocturnal emission to her.
"It is the silk boxers," I explained, to a round of giggles from Suky and the nurse.
"My boyfriend sleeps in silk boxers," Marissa informed me, "and he has never blown his wad in them."
I knew they were fucking with me now, and Marissa seemed to enjoy my predicament.
"Ok," she said finally, "examination time!"
Marissa examined me and diagnosed "epididymal hypertension" which I later found out to be blue balls. The recommended treatment was an orgasm, and so that night, the girls assembled at my place, to view my medically necessary release.
I was so excited at the prospect of an orgasm, particularly as I knew this one was definitely going to happen, thanks to "Nurse's Orders." I would have preferred a hall-pass, and been offered the opportunity to jerk off in the shower, in privacy, but I was grateful that I was finally going to bust a nut. It had been too long, evidently, and my body was finally pushing back.



I took a quick shower, and although I would have normally attended to my grooming needs prior to anyone seeing me naked, Amanda had removed all traces of hair from my body during the week I spent with her, so I was ready to go. I had an erection the entire time that I showered, while I got dressed, and while I waited for the girls to get comfortable. Part of my excitement was physical, epididymal hypertension, to be specific, but the other part was anticipation of how my orgasm was going to happen.
The realist in me understood that I was probably going to be subjected to a very humiliating ordeal, given the fact that there were two sadists, Suky and Amanda, in my audience. The optimist in me hoped that the girls would cut me some slack, maybe let me fuck Steph doggy-style, or blow my load on Amanda's tits. Just kidding, the best I could have hoped for was maybe to mount my pocket pussy, if I was lucky.
Amanda and Suky kept me waiting for way longer than necessary, my anticipation increasing my level of arousal with every passing minute. Finally, I heard my cue to enter the room, as Amanda called out for me.
"Crawl in here boy," she barked forcefully.
I had hoped to be able to walk into the living room like a man, but in a move of self-preservation, I got down on all fours, and crawled in there like a dog. As I entered the room, a wave of silence descended upon it, and I felt very self-conscious. Amanda was stood in the center of the room, and my service pillow was at her feet. I didn't even need to be given any instructions, I just crawled over to the pink, heart-shaped silk pillow and knelt on it.
Amanda rested her black leather glove on my head, and began to address the room.
"As you are all aware, my boy has endured forty-one days of forced chastity," she began. "Our original plan was ninety days, but due to an unforeseen medical condition, he will be getting a release today. I will turn you over to his medical professional, Marissa," she said, yielding the floor to none other than my nurse.
My anticipation of an orgasm was immediately replaced by acute embarrassment, as Marissa took the floor. I saw this young woman every fourteen days for a STI check, part of which involved a sperm sample. Marissa knew my sexual hot-buttons as well as anyone, the clinic having provided men's adult magazines to encourage a speedy release. I was there so frequently, that upon arrival Marissa would hand me my favorite issue of Penthouse, opened to the exact page I used to facilitate my orgasm.
After numerous times at her facility, Marissa suggested changing things up for variety, and after a quick consultation, I confessed to having a crush on Steph. Marissa, like many of her Millennial generation, was very proficient at Photoshop, and managed to attach a head-shot of Steph, to the body of a porn-star, dressed in a schoolgirl uniform. Marissa printed this alluring photograph for me and handed it to me right as I went into the designated room. When I emerged about three minutes later, with my sample cup almost full, and the picture of Steph the schoolgirl, defiled with traces of my ejaculate, Marissa knew that she was onto a winner.
Two weeks later, when I arrived for my sperm sample and STI battery, Marissa handed me a laminated, eleven by fourteen inch, copy of the schoolgirl photo, the inference being that I could jerk off directly onto the photo, and scoop my semen into the sample cup. This set into motion a routine that was as predictable as it was humiliating. I loved jerking off onto that picture, but hated the embarrassment I felt right after I came, and had to hand the defiled photo back to the young nurse.
Now as Marissa took the floor, holding an eight by eleven laminated piece of paper in her hand, my desire to orgasm was in direct conflict with my acute embarrassment. My hard-on, and the accompanying testicle pain wasn't going anywhere, but I did not want to do this in front of a large female audience.
Marissa walked slowly towards me, seemingly relishing her brief time in control of me. When she got to my service pillow, she placed the photo of Steph dressed as a schoolgirl, on the floor next to me. The second I glanced at it, my cock danced in my boxers.
"I need to give you a quick medical check-up," Marissa decreed. "Take your boxers off, please."
Even though Marissa was being professional, in my agitated state any female interaction was going to be difficult for me, and as I pulled the waistband of my silk boxers over the tip of my blood-engorged cock, a large strand of pre-cum hung from the tip of it. I heard the snap of her latex gloves, and then I stiffened as her fingers rubbed across my swollen cock-head. There was an immediate transfer of my seminal fluids to her gloved hand, and Marissa looked to the girls for direction.
"He eats anything he leaks," Amanda told the nurse dispassionately, and Marissa raised her fingertips to my lips.
I really didn't want to do this, as I knew it would forever alter the way Marissa viewed me, but I heard Amanda cough, and the non-verbal signal was sufficient to snap me back into focus. I tentatively extended my tongue, licking my semen from the latex gloves. A raucous cheer went up from the assembled crowd, as Marissa became my latest tormentor.
Her brief physical examination of me was without drama. She squeezed and separated my testicles to gauge my level of discomfort, and then examined the head of my cock,
"No excessive swelling," she decreed, "well nothing worse then you would expect from a guy who hasn't got his rocks off in six weeks," she added cheerfully.
Marissa examined my anus next, seemingly for no reason other than because she could.
"Lean forward," she instructed, as she stuck two fingers into a jar of Vaseline, that was on the floor.
A year ago, if I had been naked on my knees in front of a group of young females, and one of them tried to stick two fingers up my ass, I would have fought back. However, they had subjected me to so many indignities over the last few months, that I had no fight left in me. My eyes widened a little, and I tensed up until she penetrated my sphincter, but other than that, I remained passive as Nurse Marissa probed my anal passage. She lightly brushed my prostate, causing an involuntary stiffening of my cock, followed by another glob of pre-cum being expelled.
Marissa knew the drill now, and fed me my seminal fluid using the fingertips of her other hand.
"Good to go," she said pleasantly, as she withdrew her fingers from my anus, and removed her latex gloves.
I looked down at the floor to hide my embarrassment, focusing on the beautiful photo of Steph, dressed as a schoolgirl.
Amanda resumed control of the floor, handing me a small bottle of KY lubricant.
"Knock yourself out," she said with a smile, "we want to watch you bust a nut."
I didn't need a second invitation, and flipped open the lube. I poured a liberal dose into the palm of my hand, and then inverted the bottle and gave it a healthy squeeze, coating my cock with the silky liquid. Once I had lubed myself up sufficiently, I adjusted the position of the laminated photo, and began to jerk off. I knew I wouldn't last long as it had been over forty days since my last release. However, I didn't realize that Amanda had one more surprise for me.
I smelled Steph first, that intoxicating mixture of designer perfume and teenage pussy, that drove me insane whenever I was near her. I was kneeling on my pillow, cock in hand, jerking myself off slowly as I fixated on her picture. She approached me from behind, kneeling beside me on the living room floor. I felt one hand on my ass first, then her lips nibbling my earlobe.
"Are you going to come on my face?" she teased. "I have been looking forward to that for a long time."
Steph was obviously referring to me blowing my load across the laminated photo of her, but nonetheless her words struck a chord within me, bringing me closer to orgasm. She continued to whisper words of encouragement in my ear, as her nails raked across my butt-cheeks.
"Maybe one day I will dress up as a schoolgirl and let you fuck me," she cooed. "No condom, of course, baby. You can come inside my teenage pussy, too."
Steph really knew how to get inside my head, and chose her words carefully, in order to maximize my pleasure. I focused on the picture on the ground before me, a full page laminated shot of my dream girl dressed in a sexy schoolgirl uniform, her long blonde hair in pigtails, which accentuated her youthful looks. I continued to jerk myself off, trying to block out the increasingly raucous encouragement and taunts, from my female audience.
Steph scooted closer to me, and slipped her manicured hand under my ass-cheeks, so that she could tease my taint. Her lips remained glued to my ear, as she continued to whisper sweet nothings to me.
"When do you think we will finally fuck, baby?" she asked sweetly. "It's all I ever think about," she lied, trying to get me to blow my load.
It was inevitable that she was going to break me with her words, and the extreme verbal provocation, coupled with my six weeks chastity, was enough to take me over the edge. My stomach muscles stiffened, my swollen nuts constricted and l let out a whimper as Steph's fingertip brushed across the entrance to my asshole.
"Does that feel good, baby?" Steph teased. "Imagine if it was my tongue pleasuring you back there, instead of my finger. Do you like rimjobs?"
I stared intently at her photograph, laying as it was in the direct path of my impending eruption. Steph's angelic face looked up at me, through the laminate designed to protect it from my seminal fluid. Her beautiful symmetrical features made me want her so badly, and the thought of such an innocent looking face being buried between my ass-cheeks caused my heart to beat much faster. She was way too cute to be eating any guy's ass, and yet the thought consumed me. As I refocused on her photo, her baby blue eyes were inviting me to come on her perfectly sculpted nose.
I felt her fingertip slip inside me, my sphincter allowing her entry before tightening around her dainty middle digit. Marissa had used a generous helping of Vaseline during her "examination" of my anus, and this enabled Steph to slip a second finger inside me.
"Tight!" she whispered, as she wiggled her fingers around inside me. "Just like my virgin ass."
Steph's fingertip brushed my prostate right before I felt my balls tingle, and I let out a loud moan of ecstasy as I ejected my first rope of cum, which landed on the center of the laminated photo, with an emphatic splat.
"Bullseye, baby!" Steph whispered in my ear, "blow your whole load on me."
My second shot was just as powerful, my body seemingly determined to empty every trace of my six week load from my aching nuts. Steph had located my prostate now, and was brushing against it as I came all over the picture of her.
"You like that, baby?" she teased, as I continued to erupt onto her picture.
Steph massaged my prostate until my orgasm was complete, and I was kneeling there in front of her photo, panting and leaking onto the floor in front of it. I had completely defiled the photo, my semen having splattered across the rear of her schoolgirl uniform, as she posed seductively in the doggy-style position. In the picture, she was looking back over her shoulder at me, and I had coated the back of her neck, both of her pigtails, and the pink silk ribbons tied in them. Traces of my semen were all over the side of her face, and her cute upturned nose was covered in my ejaculate too.
"Fuck, that was hot!" Steph whispered. "Kiss me baby."
I turned my head towards the young girl, and for a split-second she looked startled. I realized my mistake right as she corrected me.
"Well, not the real me, silly," she said with a giggle, pointing at her photographic image.
My face reddened at the miscommunication, and I lowered my head slowly to the jizz-soaked laminated photo. My semen had cooled rapidly, spread as it was across the plastic film, and I tentatively kissed Steph on the lips, transferring some of my ejaculate to my own lips, in the process.
I know most men react in a similar manner, right after they blow their load, and I was done with our fun and games. Amanda, however, was just getting started, and used this moment as a photo opportunity, whipping out her iPhone to document my debasement. After a few poses of me kissing and licking the photo, Steph joined in our impromptu session, and Amanda posed us for her amusement.
In most of the pictures, Steph simulated a look of shock at my disrespect, her hand partially obscuring her mouth, which was open in disbelief. These photos made her look her even more innocent, and made my cock twitch with desire for her. At some point, Marissa stepped up with a semen-sample cup, and scooped the remains of my load from the laminated picture into it, for later testing. This seemed like a total waste of time, as my cock had been completely sidelined for the last six weeks.
Just as it seemed like I was off the hook, Steph asked for a souvenir picture.
"One for the road?" she said cheerfully, her angelic face hiding her devilish intent.
This picture would later come to haunt me, ending up as it did as the screensaver for my iPhone, iPad and computer. In it, I am kneeling at Steph's feet, completely naked, holding my photo up proudly, as if I had just met my celebrity crush. My semi-erect cock hung between my thighs, the tip red and irritated, from the six week long period of enforced celibacy and sexual torment. There was a small puddle of seminal fluid on the floor between my legs, my body's attempt to empty my nuts of any remaining semen.
Steph is smiling broadly, her blue eyes sparkling under the flash of the camera, her makeup flawless, having taken the time to refresh it before the final photos. She is resting one hand on top of my head possessively, as if I am her newest toy. I am looking directly at the camera, holding my photo under my chin, the laminated surface appearing extra shiny, having just been ejaculated on. I also have a broad smile pasted across my face, but it is obviously forced, and upon closer inspection you can see abject shame in my eyes, and traces of semen still on my lips.
I am confronted with that picture on a daily basis, a constant reminder of the love that I have for Steph, and the disdain that she feels for me. My one regret is that she didn't allow me to pose in a more equitable position, to at least create the illusion that we were lovers. Marissa received a copy of this photo shortly after it was taken, a beautifully laminated eleven by fourteen inch glossy reprint, that is my new jerk-off photo, for my bi-monthly semen sample. She keeps it at the medical facility, but it is in with the all of the other jerk-off materials and girly magazines, so anyone is free to use it to bust a nut, if they so desire.
I have developed a true love-hate relationship with that picture. On the one hand, I hate the way that it encapsulates the true dynamic between Steph and I, that of smitten older man, and disinterested teenager. On the other hand, between my bi-monthly medical checkups, and my weekly scheduled orgasms, I only get to bust a nut about six times a month. Truth be told, I get the hardest and come the quickest, when I am holding that fucking photo.
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Towards the middle of the summer, as I adapted to my role as Suky's house pet, I was informed that my company was having its annual corporate meeting, via Skype. All of the Branch Presidents, and most of the Board attended the virtual meeting.
The majority of the three hour long meeting was corporate minutia, but there was one item on the Agenda that was of interest to me. The Board of Directors had created a new position, that of Global President, and the final two candidates were Tim Andrews and myself. I knew I had a really good shot at the position, as I was successfully running the largest office in our company, and I had been at the company twelve years longer than Tim.
What I hadn't banked on was Suky's intervention, and I had never really questioned her loyalty to me, since Tim kicked her to the curb. However, she had obviously cut some deal with her former lover, because she managed to make me looked flustered and lack composure, when it was my turn to make a presentation. I had practiced that speech numerous times, and felt like I made a very compelling case for promotion.
I should have known Suky was up to something, when she started to tease me the night before the important meeting. To my surprise, Steph showed up, dressed in a schoolgirl uniform. Steph posed for me as I took in the details of the costume, before I realized that it was almost identical to the outfit that she appeared to wear in my favorite jerk-off photo. I say "appeared to wear" because Marissa had photoshopped Steph's head onto a picture of a porn-star, dressed as a schoolgirl.
I was transfixed by Steph's angelic face as she knelt demurely at my feet, looking up at me with her practiced innocence, as Suky detailed the promise of sexual delights available to me, should I get the promotion. I should have spent the evening working on my presentation, but the girls convinced me to have a couple of cocktails, and as we relaxed and enjoyed each other's company, Steph and I ended up having an extended make-out session.
This was a dream come true for me. Steph was a great kisser, tender when she needed to be and yet able to create the illusion that she was really into me. The fact that she was dressed in a schoolgirl uniform was the icing on the cake. When Steph hopped onto my lap, and started to grind her teenage pussy against my erection, I could think of nothing else.
Steph ended up giving me several very erotic lap dances, during which she brought me perilously close to orgasm, numerous times. Predictably, I eventually broke down, begging her for some release.
"Be patient, baby," Steph said gently, as she gyrated on my lap. "Suky and I have a great surprise for you once you get the promotion."
Steph and I shared a bed that night, fulfilling another dream of mine, where the young blonde was concerned. She wore a baby blue camisole to bed with matching panties, and I came to bed wearing my silk boxers. I was tenting in my underwear and Steph made some joke about me having another nocturnal emission, before removing them from me, and tossing them on the floor.
"Now that we have some privacy, where were we?" she teased, as she climbed on top of me.
Steph and I continued our make-out session, and after a few moments we rolled over, and I was lying on top of her in the missionary position. The lights were still on, and as I gazed into her baby blue eyes, I couldn't help myself.
"Steph, please," I begged, "let me make love to you before we go to sleep."
"I promised Suky I would be a good girl," she answered, "although you make it very difficult for me."
"Please," I repeated in desperation, "I won't take long."
As soon as the words left me mouth, I felt like an idiot. All of the massage parlor girls and the sex shop girls knew that I was a two-pump chump, and it was unnecessary, and frankly emasculating, for me to acknowledge my sexual shortcomings.
"Way to sell it, baby," Steph said with a giggle. "I promised Suky I wouldn't let you come, but you can get inside me for a few moments if you want. Just the tip," she added quietly.
I didn't have a condom with me, but Steph seemed to read my mind, and told me to proceed.
"As little action as you get, and as often as you get tested, you are probably a much safer bet than Tim," she said sweetly, mentioning my boss for the first time.
Even though I was intrigued by her remark about my boss, my focus was on getting inside Steph's tight teenage pussy, and I fumbled around underneath me, trying to remove her silky panties.
"They are crotchless, baby," Steph informed me. "That's all I ever wear."
I put one hand between her legs, and lined up the open crotch of her panties with the entrance to her vagina, noticing that she wasn't particularly wet. In retrospect, I should have offered to get her juices flowing a little more, but I was so scared that she might change her mind, that I lined the tip of my cock up and tried to enter her.
I guess it was a combination of her poorly lubricated love-canal, my overly-excited fumbling, and her tight teenage pussy, but I was only able to get about halfway in, before Steph told me that I was hurting her. I withdrew reflexively, not wanting to appear overly-aggressive, and regretted it the second my cock left the warm environs of the young goddess. I lined up for a second crack, but Steph let me know we were done for the night.
"Go to bed, Tim," she said quietly, "I will take care of you in the morning."
Steph drifted off shortly after that, sleeping peacefully by my side, as I replayed her comment about my boss in my head repeatedly, trying to make sense of it. It took me forever to fall asleep, as I tried to reconcile the fact that I had a throbbing erection and her tight young pussy was just a few inches away, with nothing but the open crotch of her silk panties separating us.
I awoke first, my erection still intact, having survived the night without a repeat of my nocturnal emission. Steph was still sleeping, and I slid down under the covers and put my lips on her inner thighs, trying to wake up her up the best way I knew how. Suky had taught me how to be a submissive and considerate lover, and I used those skills to bring Steph to the boil, as she pretended to be asleep.
I did get her to self-lubricate, which was goal one, as I planned to get balls-deep inside her after she was wet. The first clue that she was enjoying my ministrations, was when I felt her manicured hand on the back of my head. Shortly after, as I licked and nibbled her clitoris, I was rewarded with her first orgasm. She arched her back, forced my face deeper between my legs, and erupted with a very vocal cry of pleasure.
I didn't even wait for Steph to catch her breath, so intent was I on getting inside of her. I slid up her tight, lithe frame, my face slick with her juices, and positioned myself on top of her. We kissed passionately, Steph seemingly unconcerned with the state of my face. After a few moments of kissing, I reached between my legs and tried to line up with the entrance to her pussy.
"Uh-uh," she said forcefully, "I want another orgasm before we fuck."
Steph typically gets what Steph wants, particularly if I am involved, and so when she grabbed me by the ears and started to move me down her body, I offered no resistance. I ate her to three more orgasms, a protracted oral service session, so similar to what Suky always demands, that I am sure the two of them conspired to engineer it. Steph had her last orgasm holding both of my hands, and I had never felt a stronger connection between us.
For this reason, and to engender goodwill between us, I remained with my tongue between her legs for several minutes after she came, licking her softly as she composed herself.
"I need to pee, baby," Steph announced, shattering any illusion I had of getting back inside her.
Steph never came back to bed, and once I realized that playtime was over, I went in search of her. I found her in the kitchen making me breakfast, still dressed in her camisole. She was positively glowing, a look I had only ever seen on a woman a few times in my entire life, embarrassingly enough, at the hands of my boss, Tim. I slipped behind her and kissed the back of her neck, before whispering in her ear.
"I thought you were coming back to bed, baby. You left me high and dry."
Steph turned towards me and we kissed briefly, before she responded.
"After breakfast, let's take a shower," she teased, "I owe you one."
Her words inspired me to be patient, and we sat and enjoyed breakfast together. I offered to do the dishes, partly to be a gentleman, but also to hide my erection that was trying to force its way out of my boxers. Being stood up against the sink enabled me to conceal my obvious desire for Steph, and eventually my hard-on subsided.
It was Suky that came and got me from the kitchen. She walked up behind me, and slid both hands around my waist, until she was touching my rapidly stiffening cock.
"Don't be too aggressive with Steph," she cautioned me. "You will get plenty of chances to enjoy her, once you get your big promotion."
"Understood, Suky," I responded submissively, knowing better than to inflame her.
"Good boy," she said sweetly, before grabbing me by my cock and walking me out of the kitchen. "It's shower time."
Suky frog-marched me to the shower, and as we entered the enclosure I was delighted to see Steph was already in their, stark naked. She was under one of the large shower heads soaping herself up, and it was the first opportunity I had really had to check out her rocking little body. Suky told me to strip, and a few moments later the three of us were showering together.
"Wash your face, first," Suky teased, "I can smell Steph all over you."
The two of them shared a laugh, and Steph thanked me again for my morning efforts.
"Looks like he is ready for some reciprocation," Suky said with a giggle, as my cock stood upright.
The two of them moved slowly towards me, and to my surprise, they began to alternate between kissing me and stroking my cock. It was very tender and sensuous, but in my elevated state of arousal, I wanted more. Suky took the lead, kneeling before me and taking my cock into her mouth, while I kissed Steph.
"Do you want me on my knees too?" she asked innocently, between kisses.
Steph never gave me time to respond. She sank slowly to her knees, and to my delight, scooted around behind me. As Suky sucked my cock, I felt Steph's tongue graze across my ass-cheeks. This was beyond my expectations and I knew I was going to come very quickly if they kept it up. Steph pulled my buttocks apart, extended her tongue, and began to lick my rosebud. I let out a whimper, and both girls stopped briefly, and giggled.
As it turned out, their plan involved an extended teasing session, rather than a release for me, which I later found out was orchestrated by none other than my boss. That asshole, in an effort to make me seem less composed during the oral component of my job interview, had the girls edge and tease me for almost twenty-four hours before my turn in the hot seat. This was time that I should have allocated to honing my presentation, and I knew that, deep in my soul. However, I found Steph totally fucking irresistible, and was bound to obey Suky's every directive, so together they made a very powerful distraction.
Under Tim's orders, the girls teased me mercilessly, taking turns blowing and rimming me in the shower, changing places right as my orgasm was imminent.
"This is my first rimjob," Steph announced proudly, as she looked up at me from behind my goose-bump covered ass-cheeks. "I am so happy it is you, baby," she added cheerfully.
As I craned my neck to watch her over my shoulder, seeing her innocent, angelic face, disappear between my ass-cheeks was one of the visual highlights of my life. However, as I turned back to face forward, and saw Suky on her knees with my cock in her mouth, my visual stimulation hit a new peak. In the past, I had always closed my eyes as I approached my orgasm, so that I could visualize something completely otherworldly, before I blew my load. As I watched the two of them attend to me, I realized that it was beyond anything that I could imagine, and I kept my gaze focused upon the two of them.
The girls never did let me come, even though they teased me for almost an hour in the shower. When they finally both arose from their knees, they kissed right in front of me, and left the shower enclosure holding hands, giggling at my predicament. I wanted to jerk myself off, and blow my load all over the marble wall of the shower enclosure, but I heard Suky tell me that we were running out of time, and had to leave shortly.
After I had dried myself off, I entered my bedroom to get ready for work, and Steph was waiting for me.
"I got so wet eating your ass," she told me, smiling sweetly. "Check out my panties," she continued, as she seductively removed them.
Steph held her silky panties out to me, her arm outstretched holding the tiny underwear between her thumb and forefinger. I took them from her and instinctively sniffed them, her scent permeating the panty liner.
Suky joined us shortly after, holding a vibrating cock-ring. I knew I was making a poor decision, but as the girls kissed and caressed me, they persuaded me to wear both of the pro-offered items, and against my better judgement, I walked out of my front door, with Steph's wet panties on, and the cock-ring around the base of my nuts. Suky set the vibrating sex-toy on its lowest setting, so even though I was in no danger of ejaculating in Steph's panties, the low hum was maddeningly frustrating.
I had asked Suky to drive me to my office, so that I could use what little time remained to practice my presentation, but as soon as I got into the back seat, Steph joined me, and I knew it was over. As we kissed tenderly, and she stroked my cock through the pants of my Hugo Boss suit, I learned more about her.
I initially doubted her claim that it was her first time rimming a guy, but after hearing about her upbringing, I was inclined to believe her assertions of innocence. Of all the girls in the massage parlor and the sex shop, Steph had the most privileged upbringing. She was born and raised in Newport Coast, one of the wealthiest gated communities in Orange County, just south of Los Angeles. She drove her convertible Mercedes to school at Newport High, earned a really high GPA, and got accepted into numerous prestigious colleges, all across the USA. Her beauty intimidated a lot of would-be suitors, and by the time she turned eighteen, she was still a virgin.
A few days after her eighteenth birthday, she got into a car accident. Steph was driving, and while she escaped with only a few broken bones and some minor facial injuries, her best friend, who was not wearing a seatbelt, was ejected from the convertible and killed. Steph blamed herself for the death, even though she was subsequently deemed not to be at fault. Steph underwent minor facial surgery, and against the wishes of her parents, used it as an opportunity to get her perfect facial symmetry, and her snooty, upturned nose.
Fresh out of hospital, on a regimen of maximum strength painkillers, and feeling sorry for herself, Steph got introduced to OxyContin. This drug provided her with some much needed respite from the world, and although she was self-funded, she spent most of her savings without any parental knowledge, and only got caught when tried to access her college fund. Her parents demanded that she enter rehab, so Steph ran away and shortly thereafter met Amanda.
Amanda offered the frightened young girl a safe place to stay, and a job at the sex shop. This led to the more lucrative assignment of being a submissive in Amanda's sex show, for older wealthy clients. Amanda was still a virgin at this point, had never given anyone a blowjob, or rimmed anyone. The only cock she had ever had inside her was Amanda's strap-on, and the first time Steph had an orgasm, she forged a powerful connection to her young mistress.
"You mean," I interrupted, "I was your first?"
"First man to get inside me, both with a condom, and now bareback. You were the first real cock I sucked, and the first guy I rimmed," she said with her practiced innocence. "In fact, when you went down on me, that was my first unassisted orgasm," she continued, "which is why I felt compelled to give you some play."
"Wow," I responded reflexively, "I had no idea, baby. That is amazing."
"I am going to fuck your brains out after you get this promotion," she promised. "You just need to get me wet first. It was too painful when we tried earlier."
My head was spinning as I tried to absorb this information, and by the time I entered the conference room at my office, I was woefully ill-prepared to deal with an important job interview. I gave my presentation as the President of the Los Angeles office, and while my numbers were very impressive in all respects since I took over the position from Tim Andrews, I looked flustered and lacked composure.
Suky and Steph, under the direction of my principal competitor, had denied me the opportunity to hone my presentation, edged me almost without relief for the last twenty-four hours, and now, as the cock-ring vibrated against the base of my nuts, all I could think about was busting a nut. My voice was trembling as I made my case for the job, and Tim Andrews, in contrast, was calm, composed and confident as he secured the position over me. That asshole even thanked Suky by name, for helping him with his preparation.
Towards the end of the meeting, the Board voted, and Tim Andrews was promoted to Global President of the company, effectively becoming my boss again.
My heart sank as I recalled my last interaction with him. I needed to do some damage control. Tim was stationed eight thousand miles from me in Bangkok, so had little effect on my day to day working life, as each office operated independently. However, as Global President he was responsible for office assignments. We had recently opened a new office in Montreal, and he had the power to send me there to run it, if he so desired.
So, right after the corporate meeting, I did the expected, and called Tim to congratulate him on his promotion. After we exchanged pleasantries, he extracted an excruciatingly detailed and obsequious apology from me. Then, after I had squirmed awkwardly for several minutes in submission to him, Tim dropped a bombshell on me. He was flying in to Los Angeles from Thailand for a week in mid-September, to go over his expectations for the LA office.
"I will be there for your birthday buddy," he said with a chuckle. "I already told Suky and she is excited for the three of us to get together. Maybe we can have a few beers on your birthday? Shall I invite Fat John? Or maybe we could host another Management Appreciation Event?" he suggested, referring to the entire upper management team having gang-banged Suky.
"That would be great Tim," I said lying my ass off, as I dreaded the thought of my birthday present.
"I agree Timmy," he said condescendingly, "I have always enjoyed sharing Suky's delights with the team. She is a great morale booster, the perfect bonus for a few hard working men. I will call you next week to go over some of the new expectations for the two of you, between now and September."
You know how when you are dreading something, it starts to consume you. That is how I felt about Tim's upcoming visit. I knew he was going to enjoy all of Suky's orifices during his week long trip. I also knew that he was going to urinate on Suky and I, on my birthday, and that she was going to be wearing that incredibly sexy pink cheerleader uniform. My only hope was that my boss didn't invite Fat John, and my subordinates, but there was nothing I could do to prevent it.



Tim had gone from being highly possessive of Suky, when she was his live-in girlfriend, to being overly generous with her orifices, now that she was my future wife. It pissed me off that he referred to her as "a bonus" for fuck's sake. However, in my current position, I was powerless to stop him from offering my girlfriend to my co-workers, as an incentive to work hard.
The following week, as promised, Tim called me via Skype. The main purpose of his call, was to inform me that he had got Suky her old job back at the massage parlor.
"Just part-time, at least to start with," he informed me. "I am offering all of our Managers complimentary sessions with Suky, to boost morale, and hopefully productivity. Also, she is responsible for Fat John's sexual satisfaction every Saturday morning, effective immediately, although I will permit her to designate a stand-in, as she sees fit," he said with a laugh.
I hated this fucking idea. However, I was powerless to stop it, as Tim wielded considerable control over my financial wellbeing.
In fact, I was more under his thumb now than ever, due to the huge increase in my salary. I was making sixty thousand dollars per month, on a path to financial security and early retirement, possibly within the next ten years. I would never be able to replace this job, if I lost it. I needed to suck it up and do whatever Tim told me to. As I contemplated my general level of indebtedness to my boss, he spoke again.
"Thank Suky and Steph for their assistance in securing my promotion," he said condescendingly. "I couldn't have done it without them."
"No boss, the better man won," I said obsequiously, hating myself the second the words left my mouth.
We both knew that the girls hadn't helped Tim secure the promotion, but rather had derailed my chance at it. Either way, Tim was grateful and was looking to reward them, but his next proclamation was a real kick in the nuts for me.
"Also," Tim added cheerfully, "I am taking Suky, Steph, and my girlfriend, Ana, on vacation before the end of the summer. We will be gone three weeks, at least."
I could feel my jealousy stir within me, as he outlined the details of their upcoming trip. They were heading to Mauritius first, for two weeks in a Suite at the Royal Palm Beachcomber Resort. Then, onto Thailand to spend some time with Ana's family. My first thought was that Suky didn't have the correct paperwork to travel abroad, but Tim seemed to anticipate my every move and explained how the travel plans would work.
"Thanks to you, Timmy," he began condescendingly, "Suky can travel on a work Visa. I am happy that you had the foresight to make Suky your personal assistant," he said with a chuckle. "As my employee, she can travel just about anywhere in the world with me. We just need to figure out who will take care of Suky's responsibilities, in her absence."
"Responsibilities?" I scoffed. "What the fuck is Suky responsible for?"
"Well," Tim continued, seemingly happy that I had taken the bait. "Her primary obligation moving forward is my sexual satisfaction, but there is also the matter of Fat John's massage appointment, every Saturday morning. Suky is now responsible for John's pleasure. Who can we rely on to fill the void, and help Rim pamper that fat fuck?"
I knew where this was heading, and lowered my head to avoid eye contact with my boss. However, my submission only emboldened him and he told me to get Suky to join the Skype call.
After he shared the news of their upcoming vacation, Suky squealed excitedly and thanked my boss profusely. After she had settled down, he broke the news to her about her reinstatement at the massage parlor, and her responsibilities with regard to Fat John's weekly pamper session.
"Every Saturday?" she asked quietly, as she processed the indignity of serving that fat prick.
"I have chosen my words carefully, Suky," Tim admonished her. "You are responsible for John's pleasure, but if you wish to delegate the session to someone else you are free to do so. Rim will be there every Saturday morning also for John to enjoy. You need to get someone trained to stand in for you while you are on vacation, anyway."
"Timmy," she blurted out. "Timmy can do it. He and John already have history, and there is an undeniable sexual chemistry between them."
I wanted to correct her, and let my boss know that I thought Fat John was disgusting. Tim was already moving on, apparently in total agreement with my girlfriend's idea.
"Invite Fat John over one night this week, Suky," he ordered. "Better get Rim here too. I want you and Rim to make sure that Timmy knows exactly what John enjoys. Why should John miss out, just because you are on vacation?"
My heart sank when Tim said this, and I felt a wave of revulsion wash over me, as I processed pampering that fat bastard over several weekends. Suky didn't help matters as she spoke up cheerfully.
"I'll call him right now, Tim. May as well get the date on the calendar. I am sure Fat John has a very busy social schedule," she added with a giggle.
Suky called John on speaker, so that my boss could hear, and he picked up immediately.
"Sucky!" he answered, using the derisive form of her name.
Suky seemed unperturbed by his lack of respect for her, and informed John of the new plans.
"John, I asked for my old job back at the massage parlor," she lied, "and I was wondering if you would consider allowing Rim and I the privilege of pampering you every Saturday morning?"
"That would be great Suky," John responded. "Is this Saturday good?"
"Perfect!" Suky responded, seemingly delighted to be permitted to serve him again. "I do have to take a few weekends off in the near future, and I wanted to train my stand-in to make sure the session is just the way you like it. When would it be convenient for you to come over and finalize your expectations for the upcoming weekends?" she asked.
"I am heading out of town tomorrow for a couple of days, and have a very early flight," he said, much to my relief, as I realized that I was off the hook. "Who is the new girl?"
"Timmy," she replied, apparently feeling no need to correct John about my gender.
"Awesome," John replied. "Take as much vacation as you need Sucky. I love the combination of Rim and Timmy. I can come over tonight, if those two bitches will be there."
"Great news, John," Suky said. "Bring your bag and spend the night. Timmy can run you to the airport in the morning."
I glared at Suky but she flashed me an icy stare, and I backed down.
"I don't need a ride," John continued, "I have a Town Car coming in the morning. However, if Timmy rides with me to the airport, it's a date."
I hated this idea, but Suky agreed to it immediately, and John said he would be over in an hour or so. After Suky hung up the phone, she called Rim. Thirty minutes later, Rim and I were lighting candles, and scenting the massage room to make it a sensual environment for Fat John. Rim was wearing a pink silky babydoll, pink heels and a pink ribbon in her hair. She looked like a submissive fuck-toy, and I got erect watching her as she waited by the front door, on her knees, for Fat John to arrive.
Suky was rushing around making sure everything was perfect for John. When she saw Rim's submissive posture and outfit, she clapped her hands.
"John is going to love this," she exclaimed.
She hustled me into the master bedroom, and dressed me identically to Rim. I felt like such a pussy as I sashayed down the hallway in my pink high-heels, with a fucking ribbon in my hair, for fuck's sake. Suky gestured to the floor, and I knelt next to Rim by the front door.
Rim and I knelt in silence by the entrance to my home. After what seemed like an eternity, John's cab pulled into my driveway. John let himself in through the unlocked double doors, gave Rim and I a lewd smile as he realized we were on the menu for him tonight, and directed the driver to unload his bags just inside the door. The young guy brought in three medium-sized cases and one piece of cabin luggage, before waiting expectantly by the door for his tip.
I didn't want to make eye contact with the guy, dressed as I was as a bitch for John's upcoming pleasure. However, Rim spoke up, apologizing for the fact that neither of us had any cash hidden in our babydolls.
"Are you taking John to the airport tomorrow morning?" Rim asked unexpectedly.
"Yes," the young man replied, "I will be here at 7am."
"Ok," Rim replied. "Timmy will settle up with you in the morning then."
The young guy acknowledged Rim, thanked her, and gave me the once over, as if he was under the impression that his tip was going to be some kind of sexual favor. I made a mental note to find some cash before the ride to the airport, and the young guy left shortly after their exchange. Rim and I remained kneeling in silence as John was given a house tour, of my house!
Finally, after Suky and John were seated comfortably in my living room, Rim and I were summoned. I started to get to my feet, but Rim stopped me.
"Follow my lead," she said assertively. "We are here tonight to endure a seamless transition from Suky being the principal form of Fat John's pleasure, to you being the replacement. John likes to be in complete control. We need to crawl in there to signal our intent to obey him."
I hated this idea, but Rim was already on all fours crawling towards the living room door, like a dog, so I reluctantly followed suit. When we got to the door, Rim told me to crawl beside her, and we entered the room in tandem. John was relaxing in my recliner drinking one of my premium beers, and he perked up when he saw us crawling to him. Following Rim's lead, I crawled over to the base of his chair, and knelt to one side of his feet. Rim knelt on the other side of him and we looked up at him expectantly.
"Hi John," Rim said seductively. "We are yours to enjoy tonight. How can we serve you first?"
"I need a pedicure, Rim," John began. "It's getting harder to touch my toes as I get older," he added.
John's inability to cut his own toenails was nothing to do with his age, I thought to myself. If he lost eighty pounds he would be able to take care of himself better. It seemed like it was a moot point, as Rim smiled agreeably, and began to unlace his left shoe. She flashed me a cold stare, and I realized that she expected me to mirror her movements. As John engaged in polite chit-chat with Suky, I knelt before him in my pink lingerie and untied his shoelaces.
After his Gucci wingtips were removed, I looked across at Rim and noticed that she was removing his sock. I reached up to his flabby ankle, grabbed the top of his sock and began to remove it. As I exposed his fat, sweaty foot, I realized how physically disgusting this man was. This was truly the last place on earth that I wanted to be, other than perhaps relocating to Montreal, Canada, which was my likely destination if I refused any of my boss' commands.
With this in mind, I remained kneeling in front of Fat John, as his socks hit the floor. In addition to being swollen, and very sweaty, his feet also had sock lint all over them. John was still chatting to Suky, when Rim spoke up.
"I will go and get my pedicure kit, John. Would you like a foot massage while you wait?"
John looked at me with contempt, took a large swing of my premium beer, and nodded condescendingly, in my general direction.
"That would be nice, Rim," he said quietly. "Just have her tickle my feet until you get back," he added, referring to me as a female.
"Our pleasure," Rim assured him, as she got slowly to her feet.
I wanted to correct her. Kneeling in front of this obese man, while I tickled his feet was just about the furthest thing imaginable from being my pleasure. However, I bit my tongue, gave John a submissive smile and reached my shaky hands towards his bloated feet. I don't know why the fuck it took Rim so long to get her pedicure kit, but for the next several minutes I tickled John's feet as he was engrossed in conversation with my girlfriend. That disgusting fat fuck completely ignored my tender ministrations, although I noticed him adjust his crotch a couple of times, and surmised he had an erection.
When Rim finally returned she had a bowl of hot soapy water, some hand towels, some massage oils and her pedicure kit. She placed the bowl of soapy water by his feet, and laid two hand towels on the floor next to it.
"Wash and dry John's feet," she instructed. "I will find out what massage oil he is in the mood for."
I knew better than to argue with anyone at this point, as my place as low-man on the totem pole had been clearly defined. So, I lifted his chubby feet into the bowl of soapy water, and began to wash them. Suky excused herself at this point.
"I will leave you in the very capable hands of the girls," she said.
Once John was alone with the two of us "girls", Rim sat on his lap and turned on the charm. She gazed into his eyes as if he was the most important man on the planet, and started to speak.
"John, we want to make sure you have a seamless transition from Suky being your main source of sexual pleasure, to Timmy taking care of all of your needs, in her absence," she said respectfully. "Maybe we can run through your expectations of us over the next few weekends, paying particular attention to your favorite things that Suky does for you."
John grunted his affirmation, and gave me a dismissive sneer, as I continued to wash his feet. It appeared that he was going to enjoy detailing my girlfriend's submission to him, almost as much as he was going to enjoy forcing me to replicate it.
"Where to begin?" he said with a chuckle. "Sucky has so many tricks up her sleeve, that is one nasty bitch."
It pissed me off when John disparaged my girlfriend that way, but I remained kneeling in front of him, as I rinsed his feet off. Rim swung her legs over John, so that she was straddling him. She leaned in close to him and gave him an enthusiastic open-mouthed kiss. John shuffled slightly in my favorite chair, and it was evident that he was sporting an erection. Rim put one hand under her pussy, pulled the fabric of her tiny silky panties to one side to signal her availability to him, and squeezed John's cock through his pants.
"Do you want to bust a nut inside me John, to take the edge off?" she offered. "I am already wet," she teased.
I felt my cock stiffen in my pants as Rim offered herself up on a platter for that fat fuck. John nodded his head agreeably, and I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being undone. Rim managed to undo John's belt buckle and then turned over her shoulder to give me my instructions.
"Dry John's feet and then pull his pants down," she ordered.
I complied immediately, grabbing one of the hand towels to pat his feet dry. Then I reached for the hem of his pant leg and pulled on it, until his pants slid over his ankles and feet. His underwear followed suit, and as I grabbed the oversized jockey shorts, I noticed pre-cum pooling in the front of them.
"Hang my pants up nicely, you fucking pussy," he barked at me. "Then fetch me another beer."
I was about to tell him to get the fuck out of my house, and to go buy his own beers, when I remembered my boss' threats to relocate me to Montreal. My self-preservation kicked in and I heard my voice, polite and full of deference.
"Yes, John, my pleasure."
I left the room with his pants hung over my forearm, and his sweaty, semen-stained underwear in my hand. As soon as I got to the refrigerator, I took stock of the situation, and realized that John needed some privacy to bust a nut inside Rim. I went into the utility room and hung John's pants up on a hanger, cursing myself for the situations I always managed to get myself into. Then, as John started to fuck Rim, I remained quietly out of sight in the kitchen.
I heard Rim's cries of pleasure, as she ascended rapidly to her first orgasm. She moaned John's name as he took her over the edge, and I moved over behind the plantation shutters, to observe him giving it to her. In the past, when Rim and I had fucked it had always been all about my pleasure, so I had no clue she was such an easy come. She continued to bounce up and down on John's cock, stopping periodically to have another very vocal orgasm. Finally, after she had enjoyed five or six releases, she slumped forward and kissed John enthusiastically.
John returned her embrace, resting his fat hand on her tiny ass as if he owned it. After a few moments of very tender kissing, Rim spoke.
"Are you ready to come inside me, John?" she said seductively. "Do you want Timmy back here to tickle your feet, or suck your nuts?"
"His turn will come," he said ominously, as he started to thrust into her.
I watched transfixed as Fat John pounded into Rim, as she kissed his face and nibbled his earlobes, trying to get him off. A few moments later, I watched as he extended his legs, and curling his toes in ecstasy, unloaded inside her. John's pleasure ignited something inside this hot, young Asian, and she threw her head back and had another vocal orgasm.
After they both came, they rested, kissing and whispering sweet nothings to each other, as they basked in their mutual post-orgasmic bliss. I couldn't believe the chemistry between the young Filipino goddess and the balding Fat bastard. It was unlikely to say the least, but Rim seemed enthralled to serve this man. John shattered the silence, snapping me out of my admiration for his love-making skills.
"Where's my beer, bitch?" he yelled into the kitchen.
I grabbed another of my premium beers from the refrigerator, and scurried out to serve it to him. When I reached the two of them, I stood there momentarily in an awkward silence. Rim had her head resting on his shoulder, and she was raking her fingernails across the back of his neck, as she continued to catch her breath, and compose herself.
John pointed his fat finger at the floor, to the side of my recliner, and I instinctively knelt there. Once I was on my knees, I removed the bottle cap, and handed him the ice-cold beer. He took a large swig and handed it back to me. I quickly assessed the situation, and upon realizing that he was not planning to share his beer with me, I held it for him until he motioned for another sip.
Rim continued to caress John as he enjoyed his beer, and when he drained the bottle, he let it fall to the floor, by the side of the recliner.
"Do you want another beer, baby?" Rim asked.
"Not yet," John said, in the relaxed tone of a man who had just unloaded his nutsack.
He leaned forward, whispering something inaudible to me in Rim's ear. Rim giggled and responded.
"I would love to, baby. That would turn me on too!"
Rim slowly dismounted John, his cock making an audible popping sound, as it emerged from her semen-filled orifice. She got up from the recliner gracefully, kissing him one more time on his sweaty forehead. Then in one seamless motion, she grabbed a handful of my hair and dragged me from my kneeling position by the side of the recliner, over to the carpet in front of my favorite chair. Rim forced me to lay down on my back on the carpet, before removing her panties, which she had pulled to one side to facilitate John's entry. Then, to my consternation, she straddled my head and lowered her pussy onto my mouth.
John's smiling face disappeared from my view as Rim enveloped me with her sex. Rim didn't have to say anything, as we had been in this position several times before. I extended my tongue inside of her pussy, and John's ejaculate started to leak into my mouth. Rim rode my face like a bucking bronco, going through her Kegel exercises in order to expel every last drop of John's load. Fifteen minutes later, after John signaled that he wanted another beer, Rim dismounted my glazed face, and we left the room in unison.
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When we got into the kitchen, Rim handed me a pack of wet-wipes and told me to make myself respectable for round two. I wiped John's load from my face and Rim gave me a nod to signify that I was clean. I grabbed another beer from the refrigerator and returned to Fat John. He was on his phone texting someone, his fat fingers dominating the keyboard. He didn't even acknowledge me as I knelt by the side of his recliner, holding his beer. I felt like a pussy, dressed as I was in a silk babydoll with matching panties, but remained silently kneeling next to him.
Rim returned to the room shortly after, knelt before him and picked up her pedicure kit.
"Where were we, baby, before we got sidetracked?" she asked him sweetly, as she lifted one of his swollen feet onto her upper thigh, and prepared to trim his nails.
John continued to text, ignoring us as we served and pampered him. Rim worked silently on his nails, cutting, filing and attending to his cuticles, as I held his beer for him in between swigs. John didn't take long to finish his third beer, and I didn't need to be asked to get him another one. I took the three empty bottles into the kitchen, removed the bottle cap from his fourth beer, and knelt back beside him until he reached out for another sip.
When Rim was done with his toenails, she put her pedicure kit to the side, and signaled for me to come and kneel in front of Fat John. The two of us looked up at him with adoration, as he began to detail all of his favorite moments in the capable hands of my girlfriend, Suky. He was quite graphic in his descriptions, and I didn't need any clarification, despite him asking me several times if I understood. Once he was done, Fat John enjoyed my rendition of his favorite "Suky moves", critiquing me continuously as we worked to achieve a mirror image of my girlfriend's tender touch.
That fat bastard enjoyed himself immensely that evening, as I worked hard under his tutelage. Rim already knew her part in the highly choreographed sexual encounter, having performed her magic on John, in a co-ordinated effort with Suky, multiple times in the past. His blew his second load all over Rim's face and neck as he tit-fucked her, while I licked and nibbled his flabby ass-cheeks.
Rim had recently enhanced her boobs, taking advantage of Joy's employee improvement program. This long running employee perk, allowed the masseuses zero interest loans towards any cosmetic procedures that would improve the customer experience at the spa. Rim had elected to have "D" cups implanted, and at the same time had opted for collagen enhanced lips and a Brazilian butt-lift. The resulting improvement in her physical appearance, and overall desirability, had the effect of immediately increasing her tips, and she wasn't going to miss the one hundred dollars per month payment to Joy, particularly as it was an interest-free loan.
John was one of the first customers to tit-fuck her new breasts, and the very first punter to ejaculate on her newly pumped-up lips, a tidbit that she shared with him after he blew his load on her. Right before he came, in order to maximize his pleasure, she instructed him to get up on all fours. She held her pert, mammoth breasts aloft for his cock to pound, and I licked his hairy asshole until he unloaded his nuts.
After John came, he remained in the doggy-style position, the implication being that he wanted me to continue rimming him. I ended up eating his asshole for several more minutes as he moaned and whimpered under my expert stimulation. He finally told me to remove my tongue from inside his ass, and after hauling his oversized frame up to his knees, he wiped the tip of his cock across Rim's forehead. I knelt beside him and helped him to his feet, and as he waddled naked down my hallway, he looked back at Rim and I.
"Let's hit the shower," he instructed us.
This was the part of the evening that I was dreading. Best case scenario, I was going to endure the emasculation of licking his semen from the wall of the shower enclosure. Worst case, he was going to urinate all over me. I should have seen it coming as I knelt beside him holding his ice-cold beers for him. That fat fuck had slurped down four of my premium beers, and had yet to take a piss. I knew this wasn't lost on Rim too, as she had pulled her hair back into a ponytail, in an attempt to mitigate his debasement of her.
John entered my marble shower enclosure, admiring the custom fit of the single slabs of marble that adorned all four walls. The look was impressive, the eight foot by four foot slabs eliminating the need for grout, while highlighting the expense incurred by such a custom creation.
"Nice shower," John opined, before issuing the one-word command of "Kneel", to us before I could respond.
I flashed Rim a furtive glance, but the huge smile on her face reminded me that we were playing a part and I needed to get with the program. John's program, that which required us to appear enthralled to serve this man, at all times. A feeling of revulsion crept over me as I smiled broadly, and knelt before him. John's cock was flaccid, coated in Rim's drying vaginal secretions, and disgustingly unappealing.
"Lick me clean, bitch," John ordered me, apparently unwilling to wait thirty seconds for the shower to turn on and do the dirty work for him.
It was with great revulsion that I licked John's cock clean, although as soon as I was focused on giving him a tongue bath, he decided to change things up. John extended his fat hands towards the side of my head, grabbed my ears and started to deep-throat me.
I was gagging as he fucked my face, both from the assault on my tonsils and the fact that he was poorly groomed. His unshaven pubic area was tickling my nose and he was emitting a strong aroma of sweat. He released his vice grip on one of my ears, and removed Rim's scrunchie, without consulting her.
"Don't try and protect your hair, girl," he scolded. "I like making a mess of it."
Rim lowered her head submissively, shook her hair so that it flowed freely down her back, and looked up at John smiling.
"Whatever you want, John," she said cheerfully.
John fucked my face for a few moments, although he never really got erect, even as Rim moved behind him and nibbled his flabby ass. I knew why he wasn't getting hard, even before I felt the warm trickle in my mouth. That asshole needed to piss!
"Sucky hates this part," John said laughing, continuing to use the derisive form of her name. "She made the mistake of telling me this. Rookie move. I make that bitch drink my golden nectar whenever I feel like putting her in her place!"
John continued to piss into my mouth, although it was a dribble at best. Finally, after he had drained his bladder, he turned the shower head on and luxuriated in the hot shower as Rim and I knelt by his feet.
John stood passively under the shower head making no attempt to wash himself. Rim picked up a bar of soap and lathered it up with her dainty hands. Then, as she handed the soap to me, she began to wash his genitals. Unsurprisingly, it didn't take long for Fat John's cock to stiffen, and as soon as he was aroused, he reached for my ear and grabbing it forcefully, repositioned me behind him.
It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what he wanted, and as Rim started to blow him, I reluctantly stuck my tongue between his fat ass-cheeks. It didn't take him long to blow his load, and I heard Rim gagging as she tried to swallow it all. After we washed him thoroughly in the shower and dried him off, that fat fuck sprawled across my sofa in his massive jockey shorts, and promptly fell asleep. He was snoring like a hog, as he struggled with his sleep apnea, so Rim and I moved into the kitchen, so as not to disturb him.
"Hopefully, that fat bastard sleeps all night," I said contemptuously. "How on earth did he make you come so hard, Rim?" I asked the young Filipino. "He is absolutely disgusting."
"I faked it," Rim responded with a smile, to my total disbelief. "Every last orgasm."
"Bullshit," I countered, "I saw your ass cheeks tense and flex when you came. I heard your cries of pleasure, watch you throw your head back in ecstasy, witnessed you slump forward with exhaustion, after you were satiated."
"All fake," she said proudly.
I must have had a look of disbelief on my face because Rim scooted over towards me and straddled my foot. Without making contact with her genitals, she fucked my foot and proceeded to enjoy several fantastic orgasms in quick succession, all apparently faked. My cock stiffened as I watched this beautiful young woman pleasure herself in front of me, my body unable to separate the illusion of her orgasm, from the fact that it was obviously faked.
"I could never orgasm with that fat fuck," she said contemptuously.
"Can all women do that?" I asked with interest.
"No," she assured me. "But that is not the question, is it Timmy? The question is can Suky do that, and the answer is most assuredly. She taught me how to fake a penetrative orgasm."
My mind spun as I tried to remember Suky's orgasms with me. She came easily from oral sex, particularly when she was in control. However, her penetrative orgasms were very infrequent. The more I recalled them, and the circumstances under which they occurred, the more it made sense that she had faked them.
There was a particularly vocal set of orgasms that my girlfriend had enjoyed on the night that Tim gave me my mammoth bonus. Upon learning that I was to be earning five thousand dollars per month extra, Suky came multiple times as we fucked, two of which occurred after I had ejaculated inside her, which at the time had made little sense to me.
As a man, I had an over-inflated sense of my love-making prowess, and wanted to believe that I had rocked Suky's world. To learn that she had faked her pleasure, to bring us closer and heighten the likelihood that I would share my new-found wealth with her, was very disheartening, and quite obviously true.
I had gifted her my new Toyota shortly after my pay increase, and installed a media room in my house to accommodate her love of movies. I felt sick to my stomach as I realized she had played me. As I played back Suky's most memorable orgasms in my head, I came to the horrible realization that the vast majority of them had occurred, courtesy of my boss.
"Do you guys fake it with Tim, too?" I asked timidly.
"No need," Rim responded immediately, the truth evident on her smiling face. "Tim possesses the perfect combination of stamina, confidence, and rhythm to get a woman off," she continued. "Not only that, he is blessed with a very large cock. And he knows how to use it. I doubt Tim has ever experienced a faked orgasm," she added, possibly not realizing what a kick in the nuts this was for me.
My head sank in despair, as I processed the harsh reality of Rim's words. I always thought that Suky had left me for financial reasons, and this was easier to digest. However, to know that my boss was a superior lover, as well as provider, hurt.
I never had time to wallow in my self-pity, as Fat John waddled into the kitchen and went to the fridge. After he opened it up and perused its contents, he emerged with a huge plate of pineapple cheesecake. He made a brief attempt to sit on one of the barstools, next to the kitchen island, but Rim anticipated that this was a disaster waiting to happen, and invited him to return to the living room.
"Get comfortable in your recliner baby," she cooed. "We will bring you some napkins and another beer."
I was done serving this fat bastard. I had to go with him to the Airport in the morning, and was dreading whatever that entailed. I just wanted to hit the sack and get a few hours of rest. My body language must have telegraphed my true feelings because Rim had other ideas and whispered "Montreal," under her breath to get my focus back to John's pleasure.
This did the trick and I grabbed another one of my ice-cold premium beers from the refrigerator and removed the cap. I walked into the living room with some trepidation, and as I came through the door, Rim was holding the huge plate of cheesecake, while John flopped into my favorite recliner in just his jockey shorts. Once he was seated, Rim handed him the plate and knelt to one side of the leather chair. I followed her lead, kneeling opposite her, with the cold beer held aloft for that fat bastard, whenever he felt like a swig.
I became aware that he didn't have any utensils, at the exact same moment that he stuck his fat fingers into the pineapple cheesecake. He scooped up a large handful of the desert and shoved it onto his mouth. My OCD kicked in, and I watched intently to make sure he didn't get any whipped cream or pineapple rings on my recliner. He was a disgusting eater, and a few seconds later dug his fat fingers back into the cake and scooped up another large helping. After he inhaled this second portion, he lay his fat arm on top of the leather armrest, his palms turned upright to minimize the spillage on my floor.
Rim and John made eye contact briefly as she looked up at him adoringly. She gave him a broad smile and scooted forward slightly on her knees. Then, in an overt display of submission, the beautiful young Filipino touched her dainty hand on his upturned wrist, and began to suck the remnants of the cheesecake from his swollen fingers. Her actions were both lewd and extremely submissive at the same time, and John's face lit up as he watched her. Rim licked his fingers clean, sucking suggestively on the middle digit until he removed it from her eager lips, and scooped another portion of the dessert from his plate.
Once he had ingested the majority of his handful, he rested his arm back on the recliner, upturned it to facilitate Rim's access, and watched her suck the remains of his dessert from his fingers. It was one of the most overt displays of submission I had ever seen, either in person or in pornography. He fed her the way I feed my puppy, allowing the young dog the treat of licking his master's hand clean. After the third helping, John's cock had awoken and was tenting in his underwear. This was the last thing we needed, that fat fuck deciding to bust a nut one more time before bed.
This disgusting scenario was looking more and more likely as he fed Rim his leftovers, and she looked up at him adoringly. I made the mistake of looking up at him, catching his eye briefly as he admired his bitches as we knelt before him. That fat fuck removed his hand from Rim's face, dipped the tips of his fingers back into the cheesecake, and then rested his flabby arm across his chest and stomach, so that the tips of his fingers extended just past his erection.
Even though this next morsel of dessert was clearly intended for my consumption, John was evidently too lazy to extend his arm across his fat gut and rest it on my armrest. Instead, positioned as his hand was between his legs, I had to crawl around in front of him, to eat my pro-offered treat. As emasculating as it was to be hand-fed by this obnoxious prick, crawling into position between his flabby thighs, and resting my chin on his nutsack, in order to suck the dessert from his fingers, was worse. Rim let out a little giggle at John's dominance of me, and I couldn't look him in the eye as I licked his fingers clean.
My extended tongue grazed his jockey shorts as he fed me his scraps. His cock jumped around under the stimulation, a wet spot forming in his underwear right in front of my eyes. I guess it was inevitable that the two of us were going to pleasure John one last time before bed, but he took great enjoyment out of prolonging it. He fed me two more times, a combination of cheesecake and whipped cream presented to me, to suck from his fingers. After I had licked the last of my dessert, he rested his hand on his cock with his palm upturned. I cleaned the remnants of the cheesecake from his fingertips, making occasional contact with his genitals.
John had enjoyed enough foreplay, and released his leaking cock from the confines of his briefs. He grabbed the base of it, and slapped his cockhead against my cheek, transferring his pre-cum onto the side of my face. He was obviously enjoying debasing me, and I dreaded having to suck him off again, before bed.
John reached back over to the cheesecake, picked up one of the pineapple rings that adorned the top of it, and carefully slid it over the tip of his cock.
"Are either of you allergic to pineapple?" he asked, as if he gave a fuck.
Rim and I looked at each other, before shaking our heads to acknowledge that we could both eat the fruit, without issue.
"Good. Eat," he said with a chuckle. "Take turns. Small nibbles. First one to break the pineapple ring wins."
I didn't even want to know what first prize was. Tim and his cohorts had suppressed what little fight I had left within me. I just wanted to take my first nibble out of the pineapple ring resting atop John's leaking cock, and see whether Rim or I won the prize. I am not sure if John had played this game before, but the way he had positioned the pineapple ring, I couldn't nibble the outer edge of it without making contact with his leaking cock-head. So, after three tiny bites of the ring, alternating with Rim who was having way too much fun pleasuring this asshole, I had his seminal fluids on the tip of my nose and under my chin.
Rim was at a distinct disadvantage, having recently had her lips enhanced with collagen injections. This cosmetic procedure made her lips look incredible, but the diminished sense of feeling, and their increased size, made her break the pineapple ring on her fourth nibble. John let out a loud cheer as the pineapple ring fell into his crotch, and Rim clapped her hands joyfully as she waited expectantly to see what she had won.
John reached over to the cheesecake, scooped up a large handful of whipped cream, and spread it all over his cock and balls.
"Your prize," he said condescendingly, as Rim lowered her lips submissively into his lap.
I wish I could tell you that the fun and games ended there. However, John had already come three times, and even though Rim and I were totally at his disposal for whatever he desired, it took a while. Rim ate her prize in its entirety, sucking John's cock between nibbles of whipped cream. He put another pineapple ring over his cock-head for us to eat, and we tried nibbling it at the same time, at his request. When the second ring broke, John asked us to help him out of my recliner, and we removed his underwear.
John had a huge smile on his face as he reached behind his fat ass, and inserted the pineapple ring between his flabby buttocks. Then, as he flipped a coin to determine our respective positions, Rim called heads and was rewarded with permission to suck his cock. I didn't need to be told what his expectations were for me. I scooted around behind him, pausing once my lips were right behind his ass-crack.
At this point, it occurred to me that I wished I did have an allergic reaction to pineapple. If so, I would have taken a large bite of the potentially dangerous fruit, in an attempt to induce immediate prophylactic shock, and have myself removed from this disgusting situation into the relative safety of a hospital bed.
John coughed expectantly and I snapped back into reality. In total submission I began to extricate the pineapple ring from between his butt-cheeks, using just my mouth.
I truly hated this fat bastard, and being made to perform such demeaning sex acts was really hard for me. However, once in a while John would mention the word, "Montreal" and I would snap back into focus, doing my upmost to pleasure this man. John knew that my boss had the ultimate leverage over me, and he planned to use it for his own personal gain.



My face was buried between John's flabby buttocks trying to eat the last piece of pineapple that was wedged in there, when he had his fourth orgasm. He let out a moan as he unloaded in Rim's mouth and as his ass-cheeks relaxed, I took the small piece of pineapple into my mouth.
After John came he reached behind himself, grabbed my ear, and yanked me around in front of him. He made us kneel before him for several moments as he critiqued our overall performance. Then he held out his hand expectantly under my mouth. I wasn't sure where this was going, so I spat the pineapple out into the palm of his hand. He gave me an approving look, and then moved his hand under Rim's mouth. Following my lead, she let his semen run from her mouth onto his open palm, coating the pineapple with his ejaculate, as she did so.
John tilted his hand, first to the left and then to the right, ensuring that the fruit was covered in his jizz. Then, with a condescending sneer on his face, he lowered his hand and invited us to eat. I felt like such a pussy as Rim and I extended our tongues, and ate his load. I finished the bonus piece of fruit that had recently emerged from between his sweaty ass-cheeks, suppressing my gag reflex as I swallowed it.
He was one of the most disgusting human beings on the planet and I was tasked with his complete and utter sexual satisfaction. To make matters worse, he got his jollies from debasing me. Tim had given Fat John the green light to abuse me, carte blanche as it were, to treat me as his toy. Now as I knelt before him, the pineapple that had been wedged between his buttocks slowly sliding down my throat, I wanted to throw it up all over him. A few seconds later the opportunity was gone as John headed towards the door, announcing that it was time for bed.
I watched his naked fat ass waddle through the door and Rim spoke.
"I will go and help him get into bed," she said quietly. "Clean up the kitchen and clear his stuff away."
John's stuff included his sweaty cum-stained briefs, discarded at the foot of his recliner. I could see remnants of cheesecake encrusted on the front of them, along with Rim's peach colored lipgloss, so I tossed them into the laundry, on a hot wash. Ten minutes later, I entered John's room praying that he was asleep. That fat fuck was already in bed snoring, having apparently decided that it was not necessary for him to take another shower, despite having pineapple remnants between his ass-cheeks, and whipped cream in his pubic hair.
A few moments later Rim crawled out from under the duvet, by John's feet.
I shot her a confused glance, and she responded, "Don't ask."
The look of disgust on her face said it all, and I decided not to pursue my kind of questioning. Rim and I laid down at the foot of John's bed, on a makeshift mattress of sleeping bags and comforters and tried to get some sleep. This was next to impossible with Fat John in the same room as us.
He was in a very deep sleep, no doubt aided by the fact that we had drained his nuts four times, over the course of the evening. He was also a very heavy snorer, his loud grunts and wheezes dominating the room. His obesity had also contributed to his sleep apnea, which was all the more worrying to me as I had never witnessed the symptoms before. As I watched him periodically gasping and choking for breath, I thought he was going to die in his sleep.
Rim seemed less concerned with his sleep apnea, as she had been exposed to it before. Both as a courtesan in Joy's massage parlor, and as a prostitute in the Philippines, Rim had entertained many fat men, and was no stranger to them gasping for breath once they fell asleep in her bed. In fact, Rim seemed much more perturbed by John's flatulence. Suky had once told me that John used his flatulence to debase her, and I think it really affected Rim badly.
As John slept, it appeared that his body had entered a deep state of relaxation, probably due to his multiple orgasms. The same muscle relaxation that caused him to struggle for breath, also made him fart as his anal sphincter was also relaxed. Of course, several premium beers and a huge helping of cheesecake didn't help matters, but every time John passed wind, Rim winced in disgust.
"Do you want to sleep in the other room?" I whispered. "I can sleep right here in case he wakes up and needs something."
Rim kissed me gently on the cheek and thanked me, as she gathered up a comforter and one pillow, to leave the room. After she left, I tried to sleep but John made such a commotion as he struggled for breath and expelled gas from his anal passage, that it was pretty much impossible. John got up twice before midnight to take a piss, and as I heard him urinate all over the rim of the toilet, I dreaded facing that mess in the morning.
I must have finally fallen asleep, because in the morning I heard John call for me.
"My feet are cold," he informed me.
I wasn't sure whether he wanted me to turn the heater on or fetch him a pair of socks, as it definitely didn't feel cold in my bedroom. I surmise it was his poor circulation that was causing his feet to feel cold, and was about to ask him what he wanted me to do about it, when he spoke.
"Tell Rim to crawl under the bottom of the covers and warm my feet, like she did last night," he ordered.
"Yes John, right away," I replied, as I left the room to fetch John's foot warmer.
Rim had that same look of disgust on her face, as she wore last night, when I told her of John's expectations of her. She dragged her ass into his room, crawled under the comforter at the base of his bed, and curled up into a little ball, so that he could warm his feet on her back.
"Back for a repeat performance of the Dutch Oven," he said with a laugh, as Rim lay silently at his feet.
I had no clue what a Dutch Oven was, although I reached for my iPhone as soon as John started to fart loudly under the covers. A cursory glance at the Urban Dictionary website confirmed my suspicions that it involved flatulence and a blanket. I felt for Rim as she lay quietly in a ball, warming his feet and inhaling his gas. A few moments later, having sufficiently debased her, John quickly extended his legs, and pushed Rim out from under the comforter, where she landed unceremoniously on the floor.
"Make me some coffee, bitch," he barked at her.
I followed her into the kitchen, and she was very upset. I had never seen her like this. John's disgusting treatment of her had rendered her distraught. I tried to comfort her, but it was to no avail. We made a fresh pot of coffee in silence, and Rim tensed up as John entered the room.
To John's credit, he was perceptive enough to realize that he had pushed Rim to her limit. He took the proffered cup of coffee from her and turned his aggression towards me.
"Go and lay in the bathtub, you pussy," he said contemptuously.
I left the room with my head bowed, signaling my continued submission to him. I knew what was coming and I didn't want any part of it. I was still wearing the ridiculous silk babydoll and this only added to my emasculation. I had a vintage claw foot bathtub in my master suite, and while it was very impressive in size and grandeur, the cast iron construction meant that it was very cold when empty. I climbed into the deep tub and within a few moments I was shivering.
I think it was the combination of being scantily clad in female lingerie, and the fear of what was about to befall me. I knew that John was walking around my kitchen with a semi-erection and a full bladder. To make matters worse, he was pounding coffee, a well known diuretic.
After what seemed like an eternity of me lying in the bathtub, wearing only my lingerie, I heard John's heavy footsteps enter the bathroom. I couldn't see him from my prone position in the deep tub, but I heard him drain his coffee cup, and place it on the marble countertop. His footsteps stopped, and I waited nervously in silence.
I saw it just before I felt it, a high arc of dark yellow urine appearing over the side of the deep soaking tub. Seconds later, John grunted, apparently deriving much more satisfaction emptying his bowels, than I was. His obesity reduced the intensity of his flow somewhat, but that just made it last longer. Almost thirty seconds later, John's fat face peeked over the side of the tub, admiring his handiwork.
"Rim, check this out," he said with a chuckle, "I soaked that pussy."
Rim's bewildered face appeared next to Fat John's. She seemed relieved that it wasn't her lying in the tub, and in an act of self-preservation, she immediately took John's side. She grabbed the tip of his dick, and flicked it in my direction, sending a couple of drops of urine onto my upper body.
"You missed a bit, John," she said with a giggle.
John put his arm around Rim, and rested his flabby hand on her bare ass. She looked up at him adoringly, and kissed him on the lips. He patted her on the butt affectionately, and then turned his focus to me.
"My car will be here in thirty minutes," John said, "take a shower and get dressed."
After I got out of the shower, Suky and Rim were making breakfast for Fat John. After sex, food was John's favorite thing, and he paced around the kitchen excitedly, as the girls cooked him eggs, bacon and sausages.
John's car showed up at 7am, and I waited in the back seat, as the driver loaded John's bags. Suky and Rim gave John a two-girl blowjob, under the table as he ate a huge breakfast. We were a few minutes late by the time we finally headed down my driveway, but John assured me we had plenty of time.
"I always like to arrive early at the airport," he said. "I have access to the Executive Lounge and I love their pastries."
I could just imagine that fat fuck going to town on the complimentary breakfast muffins, but I didn't say anything. When we got to the terminal, the driver unloaded John's bags and I mustered a cordial goodbye to John.
"Goodbye?" he asked, with a confused look on his face. "You are coming with me. The driver will wait right here for you."
I had no clue what the hell John needed me for, but I followed him into the terminal. After he checked in his suitcases, we entered the Executive Lounge. John hit the breakfast buffet, while I had a glass of orange juice. After he had eaten, he beckoned me to follow him and we entered one of the large gender-neutral bathrooms. Once inside, I recognized it as the same bathroom that Suky had got fucked in, when she flew to Malaysia. My heart sank as I realized that this was an unlikely coincidence.
"Suky was unfaithful to you in this very bathroom," John said, as if it really bothered him. "Doesn't that bother you? Don't you want to get revenge?"
I wasn't sure what his plan was until he opened his travel case and removed Suky's white tennis skirt, pale blue camisole and the white high-heels.
"Get dressed," John instructed me. "We are going to show your cheating fiancée that two can play that game!"
I didn't have any fight left in me, and as I started to get dressed I realized that Suky had purchased the identical outfit for me, in my size. Once I was dressed, John got behind me and told me to bend over the countertop. He made me wait in that humiliating position for him, as he hung his suit jacket over the door hook, and then arranged my pale blue panties so that they hung in the same manner as Suky's had.
"Look about right?" he said cheerfully.
I didn't respond, as my concern was whether this photo shoot was going to involve simulated sex acts, or actual sodomy. I got my answer a few moments later when John lifted the hem of my tennis skirt and placed it against his stomach, the way Suky's anonymous lover had.
The opulent bathroom had an array of shaving creams, hand sanitizers and aftershaves arranged on the countertop, and being a gender-neutral facility, also had some hand and body lotions. John picked up a bottle of Johnson's baby oil, and without any warning squeezed a generous amount onto my ass, just above my butt-cheeks. I jumped initially, as the cool lotion hit my skin, but relaxed as John started to rub the makeshift lubricant between my buttocks.
Apparently, there was to be nothing staged about our encounter. Once he deemed me sufficiently lubed he eased forward. He still had his underwear on, and I could feel his erect cock trying to break free from their confines. He leaned over me, his hefty weight forcing me into his desired position, stomach on the countertop, with my back arched so that I looked directly into the mirror.
John started to take photos of us, pausing periodically to adjust our position, or tell me to smile. After a few lewd pictures of my submission to him, I felt his hand between us, and his underwear slid down his flabby legs. John continued to take pictures of us, as my face changed from a smile to a look of palpable concern, as his cock-head probed the entrance to my anus.
He had one hand on my lower back, holding me in his desired position as he lined himself up to enter me. The smile disappeared from my face and appeared on his, as he eased forward and began to penetrate me. A rather pained look came over my countenance as he forced his way inside me. The baby oil did a lot to mitigate the friction as he entered me, and his huge protruding stomach prevented him from getting too deep inside of me. When I felt him slowly withdraw from me and start to fuck my ass, I breathed a sigh of relief, as I realized that this was to be the extent of the discomfort.
John put one hand on the back of my neck to steady himself, and then started to fuck me. His obesity and lack of physical conditioning made it difficult for him to hold his phone up, and butt-fuck me at the same time, so he told me to take the pictures of us.
"Smile," he told me on more than one occasion, "act like you are having fun."
I struggled to put a smile on my face, so John reached for the baby oil bottle. After squeezing a copious amount into the palm of his hand, he reached under my tennis skirt and created a tight fist around my hard cock.
At first I tried to fight it, but a smile returned involuntarily to my face, as I began to thrust into John's fat fist. He took a couple more pictures, getting the one that he wanted of me, clearly loving getting pounded over the countertop. Once he was satisfied with his photographic evidence of my subjugation to him, he withdrew his slick hand from my cock, and grabbed the back of my neck. I felt his oily hand hold me in place, and a grimace returned to my face.
He didn't last long inside my virgin ass, letting out a loud cry of pleasure as he ejaculated inside my anal passage. John was trying to replicate Suky's session of some weeks ago, so he withdrew his cock from my anus, turned me around and forced me to my knees. I gagged as he forced his cock between my lips, and told me to suck him clean. He took a couple more photos of me on my knees blowing him, the shame on my face tinged with frustration as I never got to climax. Then, unceremoniously, he handed me my clothes and ejected me from the safety of the restroom, into the concourse area of the First class lounge, still dressed as his bitch, in my tennis skirt and camisole.
Fortunately for me, there was another restroom that was unoccupied, and I darted inside it, to make myself respectable. I received the texts from John before I was even dressed in my own clothes. Three photos of him dominating me, and a text from him to Suky telling her that "two can play this game."
John wasn't blessed with a huge cock or much staying power, so fortunately for me, my ass wasn't too sore after he tossed me out of the restroom. My self-esteem had taken a beating, the shame of having lost my anal virginity in a public restroom, washing over me. I left the airport and found my driver waiting for me. I thanked him for not leaving me, but he tapped the meter and was all business.
"You owe me sixty-two dollars," he said sternly. "How do you intend to pay for that?"
"Can I settle up with you when we get back to my place?" I asked the young guy pleasantly.
"You still haven't taken care of last night's tip," he reminded me in a very aggressive manner. "You can't just keep putting stuff on your account. Rim said you would take care of me."
"Take care of you?" I stammered.
"Yes, you pussy," he said with palpable hostility. "You need to take care of me."
As he said this he smiled lewdly, and simultaneously moved his closed fist towards his mouth and poked his tongue inside his cheek, making the universal sign for a blowjob.
There was a time in my life that I prided myself on fighting for my rights, but ever since I had the misfortune to meet Suky, that fight had long gone, drained from me one humiliating encounter at a time. Experience had taught me that it was easier to submit to a dominant person, than to fight back, get pummeled, and then to submit anyway. I had given a few blowjobs in my life, without any long-term damage, and so, in the spur of the moment, I submitted to him.
I reached across the center divider of the car, and gave the driver's cock a squeeze through his chinos.
"Fuck yeah, you pussy," he said derisively, as I stroked his hardening cock.
The driver reclined his seat all the way back, extended his legs, and parted his knees. He was several years younger than me, and responded favorably to my touch.
"Unzip me," he ordered, "I don't have all fucking day."
I wanted to tell him to fuck off, but I justified my actions knowing that I still needed a ride home, and on top of that, I owed him sixty two dollars, which seemed close to the going rate for a blowjob. For this reason, I unzipped his pants, and was surprised to see he wasn't wearing any underwear.
"You never know when you are going to get lucky," he said with a smirk.
Despite his youth, the driver had quite the stamina and it took me forever to coax a load out of his nuts. In fact we got to my house and parked in my driveway, before he finally came in my mouth. He was quite vocal when he blew his wad in my mouth and when I finally lifted my head from his crotch, Suky and Rim were watching out of my living room window. They both gave me an enthusiastic thumbs-up, and Suky came out to the car.
"Did you pay Brian what you owe him?" she asked me, as I learned the driver's name.
"He just settled last night's tip," Brian said dismissively, "but the balance owed is eighty five dollars."
"Go inside, Tim," she said derisively, "let the adults talk."
As I slinked off, I noticed Suky flirting shamelessly with Brian. She had a crisp one hundred dollar bill in one hand, and was playfully patting her tight little butt with the other.
"Do you want ass or cash today, Brian?" she teased.
"Hey beautiful," Brian responded, seemingly used to her advances. "Your boyfriend just emptied my nutsack, so I will take a raincheck on your pussy."
"Whatever you want handsome," Suky replied flirtatiously, handing him the crisp bank-note. "Keep the change, baby."
"I will see you next week," Brian remarked. "I am driving you guys to the airport for your vacation."
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As Brian pulled out of my driveway, I gave Suky a quizzical look.
"Our vacation," she repeated slowly, as if she was communicating with a simple person. "The reward for Steph and I, for Tim's big promotion."
My heart sank as I realized that this dreaded day was fast approaching. My boss, Tim, was taking my girlfriend, Suky, my dream girl, Steph, and his teenage Thai fuck-toy, Ana, on a three week vacation. In their absence, I was expected to tend to Fat John's every need, lovingly pampering him during his Saturday morning massage parlor session. As much as I was going to miss Suky, I was dreading having to accommodate Fat John's increasingly perverse sexual appetites.
I hadn't met Ana, but I knew she had to be absolutely stunning, for Tim to halt his endless quest for young pussy, and declare her to be his girlfriend. As the new Global Head of our company, he had chosen to remain based in Bangkok, which should have been a clear indicator of how much fun was to be had there, as a single guy.
The night before their departure on vacation, Steph and Suky were beside themselves with excitement. They had emptied their entire closets, trying to decide which outfits to take on their three week vacation. Once their suitcases were full of clothes, they enlisted my services to help close the overly stuffed luggage. They each had two huge polycarbonate designer suitcases, bright pink in color, with their names stenciled on the side. I was dismissed right after I managed to get the bags closed and secured, although I heard them hooting and hollering for several hours, after they sent me to my room.
In the morning there was no sign of the girls. Their suitcases were exactly where I had left them the night before, piled up by my front door. I knew Tim would be arriving shortly, and in his continuous attempt to emasculate me, would expect me to load their bags into the cab. For this reason, I waited anxiously by my front door, intending to split right after my service was complete, so that I didn't have to witness them leaving.
Tim, because he loves to rub my nose in it, pulled into my driveway in the rear seat of a Town Car. Well, I say Town Car, but it was actually a Cadillac Stretch Limousine, beautifully detailed and imposing, as it parked right in front of my garage, thus preventing me from leaving.
Tim remained in the car, and the driver opened the trunk remotely, which was my signal to load the girls' luggage. As I carried the first case to the trunk, I noticed two identical pieces of luggage had already been loaded, the name Ana stenciled neatly on the side to prevent confusion. Once the four pink suitcases were stowed in the cavernous trunk, Suky and Steph came out of my front door, heading towards the limo.
They were dressed identically and looked really sexy. They were both wearing hot pink silk mini-skirts, with matching crop-tops, that exposed their tight stomachs. They had on matching high-heeled stilettos, pink fishnet stockings and large oversized pink sunglasses. These glasses concealed their makeup, but I did notice both of them had beautifully glossed pink lips. They each had a large pink bow in their hair which was a very feminine touch. Lastly, both girls carried matching pink Gucci handbags.
They looked very sexy and extremely expensive. It felt like my boss had orchestrated this display of wealth, and ownership of the girls, by blocking my exit with his limo as his playthings got in with him. They had to walk right past me to get into the car, and I could smell their perfume was identical, as they got close to me.
As they approached the limo, I spoke.
"Have a safe trip guys," I said, trying to conceal my jealousy.
Neither of them responded, in fact there was not even any acknowledgement of my existence from either girl. They didn't break their stride, or look my way, but just got into the huge Cadillac with my boss. For whatever reason, Tim had left the rear privacy screen down, so that I could see right into the limo. They both seemed very happy to see Tim, hugging and kissing him on the lips, as I watched through the rear window.
Another young girl appeared in the rear window, her head apparently having been in my boss' lap as he pulled into my driveway. I couldn't see much of her as she was hidden by Suky and Steph's enthusiastic greetings, but I could tell that she was Asian and very petite. I assumed it was Ana, but I was more interested in my girlfriend's behavior.
I had a pang of jealously, as I could clearly see the four of them in the rear seat. Tim was sitting in the middle of Suky and Steph, and they were nibbling his earlobes as the car started to pull away from my garage. Then, in unison, they pulled their lips away from his ears, and both of their heads disappeared into his lap. It was a real kick in the nuts for me, and was clearly done to mess with my head.
My boss reclined his head back onto the rear headrest, and was kissing Ana, as Suky and Steph apparently serviced him. The limo was crawling down the driveway, and finally the rear privacy screen closed, thus eliminating any view I had of the three young women pleasuring my boss.
I never heard from Suky in the three weeks that she was on vacation with my boss, even though I texted her numerous times. My only connection with her was through my boss' Facebook page. Inexplicably, right after they left for their vacation, Tim friend requested me, and after I accepted I was hooked on his page. Even though it stoked my jealousy, and made me vow to stop looking at his feed, I was addicted. There were multiple posts a day, highlighting their extended vacation, and it was apparent that the four of them were inseparable, and having so much fun.
His posts were quite sexual in nature, designed to elicit envy from his male friends (and pure jealousy from me). In fact, I was hooked after his first post, the four of them lounging seductively on the biggest bed I have ever seen in my entire life. Apparently, upon arriving at the Royal Palm Beachcomber Resort in Mauritius, the Manager upgraded the unorthodox group to the Honeymoon Suite, which as I checked on their website, boasted of the double-sized King Bed.
The first photo that Tim posted, presumably taken by one of the bell-hops upon delivering their luggage to the Suite, showed Tim lying in the middle of the massive bed, in just a pair of white linen pants. I figured that they had just checked in, as the bedside clock indicated that it was eleven in the morning.
The three young women were draped all over him, their intent to pleasure this man written all over their youthful faces. Tim made no attempt to conceal his erection, and, to my surprise, it was the angelic Steph who had her perfectly manicured hand on his abdomen, right above the tip of his cock as it struggled against the waistband of his linen pants.
Steph had gone to great pains to inform me that she had very limited sexual experience with men, and now, in stark contrast to her claims, she was making herself available to this man. This couldn't possibly end well for her. Tim is a true Alpha Male, in every sense of the word, and if he sensed any weakness on Steph's part, he would make her pay.
I set up an alert on my phone, that notified me whenever Tim posted something new, and less than thirty minutes later, my phone dinged. The bedside clock had only advanced by twenty-five minutes, and yet things had apparently moved very quickly. This photo showed a much more relaxed Tim Andrews, stood next to the bed, with Steph kneeling by his side.
She was looking up at him with adoration in her baby-blue eyes, and his hand was resting on the top of her head, as if he owned her. His erection was apparently gone, although he was using his spare hand to hide his crotch, in accordance with the strict rules that Facebook has, to prevent overly sexualized, or graphic photos. Steph had applied some clear lipgloss to her lips, and looked absolutely stunning.
The comments started to appear almost immediately, referencing Tim's relaxed demeanor and Steph's newly applied clear-coat. The inference was that she had sucked him off, although with Facebook's moderators eager to suppress any indication of sexual impropriety, the comments remained veiled.
A few moments later, my phone dinged, inviting me to join a Viber group. I accepted immediately, expecting it to be from Tim, in an attempt to circumvent the puritanical censorship of Facebook. The invitation was from Tim, and shortly after my acceptance, I received some additional photographs of their morning check-in, that left no doubt that Steph had indeed sucked my boss off.
Even though I should have realized that the invitation to go on vacation with my boss, was predicated on sexual favors, it still made my heart sink to see that goddess on her knees, with his cock between her lips. Especially as it confirmed my suspicion that Steph's newly applied clear-coat, was actually my boss' semen.
I browsed through the newly sent photos, my cock stiffening as I took in Tim's total control of the young blonde. He had removed his hand from his crotch in the next photo I viewed, taken just prior to her sucking him off. His cock was clearly visible tenting in his linen pants, a large wet spot having formed at the tip. There were traces of Steph's light pink lipgloss around the Velcro opening of his pants, presumably from where she had tried to remove his cock from the confines of the linen, using just her lips.
Tim had a very smug smile on his face, and had titled the photo, "Steph's first real blow-job, to completion!"
I knew this was a reference to the fact that while Steph had sucked my cock in the shower, she hadn't allowed me to ejaculate. That asshole always had to one-up me, and I ended up receiving photographic evidence of many of Steph's "firsts." Predictably, Tim sent me a picture of Steph right after he gave her a facial. She still looked angelic to me, even with his semen splattered across her snooty little upturned nose. Then, as my boss took Steph's anal cherry, Suky guided his cock inside the young girl's virgin anal passage, one hand on his cock-head, the other giving an enthusiastic thumbs-up to his latest conquest.
It all seemed very personal to me, my boss enjoying the sexual delights of my girlfriend and my dream girl. The barrage of photos was endless, and it appeared that all they did was find inventive and exciting ways to get him off. I jerked off every day to the photos, typically after having sprayed a healthy spritz of Suky's perfume in the air. Part of me wanted them to stay on vacation, however sordid the details they shared with me, just so that I could enjoy being off sexual restriction.
There were changes afoot when they moved the party to Thailand. Tim was obviously enjoying all three of Steph's orifices, but when they got to Ana's homeland, he needed to get rid of the young blonde. He was there to spend time with Ana's family in the very poor Isaan province, and the American teenager stuck out like a sore thumb.
Steph had served her purpose and he decided to send her home. He didn't give her too much input on the decision, merely telling her to pack her shit, as the taxi would be there in an hour to drive her to Bangkok International Airport. Steph held it together until she got on the plane, but when I picked her up at LAX, she was distraught.
"It's all my fault," she cried repeatedly, as I drove her back to her place. "How did I expect to be able to compete with Ana and Suky? They are both experienced courtesans, have had numerous lovers, and have been in multiple relationships. I am an inexperienced teenager, with no clue how to satisfy a man. What was I thinking?"
I wanted to tell her that when you look like she did, you can pretty much just lie there and men will come hard just from admiring your beauty. However, I sensed an opportunity and so I took another tact.
"Why don't you work in the massage parlor for a few weeks?" I suggested. "That way when Tim gets back from his vacation, you will have a lot more experience with men, and will be better equipped to rock his world."
I had hoped that Steph would respond in a certain manner, and I wasn't disappointed when she spoke up.
"Could you teach me, how to pleasure a man?" she asked innocently. "Tim will be home in a week, and I would love to be able to keep him happy, once he gets back to LA."
"I don't know, Steph," I said, trying to contain my euphoria at the prospect of a week with the teenage blonde as my sex-toy. "That's not as easy as it sounds."
"Please," she implored me, holding her hands together in the universal sign for begging.
I ended up agreeing to her request, taking a week off from work, which was met with zero resistance, as I had just been passed up on an important promotion, and needed time to "reassess my priorities."
That week, in which I molded Steph into my ideal plaything, enjoyed every one of her orifices bareback, and generally made a total pig of myself, was one of the highlights of my sexual life. Steph obeyed my every command, and cheerfully submitted to my every whim. The best part was, at the end of every day when we climbed into bed and my nut-sack was completely drained, Steph thanked me for the ongoing education.
"Is there anything I can do for you personally?" she asked me, on more than one occasion, as if the entire day spent on various sexual activities, hadn't benefited me, in any way.
"No, I am fine, Steph," I said, managing to keep a straight face. "I am happy to help you become a better lover."
Everything I had ever dreamed about doing to Steph, or in fact any woman on the planet, I got to experience in that fantastic week. On more than one occasion, I would enjoy an incredible ball-draining scenario, only to have the angelic teenager look at me, with her innocent face and ask.
"Can we try that one more time, to make sure I have it perfect?"
I fucked her in every position, anally and vaginally, availing ourselves of Suky's vast collection of lingerie, costumes and fetish wear. After Steph wore all of Suky's clothes, we raided the sex-shop, Amanda having given her blessing to my mission of molding Steph into a compliant fuck-toy. I think Amanda viewed an imminent increase in Steph's pricing structure, once the young blonde progressed beyond merely being a submissive in Amanda's sex show.
By the end of the week, I was running out of ideas, and unbelievably, out of desire, having fucked the compliant teenager completely out of my psyche. I was done with Steph, and I had the photos to prove it, having persuaded Steph to allow me to film most of our encounters, for educational purposes.
Steph had taken everything that I threw at her, no matter how perverse, with zero pushback. In fact, the only thing she complained about was the amount of times she was required to freshen up her makeup.
"You need to look your very best every time you approach a man," I explained to her. "This means that your hair and makeup needs to be impeccable."
In truth, I wanted her to look perfect for my ever-growing collection of home movies featuring her, but I never shared this with her. When Suky finally returned home, and I was tasked with unpacking her suitcases, I didn't even get erect at the sight of her lingerie, such was the extent to which Steph had emptied my nuts.
I thought I had got away with it too, especially after the first night, when Suky hit the sack early. In the morning, I found out that I was sorely mistaken. Suky, after noticing some irregularities in her closet, had a good look through my room, and after removing the air-conditioning vent covers, located my home-made movies of Steph.
Suky knew I feared her immensely, and as I knelt before her naked, she circled me holding her riding crop. She had whipped me with this particular instrument of torture in the past, and while the actual punishment was excruciatingly painful, the recovery period took weeks. I didn't want any part of the protracted healing process, and as she traced the tip of the crop across my trembling ass-cheeks, before moving it in a very threatening manner to the soles of my feet, I folded like a pack of cards.
"It was Amanda's idea," I said, knowing that Suky wouldn't confront her, at least head-on.
Suky moved around in front of me, placed the tip of the riding crop under my chin, and raised my eyes to meet hers.
"Amanda's?" she repeated, as I nodded my head in affirmation.
I wasn't sure if I had done the right thing initially, pitting two Alphas against each other. This could go horribly wrong for me, if the two of them got into a fight, particularly if Amanda prevailed.
I had seriously underestimated Suky, and the next day, when I got home from work, Amanda was kneeling naked in my office. She had her hands bound behind her back with a short piece of red rope, a glass butt-plug wedged deep inside her ass-hole, and she had been whipped, severely, judging by the marks on her back, ass, and shoulders.
Whatever fight had occurred between the two of them, Suky had won, and Amanda had been reduced to a compliant and fearful submissive. Suky was wearing a black corset, black panties and some black Louboutin high-heels. She still carried the riding crop, although in Amanda's beaten down state, this was superfluous. Fear alone would be sufficient to keep her obedient.
As Amanda knelt before her, Suky circled the frightened girl. It seemed incongruous, so out of character for Amanda to be so subdued, but Suky had broken her, and what remained was nothing for me to fear. Suky removed her black panties, and wadded them up in a ball.
"Open wide," she ordered, as Amanda willingly complied.
Suky forced her presumably wet panties into Amanda's mouth, effectively gagging the young girl. Then she tapped her riding crop on the top of my desk, and Amanda rose to her feet, and bent over the top of it. I didn't think Suky was going to thrash her any more. There really didn't seem to be much point in doing so, as Amanda was already broken, and there weren't many areas of her body that weren't already bruised and bloodied.
After Amanda bent over my desk, Suky retrieved a large strap-on phallus from the drawer of my desk, which I recognized immediately. It was the same instrument that Amanda had butt-fucked me with, the realistic fake ejaculating dildo with the huge nuts that hung beneath it, and acted as the reservoir for the imitation semen. There was an ominous click, as Suky secured the phallus into her harness, and then she untied Amanda's hands.
"Put your palms flat on the desk," Suky growled.
Amanda complied immediately, the fight having been thrashed from her body. Suky lined up the phallus with the entrance to Amanda's pussy, and in one fluid motion, impaled her with it. You see the term "revenge fuck" bandied about on the internet, but until you had witnessed Suky giving it to Amanda, you could never imagine quite what this could entail.
This was a protracted, brutal, non-merciful seeing-to, Suky seemingly intent on literally fucking the brains out of Amanda. Suky had a relentless pace going, the large latex phallus getting balls-deep on every inward stroke. Suky held the riding crop in one hand, occasionally bringing it to bear on Amanda's ass-cheeks, and a fistful of Amanda's long silky hair in the other, as she rode her submissive partner like a mule.
At first, Amanda took it like a champ, suffering in silence with her palms flat on my desk. However, as the indignity of her situation sank in, and maybe drawing some parallel between this and the abuse she suffered at the hands of her father and her mother's boyfriend, she began to weep uncontrollably. It was heartbreaking to watch, and I didn't have the stomach for it. However, I knew that if I didn't declare my allegiance without question, it would soon be my turn over the desk, and I didn't want that over-sized phallus in my anus.



Once Suky was satisfied that retribution was complete, she slowed her pace slightly, and started to make love to Amanda. She stopped her periodic thrashing of the frightened girl, instead using the tip of the crop to caress Amanda's ass, breasts and stomach. To my surprise, I heard Amanda let out a quiet moan, and Suky picked up on it too.
"You may touch yourself, Amanda," Suky said quietly.
I am not sure that I could get and sustain an erection under such a protracted assault, but Amanda seemed aroused by Suky's manhandling of her, and soon was on her path to orgasm. Suky allowed Amanda to enjoy three very vocal orgasms, before she indicated that it was her turn to come. I watched expectantly as Suky reached under her phallus and grabbed the huge fake nuts that hung beneath it. She gave them a healthy squeeze right as she withdrew from Amanda's battered pussy, sending a thick rope of ejaculate into the back of Amanda's hair.
Suky shot four or five ropes of the synthetic jism onto Amanda's back and ass, hooting and hollering as she defiled the young girl. Once she was finished coming, Suky unlatched the latex dildo from her harness, and tossed it onto the desk. She gave me a knowing smile and to my surprise offered me a crack at Amanda.
"You are up, Timmy," she said cheerfully. "You may fuck Amanda before I dismiss her."
Amanda remained bent over the desk, the entire time, until Suky left the room, and fearing that Suky might change her mind, I unzipped my pants and scooted behind Amanda's ass. I am not proud to admit I didn't last long, although in my defense, I like to think that I came quickly in case Suky had a change of heart. I thrusted deep inside her tight pussy a few times, coming inside her a few moments later. After I withdrew, Amanda spat Suky's panties out of her mouth, but it was a weak moment of defiance, at most. When I threatened to tell Suky about her perceived disrespect, Amanda became contrite and humble, even offering me a second crack at her pussy, in exchange for my silence.
"I can't keep something like that hidden from Suky," I said, enjoying watching Amanda squirm with fear.
"Please," Amanda implored, "I am begging you. How about if I let you fuck my ass?"
"Bare-back?" I asked, suppressing my euphoria.
"Whatever you want," she replied. "It's yours."
That was an offer I couldn't refuse, and I nodded magnanimously, as I let the frightened young girl off of the hook. Amanda had terrorized me from the moment I met her, and as I lined the tip of my cock up with her anus, this seemed like sufficient payback for all of the bullshit she had put me through. I was going to fuck the crap out of her, batter her ass, maybe even permanently injure her, such was my desire for revenge.
As it turned out, as a forty-something man getting balls-deep inside a teenager's asshole, I didn't last long, and a few moments after I started to thrust into Amanda's tight little rosebud, I ejaculated deep inside her anal passage, with a loud roar.
That was the last time I ever saw Amanda or Steph. I occasionally think about Steph, but Suky let me keep the movies I made of us, and after viewing them several times, there was nothing left for me to take from her, so it was without regret that I let her slip from my life.
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Emboldened by his successful vacation with Ana, Suky, and Steph, Tim decided he wanted another honeymoon vacation with both of our girlfriends. Steph wasn't invited this time, having fallen out of our little group. However, Suky was game, and this time Tim wanted me to tag along and witness how much fun one guy could have with two women. Needless to say, I wasn't enthralled about the whole vacation scenario, but it got worse. This sordid love affair was going to be filmed and televised to an audience of millions.
Tim broke the news to me on FaceTime, shortly before they were set to leave. He was beside himself with joy as he told me that he had secured the four of us a trip on the Below Deck Mediterranean boat, a well known reality show.
"I am coming too?" I asked, seeking clarification.
"It is a mandatory work retreat," he informed me, in a very business-like tone. "There will be ten of us attending. You and Suky are invited as a couple."
Once I leaned that it was a work-related trip, I was very relieved. I was also excited to be on the latest season of Below Deck Mediterranean. I had watched every episode of the television show since its inception. I really enjoyed the dynamic between the guests, as they enjoyed the opulence of the ship, and the crew, as they struggled to provide exemplary levels of service and luxury. The contrast between the beautiful state rooms provided to the VIPs, and the below-deck, cramped, sleeping births that the crew occupied in the few hours per day that they were not toiling, was amazing to me. Two groups of people occupying the same multi-million dollar boat, but having two polar opposite experiences.
Tim, as global head of our company had decided to embark on a team-building exercise, and there were ten of us going from the company. There were three married couples, from the upper echelons of the company management, my boss Tim, his girlfriend Ana, and then Suky and I.
I read the brochure several times, mainly to establish that there were enough state rooms to accommodate five couples. To my relief, there were six double rooms on board, so I didn't have to worry about Tim enjoying the delights of Ana and Suky, and banishing me to the bathroom, when it was time to sleep.
About three weeks before our departure date, the producers called me to go over the travel arrangements. To my surprise, they had a Town Car scheduled to pick me up the following morning. When I suggested that the car was three weeks early, they dropped a bombshell. Apparently, this season they were experimenting with a new format, one in which one guest would spend three weeks below deck, prior to embarking on the luxury experience above deck. I had been selected as the guinea-pig for the experience, and was flying out to the boat tomorrow.
They told me to pack a very small bag, as the crew accommodations were extremely cramped, and I would be spending most of the time in my uniform. I was in such a rush to get packed and ready, that I never really had time to go over my new itinerary with Suky or Tim, my boss. The car picked me up the following day, and fourteen hours later I was in Greece, boarding the Below Deck Mediterranean boat.
Any illusion of luxury was shattered after my first sixteen hour shift. As the least experienced of all the crew members, I was assigned the lowest position on the boat, that of Junior Deckhand. They may just as well have called me 'gofer' as I did all of the crappy jobs that no one else wanted any part of. I cleaned toilets, emptied the trash, did all of the laundry, even cleaned up when anybody threw up.
After twenty-one days of suffering from the effects of physical exertion, muscle fatigue, sleep deprivation, and severe claustrophobia, from sleeping in a tiny room with two other crew members, I was summoned to the main deck, all spruced up in my 'dress whites', to welcome the rest of my party to the opulent luxury of the boat's upper deck.
Even though it was just a show for the cameras, it was emasculating to carry my boss' oversized suitcases up the gangway and into his state room, as he was greeted by the Captain and the senior crew members. Tim, entered the boat with Ana and Suky on his arm, as if they were both his fuck-toys.
I had seen Ana once before, in the back of the stretch limousine, although from my vantage point that day I was only able to ascertain that she was a petite Asian. I had also seen quite a few pictures of her, that Tim had posted on his social media accounts. However, in these days of selective lighting and filters, even the most average of young girls, can be made to look like an Instagram model.
That said, in real life, Ana was absolutely stunning. I had spent the last twenty-one days working and sleeping, and had not even had time to jerk off once. For this reason, I had to look away as she approached me. She was just too beautiful for words, and I felt my cock stiffen in my dress whites, as I imagined having sex with her.
She was having the same effect on the television production crew, judging by the lewd comments they were whispering among themselves. I could hear the cameramen and sound guys trying to figure out the relationship between Tim, Suky and Ana. There were even a couple of bets placed.
"Wouldn't be the first time some rich guy boarded with two smoking hot bitches," I heard one of the sound guys exclaim.
Their relationship got even more murky, when I was instructed to take the luggage belonging to all three of them, into the master suite. As I placed the last of the cases at the foot of the massive King Size poster bed, Tim spoke up.
"Thank you, young man," he addressed me, even though we were the same age. "We are going up to have a cocktail and watch the sunset. We would appreciate it if you could unpack our suitcases and put everything away. My white linen pants will need a press, too, before dinner."
There were cameras everywhere, and a microphone right above my head. I didn't want to mess up the production, so I stayed in character.
"My pleasure, sir," I responded, using the response I had been taught in my brief training session.
A broad smile crossed Suky's face as she watched my subservience to my boss. Then, as a kick in the nuts, Tim handed me a five dollar bill, as a tip. I had watched enough episodes of the show to know that the tip occurs at the end of the week long voyage. They even have a tip meeting among the crew to determine the amount of the tip, and each person's share. This five dollar gratuity was done to diminish me in the eyes of my girlfriend, and probably made for great tv viewing, once the show finally aired.
"Thank you, sir," I responded, knowing full well that any other response would be met with a resounding, "Cut!" from the filming Director.
Tim didn't acknowledge me further, but placed his hands on Suky and Ana's butts, and escorted them both from the room. The camera men and sound guys left the room behind the happy threesome. Apparently, watching me unpack my boss' suitcase and hang my girlfriend's lingerie in his closet next to his suits, would not make good tv viewing. As it turned out, Tim had packed fairly lightly and I had his clothes put away in just a few minutes. I hung his white linen pants on the doorknob to remind myself that they needed ironing.
Ana's suitcase was next and I had to handle this with extreme caution. I had the hots for that young Thai girl, and my lack of discipline could land me in hot water. As soon as I opened her suitcase, I felt my resolve weaken. I had been on this boat for three weeks, and the long working hours and total lack of privacy, had prevented me from jerking off. I was horny as hell when I opened up her suitcase and was presented with the visual of all of her sexy clothes.
My cock involuntarily stiffened in my tight white dress pants as I began to remove her clothing and hang it up. Short skirts, tight dresses, silky camisoles, high-heels, bikinis and way more many pairs of panties than one girl would need for seven days on a boat.
I was leaking in my underwear by the time I got all of her clothes put away. She didn't seem to own any pants, shorts or low-heeled shoes, or at least elected not to pack them, instead allocating the majority of the space in her suitcase to lingerie and bathing suits. In a weak moment, I took advantage of the absence of any camera crew, and stole a pair of her panties. Bright yellow in color, with strings that tied at the side, they were constructed of the tiniest piece of material, and fit easily into the pocket of my dress whites.
I unpacked my girlfriend's suitcase last, and shuddered at the discovery of my cock-cage, my pocket pussy and her black strap-on, that was actually a prostate stimulator. Why on earth had Suky felt the necessity to pack that shit?
Once I had put all of their stuff away, and stowed their suitcases, I took Tim's pants to the laundry area, and then went to find a senior member of the crew. It was the Bosun that I found first. He was very unsympathetic to my concern that I should be joining my party in the opulent surroundings of the accommodations, above deck. Apparently, he had two crew members that were injured in a tender accident, and was already short staffed. Seeing that my pleas were falling on deaf ears, I went and found the Chief Stewardess, who ran the interior of the ship.
She was equally unconcerned with my plight, as she was also two crew members short, having had two of her stewardesses leave the ship with the flu, as required by company policy. She was more interested in solving her problem than in remedying mine, and marched me straight up to the Captain. The Captain explained that the ship couldn't leave port without a minimum number of crew, and if I rejoined my party, which was my right, we would have to spend the week tied up to the dock.
I was tired from the sleep deprivation, weary from working sixteen hour days and in no mood for a fight. I knew my boss, Tim, would order me below deck if the alternative was for us to sit next to the dock all week, so I acquiesced, and agreed to remain as a crew member, for the time being.
"Is he working for the Bosun, or as a Stewardess?" the Captain asked the Chief Stew.
"He will be a Stewardess," she replied, "unless my replacement Stew arrives before the new Bosun's mate."
"Get him in the right uniform then, Maria," the Captain growled, as he dismissed us with the wave of his hand.
The Chief Stewardess muscled me out of the Captain's wheelhouse, and led me down to the laundry area, which also housed the spare uniforms.
"What size are you?" Maria asked.
"I normally wear a medium," I responded, worried about where this was headed.
"Women's size?" she responded, clearly irritated that she had to dress me.
I shook my head in confusion, and repeated, "Women's size?" under my breath.
"You look like you are an eight, but the male guests like us to wear form-fitting clothes, so let's get you into a six," she said cheerfully.
My heart sank at this revelation. The male guests were my co-workers and my boss, they didn't care what I was wearing.
"Can't I wear chinos and a polo shirt, Maria?" I enquired.
"Honey," Maria said dismissively, "all the girls need to dress the same. I need to know which members of the crew are mine, the guests need to know which crew members to approach depending on their needs, and the Captain, that horny old bastard, likes us Stews to show some skin. So get your ass squeezed into your size-six skirt, and let's get to work."
I was so embarrassed as Maria handed me the basics of my uniform. It consisted of a black stretch cotton polo-shirt, with the name "Samantha" embroidered above my left breast.
"Samantha had to leave the boat with the flu," Maria said helpfully, "you can go by Sam."
I reluctantly put the shirt on, it was very tight on me but was comfortable, constructed as it was of breathable stretch cotton. It was also very heavily scented with Samantha's perfume. It was a beautiful fragrance, but the young girl had apparently spilt the bottle on herself, when she was preparing herself for her work shift. Once I had arranged the tight-fighting, overly-scented shirt, just so, Maria handed me a beige stretch cotton skirt, with a matching belt, a pair of light beige, thong panties, and some skin-tone thigh-highs.
"You are kidding me right?" I asked. "I can't wear these," I exclaimed.
"Samantha," the Chief Stew began, instinctively looking at my name tag as she was used to a revolving door with crew members.
"Sam," she corrected herself, "the Captain and your boss had a meeting earlier today to discuss the options with regard to your week-long boat trip. They both agreed that it would be better for all, if you take one for the team and work as a Junior Stewardess this week. That way we can at least have the minimum number of crew on board to be able to leave the dock."
"Yes, but a skirt and stockings," I cried, "is that really necessary?"
"Absolutely," Maria responded, shutting down my protestations. "The crew need to present a unified front by being dressed identically. The Captain and the guests need to be able to distinguish the outside crew members from the inside crew members, from a distance. Besides, I offered Tim, your boss, the option of beige shorts for you and he responded unequivocally that he wanted you to 'blend in and be like the rest of the girls'. Now get dressed, we are serving cocktails by the jacuzzi in ten minutes."
With that last directive, Maria was gone. I took one last nauseating look at that skirt, and reluctantly squeezed into it. Luckily, it was made of stretch material, as it was definitely too small for me. It was very short too, as I am probably taller than the average woman. I tried the thong panties on, but they were very uncomfortable to wear, let alone work in. Not only did the thong ride right up between my ass-cheeks, because they were several sizes too small for me, but it did little to cover my stiffening cock. In fact, all the thong underwear did do, was to apply pressure to my cock-head as it sought to escape the confines of the tiny silky undies. This served to squeeze pre-cum from the tip of my cock, which would not be a good look in the light beige stretch skirt.
I discarded the thong panties, and picked up the skin-tone thigh-highs. They felt very soft as I slid them up my slender legs, but when I pulled them up as far as they would go, it became obvious that they were several inches too short. Apparently, I was a few inches taller than Samantha was. Undeterred, I had a quick look through the laundry room drawer, that Maria had pulled the thong and thigh-highs from. There were several pairs of underwear in there, most of which were even smaller than the pair Maria had selected for me to wear.
After a couple of moments rooting through the underwear drawer, I emerged with a garter-belt. It was hot pink, made of silk, and adorned with feminine bows across the front and on each garter strap. It was clearly not regulation work-issue, but it would solve my current problem, so I hastened to put it on. I made sure it was perfectly straight, clipped the four garter straps to my thigh-highs, and tucked my erect cock under the waistband of the garter-belt, to hide it.
I was thankful that the interior crew were required to go barefoot, as I really didn't want the added humiliation of high heels. I tucked my shirt into the waistband of the skirt, fastened my belt, and went upstairs to see how I could be of service.
My appearance, dressed as I was as a Junior Stewardess, created quite a stir upon my entrance. Tim, let out an appreciative wolf whistle, and beckoned me over to him. I stood in front of my boss, trying to blot out the faces of my co-workers as they all took me in.
"Fetch us a round of Tequila shots, Samantha," he said derisively, playing up for the cameras, as he rested his hand on my lower back, right above my ass.
"My pleasure, Sir," I replied as I turned and fled the table, before he lowered his hand and copped a feel, or even worse, discovered I was wearing a garter-belt!
My hands were shaking as I fixed the drinks for my co-workers. One of the other Stews offered to carry the tray of drinks out for me.
"Until you get your sea-legs honey," she said kindly, mistaking my terror at having to serve my co-workers dressed as a girl, for some kind of symptoms of sea-sickness.
Tim and my fellow workmates ended up having five or six rounds of shots, and things were quickly escalating, as they got wasted. Once they realized the dynamic between myself and the paid guests, the other Stews protected me the best they could, but as the evening wore on Tim got way more touchy-feely. He was basically groping me whenever I approached his side of the table, and finally he grabbed hold of me and pulled me onto his lap.
"Come here Samantha, you little prick tease," he said, slurring his words.
I felt his erection against the back of my skirt, as soon as my ass hit his lap. It throbbed and jumped around in his pants, as he forcibly held me in place. The other guests, sensing his arousal, and being subordinate to him in the company, all excused themselves for the evening, feigning tiredness from the journey to the boat. Within two or three minutes I was alone with Tim, Suky and Ana. The two girls sat without expression as I writhed on Tim's lap, trying to escape.
All that squirming around on my boss' lap, did nothing to extricate me from his iron grip. He was just way too strong for me, and I eventually tired and gave up. The protracted struggle, and the resultant wriggling around on Tim's lap, had increased his arousal though, as evidenced by his erection which was now tenting in his pants.
"Somebody wants to get balls-deep," Suky teased.
I flashed her a dirty look. I would have expected a little more support from my girlfriend, as my boss was trying to butt-fuck me at the dinner table, but Suky had her priorities correctly aligned, and was focused on my boss' needs and desires, rather than the preservation of my anal passage. She got up from her seat, and turned the lights off, so that Tim and I were left in the romantic light of a pair of candles, burning on the dining table.
As I sat passively on my boss' lap, he kissed the back of my neck, and whispered softly in my ear.
"You smell good, baby. What perfume are you wearing?"
I cursed myself for being dumb enough to wear that overly-scented shirt. I should have asked Maria for a freshly laundered one. I didn't answer my boss, but pulled away from his lips, which were now nibbling my earlobe.
"Don't fight me anymore, Samantha, this is happening, with or without your consent," my boss said assertively.
I looked over my shoulder at him, to gauge if he was being serious or just fucking with me. Even though his eyes were glazed from his excessive alcohol consumption, there was a steely resolve in them. My boss was planning to fuck my ass, and there was very little I could do to stop him.
"Maria?" I cried out, looking for the Chief Stewardess to save her most Junior employee.
"All the staff have turned in for the night," Suky said with a smile, "well except you, Samantha. Maria left you to take care of our needs tonight. You smell divine," she added, as if to reinforce that I had way too much perfume on.
Tim was molesting me now, his hands roaming all over me as I struggled to maintain my composure.
"Please, Tim," I begged, "let me get back to work."
"This will be your sole form of employment, if you don't get with the program," Suky chimed in ominously, reminding me that this man held my professional life in his hands. "Have fun tonight, baby," she said, before she left me to the wolves.
I can't really remember the exact moment when I decided to stop fighting his advances, but to this day, I justify it by my possible loss of employment. Tim Andrews was the Global Head of my company, and I had an irreplaceable job, that I loved, and that paid me sixty thousand dollars per month. I repeated that figure over and over in my head, as I lowered my defenses, and allowed my boss to take liberties with me.



He seemed less interested in possessing me, as soon as I stopped fighting him, and I wondered if he enjoyed taking sex by force. I sat passively on his lap as he nibbled and sucked my earlobes, and his hands roamed over my stomach and upper thighs. The protracted struggle had caused my skirt to ride up around my thighs, and Tim reached underneath the two of us, and unzipped his shorts.
"Lift up your ass, sweet cheeks," he said, as I obeyed without objection.
Once I lifted my weight from him, he removed his shorts and underwear, and slid them down his muscular legs. I saw them slide to his ankles, before he kicked them off. Then as he grabbed the tip of his cock, he told me to take my panties off, and hike my skirt up.
"I am not wearing any panties," I said timidly, hoping that he wouldn't view this as an invitation from me. "They were too small for me."
"Hike your skirt up, you slut," Tim growled, obviously misinterpreting my words.
I grabbed the sides of my stretch-cotton skirt and hiked it up slightly, trying to retain some of my rapidly disappearing modesty. My skirt had a slit at the back, to facilitate bending over or kneeling. Tim, emboldened by the fact that I was not wearing panties, and having apparently discovered this slit, viewed it as an access hole, and tried to force his way inside me from behind.
I squeezed my ass-cheeks together, in an effort to prevent his entry into my unlubricated anal passage. Tim pulled my skirt up further and let out an audible gasp of delight, as my pink garter-belt came into view.
"That is definitely not part of your uniform, Samantha," he said confidently. "You came up here tonight to seduce me, didn't you?"
I was lost for words. I had no intention of seducing my boss, but the fact that I had eschewed panties, worn a sexy pink garter-belt, and come upstairs scented like a French whore, was certainly incriminating.
"I never had any intention," I began, before my boss cut me off.
"Quiet, Samantha," he growled. "Playtime is over. I am going to enjoy what is mine now."
Tim stood up out of his chair, forcing me to rise also. He forced me forward until we reached the side of the mahogany dining table. Then in one fluid action, he bent me over the table and forced my face into it.
I was terrified of what was going to happen next. His mood changed so suddenly, the threat of forcible rape escalated so quickly, that I was scared into silent submission. We had gone from sensual teasing, as he nibbled my earlobes and whispered sweet nothings to me, to sexual assault within seconds. Our flirty banter was replaced by his ominous threats.
"Don't resist me, or I will tear you a new asshole," he said aggressively. "Take it like the bitch that you are."
I laid flat on the table, fearing for my physical well-being. I felt the tip of his cock against my rosebud, and frantically scanned the dinner table for something to fight back with. I saw a knife sticking out of the top of the butter dish, embedded in the Kerrygold Irish spread, that was rapidly melting. The knife was in reach, but instead of grabbing it and fighting him off, I whispered submissively.
"Tim, please use the butter just to your left to lube me up, before we make love. I want to be available to you all week. Let's make sure I am good to go whenever you want me, by preparing me correctly."
Tim grunted with desire as he processed my words. Not only was I done resisting him, but I wanted him to lubricate my anal passage, so that he could enjoy me multiple times on his vacation.
"Good girl, Samantha," he said condescendingly, as his hand dipped into the butter dish.
Tim scooped a large glob of the melting butter from the dish, and his hand disappeared behind me. He scooted back slightly, releasing his body weight from mine, as he started to lube up my asshole. I made a mental note that the melted butter served as the perfect lubricant for an impromptu, over the table, ass-fucking, not that I would ever be in his position in my lifetime.
Tim stuck one of his fingers deep inside of me, wriggling it around inside my anal cavity. A second digit soon entered me, and once he decided that I was sufficiently greased, he put his cock-head right against my sphincter. I saw the camera flash go off right before he started to push forward, and the short burst of light illuminated the darkened upper deck, revealing Suky and Ana sitting on the loveseat, with their cocktails, waiting expectantly for the show.
I wasn't sure how long they had been sitting there, but I prayed my girlfriend hadn't witnessed my submission to my boss. Tim aligned himself with my asshole, and just before he grabbed me by the hips, he put his butter-coated fingers to my lips, and told me to suck them clean. I obeyed without question, which elicited giggles from my girlfriend and his, as they watched him dominate me.
"Samantha came upstairs without any panties on," Tim said derisively. "That slut was wearing a pink-garter belt too, and was scented like a bitch for my enjoyment."
"She came up to seduce you, baby," Ana said with a laugh. "Give her what she came for Tim. Fuck that bitch."
When I boarded the Below Deck ship, I wasn't expecting to get manhandled and forcibly raped, on my first night with my boss on board. Even more emasculating was my butt-fucking being witnessed by my girlfriend. She had seen me make the decision to ask my boss to lube me up using the melted butter, instead of grabbing the knife that was embedded in it, and fighting him off. She probably thought I deserved it.
Tim had used a copious amount of butter to lubricate my ass, so it is without any pride that I say that my protracted anal assault, bent over the dining table, was totally pain-free. Well, at least as far as the physical pain. The mental anguish, and the guilt at my submission, will probably last a lifetime. Tim took a long time to ejaculate in my ass. I assume it was the combination of the alcohol, and the fact that he had already enjoyed Suky and Ana a couple of times since they boarded the ship.
Anyway, his prolonged assault gave me time to formulate my plan of revenge. Once he was done with me, I was going to go straight to the Captain and report this sexual attack. Tim hadn't worn a condom so the physical evidence would be incontrovertible. Even without any crew witnesses, the marks on my arms from where Tim had held me on his lap until I stopped fighting him, were a clear indicator of a struggle. That fucker was going to jail for forcible rape. Maybe I would be promoted to Global Head, I fantasized.
Tim's increasingly vocal verbal assault, snapped me out of my trance, and I knew he was close.
"Samantha, you dirty bitch," he yelled, "make sure you wear a garter-belt with no panties for the rest of the trip. Make yourself accessible to me at all times."
"Whatever you want boss," I said seductively, trying to get this man off, so that I could report him to the appropriate authorities. "Come in my ass, baby, you own it."
Tim let out a guttural roar, called me a pussy, and unloaded deep inside my anal passage. Ana and Suky, who until now, had been watching passively, gave Tim a subdued round of applause, and Suky told him he was a stud, which didn't sit well with me.
Tim withdrew his softening cock from my asshole, and helped me up from the table. He was unexpectedly tender with me, cupping the side of my face with his hand, and telling me he thought I was very sexy.
Then he whispered in my ear, "Clean me up baby. Act like you care about me, then you can go to bed."
I wasn't planning to go to bed. In fact, I was heading up to the Bridge to report a non-consensual sexual assault, so the sooner I got out of there the better. For this reason, I knelt before my boss and sucked his cock clean. I guess I did act like I cared about him, because I maintained eye contact with him as I blew him, and, once he was clean, I planted tender kisses all over his inner thighs and stomach. I even helped him to get dressed, remaining on my knees holding his shorts and underwear for him, so that he could step into them. When he had zipped up his shorts, I gave his cock one last kiss through the fabric, as if to signal my continued availability to him, for the entirety of his vacation.
This was done to placate him, to reduce any animosity he harbored against me, and most importantly to get me the fuck out of there.
It worked. Tim helped me to my feet, patted me on the ass condescendingly, and mentioned something about job security, which elicited a giggle from the girls. I remained cheerful as he handed me a bottle of chilled water, and we wished each other a very pleasant goodnight.
I straightened my stockings, pulled the hem of my short skirt down, and scurried out of there completely emasculated. I was very agitated and needed to take a few minutes to calm down. I didn't even stop by my shared crew-cabin, choosing instead to head straight to the stern of the ship, where I could compose myself in privacy. Fifteen minutes later I went up to the Bridge to report my assault.
The door to the Bridge was open, and the office had one sole occupant, the Captain. I entered without knocking, figuring I had an emergency on my hands. The Captain, swiveled around on his chair to see who the visitor was, and he smiled broadly when he saw me.
"Samantha," he said excitedly, "I see they got you into the right uniform. You look fantastic tonight. If I was twenty years younger," he said inappropriately.
"Good evening, Captain," I said professionally, suddenly aware of the fact that there were multiple levels of Supervisors between us, that I should probably report my assault to.
I reported directly to Kate, the Third Stewardess, and I was aware that in addition to Kate, there was a Second Stewardess, and Maria, the Chief Stew, available to hear my grievances. I suddenly felt out of place in the Bridge.
The Captain arose from his chair, and approached me slowly.
"What can I do for you honey?" he said condescendingly.
I hesitated and replied, "I think I am in the wrong place, Captain. I think I need to be having this conversation with Maria."
"Maria is off for the night, honey," the Captain responded, blissfully unaware of his continued insensitivity. "What is it? Boyfriend troubles? Time of the month? You can tell me. I am a great shoulder to cry on."
This wasn't going the way I had envisioned. I was expecting a far more professional approach, and I decided to wait until the morning and tell Maria about my sexual assault. The Captain was next to me now, and he extended his arm towards me, placed his hand on the small of my back, and pulled me towards him.
"What is on your mind, sweetheart," he said sweetly.
He seemed so nice, that I decided to open up to him.
"Something inappropriate happened tonight in the dining area, and I thought you should be the first to know," I began tentatively.
The Captain moved even closer to me, and his hand slid down to cup my ass, whereupon he gave it a squeeze. As he allowed his hand to roam, he brushed across my garter-belt, and a smile came across his face.
"That doesn't feel like regulation issue uniform, Samantha," he said suggestively. "Are you wearing a garter-belt?"
"Yes, Sir," I admitted with a flustered voice, "but it is not what it seems," I added.
"And the excess amount of perfume?" he continued, "not what it seems also?"
"Sir," I said with a trembling voice, "something untoward occurred tonight in the dining area."
"I know," he said, with some measure of assurance. "I have been brought up to speed by numerous different people. This doesn't look good for you, honey?"
"For me?" I asked, completely confused. "What have I done wrong?" I asked shakily.
"Well," the Captain began, "it really depends on which account we are focusing on. Let's start with the Chief Stewardess' report. Maria stated that you reported to work in the dining area without any panties on, wearing a pink garter-belt that you stole from her, spritzed in an overtly sexual dose of women's perfume, in an attempt to seduce the men in the room."
"Captain, please let me explain," I began, before he swiftly cut me off.
"You will get your turn to defend your actions, if and when I turn you in to the appropriate authority," he said coldly. "With regard to Maria's report, I can attest to the fact that you are currently wearing a non-issue garter-belt, and that you are scented like a French whore. Are you also without panties, Samantha? That is a yes or no question."
His aggressive line of questioning was intimidating, and I felt myself fold under the pressure.
"No, Sir, I am not currently wearing any panties," I said truthfully.
"Why on earth would you go to serve guests so heavily scented and without any panties on?" the Captain asked. "Have you no shame? Did you go there to seduce that man?"
"No, Sir," I said weakly. "That was not my intent."
"Your intent is an issue for the prosecutor to handle," he said dismissively. "I am more concerned with your actions. Tim Edwards, our primary guest, has also filed a complaint. He states that you waited until all the guests left the dining room, and then sat on his lap."
"He pulled," I began before the Captain cut me off.
"Silence, girl," he barked. "Let me finish. Tim Edwards claims you sat on his lap, told him you weren't wearing any panties and asked him if he wanted to bust a nut before bedtime."
I remained silent, trying to be deferential to the Captain.
"How much of that is true, Samantha?"
I took the opportunity he had given me to speak, to make my case. "None of it is true, Sir," I said with conviction.
The Captain held up a voice-activated recorder and hit play. Ana and Suky had obviously taped some or all of the evening's proceedings, and doctored it to suit their cause. They had also evidently beaten me to see the Captain. I heard my voice clearly on the tape.
"I am not wearing any panties," I said timidly, belying my assertion that I had not told Tim that I was without underwear.
The Captain looked at me with contempt, and hit the play button again. My heart sank as I heard the words.
"Tim, please use the butter just to your left to lube me up, before we make love. I want to be available to you all week. Let's make sure I am good to go whenever you want me, by preparing me correctly."
The Captain, sensing my resolve weakening, hit the play button once again. I braced myself for the incriminating statement.
"Come in my ass, baby, you own it."
I was defeated now, and the Captain knew it. Ana and Suky had done a wonderful job of recording me, and selectively presenting the audio evidence of my submission to Tim Andrews.
"Anything else you wish to add, Samantha?" the Captain said sternly.
I wanted to tell him that all the guests had witnessed Tim pull me into his lap, but I knew that it was pointless. The Captain wasn't going to wake up six paying guests in the middle of the night, when the case against Tim seemed completely without merit. If the Captain decided to talk to them tomorrow, it would be too late. Tim would have got to them first, and their story would have been unified, not in my favor. So, I shook my head, dejectedly.
"What happens now?" I asked with trepidation.
"I will take the evidence and digest it," he said in a measured tone, "and make my decision in the morning. You are suspended effective immediately, go to bed, Samantha."
I slinked out of the Bridge feeling complete defeated. To my surprise the Bosun met me outside the door, and escorted me to the engine room. He handcuffed one of my hands to the railings, removed my Junior Stewardess' uniform belt, presumably to prevent me from harming myself with it, and left me there for the night. Needless to say, I had a fitful night's sleep. Just before 6am, Maria found me and told me what kind of shit I was in.
"You really fucked up," she warned me. "The Captain will probably kick you off the ship at the next port. Even though we could double back and drop you off at Crete, where your ejection would be pretty painless, Tim is adamant that we continue on to Egypt. In that case, you will be discharged at Alexandria Port, wherein the authorities will take you into custody on charges of sodomy."
"Will they kick Tim off too?" I said fearfully.
"We would never voluntarily eject a paying guest in a foreign country," she assured me. "However, you are technically a crew member, so you are subject to discharge for certain offenses. I am so sorry, Sam," she said using my female name.
I was very frightened at the prospect of being turned over to the Egyptian authorities, knowing their zero tolerance for any acts of homosexuality. They caned people for that sort of perceived deviant behavior.
The Captain arrived shortly after I spoke to Maria, and told me that he had decided to discharge me at Alexandria Port. Ana had sent him a video of me helping Tim get dressed, and generally pampering him, and this was enough for him to rule that our encounter was consensual. The Captain made no attempt to give me my male clothing, and that is when I realized that they were turning me over dressed as the Junior Stewardess, garter-belt and all.
"Can I at least change my shirt, Maria?" I begged, after the Captain left. "Let me put one on that is not so heavily perfumed. Please."
"It is out of my hands now," the Chief Stewardess told me. "Your fate is in the hands of the Captain."
This was the low point of my life, as facing sodomy charges in Egypt would entail a period of confinement, even if I was subsequently found innocent. I couldn't face the prospect of prison in Egypt, so I decided to make it very clear I would do anything to get out of it.
I ended up feigning chest pains to get an audience with the Captain. There was no Doctor on board the ship, and our resident EMT was the Bosun's mate that had been discharged with an injury. Protocol called for the Captain to assess my physical condition and FaceTime with a medical professional. I knew it was my one shot at freedom.
The Captain arrived ten minutes after I complained of chest pains, which was a good indication that my life was important to him. It occurred to me that maybe he was bluffing me, in cahoots with my boss. That would have been Tim's style. However, I couldn't risk it, the stakes were too high. I had one shot at freedom and I was determined to take it.
In the confines of the engine room, my shirt smelled even more divine, the perfumed scent permeating the small, windowless room. I was kneeling when he entered, the perfect picture of submission and availability. I had hiked my skirt up and spread my thighs slightly, so that it stayed there. The tops of my stockings and the pink garter-belt straps that supported them, were clearly visible, and the Captain's eyes were drawn to my slender thighs as he approached me. I tried to convey a message of a desperate girl, one who was willing to do anything for an act of salvation.
I had timed my complaint of heart palpitations to coincide with the Captain's shift end. He was a very structured man, and I knew he had just worked twelve hours, had already eaten his last meal for the day, and would be turning in soon to get some much needed rest.
"How are you feeling, honey?" he said in his usual condescending tone. "I was told you have heart palpitations."
"I do now," I said, suggestively, "now that my Savior is here."
The Captain smiled at me, as if he understood where I was going with this. He literally held my life in his hands, and it was going to take a whole lot more than some flirtatious flattery, to get me released. They had allowed Suky to visit me during my brief confinement, and she had informed me that my one shot at release, was to get some sympathy from the Captain. In an attempt to help me out, she had glossed my lips in a very sexy shade of light pink, and had painted my nails the same color. It softened me up significantly, making me look more alluring.



I knew the Captain had been on the boat for the last eight weeks. He may have jerked off during that time, but he hadn't had any real intimacy, and I was going to offer him some play in exchange for my freedom.
The Captain leaned over me and put his stethoscope on my chest. He told me to breathe in deeply, and listened to my long exhale. He tried to remain professional, but I witnessed him inhale deeply through his nose, to take in my scent. I knew he didn't have much medical training, but was just going to call a Doctor for diagnosis. I had to make a move before he made that call, because I was definitely going to receive a clean bill of health. The Captain had one hand on the chest-piece of the stethoscope, and his other hand on his right ear-piece. He was stood in front of me, leaning over me, his legs spread wide apart to maintain his balance.
I looked up at him, as innocently as I could, then extended one of my freshly painted fingertips to his crotch. He jumped when I made contact with him, but as I located his cock, and gave it a squeeze, it twitched in my hand. It was all or nothing now, so I reached out my other hand and started to unzip his dress whites. He didn't make any attempt to stop me, but simply uttered my name, quietly under his breath.
"Samantha," he whispered.
"Captain," I responded, seductively. "I have wanted to suck your cock since I first met you."
His cock responded favorably to my touch and verbal stimulation, and I felt it continue to stiffen in my hands. He looked over his shoulder a couple of times, but we were in a locked, windowless room and he was the senior ranking officer on board, currently off-shift.
"No-one is going to bother us," I assured him, "unless there is an emergency."
Once his zipper was undone, I scooted towards him, still on my knees. I kept my legs apart, so that my skirt remained hiked up, and my garter-belt was visible. I nibbled his cock through his white linen pants, leaving traces of light pink lipstick on his crotch.
"I will launder your pants for you, Captain, and iron them perfectly when we are done," I said submissively, offering myself up as his surrogate wife while I was on board, rather than just a piece of ass. "Don't worry about the mess we make," I added with a giggle.
I felt his cock throb in his pants as I offered myself to him. Even though the stewardesses were young and reasonably attractive, the sheer number of hours they had to work, coupled with the lack of interaction with members of the opposite sex, meant that there was little incentive to worry about their femininity. They kept themselves clean, but short hair was the easiest to maintain, short unpainted nails required the least maintenance, and comfortable baggy clothes were the normal off-duty attire. Most of the crew didn't even wear perfume.
As I knelt before him, heavily scented, with my lips glossed and my nails painted, it occurred to me that I might have been the most feminine person he had been around in many weeks. The Captain kept looking down at my garter-belt, fixated as he was by the titillating glimpse of the pink silk straps. I hiked my skirt up further for his visual pleasure and resumed my gentle nibbling of his cock, through his dress whites. Occasionally, I would look up at him and smile, and pretty soon he was done with my medical examination, and focused solely on his release.
He was breathing heavily now, moaning as I teased him. I guess he was twenty years older than me, although in my current predicament, he could have been eighty years old and I would have offered him the same loving treatment. As the tell-tale wet patch of arousal appeared in the front of his linen pants, I released his cock from the confines of his underwear. Pre-cum pooled around the tip of his swollen cock, and it felt warm to the touch. I leaned forward, extended my tongue, and licked his seminal fluids from his cock-head. He was leaking heavily now, and I wondered how long it had been since his last release.
I let his semen coat my lips, and looked up shyly at him as he continued to admire me.
"How would you like to have your first orgasm, Captain," I asked innocently, as if to suggest there were many more opportunities available to him, should he wish to enjoy me as his long-term concubine.
"Blowjob," he muttered shakily, as he struggled to control his breathing.
"Whatever you desire, Captain," I said cheerfully, as I took his cock-head between my soft eager lips.
As soon as he entered my mouth I started to tease him with my free hand. Instinctively, I reached my other hand to cup his ass, but the handcuffs rattled against the railings, prevent me from giving him any further pleasure. The Captain realized that he was missing out and, breaking protocol, released me from the steel bracelet.
My time with Lisa, had taught me a thing or two about blowjobs. She was without doubt the best cocksucker I had ever encountered, at the tender age of eighteen. She imparted all of her tricks to me before she left, and now the honorable Captain was about to be the lucky recipient of Lisa's, should have been trademarked blowjob, albeit administered by my eager lips. I had to get this right, I had to rock this man's world, if I had any chance of clemency.
I could have got him off so quickly, as it was apparent it had been a while for the old man. However, he could have achieved the same result by jerking off, or by enlisting the services of the many young escorts, that were available at every port of call. This had to be different. This had to be memorable. I had to leave him wanting more, willing to save my ass from ejection from the boat, in exchange for regular lip service from me. It was an exchange I was totally willing to make, I just need him on board.
For this reason, I took my time. I worshipped his cock, nuts and taint, giving him an extended edging session and a loving tongue bath. Every time he got close, I changed up the stimulation, and I could tell by his contorted facial expressions, and his squirming and moans of delight, that he was in heaven. A couple of times, when I took him right to the edge, he begged me for release.
"Please Samantha," he pleaded, "I am ready to come."
I looked up at him with adoration in my eyes, trying to convey that I was in no hurry. He could enjoy me for as long as he wanted. Take his sweet ass time before he busted a nut. I made him beg me three times before I asked him directly.
"Are you ready to come, Captain?" I asked.
"Jesus, Samantha, Yes," he replied.
"Do you want to come in my mouth or on my face?" I asked coquettishly. "I will swallow your load if you want," I added suggestively.
"I am close, Samantha," he grunted, as I gave his nuts a playful squeeze.
A few seconds later, his desire got the best of him. He began to thrust his hips forward, as if making love to my mouth. Sensing no resistance, he grabbed my ears and started to fuck my face, in earnest. I became quite vocal, moaning and signaling my arousal, as this powerful man took what was rightfully his.
One of my hands was cupped under his swollen nuts, kneading them to encourage him to unload their contents. I slipped my other hand between his legs and began to tease his taint. When I gauged his reaction, it became apparent to me that the Captain, like most men of his generation, had never experienced any stimulation of his nether regions. Rimjobs, prostate stimulation, and anal-play in general, were the foreplay of the younger generation, and prior to this moment, the Captain had not been exposed to this otherworldly delight.
He let out a moan of pleasure, and uttered under his breath.
"Jesus Christ, Samantha, that feels incredible. Please don't stop."
I couldn't move my head due to the Captain's vice grip on my ears, so I raised my eyes to look up at him. I had never given myself more willingly to any man, than I was at this moment. I wanted him to know that, so I smiled broadly, to assure him of my total availability.
The Captain got my message loud and clear, grunting his understanding of the possibilities that lay ahead for him, if he released me from my imprisonment.
"I am coming, Samantha," he cried out, as he unloaded his nuts into my eager mouth.
Lisa had taught me that if a guy is fucking your face, the best course of action is to remain passive, and let him control the flow. Purse your lips, she had instructed me, and keep the saliva flowing. So, blessed to have the advice of one the world's best cocksuckers, I did as instructed, and let the Captain fuck my face until he was done unloading his nuts. I swallowed every last drop of his load, not wanting to break a single promise I ever made to this man.
He released my ears, withdrew his cock from my mouth, and slumped to his knees. I opened my mouth, to let him see that I had eaten his load, and then, smiling broadly at him, I spoke.
"Thank you, Captain," I said softly, with as much deference as I could.
He was breathing heavily and panting. I reached for the stethoscope and held it up jokingly.
"Are you having heart palpitations, Captain?" I asked with a practiced innocence.
"Holy Christ, Samantha," he exclaimed through ragged breaths, "where on earth did you learn to do that?"
"It is a work in progress," I said suggestively, "hopefully you will work with me, and teach me how to make it perfect for you, each and every time."
The old man sat down, leaned his back against the railings that I had been handcuffed to, and continued to try and compose himself. His cock was poking out from his zipper, still erect and covered with traces of my light pink lipstick.
"Let me clean you up, Captain," I said cheerfully, as if this man's pleasure was my life's goal.
I was kneeling in front of him, so I lowered my head into his lap, and began to tenderly lick his cock clean. After a few moments, encouraged by the fact that his erection didn't go away, I extended my legs behind me, so that I was lying prone on the floor. I ground my hips into the floor and scooted back slightly, which had the effect of hiking my little skirt higher up my slender thighs, revealing my garter-belt straps, and the feminine pink bows that adorned them.
I couldn't see what the Captain was doing, as I had my face buried in his lap, but he let out another moan of pleasure, so I hoped he was responding to the visual stimulation, as well as the physical. After several minutes of my eager lips on his cock, it was clear that I had averted its softening, and he was ready for round two. I sat up next to him and slowly removed his dress whites and his underwear.
"Can you get up on your knees, Sir?" I asked the old man.
He nodded an affirmation, and was kneeling shortly afterwards. I crouched in front of him, taking the tip of his cock back into my mouth, and I heard him moan again. Once I was sure he was fully erect, I rolled over onto my back, slipped under him and started to nibble his nutsack. At the same time, I reached one of my hands to his cock, adjusted its position so that my light pink nails were clearly visible, and started to jerk him off. He let out a little whimper of pleasure and I made a mental note that he enjoyed this very much.
I raised the backs of my knees from the floor and put the soles of my bare feet flat on the tiles of the engine room floor. This also had the effect of hiking my skirt up my thighs. The Captain was captivated by my pink garter-belt, and let out another appreciative moan. I felt his nuts constrict, and I knew he was close. Apparently, the imbalance of power between us emboldened him to focus on his own pleasure, and not give a fuck about mine. This was perfect, as I needed this man to view me as his very own sex-toy.
"I am close, Samantha," he whispered hoarsely.
"Come when you are ready, Captain," I said seductively, as I scooted further back under his crotch, and kissed his taint.
Judging by his reaction, the old man had never experienced someone's tongue on his undercarriage. He stiffened up immediately and was whimpering as I simultaneously jerked him off and kissed his taint. It took me by surprise how quickly the second cumshot erupted, and the volume of semen was astonishing too, seeing as how this old man had recently enjoyed an orgasm.
The first blast landed on my upper thighs, right at the top of thigh-highs. I jumped at the feeling of his jizz splattering on my leg. The second rope of semen landed on the front of my skirt, rendering it unwearable for the rest of the day. I gave his taint a quick nibble as the rest of his load dribbled down his cock, onto my chin.
"Oh my God," the Captain exclaimed joyfully, "I came so hard!"
I emerged from underneath his nutsack, all smiles, desperate for my freedom.
"I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did Sir," I said seductively, "Let me clean you up."
While my extended clean-up session didn't coax another erection from him, his moans and whimpers were a clear indication that he loved my attentions. I had noticed during my confinement in the engine room, that there was a sink and a general clean up area in the room. I excused myself and cleaned up using some hand wipes and the soap. Once I was clean, I removed my soiled skirt, and let my t-shirt hang loose around me.
The stretch cotton t-shirt was designed to be tucked into the skirt, so was longer than a regular t-shirt. In fact, when I caught a reflection of myself in the mirror finish of the engine boiler, it appeared as if I were wearing a tight, very short, minidress. I didn't have any panties on, but I had tucked my penis into the waist band of the garter-belt, the base of which was now visible, in addition to the straps.
I made a big show of pulling the hem of my stretch t-shirt down, mimicking the bimbos I had seen pulling their too-short mini-dresses down in nightclubs, years ago when I used to frequent them.
"Oh Captain," I said with affected modesty, "my dress is way to short to wear without panties."
The Captain blushed at my remark and I could see the wanton lust in his eyes. I grabbed a few hand-wipes, and sashayed towards him, trying to be as overtly feminine as I could. He had risen from his knees now, gathered his composure and was leaning against the railings, that I had been handcuffed to. His flaccid cock hung from beneath his dress white shirt, and as I approached him in my make-shift mini dress, I noticed it twitch at the sight of me.
When I reached him, I sank to my knees, in a clear display of submission.
"Let me clean you up, Captain," I offered.
I gave his cock, balls, taint and asshole a thorough wipe down before giving his cock a little peck, right on the tip. He looked down at me, and for the first time since I had met him, gave me a loving tender smile.
"Dress me like you dressed your boss in the video," he said, although it was more like a plea, than a directive.
I knew he had responded favorably to that video. Ana had presented it as evidence that my sexual encounter with Tim, was consensual. My complete submission to my boss was documented, as I held his underwear for him to step into, then his pants, before the video culminated in me kissing his cock through his shorts, after he was dressed.
The Captain had evidently enjoyed that piece of evidence, and wanted a repeat performance for himself. If there was one thing I had learned working for Tim Andrews it was submission. So, utilizing this skill to manipulate the Captain, I dressed him in a tantalizingly slow manner, kissing, licking, nibbling and sucking every square inch of his exposed skin as I helped him get his clothes on. I remained on my knees once he was dressed, silent and with extreme deference.
I wasn't going to ask for release from my imprisonment, as it felt too much like quid pro quo. However, as I knelt there demurely before him in my cotton mini-dress and my pink garter-belt, I could see the desire in his eyes, and I was not surprised when he reached for his radio.
"Captain to Bosun, do you copy?"
"Copy Captain," came the immediate reply.
"I am releasing the prisoner, based on new evidence that I have just been presented with," he began. "He is free to roam the ship with the other guests."
"Copy that Captain, prisoner is free until further notice," the Bosun responded.
With that the Captain gathered his belongings and started to leave the room.
"Sir," I said hesitantly.
"Yes, Samantha," he responded tenderly, clearly enamored with me.
"Sir, can I spend tonight in the safety of your cabin?" I said with trepidation. "I won't be a nuisance and I can sleep on the floor if you need to be alone," I offered. "Tim is not going to be happy that I have been released from confinement. If I could stay out of his way, until you make your final decision about my destiny, I would be eternally grateful to you."
I had chosen my words carefully. As the Captain processed quite what my eternal gratitude entailed, I saw his cock twitch in his dress whites, and I knew I had him.
"You may spend the night with me, under my protection, Samantha," he said magnanimously. "Grab your skirt, honey, and let's go to bed."
The Captain escorted me to his cabin, which was adjacent to the Bridge, and I was pleasantly surprised by its opulence. It closely resembled the master suite that Tim was shown, when he first boarded the ship. Nothing like the cramped staff quarters, below deck. There was a King Size bed in one corner of the large suite, a bar with two bar stools, a desk with a large leather chair, a love-seat and a mini kitchen.
I had been in his situation before, and I just wanted to make it easy for him. I didn't want him to have to jump through hoops for my affection, so I made it very obvious that I was available for all of his wants and desires, as long as he continued to protect me, from forced debarkation.
For this reason, I bent down to look at his CD collection. Once I was on my knees, it was very easy to get on all fours, under the guise of reading the CD titles. I looked back at him over my shoulder, fully aware that my makeshift mini-dress had ridden up over my ass-cheeks, and said seductively.
"What are you in the mood for, Sir?"
I couldn't have telegraphed my availability any more clearly, and as I watched him adjust his crotch, I knew he wanted a piece of my ass.
"I am going to take a shower first," he said in a measured tone. "Fix me a cocktail, Samantha, vodka on the rocks."
I liked his take-charge attitude, and made his drink as he left to shower. A few moments after I heard the shower running, I went into his bedroom, grabbed a pair of his running shorts and after putting them on, I joined him in the shower.
I realized I looked a lot less feminine in my new attire, but he wasn't going to be seeing much of me, in our next encounter. The Captain had a look of surprise as I joined him in the shower, but I motioned for him to turn away from me, and began to lather up his back. He was cleaning his chest and stomach, as I knelt behind him and soaped his ass-cheeks. I made sure he was squeaky clean back there, running my soapy hand between his buttocks several times. After a quick rinse, I spread his butt-cheeks apart, extended my tongue, and began to lick his buttocks softly, like a kitten.
He let out a moan, both to signal to me to continue and to express his gratitude for my continued attention to him. I really wanted to make this special for him. We were going to dock at Alexandria Port in less than twelve hours. How the Captain felt about me, would shape the rest of my life. I knew Egyptian prisons were brutal places, that the establishment viewed homosexual acts, particular sodomy, as blasphemous. Even if I got found not guilty of the charges, as a white man with no grasp of the language or culture, I would face a hostile crowd in the dormitory style cells, particularly dressed in the uniform of a stewardess.



If I did get convicted, which was more likely seeing as how I was guilty as charged, I could face a lengthy prison sentence, and severe corporal punishment. I wasn't equipped to deal with either scenario, I reminded myself, as I spread the old man's butt-cheeks, and inserted my tongue between them. I knelt behind him for several minutes, licking his taint as he showered and enjoyed my servitude to him. At one point, he spread his legs further apart, granting me access to his anal passage. As the tip of my tongue entered his anus, he began to masturbate, and a few moments later, he shot his load all over the wall of the shower enclosure.
After he came, I knew I had to get out of there. If he viewed me as a man, it would undo the hard work I had put in to earn his protection. I opened the shower door, grabbed a towel, and after a cursory dry off, I texted Suky.
"Suky, I need your help. Can you bring me something girly to wear, while I entertain the Captain? I think he may be changing his mind about my forced debarkation in Egypt. Meet me by the stairwell leading to the Bridge."
Suky had definitely put me through the ringer in the months that I had known her, but she didn't want me in an Egyptian prison, so she came through for me. We met on the stairwell less than five minutes later, and she helped me get dressed. I felt like a total pussy, when I checked myself our in the mirror.
I was wearing a short, stretch Lycra baby blue dress, with matching heels. Suky had also provided me with a matching set of baby blue lingerie, that consisted of a garter- belt, stockings, g-string panties and a choker to hide my Adam's apple. She helped me get dressed and then spritzed with some very feminine perfume. Then, she handed me a condom for protection.
"That's a bit late," I said with a wry smile. "I have already eaten his load."
"You dirty bitch, Samantha," Suky said, using my Junior Stewardess name, "make him wear it for anal, though. Here is your night bag," she added, handing me a small holdall.
Wearing a condom for anal seemed like a very good idea, and I thanked Suky for her help, before rushing back to the Captain's cabin. He was already in bed, his cocktail on the bar, untouched. He did sit up when I entered the room, seemingly happy to see me.
"Samantha?" he asked, "is that you, I thought you had bailed on me."
"I was just getting my nightwear," I said pleasantly. "See you in a few moments."
I went into the bathroom and got naked, a little disappointed that the Captain wasn't going to enjoy me in my Lycra dress. I opened the night bag and put on the silk three-quarter length camisole and the matching silk boy-shorts. They felt very soft, made as they were from expensive silk.
The Captain gave me an admiring once-over and lifted the bed covers inviting me to join him. I got into his bed realizing he was naked, and I was unsure of his expectations. As it turned out, three orgasms was enough for him, and he wanted to sleep. He flipped me onto my side, snuggled in behind me, and spooned me. What a gentleman, I thought, as we drifted off together.
The male refractory period is an interesting beast. It varies from man to man, but one thing all men have in common is that during your refractory period there is little interest in sex. Once you emerge from the physiological inhibitor however, you can think of nothing else.
The Captain emerged from his in the middle of the night, and he wanted to fuck. I felt him pawing at me, and trying to remove my silky boy-shorts, so I pretended I was still asleep. His erection was poking me in the back as if to let me know his expectations. We both knew that I was going to accommodate him, if he wanted to get inside of me. Hell, under the threat of time in an Egyptian prison, he could take whatever liberties he felt like with me.
Once removal of the boy-shorts was deemed too much of an obstacle, he changed tactics and tried to insert his cock inside my ass, by pulling the silky undergarments to one side. This wasn't going to work either, they were just too small on me. He wasn't taking no for an answer though and shook me to wake me up.
"Samantha," he whispered, "I am ready to come again."
I had been in his position before, lying next to some hottie that had already given me some play, and wanting more. I knew from my experience as a male, that he wasn't going to just give up and go back to sleep. I also knew that whatever he wanted from me, no matter how depraved, would pale in comparison to doing time in prison in Egypt. For this reason, I turned over and faced him.
I let him feel me up for a few more moments, and then I started to lower myself under the covers, so that he could fuck my mouth again.
"Samantha, I want to fuck," he said, firmly.
I really didn't want to do this at four o'clock in the morning, and although I didn't say no, my lack of enthusiasm was disappointing to him, and he let me know.
"If you would rather sleep Samantha, that is fine. You should probably keep your wits about you anyway. We will be docking in Alexandria Port in just a few hours," he said with an underlying threat.
"Don't be silly baby," I cooed. "Of course, I want you to fuck me. I was just going to warm you up with some head."
The Captain placed my hand on his erect cock and growled, "I am warmed up bitch. I want to fuck."
I acted as if I was delighted to accommodate this man. I hopped out of bed, turned the lights on low, and reached into the waistband of my silky boy shorts to remove them. Before I got undressed I realized that my manhood was best hidden by keeping the shorts on, and I decided to cut a hole in the crotch for his access. I grabbed a pair of scissors and started to look for the best way to cut into them. As I felt around the crotch, I noticed a snap attachment, before suddenly realizing that these boy-shorts were crotchless, as an option.
The old man was delighted when I unsnapped the crotch, got up on all fours and wiggled my silk-clad ass, to invite him to fuck it. He got up on his knees behind me, scooted in close and lined up the tip of his cock, with my anus.
"Do you have any lube?" I said nervously. "And do you want to wear a condom?"
"I have some butter in the fridge," he offered, having obviously got that idea from my encounter with Tim. "But I am barebacking you tonight, Samantha," he said firmly.
Feeling that this was better than nothing, I retrieved the butter and handed the old man a big scoop. I assumed the position and inhaled sharply as the cold butter was shoved unceremoniously into my anal passage. This makeshift lubricant was a much different consistency and temperature than the melting butter that Tim had used earlier. However, deep in my soul I knew that there would be no lubricant available in the Egyptian prison, so I allowed the Captain access to me, under less than ideal conditions.
Apparently the dynamic between us had sunk in, because he fucked the crap out of me, having dispensed with the notion of being a gentleman. He took what he believed was rightfully his, and pumped away furiously, until he exploded into my anal passage. After he came, he rested his upper body on my back and, enjoying my reliance on his mercy, spoke up.
"Why should I save you from the Egyptian authorities, when we dock just a few hours from now?" he began. "What's in it for me?"
A wave of fear descended over me, as I processed his question. I has seriously under-estimated his capacity to understand and respect the unwritten law of the quid pro quo arrangement. He had taken what he wanted from me, now it was his turn to give what I wanted to me. I wanted to explain that to him, but he held all the cards so I used a different approach.
"Only that I think you will miss me," I said coquettishly. "I will certainly miss you," I lied.
"If I do end up missing you, I can change my mind after I drop you off," he offered. "I am sure they would release you to my custody, if I told them it had been a mistake of identity."
My heart was racing now. This was a terrible idea. If I was in that prison for even twenty-four hours, I was certain to get raped and beaten, just for being an Infidel. However, I couldn't let him see that it was my fear of prison that compelled me to service him. He needed to believe I had strong feelings for him.
"But Captain," I cried like a little girl, "we only just met. I want to be in your warm, safe bed every night."
This seemed to be what the old man needed to hear, because he leaned forward and kissed the back of my neck.
"You can stay with me, Samantha," he said condescendingly. "As long as you are a good girl. Get me hard again."
I wanted to please him, if only to save my ass, but I had no clue what he wanted from me. I reached under him and tickled his nuts, but that didn't seem to have the desired effect. I tried wiggling my ass, and tightening my anal passage, like girls do with their Kegel exercises. The Captain obviously appreciated my efforts, because he let me off the hook.
"Talk to me, Samantha," he said softly, "how does a typical day look for us?"
I knew that the biggest sexual muscle in the body is between the ears, so I started to tell him about how great his life would be, with me in it.
I promised him all kinds of sexual delights, some impossibly nasty, most highly improbable, and he lapped it up. I felt his cock stir within me, almost immediately.
"The next time we shower, I will rim you while you jerk off," I promised, "only after you come, I will slurp it all up while you watch."
"Jesus," he said softly, as his cock started to expand in my anal passage. "And?"
"I will only wear slutty clothes around you, and my anal passage will be lubed up whenever we are together," I offered.
"Can I fuck your sweet little ass whenever I feel like it," he asked me, as his cock continued to stiffen, inside me.
"I will be available to you twenty-four seven, for whatever your heart desires," I promised.
Finally the dirty talk had the desired effect, and the Captain started to slowly butt-fuck me again. I threw my head back and arched my back, the way I liked women to submit to me.
"I will spend every penny I earn on lingerie, Sir," I said proudly. "You can give me hair extensions or manicured nails, if it turns you on," I added.
I finally wore him down with my promises of delight and he let out a whimper and ejaculated deep inside me for the second time tonight. After he came, he pushed me down onto the bed, and collapsed on top of me. He took a few moments to gather his breath, then he rolled me over onto my side so that he was spooning me. He remained balls-deep inside me, and fell asleep. It wasn't particularly comfortable for me, having his cock inside my anal passage for a few hours, but this was no longer about me. My new relationship with the Captain, was all about his needs.
The Captain kept me as his fuck-toy for three days, until we were finally far enough away from Alexandria Port, for it to no longer be considered a viable port of call, to disembark problematic guests or crew. Once I was no longer in debt to him, he handed me back to Tim, in front of the entire party of my co-workers.
"It worked Tim," the Captain said with a chuckle. "Samantha was so scared of going to prison, that she sucked and fucked every last drop of semen out of my nuts, over the last three days. Thanks, man!"
"You're welcome, Steve," Tim replied, as I finally learned the name of the man who had abused me for the last seventy-two hours.
The two men exchanged a high-five, and Tim turned his attention to me, "Samantha, meet me in the jacuzzi in ten minutes. Prepare yourself for me, girl."
Ten minutes wasn't much notice for a regular girl, but I was getting used to Tim's expectations of a quickie. I took a very quick shower, cleaned my anal passage with an enema kit, and lubed up my asshole. I wore a one-piece bathing suit, in an attempt to hide my masculinity. I had modified to be crotchless, to facilitate access for my boss.
Tim fucked me twice in the hot-tub, once from behind, as I laid over the concrete edge of it, and the second time, as I straddled his lap and bounced up and down on him like a cock-hungry bitch. After he came in my ass, he told me to beat it, and as I slinked off to my room, I heard Suky and Ana laughing as they joined him in the jacuzzi. Tim's constant debasement of me, has ruined my self-esteem and I find myself constantly seeking the approval of men. It is something I hate about myself, and I am working to change it, but I ended up finding validation in the arms of Steve, although out of respect, I only address him as Captain or Sir.
The Captain took what he wanted from me that night, and I willingly submitted to his increasingly depraved notion of consensual sex. I just wanted to be desired, so I said yes, to everything he wanted. After the vacation ended, I gave him a farewell blowjob, right before we disembarked. It was a rushed, sordid act, completed as it was in the laundry room, with multiple staff interruptions. However, Captain Steve did unload his nuts down my throat, and as he dressed quickly, to get to his next meeting, I thanked him for saving me from the Egyptian prison.
"No problem honey," he said dismissively. "We are in the Caribbean next month. Get a nice hotel suite in Miami Beach for us, and I will come and visit you on my day off."
I knew he wasn't going to take me to dinner, or show me the sights of Miami, but because I love submitting to strong men, I took him up on his offer and booked a suite at the W Hotel in Miami Beach. That asshole showed up with his new Bosun, and told me that this was an employee appreciation vacation. But that is another story.
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When Tim arrived in Los Angeles, a few days before my birthday, he was accompanied by Ana. This was really the first time I had the opportunity to check her out, as the last time we met, I was the acting "Assistant Stewardess" on the Below Deck cruise.
Ana was a breathtakingly beautiful, very young Thai girl. She was stunning in every way, quite possibly the most alluring female I had ever laid eyes on. She was from a very poor family in the Isaan region of Thailand. She had moved to Bangkok to work in the red light district, right after she turned eighteen, and Tim had been one of her very first customers.
A lot of the girls that gravitate to the sex industry are initially looking for a husband or long-term sponsor. However, as the harsh realities of life as a sex-worker sink in, many of them use drugs or alcohol to numb themselves, and end up as career prostitutes. The girls often get tattooed all over their body, and get hardened by the constant indignities of selling their bodies.
As soon as Tim saw Ana, he was enamored with her, and he asked her to stay with him for a month. One thing led to another, and while he had no plans to marry her, they were in a long-term relationship. Tim sent her parents money on a regular basis, and Ana did everything in her power, to keep Tim satisfied.
Ana had a lithe, slender frame and a fantastic smile. Tim made a few cosmetic improvements and turned her into a goddess. She had a nice set of fake tits, that were very perky and the perfect size for her small body. He also fixed her teeth, buying her a set of very white veneers that improved her smile.
I picked them up at the airport, as Suky had decided that Tim could stay with us. I was not expecting him to be accompanied, and had been stressing about the sleeping arrangements. Tim had taken Suky from me when he was my direct boss, and had enjoyed a very fulfilling sexual relationship with her. For this reason, I half expected him to share a bed with Suky during his visit. I felt a great relief when I realized he had arrived with a girlfriend, and would leave Suky alone.
I couldn't keep my eyes off of Ana as we walked from the terminal to my car. She was dressed impeccably, and had such a tight little ass and perfect rack. I could feel my cock stiffening in my jeans as I inhaled her scent. I just wanted to get home, take a shower and jerk off. As we pulled out of the parking lot and merged onto the freeway, Tim and I started to engage in some small talk. It was friendly banter, not business related, and he seemed at ease.
After a few minutes, Ana said she was sleepy, and Tim told her to put her head down and take a nap. I saw her head disappear into his crotch, and she curled up into a ball on her side and fell asleep. Tim and I continued to chat as we sped towards my house. I live about ninety minutes south of Los Angeles International Airport, and we were making decent time. Eventually, Tim dozed off and I drove all the way home before either of them stirred.
Once we arrived at my house, Tim exhibited his first display of control, by putting his large suitcase on my bed, thereby assuming that Ana and he were to sleep in the master bedroom. Tim and Suky shared a loving hug that turned into an extended, and extremely inappropriate, embrace. Introductions were made between Suky and Ana, and then Tim announced that he was going to take a shower. Tim entered my marble shower enclosure, with Ana following closely behind, so Suky and I left them in the master suite.
Tim emerged from the bedroom first, and said to Suky, "Why don't you and I go to the grocery store and pick up some steaks to barbecue? I am in the mood for some real food after that long journey."
Suky was very agreeable to Tim's suggestion, but I thought it was strange that she felt the need to change into a short skirt, and touch up her lipgloss, to go to the grocery store. Shortly after Tim and Suky left, Ana emerged from the bedroom. She still looked quite sleepy, even though she had just showered. She sat on the sofa, apologized for being so tired, and I told her she could take a nap while I prepared the barbecue.
When I returned to the living room ten minutes later, Ana was laying on her side, sleeping in the fetal position. I noticed that her short skirt had ridden up her toned thighs, exposing the tops of her stockings. I said her name quietly, to determine if she was asleep, and got no response.
I moved into the kitchen under the cover of making a salad. However, I positioned myself in such a way that I could continue to check her out. She was a breathtakingly beautiful girl, and I felt my erection build as I watched her sleep. I was fixated on whether her stockings were stay-up thigh highs, or held in place with a garter-belt. A few moments later, I got my answer as Ana shuffled slightly in her sleep, and flashed me the tiniest glimpse of her garter-belt strap.
My cock throbbed at this latest revelation, and I felt myself lusting after this young Thai girl. After I made the salad, I poured myself a stiff cocktail and went out to check on the barbecue. I was surprised that Tim and Suky weren't back from the grocery store yet, but I continued to busy myself by setting the table for dinner. Ana slept soundly through this, and as the alcohol surged through my veins, I became emboldened and wanted to snoop through her suitcase.
I had already stolen a pair of her yellow panties, when I was charged with unpacking her suitcase on the Below Deck boat. However, as soon as it was apparent that I was going to be serving my boss and his group, I dumped them in the ship's laundry room. Now as I was presented with a second opportunity to steal her underwear, I was not going to blow it.
I have always had a fetish for women's panties, and I started to envision stealing a pair of Ana's silky underwear, and jerking off into them. I crept into the master bedroom trying not to awaken her. There were two suitcases on the master bed, and both of them were open, as they had apparently not had time to unpack yet. I assumed the smaller one was Ana's, and my assumption was quickly confirmed when I saw a hot pink bikini lying in the suitcase.
My erection was throbbing in my jeans now, and combined with the alcohol, was daring me to take risks. I rooted through Ana's suitcase until I found my prize, a tiny, pink silk g-string. I extracted it from the pile of clothes within the suitcase, held it between my thumb and forefinger, marveled at the tiniest amount of material that this intimate garment was made of, and then put it to my nose and inhaled deeply, to see if there was any trace of Ana's intoxicating scent. I heard her speak at the exact same time that the camera flash went off.
"Would you like me to spray my perfume on those panties, Timmy," she asked me from her vantage point at the door, her cell phone up to her face, capturing the moment.
I had stolen lots of panties before, and had come close to getting caught a couple of times. However, I never could have imagined the acute embarrassment of being caught in the direct act of pilfering, and sniffing, a woman's underwear. I had no clue what to say. I dropped the pink panties as if they were toxic, and they fell onto the floor, at my feet.
"Ana," I stammered, "You are awake!"
Ana moved slowly towards me, like a lion stalking its prey, completely aware of the predicament I was in. I had a sixty thousand dollar a month job, which was now in jeopardy, as I had just tried to steal my boss' girlfriend's panties from her suitcase. I was in such shock, I could barely speak.
Ana, by contrast was extremely calm, as she walked slowly towards me. She got way too close to me, and for a moment I wasn't sure if she was fucking with me, or if the Thais have a different concept of personal space. Either way, suddenly she was about four inches in front of me, looking up into my eyes, amusement written all over her face.
Reflexively, I inhaled deeply and sniffed her. The second I did that I felt like an even bigger pervert. Ana didn't seemed deterred by my fascination with her. She put one hand on my ribcage, for support, and bent over gracefully, to retrieve her panties from the floor. After she scooped them up with her dainty, perfectly manicured hand, she dangled them in front of my face, relishing the power she had over me, and quite possibly, my career.
"I am not one hundred percent sure why you were sniffing my panties," Ana began assuredly, "but if I had to guess, then there is a gift for you on the bathroom counter. I am going to find out where Tim is, and I will be back in two minutes."
With that, Ana, tossed her pink panties back into the suitcase, and tapped her phone. My emotions were all over the place. I was hard as a rock, breathing frantically from the stress of being caught red-handed sniffing Ana's panties, and scared shitless that she was going to call Tim and tell him what had transpired. Especially, as she had the incontrovertible evidence of a photograph.
Ana didn't call Tim. She was toying with the "Find my phone" app on her iPhone, presumably trying to locate him.
"Go," she said dismissively to me, "Go get your gift."
I wandered into the bathroom, in a daze, and shaking from the stress of Ana's discovery. When I got into the large, marble-walled bathroom, I noticed the gift immediately. There were a pair of yellow silky panties hung over the top of the towel rail, and they had seemingly been carefully positioned. The liner of the panties was clearly visible, and was obviously wet.
"Do you recognize them?" she asked, with a giggle.
"Excuse me?" I stammered, my face rapidly reddening.
"They are the same ones that you stole from my suitcase, on the boat," she said cheerfully. "I had forty pairs of panties in my suitcase, and you stole one of my bathing suit bikini bottoms, you moron," she said, obviously enjoying my predicament. "I noticed almost immediately, and asked the crew to look out for them. I got them back the next day, dumped in the laundry room. Did you even have time to jerk off into them?" she asked, reading my mind.
"Ana," I said weakly, "I can explain."
"No need," the young girl responded. "I am going to give them back to you as a gift."
"As a bonus for you, they have my scent all over them," Ana teased, as she entered the bathroom. "A seventeen hour flight will do that, as you can imagine. Tim is at San Onofre Beach right now, or at least his phone is," the young girl informed me. "We have some time before they get back."
I wasn't quite sure what we had time for, but Ana, sensing my trepidation, continued to outline her expectations.
"I don't want this evening marred by any sexual tension," she informed me matter-of-factly. "Judging by my phone tracking app, my man and your wife are probably relieving themselves of any sexual tension they have, right now, in the back of your car. I masturbated several times in the shower about an hour ago, and feel completely satiated. You, however, are in possession of a very obvious erection, and are exhibiting many signs of being in extreme sexual torment. You need to take care of that, so that I can enjoy my evening, without you constantly leering at me."
With that, she opened my medicine cupboard, had a cursory look around, and emerged with my KY lube. I felt my face redden at her discovery. If I had known that Tim and Ana were going to commandeer my master bedroom suite, I would have removed my personal effects from the room. However, due to the last minute change of sleeping arrangements, my stuff was still there.
Ana put the KY jelly on the bathroom countertop, and, emboldened by her first discovery, began rooting through the bathroom drawers. When she came up empty handed, she moved towards the bedroom door.
"Strip," she ordered me, leaving no room for argument or discussion, as she entered my bedroom.
I was shaking like a leaf as I started to disrobe. I had an erection that wasn't going anywhere, pre-cum all over the tip of my cock, and my underwear was visibly stained with my seminal fluids. I heard Ana opening my bedroom closet and presumed she was having a good snoop around.
Once I was naked, I wiped the pre-cum from my cock-head using my underwear, and let them fall to the floor. I kicked them under the bathroom counter as I was embarrassed by how wet they were. I stood silently in the bathroom, looking at myself in the mirror. I felt very self-conscious especially as the KY lube and Ana's panties were right in my view.
Ana appeared in the reflection of the mirror. She had a huge smile on her face and was holding her most recent discoveries. In one hand she had my pocket pussy, which in itself was mortifying. Suky had purchased it for me shortly after we had started dating. She had insisted that I not ejaculate in between my weekly massage sessions, but after she started conducting some of my releases by FaceTime, she gave me the plastic sex toy to further humiliate me, in front of her co-workers.
Worse still, in Ana's other hand, was something that I hadn't used before, the stainless steel cock-cage, given to me after my first major fuck-up.
"How often does Suky lock you up in this, you naughty boy?" Ana teased.
I was, once again, completely lost for words, as Ana continued to mess with me.
"Do I need to call Suky to let her know you stole my panties," Ana asked, "or would you rather us keep this as our little secret?"
I felt Ana's grasp tighten around my neck, and she left me no way out, other than to submit to her. If I told Suky, there would be a huge scene. If Tim found out, he might react by transferring me to the Montreal office, cutting my pay, or exercising any other of the options available to him as my boss. Better to submit to Ana, I reasoned, and keep Suky and Tim in the dark.
"How often do you get locked up?" Ana asked me again, "and where does Suky keep the key?"
Truth was, I had only ever seen that cock-cage twice before, once when Suky paid for it, and again when I was forced to go and pick it up, after she decreed I had fucked up. Suky had threatened to take more serious measures to enforce my chastity, after she decided I was only permitted one orgasm per week. She had gone out and purchased the perfect tool of enforcement, but had yet to lock me up in it. It appeared now as if that privilege was going to go to Ana.
"Suky purchased it a few weeks ago," I admitted. "So far it has just been a threat."
"Well, shit just got real for you, honey," she said derisively. "No more threats. I am going to cage you after I watch you get off," Ana warned me. "That way I can enjoy my week here, without worrying about you stealing my panties and jerking off in them. Suky won't need you this week anyway. Tim is going to fuck her whenever he feels like it. We both know he is balls-deep in her as we speak."
It had occurred to me that Suky and Tim had been gone way too long. If they were at San Onofre, they were probably getting it on, the secluded privacy of that deserted beach parking lot, being the perfect place to get laid.
Ana placed my pocket pussy on the bathroom countertop.
"I have never seen a guy fuck one of these before," she said, with contempt. "Normally, in the Bangkok hostess bars, you see all kinds of perverted sex acts, but they involve actual pussies. Why would anyone fuck a piece of plastic? Pathetic."
When she put it that way, I had to agree with her, it was pathetic. However, Ana wanted to humiliate me, and I wanted to bust a nut, so I started to prepare the pocket pussy. Prior experience had taught me that it felt better if it was heated to body temperature, so I ran a sink of warm water, and dropped the plastic sex toy and my KY lube into it. Ana watched intently, before resuming her line of questioning.
"If I was still asleep, what would you have done with my panties?" she asked. "Were you going to beat off with them? In them? Wearing them?"
I was too embarrassed to answer, but Ana wasn't giving up.
"I am waiting," she said sternly.
"I would probably have worn them as I jerked off," I stammered, a wave of embarrassment washing over me.
"And now that they are covered in my scent?" she teased. "You wouldn't prefer them draped around your neck, while you beat off?"
For such a young woman, Ana was remarkably adept at getting into a man's head, and she was deep into mine. She continued to pepper me with questions, offering multiple different scenarios, until finally, when she suggested that I wear a pair of her panties, and sniff her soiled ones, I nodded my assent.
"Ok, she said cheerfully, "let's go pick out a pair of my panties for you to wear, while you fuck your pocket pussy."
I reluctantly followed Ana over to her suitcase. Even though I really wanted to have an orgasm, I felt like she was putting me in an ever-worsening position by her actions. If Tim found out about our extended liaison, I could get shipped off to the Montreal office, or worse.
Ana began to remove her panties from the suitcase, and by the time she was finished, there were sixteen pairs to choose from. I raised my eyes, as if to question why she needed sixteen pairs of underwear, for a seven day trip.
Ana understood my facial expression, and started to explain.
"A few pairs always get destroyed during sex," she started with a giggle. "Tim can be quite aggressive, when he is ready to fuck. Then, wherever I stay, I always lose a couple of pairs to attrition. Well, that is the polite way to describe it. You are not the only naughty panty-thief. Just the first one I have caught in a while."
I shuffled uncomfortably, as I was reminded that she had caught me in the act of pilfering her panties.
"Choose a pair to wear," she ordered.
Now that I had a selection of dainties to choose from, I really took my time. I shifted through the pile, examining each pair closely, until I selected a pastel pink thong, with cute bows on the front. It was made of very soft silk and was quite tiny. I held them up, in silence, too embarrassed to speak.
"Is this the pair that you want to wear to have your orgasm?" Ana asked, apparently very comfortable in her controlling role.
"Yes, please," I whispered.
"Do you want me to scent them for you?" Ana asked me, with a seductive smile on her face.
I nodded my head excitedly at that thought. Ana's perfume was intoxicating, and I wanted her panties to smell just like her.
Apparently, there had been some kind of miscommunication, about what constituted being scented, because Ana told me to kneel at the end of the bed facing her. She reached into her suitcase and retrieved her traveling vibrator, and laid it on the bed in clear view. Then, as I watched intently, she got completely naked, and put the pastel pink thong on.
She had a perfect body, enhanced as it had been by Tim. I would have loved to have bar-fined her in Bangkok. She was just my type. A young, tight, hottie, fresh from Isaan, available for the whole night for less than two hundred dollars I would have fucked the crap out of her, given half the chance.
Once Ana was wearing my chosen panties, she laid on her back on my bed. She scooted forward, to the very end of the bed, and placed the soles of her feet on the duvet. Once she was situated, she began to masturbate, using the vibrator through her panties. Her pussy was about nine inches from my nose, as I knelt naked in front of her. I could smell her scent immediately, as she began to self-lubricate under the stimulation.
Ana definitely wasn't shy, especially considering she was only nineteen years of age. She had several vocal orgasms, literally right under my nose, as her scent permeated the air. After she had come several times, she spoke.
"My panties should be sufficiently scented now. Why don't you take them off me?"



I reached both hands forward to remove her panties and she stopped me cold.
"You haven't earned the privilege of touching me yet," she said, without emotion, "Take my panties off, using only your teeth."
If you have ever tried to remove a woman's underwear using just your mouth, you will know it is much harder than it sounds. Not only were Ana's panties soaking wet, but they consisted of so little material that it was virtually impossible to get a good hold on them. When I finally got Ana's panties over her tiny, manicured feet, and emerged with her thong between my teeth, ten minutes had elapsed, I had a very wet face, and Ana was visibly aroused.
She leaned forward, grabbed both of my ears, and pulled my face into her wet pussy. I let her panties fall to the floor before my face made contact with her, and reflexively extended my tongue. Ana fired up the vibrator, and came shortly after with my tongue inside her.
She enjoyed three more orgasms with me sucking and nibbling her clitoris as she masturbated. Then, she pushed my wet face away from her abruptly, and spoke.
"Put my panties on, I want to see you fuck your pocket pussy."
The panties were soaked when I stepped into them, and Ana's fluids were all over my nuts and taint, as the tiny thong separated my ass-cheeks. Ana told me to get my ass into the bathroom, and I retrieved the pocket pussy and my lube from the warm water in the sink. The pocket pussy was warm to the touch, and I lubed it up, as the young Thai girl watched.
Once the plastic sex toy was ready to enter, she grabbed her soiled bikini bottoms from the towel rail, gave them a quick wipe across her soaked pussy, and hung them around my neck. Ana positioned her wet panties in such a way that the crotch was under my nose, and told me to fuck my pussy.
I placed one hand directly on top of the pussy, to hold it in place, and then entered it slowly. Ana stood behind me, slightly off to the side, and told me to make eye contact with her in the mirror. She was still naked, and I admired her tight lean body as I started to thrust in and out of my sex toy. Ana watched with a mixture of contempt and amusement, enjoying the control she had over me.
I knew it wouldn't take me long to ejaculate. I was already excited by the visual that the beautiful young Thai girl provided. This was exacerbated by the thrill of sniffing her panties, when I thought she was asleep. Lastly, Suky and Tim had been gone for over two hours, and I knew he was fucking her. As I got close, Ana rested her dainty hand on my ass, and told me to shoot my load into my pussy.
I let out a loud groan, and ejaculated deep inside the sex toy, as Ana looked on. After I came, I was overwhelmed with embarrassment, and started to withdraw my cock. Ana put her hand on my lower back, and told me to stay coupled with it.
"Have you considered the mechanics of going to bed tonight?" she asked. "How are you going to hide your cock-cage from Suky when you get under the sheets?"
I hadn't given the cock-cage much thought, caught up as I was in my impending orgasm. Fuck! Ana was right. Suky would ask me what I had done to deserve the indignity of being caged, and who had caged me. I looked at Ana for ideas and she had a devilish grin on her face.
"Suky could sleep in my bed tonight, with Tim and I," she suggested. "That way, she wouldn't find out about your attempt to steal my panties. You avoid Suky's drama, and get to keep your sixty thousand dollar a month job, in sunny Southern California."
I wondered if this had been an elaborate set-up on Tim's part. He left me alone with a drop-dead gorgeous teenager, then set the stage by having her fall asleep, and leave her sexy underwear in full view in an open suitcase, for me to stumble across. Either way, I had a decision to make, and I didn't like the look of either outcome.
Ana made me stay inside my pocket pussy, until my cock was completely flaccid. After I had withdrawn, she allowed me to clean my genitals with a wet wipe.
"Can I take a piss before you cage me?" I asked her respectfully.
"After," she replied. "I need to get you locked up before you get hard again."
I knew nothing about the workings of a cock-cage, but I knew that unlocking it required a key. And I wasn't sure if Ana knew where the key was, so until I could verify the existence of the key, I was understandably very wary of being locked inside it.
I voiced my concerns to Ana, but she shut me down.
"My concern is locking you up for the duration of my vacation," she said coldly. "Suky can figure out how to unlock you, unless she chooses to cage you permanently."
With that, Ana knelt before me, closed the cage around my soft cock, and applied downward pressure on the shackle of the tiny padlock, forcing it to lock.
I shuddered when I heard the padlock click shut, as I imagined the indignity of going to a locksmith to get me out, if Suky didn't have a key. Ana was loving my predicament, and clapped her hands together excitedly. She told me to put her wet panties back on, and took another photo of me wearing them, the cock-cage clearly visible under the tiny fabric of the g-string.
"You may piss now," she said dispassionately, as she followed me into the bathroom.
"May I have some privacy to pee, Ana?" I asked.
"No," she responded. "I need to show you how to use the bathroom, while wearing a cock-cage. There are some subtle adjustments."
I was acutely aware that a man wearing a cock-cage would have to sit down to take a piss. That's right, in order to urinate, I had to sit on the toilet seat, like a bitch. It was emasculating enough to piss like a girl, but to have Ana's silky panties around my ankles, as I relieved myself in front of the young Thai, was humiliating.
The subtle adjustments were no less inconvenient. When you are locked in a cock-cage, you can't shake your cock after you piss, either. You have to sit there for a few moments and let it drip dry. I started to think of the adjustments I would have to make. I could no longer use a urinal, like real men. Every time I needed to pee at work, I would have to hide in a stall.
Once I was dry, I pulled Ana's panties back up and reached for my jeans.
"I will let you know when you can get dressed, you fucking pussy," Ana spat at me.
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Once Ana made it perfectly clear that I was on her schedule, she left the bathroom, and I followed her meekly, feeling very self-conscious, dressed as I was in only her panties, and my cock-cage. We entered the kitchen and she poured herself a glass of wine, making herself completely at home.
Several minutes later, Ana was back on her phone, trying to establish the whereabouts of Suky and Tim. Once Ana saw that they were still parked up in the remote beach campground, she instructed me to get dressed. Ana threw some clothes on, grabbed her cell phone and we drove down to San Onofre Beach.
As we headed down the long unpaved road, looking for my wife's car, I asked Ana if she was jealous of Tim's relationship with Suky.
"Tim literally saved my life," she said convincingly. "Without his rapid intervention, I would have been chewed up by Bangkok's red light district. By now, I would have been addicted to drugs and alcohol, heavily tattooed, dating a gangster, and fucking four or five farangs a day. I watched it happen to nearly all of the Isaan farm girls, upon arrival in the city. Tim plucked me out of that. I view him as my savior. He can fuck whoever he wants. He deserves it. I am only bringing you here to rub your nose in it."
I wish I possessed Ana's cavalier attitude towards her partner's infidelity. It was eating me alive to think that Tim was balls-deep in Suky. I hoped they had just come here to catch up and chat, although Ana laughed out loud at that suggestion.
"There they are," I said, as I recognized my wife's Suburban, in a private, remote spot.
As we got closer I saw Tim and Suky sitting in the front seats of the large SUV. The seats were reclined, both front windows were open, and they were smoking.
"I knew they were just chatting," I said to Ana.
I reversed into the parking space right next to them, so that I was right next to Suky. The first thing I noticed was the distinct smell of marijuana. They were sharing a joint and were both as high as a kite. Suky giggled as she took a hit. I noticed that she was basking in that same post-orgasmic glow that I had observed the first time Tim enjoyed her at the massage parlor. They had definitely fucked.
My wife's two top buttons were still undone, and her bra was gone. She had two love bites just above her partially exposed breasts, and her lipstick was completely smeared. As I continued to check her out, I noticed semen drying on her neck. Had Tim removed my girlfriend's bra and tit-fucked her?
I averted my gaze from my well-used girlfriend, and looked across the SUV at Tim. He had a smirk on his face, and looked very relaxed. He also had no pants or underwear on, and I could see traces of Suky's lipstick all over his cock-head, thighs and stomach. Evidently, Suky had blown him too.
I looked into the back seat of the Suburban and my heart sank. The rear seats were folded flat, and there was a makeshift bed on the floor, consisting of a couple of sleeping bags, and large towel. Suky's panties were discarded on top of the towel, and from six feet away, I could see a large load of semen pooling inside the liner. Jesus, how many times had my boss ejaculated in the last three hours?
Tim spoke first.
"Get out of the car, Timmy."
I got out hesitantly, wondering what he had in store for me. He had always derived a lot of pleasure from my debasement, and I knew he would love to dominate me in front of Ana.
Suky told me to come closer, and leaned in for a kiss. I tasted Tim's semen on her lips and tongue immediately, and Tim let out a chuckle.
"Hi baby," Suky said softly as we broke the deep, open-mouthed kiss. "The steaks are in the back of the car. Why don't you head home and start dinner? We won't be too much longer."
"Medium rare, for me, Timmy," my boss directed me.
"Same here," Ana added.
I left my boss at San Onofre beach, with his young girlfriend and my wife. I drove home and cooked up some steaks, while the three of them presumably, worked up an appetite.
They rolled in about thirty minutes later, completely stoned and all very hungry. I served dinner and we had a very enjoyable time, chatting and drinking wine. When bedtime rolled around, I started to stress about Suky discovering my cock-cage. Inevitably, that would lead to a discussion of why I was locked up, and who locked me up. I didn't want to go down that road, so I feigned a headache and retired early.
I hadn't formulated my plan very well, instead I had just focused on being asleep before Suky came to bed, so that she wouldn't discover my enforced chastity. Inadvertently, I served Suky up on a platter to my boss, who was also an ex-lover of hers.
Ana bumped into me as I retrieved my toothbrush from their bathroom.
"Don't wait up for Suky," she said cruelly.
Then, as she tapped her manicured fingernails against the metal of my cock-cage, she added, "Sleep tight, look under your pillow!"
I got flush with excitement when she said that, and I stammered a shaky good night. When I got into the spare room, the first thing I did was to check under my pillow. Ana had left me a pair of her heavily-scented panties, and the key to my cock-cage!
There was also a hand-written note that read, "I will reward you in the morning if you don't open your cage."
I was determined to get my reward, so I climbed into the bed in the spare room, and tried to fall asleep. Not only was it difficult to get comfortable in unfamiliar surroundings, but the cock-cage was reminding me that I no longer had control of my orgasms. That had been ceded to a dominant teenage Thai girl, who had kindly left me the key tonight, but could take it away from me anytime she wanted.
I heard the three of them laughing on the patio as they drank their wine, and then I smelt the unmistakable scent of marijuana.
Pot always makes Suky horny, and I knew Tim was going to fuck my girlfriend again. I lay there seething in jealousy, as I wondered how he was going to enjoy the two of them. I have always been excited at the thought of being cuckolded, but the cage was doing a fantastic job of preventing my cock from getting hard. Ana's scented panties were under my pillow, and I was fighting the urge to jerk off into them.
I lay there silently, trying to fall asleep, but I couldn't get Ana out of my mind. It was a warm September evening in Southern California, and the windows to the spare bedroom were open. I knew I wasn't going to be able to fall asleep listening to the three of them laughing and carrying on, so I decided to close my bedroom windows. I opened the plantation shutters, and I was immediately thankful that I hadn't turned on my bedroom lights, as the three of them were clearly visible from my bedroom window, as they smoked pot on the patio.
Tim was sat between the two of them, and their body language signaled that they were very comfortable with each other. I realized I couldn't close my window without alerting them to my presence, so I decided to watch them through the partially-opened shutters.
Tim was an Alpha male, and he had already enjoyed a sexual relationship with both of these young women, so it was no surprise to me when he and Ana started to make out. A little tough to watch, as it was inevitable where this was heading, but no surprise. Tim kissed Ana for a few moments and then turned to Suky. My girlfriend placed one hand on the side of his face, and leaned in to give him a tender, open-mouthed kiss.
As Suky and Tim kissed, Ana's dainty hand disappeared between Tim's legs, and started to undo his shorts. Tim stopped kissing Suky and got slowly to his feet. The two girls remained in their seats, and started to stroke Tim's cock through his shorts. I had a clear view of the proceedings, as I was maybe ten feet from the three of them.
Suky tossed the padded seat of her patio chair onto the ground, and knelt on it in front of Tim. Ana quickly followed suit, and the two of them removed his shorts. Tim had an erection that was tenting in his underwear, and Ana began to nibble his cock through it. I know Tim had come at least twice when he was at the beach with my girlfriend, because I witnessed his semen in the liner of her panties and on her neck, presumably from tit-fucking her. However, he was ready to go again, and he placed his hand behind Suky's head, to show her that he wanted her to help Ana nibble his cock through his underwear.
The two young girls teased Tim mercilessly until he finally grew impatient of waiting, and released his cock from the confines of his underwear. I wanted to do the same, release my cock from the much more restrictive confines of my stainless steel cage, but the lock was at the base of the metal contraption, and in this light, my chances of getting the key in the lock were slim to none. So, I watched my boss enjoy both of our girlfriends, through the plantation shutters.
Once his cock was free, Ana and Suky started to give him a two-girl blowjob. I felt my heart quicken as I watched my girlfriend pleasure my boss. I could hear the lewd sounds of a very enthusiastic and sloppy blowjob, through the open windows of my bedroom. My cock was straining to get out of the cock-cage and get some release.
After several minutes of being blown Tim spoke up.
"I want to fuck Suky's ass," he announced to the two young Asians.
Suky gave Tim an agreeable smile and got into the doggy-style position on the patio. I know Suky knew I was in the spare bedroom, so it was no coincidence when she adjusted her position to face my window.
"Lube her up, Ana," he ordered.
Once Ana had prepared Suky's anal passage, Tim knelt behind my girlfriend. Ana slipped a condom onto his erect cock, poured some more lubricant into her hand, and rubbed it all over his penis. Tim lined his cock-head up with the entrance to Suky's asshole, and slowly eased his way inside her.
I could see Tim and Suky's faces as he entered her anal passage. Tim had a look of total pleasure as he forced his cock into Suky's ass. Suky, by contrast, had a pained look of distress as she struggled to adjust to his invasion of her. Tim loved to dominate women, and anal sex was a great way to show a woman who is the boss. Suky was clearly in a considerable amount of discomfort, but did nothing to stop my boss from sodomizing her.
Once Tim had established a rhythm, Ana slipped under him and began to suck his balls. He came inside my girlfriend's ass a few moments later, withdrew his cock and excused himself.
"I am going to take a quick shower," he said cheerfully. "Why don't you two wait for me in my bed."
With that assumptive close, Tim set the stage for my girlfriend to spend the night in his bed, and I no longer had to stress about Suky discovering my cock-cage. Well, at least for tonight.
I had witnessed too much sexual activity to go to bed without jerking off. I waited behind the plantation shutters until the three of them left the patio. I retrieved Ana's underwear from under my pillow and then I turned on my bedroom light. I carefully inspected the tiny silky thong panties. They were very nicely scented and an exquisite shade of mint green. I sniffed them and then decide to unlock my cock-cage. There was a small padlock on the chastity device, and even though I could clearly see the keyhole, the key didn't fit. I tried unsuccessfully for several minutes, before I realized that Ana had given me the wrong key.
I didn't know if Ana had done that on purpose, or inadvertently. I had a handgun case in my closet, that was secured by a small padlock. Maybe she had given me that key, by mistake. Either way, I wasn't getting any release tonight, unless I could somehow get into my closet and find the right key.
I heard the water turn off after Tim showered. Then a few moments later I heard the door to the master bedroom lock, effectively shutting me out of the fun for tonight. I heard a few muffled laughs from across the hallway, and then the distinct sound of someone getting spanked. Hard!
Suky had shared with me that Tim spanked her occasionally, when they lived together, and my curiosity got the better of me. I just had to know what the three of them were up to, in my bed.
I opened my door quietly and snuck down the short hallway to the master bedroom. I positioned myself right outside the door, and put my ear against it. I could hear Tim talking dirty to the girls and I immediately realized why Joy had soundproofed Tim's VIP room at the massage parlor. This guy was loud.
Apparently he was directing a lesbian sex show, involving Ana and Suky. Tim was barking commands at them, and occasionally spanking their asses to spur them on. I listened for about twenty minutes, before my cock started to hurt as it fought to escape the cock-cage. I left the scene in considerable discomfort, and went back to my own room. I had a fitful night's sleep, wondering what liberties my boss was taking with my girlfriend.
I didn't see Suky again until breakfast time. She had that glow back on her face, that only occurs when she is around Tim. I walked into the breakfast room, just as she was carrying a fully loaded breakfast tray out of it, towards the patio. Evidently, the three of them were having breakfast together this morning. She said good morning and invited me to join them.
As soon as I discovered that the three of them were on the patio, I decided to get into my bedroom and find the key to my cock-cage. I entered the master quietly and went straight into my walk-in closet. I rooted around in there for a couple of minutes but came up empty-handed. As I left the room, I bumped into Tim.
"Just getting my watch," I said lamely, as if I needed permission to be in my own bedroom.
I returned to my spare bedroom, extremely frustrated with my sexual confinement, even though it had only been less than twenty-four hours. I decide to join the three of them for breakfast and walked out to the patio. Ana was sitting in a sun chair enjoying the early morning sun. She was wearing a two-piece bathing suit that showcased her flawless body, and she had the key to my cock-cage hanging from her necklace.
Tim arose from the patio table first.
"I am going to take a shower," he announced. "Where do you guys keep the clean towels?"
Suky offered to help Tim find some fresh towels, and they disappeared into the house.
"He's going to fuck her in the shower," Ana said coldly. "It's his morning routine to bust a nut first thing."
With that out of the way, Ana started to play absentmindedly with the key hanging around her neck.
"Tim said you were snooping around in our bedroom," she said with a glint in her eyes. "Were you looking for this key?"
"I already have the key to my cock-cage," I said unconvincingly.
"You have the key to your handgun case," Ana corrected me. "You already know that because you tried to unlock yourself last night, and take some forbidden release, am I right?"
I am a terrible liar, and hoped that my honesty would earn me some release, so I admitted that I had tried to free myself from the cage.
Ana's reaction was unexpectedly fierce. Her face clouded over and she spat out the words.
"That decision is going to cost you. Things are about to heat up for you."
I tried to apologize but Ana had made her mind up.
"Does it bother you that your boss is balls-deep in your girlfriend?" she enquired. "Or that he butt-fucked her right outside your open bedroom window last night? Don't pretend you didn't hear anything. You probably watched, you cuckold."
I sat on the patio with Ana for forty five minutes as she taunted me. I was scared that if I bailed, she would fulfill her promise of turning the heat up on me, whatever that entailed. Finally, Tim and Suky joined us, both seeming very relaxed. As soon as they sat down, Ana turned up the heat.
"This is embarrassing for me, but I have to say something," she began. "I had a pair of mint green panties on my bedside table this morning, but now they are gone. Did anyone put them in the laundry by chance? They are clean, I just didn't have time to put them away."
I shuffled uneasily in my chair at the revelation that the missing panties were mint green. This mystery was going to take about five seconds to resolve. There were four of us in the house. Tim had witnessed me in his bedroom that morning, Suky knew I had a panty fetish, and I was the only one with a clear motive. I currently had possession of the mint green panties, but I certainly hadn't stolen them.
I should have fessed up immediately. At least to the fact that they were under my pillow. It would have been embarrassing, but I could have avoided what happened next. Instead of owning up to possession of Ana's missing panties, I sat there silently with and felt my face redden.
Suky spoke next, verbalizing what they were all thinking.
"Guys, there are only four of us in the house. Did anyone see Ana's mint green panties?"
The silence was deafening. Suky wanted answers and took control.
"Ana, check your bedroom to make sure they didn't fall down behind your bed. Timmy, check the laundry basket. Maybe they got picked up with some other dirty laundry. I will check our room just to be sure."
I walked in a daze down to the laundry room knowing that it would be seconds before the discovery of the missing panties. Ana knew exactly where they were, for fuck's sake.
A few seconds later I heard Suky shout my name. I felt sick to my stomach as I imagined how my boss might react.
"Timmy, get your ass in here. You have got some explaining to do."
By the time I got to the spare room, the three of them were already there, and Suky was stood by my side of the bed, with my pillow in her hand, thereby exposing the stolen panties. I was so embarrassed, I couldn't form the words, when Tim pressed me for an explanation.
"Are these yours, Ana?" he asked.
"Yes," the young Thai girl replied.
She reached out to pick them up, and then dropped them as if they were toxic.
"Ew, yuck! He scented them with my perfume," she said, with a disgusted look on her face.
Ana laid it on thick. She burst into tears and started to hyperventilate.
"Can we book into a hotel Tim?" she said through her sobs. "I don't feel safe with Timmy in the house."
"If anyone is leaving, it is that panty thief," Tim said aggressively, pointing directly at me.
"We do have an RV in the driveway," Suky offered. "Timmy could stay there until you guys leave. It has a shower and kitchen, so he wouldn't need to come in the house for any reason."
This offer seemed to console Ana somewhat, but she pushed for more concessions from me.
"What if he gets horny and his desires overwhelm him?" she asked, her voice trembling.
"I bought a cock-cage in case I need to exercise more control over him in the future," Suky confessed. "We could make him wear that."
Ana obviously knew I was already wearing it, and skillfully diverted the conversation so that Suky didn't find out.
"I would feel comfortable with that," she said. "Can you tie his hands behind his back and tell me where the cage is? I want five minutes with Timmy to understand his motives and hear his apology. Then I will personally cage him, if that is okay with everyone."
"Of course, Ana," Suky replied. "Whatever makes you comfortable. The cock-cage is in the third drawer of the walk-in closet, under some sweaters. We will keep him locked up all week. I am so sorry you had to go through this, Ana."
Ana continued the bullshit act of having been totally violated, as Tim retrieved one of his neck-ties, and bound my hands firmly behind my back.
"Do everything she tells you," he said menacingly, "you fucking pussy."
Once Ana and I were alone in my master bathroom, she softened her stance before me.



"Sorry, Timmy, it's nothing personal," she said with a smile. "I need you out of the picture, so that Tim can enjoy Suky and I all week."
Ana and I hung out in the bathroom for a few minutes to create the impression that she was getting an apology from me, and caging me. Then we joined Tim and Suky in the living room.
"Is the panty thief locked up?" Tim asked, as he untied my hands.
"All done," Ana said with a satisfied smile. "I feel much safer already."
Tim put his arm around Ana protectively, and turned his attention to me.
"Go and wait in the RV, you pussy. I will text you when dinner is ready. You can come inside and grab a plate, but you will eat your meals in the driveway until we leave."
"Take my green panties with you," Ana said. "The sight of them makes me feel ill."
I wasn't at all happy about having to spend my time in the RV, but Tim was adamant. As my direct boss, he held my financial well-being in his hands, so we both knew that I would obey him. Ana had set me up, certainly, and now Tim would be alone in my house with both of our girlfriends. That fucker didn't waste any time rubbing my nose in it, either.
After dinner, I was sitting in the RV watching tv, with the lights off. I went to grab a coke from the fridge and looked out of the window. From my vantage point I could see right into the living room. Tim was sitting in my recliner and Ana was on his lap, kissing the side of his neck. I had a great view as the RV was only about twenty feet from the living room window. I was pretty sure that they couldn't see me, as all the lights were off in the RV.
A few moments later Suky entered the room, dressed in a cute mini-skirt and high heels. Ana hopped off Tim's lap, and the two girls started to kiss in front of him. They seemed very comfortable making out, and I surmised they had probably done it before, either last night in Tim's bed, or at San Onofre when I left to grill the steaks. Tim watched the girls kiss for several moments, and then spoke.
I had no clue what he said, but shortly after he directed them, they began to seductively undress each other. After a few moments, they were both naked except for their panties and high heels. Tim arose slowly from his recliner, his erection visible in his chinos. Ana and Suky moved towards him, and started to stroke his cock through his pants. Tim muttered something else and Suky sank to her knees.
The plantation shutters that faced out onto the driveway were open, and the three of them made no attempt to get any privacy. By contrast, Tim kept looking out of the window, directly into the RV, obviously aware that I was in there. Suky started to undo his belt as Tim kissed Ana tenderly. My cock was trying to force its way out of the cock-cage, and it was quite painful. I watched as my girlfriend unzipped my boss' pants, and pulled them down to his ankles. After he stepped out of them, he resumed kissing Ana, while Suky stroked his erection through his underwear.
When Suky began to kiss and nibble Tim's cock, through his briefs, Tim adjusted his position slightly, turning to the side to give me a better view. He looked directly into the RV and smirked. I know he couldn't see me as I was sitting in the dark with all of the lights off. However, judging by his smug look and his subtle adjustment of his position, it appeared that he knew I could see him. Once he was happy with my line of sight, he said something to Suky and she nodded. She pulled his underwear over the tip of his erection, exposing his swollen cock-head, extended her tongue, and began to lightly lick him.
She was positioned in such a way that I was looking right into her eyes as she licked my boss' cock-head. I was only about twenty feet away, so I had an excellent view. Suky gave the tip of Tim's cock a very loving tongue bath, as she maintained unbroken eye contact with me. I was feeling a mixture of jealousy and arousal, as I watched my girlfriend service my boss. I really wanted to jerk off, but Ana had taken that option from me, using the cock-cage.
I picked up Ana's scented mint green panties and gave them a sniff, but that only compounded my frustration. Even though I could only get a partial erection within the confines of the cage, I was leaking copious amounts of pre-cum, and my inner thighs were quite wet with my fluids. Tim let my girlfriend worship the tip of his cock for several minutes before he instructed Ana to join her. Ana knelt slowly, her tight little ass resting perfectly on the heels of her feet.
Tim adjusted the position of both girls so that my view was unobstructed, and then the two of them removed his underwear. After he stepped out of them, Ana moved under him and began to suck his nuts. Suky started sucking his cock and Tim rotated again so that I now had a side-profile view of the two-girl blowjob. He put both hands behind his back, presumably to give me a better view. It was a surreal experience to watch my girlfriend suck my boss' cock, and while I hated every second of it, I was absolutely transfixed and couldn't turn away.
Ana had scooted further under Tim and had tilted her head back so that his nuts hung between her eager lips. She was sucking and nibbling his scrotum, and the look on Tim's face, as he stared out of the well-lit living room into the darkened RV, was one of pure delight. I saw his abs tighten and knew he was close. I was expecting him to grab Suky, either by the ears or the hair, at the point of no return. However, my unobstructed view was apparently more important to him, and he kept his hands behind his back as he exploded in my girlfriend's mouth.
Suky and Ana kept sucking his cock and nuts for several moments after he came. Finally, Tim said something to the girls, and Ana emerged from underneath his nutsack. Suky withdrew her soft lips from his softening cock, and opened her mouth to show Tim that she had swallowed his ejaculate. Tim patted her on the head, and she looked up adoringly at him, awaiting further instructions. Ana and Suky knelt side by side, naked except for their high heels and their thong panties, as Tim pondered what he wanted next.
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I am assuming that Tim gave them detailed instructions of what he wanted next, because as he turned and left the room, Suky and Ana rotated my recliner, so that I now had a sideways view of it. Once the had positioned it just so, they left the room holding hands. I sat in the dark trying to process what I had just witnessed.
My boss had commandeered my house, relegating me to the RV in my driveway. He had allowed his girlfriend to lock me into a cock-cage, and enjoyed the services of both of the young Asians, while I watched, like a total cuckold. To make matters worse, I was sniffing his girlfriend's panties, while I watched my girlfriend swallow his load. I put my head in my hands in despair at how we got here.
I had a fridge-freezer in my motor coach, so I ended up making myself a very stiff vodka on the rocks. As I sat in the dark, sipping my cocktail, I realized that it was inevitable that there was going to be a round two. The girls had moved the recliner for a reason.
About twenty minutes later, as I nursed my second drink, Tim re-entered the living room. It was apparent that he had just showered, as his hair was wet and he was naked except for a towel around his waist. He approached the recliner, and seemingly content with the position of it, let his towel fall to the floor, and sat on my favorite chair. I wasn't that happy about him sitting butt-naked on my throne, but I had a feeling that worse things were on the horizon.
Tim got himself comfortable and put his feet on a small ottoman that was positioned in front of my chair. I had a perfect side view of him as he relaxed naked, but I wasn't interested in watching my boss, so I played with my phone, as I awaited the inevitable return of my girlfriend.
A few minutes later, Ana and Suky returned completely naked to the living room. Suky was carrying my foot massage tools, a small plastic tub of warm soapy water and my massage oils. Ana was carrying several clean towels, and they both looked delighted at the prospect of attending to Tim's feet. I give Suky a foot massage very regularly, and I know from experience, that kneeling before someone to massage their feet, is an extremely submissive act.
Sometimes, if I had inadvertently disrespected Suky, she would command me to massage her feet, as a way to restore the balance of power, within our relationship. It is just very humbling to kneel naked before another human being, and wash their feet. I wasn't sure whether Tim was testing the limits of my girlfriend's submission, or if Ana had talked Suky into it, but apparently the two of them were about to do it.
Suky placed the bowl of warm soapy water at the base of the ottoman and invited Tim to put his foot inside it. Once his foot was submerged, Suky began to tenderly wash it. She cleaned the arch, and in between his toes, with a very gentle touch. Then she signaled to Ana that Tim's foot was clean, and the young Malaysian girl knelt before her savior, and lovingly dried his foot. Once his foot was dry, he rested it on the ottoman and the girls switched places.
Ana washed Tim's other foot with the same deference that Suky had used. Ana gave Suky a nod, and my girlfriend dried his other foot, as he rested it on her thigh. Once both feet were clean and up on the ottoman, the real show of submission began.
I know that the internet is awash with foot-fetish websites, in which men worship women's feet. They depict scenes of trampling, and men kissing and sucking the toes of perfectly manicured feet. Much harder to find, and much more specific of a fetish, are the videos of women worshiping men's feet. These movies are only seen on obscure Japanese "slave" websites, and are particularly difficult to find if you don't speak Japanese. I had recently jerked off to a very kinky video, in which two young, collared Asians knelt before a man and kissed his feet before sucking his toes. However, I never expected to witness such submission in real life, much less between my girlfriend and my boss.
So, it was to my utter and complete surprise, when Ana and Suky slowly lowered their lips to Tim's feet and started to kiss them. The act wasn't gross, seeing as how the girls had just washed his feet. However, it was just such an overt act of complete and total submission, on the part of the young Asian women.
Ana had been crystal clear about the fact that she considered Tim her savior. For this reason, I could see how she would submit to his every whim, out of total gratitude. I just couldn't explain Suky's behavior. She knew how jealous I was of Tim. He had taken my job title, taken my Saturday morning appointment with Suky before eventually taking Suky, butt-fucked my girlfriend in front of me as I watched from my bedroom window, and generally turned my life upside down.
Now, as that smug asshole relaxed naked, in my favorite recliner, my girlfriend was on her knees, kissing the top of his feet. It didn't stop there either. Once Ana and Suky had lavished attention to the tops of Tim's feet, they licked the soles. That must have been a very pleasurable sensation for Tim, because he rested his head on the back of the recliner and closed his eyes, in apparent ecstasy.
The girls licked and kissed the soles of Tim's feet for several moments, grazing their perfectly manicured nails across his heels and ankles, to increase his pleasure. Tim was fully erect now, the very tip of his penis visible to me, as it peeked above the side of the recliner, searching desperately for release. His cock danced around between his legs and his toes were curled, as if to telegraph his enjoyment to me, at the loving tender ministrations of my girlfriend.
Tim was responding very favorably to both the pleasurable stimulation of his feet, and the visual of two beautiful girls, in total submission to him. I know how good it feels to have someone scratch your feet, but to have the two of them licking, kissing and raking their nails across both of his, must have felt incredible.
The three of them were obviously communicating, because Suky and Ana began to suck Tim's toes, in unison. This perfectly choreographed act, couldn't have happened without some kind of verbal command or communication. This submissive toe-sucking was reminiscent of the Japanese slave movie I had jerked off to, just prior to Suky taking control of my orgasm schedule. Although, it was now the lovely Ana who was preventing my release, through the judicious use of the cock-cage, even though my desire to jerk off was just as much, seeing this humiliation playing out in real life.
My girlfriend removed my boss' toes from her eager mouth, extended her tongue, and began to lick between his toes. She seemed so eager to please Tim, and I wondered quite how he had managed to ensnare her so completely. She always had a glow about her after he had used her, but I wasn't sure if she got on the humiliation, or if he had some magic talent for making women submit to his every whim.
Tim had opened his eyes now, apparently enjoying the visual of Ana and Suky licking between his toes, like a couple of hungry kittens. He allowed them to worship his feet for way too long. At one point, I decided to take a picture of their joint submission to him, knowing full well that I would jerk off to it, once I got out of the cage.
I grabbed my iPhone, adjusted the optical zoom to 2x, in order to keep the same resolution, and waited for the right moment. A few seconds later, as Ana and Suky had both extended their tongues to reach between Tim's toes, I took the picture.
Unfortunately for me, in the darkened environs of the RV, my iPhone determined that a flash was necessary. This immediately telegraphed the fact that I was watching my boss violate my girlfriend, and that I was interested enough in it, to want a picture as a souvenir. As soon as the flash went off, the three of them looked in my direction, and I felt like a total cuckold pussy.
Tim said something to the girls and they rose from their knees and left the room with the plastic tub and the towels. My boss got up from the recliner and walked towards the plantation shutters. His erection was clearly visible, swaying from side to side as he walked towards me. Darkness had returned to the RV and I knew he couldn't see me.
However, I had made it abundantly clear that I had been watching intently, and was captivated by his subjugation of them.
The girls returned seconds later, and Ana was holding a bottle of KY lubricant. Tim said something to the two of them, and they got down onto the carpet in the doggy-style position, right next to each other, facing towards the plantation shutters, so they were both looking right into the RV.
Tim knelt behind Ana first, and as my girlfriend waited patiently by Ana's side for her turn, Tim eased his way into Ana's obviously wet pussy. Ana's eyes opened wide as Tim got balls-deep inside the young Thai girl. She had a smile on her face as she looked directly at me, even though I was still pretty sure she couldn't see me. Tim started to fuck Ana from behind, using powerful rhythmic strokes that pushed the beautiful young girl forward on her hands, each time he entered her pussy.
Suky waited patiently for her turn, gazing intently into the darkened motor coach. A few minutes after Tim entered Ana, she had her first orgasm, her pretty face contorting with pleasure as she came on Tim's cock. After Ana composed herself, Tim withdrew and stood up. His erect cock was slick with Ana's vaginal secretions but he stood expectantly before the young girl and said something to her.
She arose quickly from all fours and nodded her head in deference to Tim. After retrieving the KY lubricant, she knelt before him and applied a liberal dose of the jelly to his cock. Ana then moved over to where Suky was waiting in the doggy-style pose, and slid under her. Ana maneuvered herself into the sixty-nine position and raised her head between Suky's legs.
Suky's eyes widened as the young Thai girl's tongue entered her sex. I couldn't see exactly what Ana was doing, but Suky had a smile on her face, so it must have felt pleasurable. Tim watched passively as Ana ate Suky out, waiting until my girlfriend had an orgasm, before deciding it was time to have his needs taken care of. I recognized the tell-tale signs of my girlfriend getting off, and as Suky gathered herself, Tim knelt behind her.
Tim put one hand between his legs, presumably to line himself up with the entrance to Suky's assuredly wet pussy. I saw Suky's eyes widen again and a look of surprise came over her face as Tim slowly eased forward.
Suky had a pained look now, discomfort written all over her face, as it dawned on me that my boss was trying to enter my girlfriend's anal passage, for the second time tonight. There was no discussion or indication that Tim was going to use a condom, this time. He slowly forced his way into Suky's asshole, bareback. Suky was wincing now, as she struggled to accommodate his anal invasion, but she made no attempt to stop him.
After a protracted struggle to get inside Suky's ass, Tim was finally balls-deep. He allowed Suky a few seconds to get used to the violation, then said something to her. She nodded and looked in my direction. To her credit, even though she was in obvious discomfort from being sodomized, she maintained eye contact with me, as I hid in the darkened RV. Tim was also looking at me, the smirk of pleasure on his face contrasting with Suky's look of distress.
Tim started to slowly butt-fuck my girlfriend, and I thought I could see tears in her eyes. As her anal passage relaxed and got used to his penetration, Suky's face was less contorted. It didn't look like she was enjoying it, by any stretch of the imagination, but it appeared that the worst of the pain was over. Tim picked up the pace and started to fuck her ass in earnest. Suky still has a distressed look on her face, as she looked directly at me, but Tim had a smug smile plastered across his.
Ana was still underneath the two of them, although I couldn't see whose genitals her mouth was attending to. Tim fucked my girlfriend's ass for several minutes, and then I noticed Ana scoot further under him. It was Tim's turn to have wide eyes now, and he spread his legs slightly further apart, as Ana presumably started to rim him.
I could sense that Tim was close, as I could see him breathing heavily and he was having difficulty focusing on looking at me. I imagine it was extremely pleasurable to be in Suky's tight asshole as Ana licked his ass, and a few moments leather, Tim tensed up and ejaculated in my girlfriend's butt. His face showed his pleasure now as he finished blowing his wad, and tried to compose himself.
Ana remained under his asshole, presumably still rimming him for several moments. Tim pulled out of Suky's ass, and a palpable look of relief appeared on her face. Tim scooted around to the side of Suky's head, without getting up from his knees, and rested the tip of his cock on Suky's cheek. She knew what he wanted, turned her head to the side, and began to clean my boss' cock with her tongue.
The way Tim had positioned himself, to the side of Suky, gave me an unobstructed view of my girlfriend allowing my boss, the pleasure of ass to mouth. I view this as a disgusting act, but I knew that fat John insisted on Suky performing ATM on him, every time he butt-fucked her. Tim was smiling now, content in the fact that he had subjugated my girlfriend, right in front of my jealous eyes.
Shortly after Tim made Suky clean him up, Ana crawled around to the two of them and started to help Suky suck Tim's cock. It took about twenty minutes of the two-girl blowjob, but finally Tim was rock-hard again. He stood up, and as the girls knelt naked before him, he began to give them fresh instructions.
My nuts were throbbing with desire, but the cock-cage was preventing any release, or even erection, on my part. I had leaked all over the cage and my inner thighs were slick with my pre-cum. Watching my boss enjoy my girlfriend had made me really horny, and I wanted to go and join in the fun and games. I guess you should be careful what you wish for, because my phone dinged and it was a text from Suky telling me to join them in the living room.
It was with some trepidation that I entered the room. I knew I was persona non-grata in the house, due to my disrespectful actions towards my boss' girlfriend. However, I wanted the chance to make it up to Ana, so upon entering the room, I engaged her in conversation. It started off well enough, as the four of us chatted about living in Thailand and Malaysia. Ana had been a bar-girl in Bangkok's red-light district, and Suky had worked as a courtesan in Malaysia, so the conversation eventually turned to sex. More specifically, sex for money.
The girls were faIrly forthright about the fact that just about anything was on the menu, for the right price. They were detailing some of their most embarrassing sexual encounters for money, and the mood was light. At some point, I asked Ana if she had ever crawled under a table, and blown someone anonymously. After seeking clarification from me, she burst into tears. This display of crocodile tears, elicited a strong protective outburst from my boss, that was very intimidating.
"You disrespectful prick, that is my girlfriend you are talking to," Tim yelled at me, his physical demeanor suddenly making me fearful of a beating.
"I didn't mean it that way, Ana," I said apologetically. "It was something I saw once in a documentary. I was just interested, in general, in whether the television depictions of the sex games in Asian red-light districts, are exaggerated.
"Not in any way, Timmy," Ana replied dejectedly, sobbing as she spoke. "Before Tim saved me, I had to endure some humiliating evenings, playing smile with military guys, or doing tricks with a ping pong ball."
"Smile?" I asked, unable to contain my curiosity.
"Smile is probably the game you saw in the documentary. A bunch of men sit around a table, usually drinking beer. A girl gets naked and crawls under the table. She picks a random guy to blow and the other participants guess who is getting head, based on the facial expressions. Most guys will smile when getting sucked off, hence the game's name."
"Ok, I have heard enough," my boss said emphatically. "I have a good mind to get a ping pong ball and see if you can expel it from your asshole, Timmy."
"Ha, that I would love to see," Suky said enthusiastically.
"I would rather put Timmy under the table and have a game of smile," Ana said with a practiced timidity, that always got results from men."
"Let's do it," my boss said, as I recoiled in shock.
"You are kidding right?" I said with a shaky voice, "I have already apologized to Ana for my insensitivity."
"I don't give a fuck," Tim said. "Ana wants to play smile, so we are going to play it. We will give you five minutes privacy to get naked, and get your ass under the dining table."
"I will fetch an oversized table cloth," Suky said cheerfully, "and a couple of ping pong balls from the garage!"
My heart sank as I processed where this evening was heading. Just as I thought it couldn't get any worse, Tim interjected.
"Girls, unlock Timmy's cage, I want to see if he gets hard blowing me."
Ana and Suky directed me into the master bedroom, as that was where Suky had hidden the key to my cock-cage. As Suky went into the walk-in closet to retrieve the key, Ana began to taunt me.
"I have never played a bar game in my life other than connect 4," she said with a giggle. "I just want you to suck Tim's cock for our amusement."
"Please Ana," I said desperately, "you've had your fun. Let me off the hook, please."
"Not a chance," she said coldly, as Suky returned with the key.
"You locked him up, Ana," Suky said cheerfully. "You get to do the honors."
Suky handed Ana the key to my cage and the young Thai girl knelt before me and released me from the confinement. I had only been in the cage for two days but I had endured a tremendous amount of sexual stimulation. Starting with Ana handing me her scented panties, witnessing Tim enjoy the two girls on the patio right outside by bedroom window, hearing him spank Suky after the three of them turned in for the night, in my bed! And then the extended double blowjob and ass-fucking of my girlfriend, as I hid in the dark RV, sniffing Ana's panties.
It had been an eventful and very erotic forty-eight hours for me, so it was no surprise that my cock emerged from the confines of my cock-cage, quickly erect, and slick with my seminal fluids. Ana smiled when she saw my state of arousal. My cock-head was red and swollen from its protracted fight with the metal cage. Veins were visible in the shaft of my cock, a testament to my overwhelming desire for Suky and Ana. My nuts were swollen and very warm to the touch.
Ana reached her dainty manicured hand over to my blood-engorged cock, wiped up the glob of pre-cum pooling at the tip, and smeared it across my lips, much to Suky's amusement.
"Let's dress him up," Suky said impulsively. "I have a yellow baby doll that Timmy wore once to perform for Rim and I."
"No, Suky, please," I begged, "not in front of my boss."
"Quiet," Suky growled, "or I will get my strap-on too. The one I used to punish Lisa, when I caught you guys cheating on me."
I knew Suky was serious. She had a sadistic dominant streak that she fought to suppress, and I knew that I had to obey her every command, in order to prevent tonight from escalating out of control.
Suky had been extremely submissive when I first met her, and this was one of the things that attracted me to her. I soon found out it was an act. Suky had some deep rooted resentment about being treated as a sex-toy at work, and it was obvious that she would blow off some steam, the second she encountered a submissive man. The more she pushed me, the more compliant I became. If someone didn't step in to mitigate her abuse of me, I was heading down the same path as Amy, the road to being someone's sex slave.



Tonight, there were no saviors stepping up to protect me, and because I am a total pussy, ten minutes later I was kneeling under the dining table, hidden from view by the oversized table cloth. Suky had removed all of the dining chairs except for three and had placed them several feet apart.
I was wearing the yellow baby doll and matching panties, that I had worn for Rim, and Ana had tied a yellow bow in my hair. I was not happy about the prospect of having to give my boss a blowjob, although I was looking forward to a little taste of Ana. I felt like a complete pussy as that asshole Tim kept me waiting under the table for nearly thirty minutes. I could hear laughter coming from the kitchen, as they slammed shots to loosen themselves up.
Finally, as I knelt patiently in my yellow baby doll, I saw the chairs being pulled out from under the table cloth. Tim, Suky and Ana took their respective places and they were all butt naked. Tim was sporting a semi-erection, and the girls were both visibly wet. I was looking forward to tasting Ana's young pussy, so I was very disappointed to see that both girls were wearing strap-ons. Apparently it was three cocks for me to tease tonight.
Ana spoke first, laying out the ground rules.
"Timmy, you need to be quiet the whole time you service us. I know you enjoy the sounds of a sloppy blowjob, but you do not want to give us any clues as to your location. You can choose to suck any cock you wish, but after five minutes, if your recipient does not smile, it is time to move on."
I groaned, as I realized that five minutes of oral sex was long enough, potentially, to get a man off. It was humiliating enough to have to suck my boss' cock. The last thing I wanted was for him to come in my mouth.
"Start the stopwatch, Suky," Tim commanded. "Let's put this little cocksucker to work."
I heard both of the girls giggle at Tim's characterization of me, and I felt my face redden.
"Five minutes on the clock," Ana said cheerfully, "Go!"
I had already decided that I was not going anywhere near Tim's cock unless further directed to. His cock was still semi-erect, presumably in anticipation of getting sucked. I scooted over to Ana on my knees and started to lick the base of her strap-on. This enabled me to get some incidental contact of her pelvic region, as the holster that the strap-on locked in to, was right under her belly button.
Ana jumped as my tongue grazed the top of her pubic area and alerted the other two to the fact that I was servicing her.
"Ana," Suky said confidently, "you smiled!"
"What happens now?" Tim asked.
"Well," Ana began, "Suky was correct, so I have to drink."
The three of them shared an excited exchange, as they realized that someone had to drink, each time I put my lips on a different person.
"We are going to get wasted if someone has to drink every five minutes," Tim said with a laugh. "I think we should modify the rules slightly."
"My suggestion is that we give Timmy ten minutes for each blowjob, and cap the game at one hour," Ana said, adjusting the rules so that Tim definitely had enough time to blow his load into my mouth, if he so desired.
"Agreed," Tim said with a chuckle. "Do we need more players? I can call a few of the managers from work, and tell them we are having an impromptu meeting. They would love to get re-acquainted with Suky."
I grimaced at this last suggestion, horrified at the thought of having to witness Suky service my co-workers. Or worse, Tim shoving me under the table to anonymously blow my Management Team. I held my breath as they pondered Tim's idea.
"I think we have enough cocks for Timmy's first foray into the games of the Thailand red light district," Ana said. "Maybe next time, you can invite the entire management team, as a bonding exercise. Besides, there are a couple more bar games that I want Timmy to experience."
I let out a sigh of relief after Ana decided we didn't need any more participants at the table. However, this quickly turned to apprehension, as Ana kicked me under the table, and told me that the stopwatch had started.
"Ten minutes on the clock," she informed me.
I was going to stall going anywhere near Tim's cock, for as long as possible, so I crawled over to Suky. She was wearing a large black strap-on, and this phallus had two black nuts hanging beneath it. I decided to start licking the nuts, so that I could make contact with Suky's bare skin, and hopefully elicit the same reaction that I got from Ana. Suky was visibly wet as I approached her, the events of the evening apparently stimulating her.
I put my tongue at the base Suky's black nuts, and my chin rested on her pubic area. To her credit, my girlfriend didn't flinch when I touched her, so after a couple of minutes of teasing her, to no avail, I put the large black cock between my lips. There was no noticeable reaction from Suky as I sucked her latex cock and after five or six minutes, Ana spoke up.
"Tim," she said, "I think you are getting sucked off right now."
"Nope," Tim replied, thoroughly enjoying my predicament. "You get to drink, Ana."
Ana slammed another shot, to cheers from Tim and Suky, as I waited under the table for the stopwatch to get reset. I alternated between Ana and Suky's strap-ons before Ana intervened.
"You are cheating," she exclaimed. "You are purposefully ignoring Tim, which is against the rules. You have to service everyone eventually, even if you work in a random order. Cheaters deserve punishment, and you are going to get yours later," she said ominously.
I knew what I had to do, as soon as Ana kicked me under the table for a second time. I forced myself over to Tim's end of the table and knelt between his open legs. Tim jumped when I placed my hands on his upper thighs to steady myself, and I was surprised that one of the girls didn't call him out. My game plan was to give him just enough play to out him as the recipient, so I started with his balls, hoping I wouldn't actually have to suck his cock.
I moved my face right between Tim's inner thighs, close enough that I knew he could feel my warm breath on his nutsack. Tim let out a little moan, and parted his legs a little wider, to facilitate my access to his nether regions. I extended my tongue and gave his scrotum a gentle nibble. Tim jumped reflexively and let out a second louder moan. I knew he had exhibited sufficient response to be noticed, but neither girl called him on it. I wasn't sure if they were fucking with me, or if Tim had a particularly stoic face, despite his reactions under the table.
They must have heard him. He moaned twice and stiffened up at my tender touch. I licked his nuts softly, just grazing the skin. Then, in an attempt to uncover the fact that he was currently on the receiving end of my ministrations, I took both of his testicles into my warm mouth, and started to suck on them.
"Jesus Christ," Tim said under his breath, although there was still no feedback from the girls.
My time spent abusing the lovely Lisa had taught me a thing or two about blowjobs. She was, at the tender age of eighteen, hands down the best cocksucker I had ever encountered. She knew the perfect combination of edging, teasing, lubricating with her saliva, deep-throating and frenulum stimulation. Just before I decided to put her on the bus to Dallas, to save her from Suky's ferocious domination, I picked her brains about how to give the perfect blowjob.
Lisa gave me a very thorough tutorial on the art of cocksucking, and my plan was to share this with my next girlfriend, as most women would never learn how to pleasure a man orally, as well as Lisa did. I had a few tricks up my sleeve, although I never imagined I would end up having to use them on my boss.
I dragged my tongue lightly up Tim's now erect shaft, forcing a glob of pre-cum to appear at the tip. When I got to the head of his cock, I started to kiss his frenulum, very lovingly, barely making contact with my lips. He let out another moan which the girls ignored. I was getting frustrated now as I realized that I was going to have to take this man's cock into my mouth. I moved my tongue up to the very tip of his cock, and licked the pre-cum from it. Then, I parted my lips, licked them to moisten them, and closed them over his cock-head.
Lisa's lengthy tutorial had taught me that sufficient lubrication is key to a world class blowjob, so I used my saliva to minimize the friction, as I started to bob my head up and down on Tim's cock. I maintained a steady pace, but went a little deeper each time on the downstroke, until my nose was almost touching Tim's pubic area. On the upstroke, I pursed my lips tightly to create additional suction and when I reached the tip of his cock, I would give his frenulum a quick lick, before resuming the downstroke. I had the rhythm perfected, seamless, and engaging all the pleasure centers of the penis with each cycle.
Tim squirmed like a bitch when I blew him. He was moving around in his seat, moaning loud enough for me to hear him, and presumably smiling as he rapidly approached his orgasm. After about two minutes of a even paced face-fucking, I was finally deep-throating him on the downward cycle, and he was heaping praise on me and my technique.
"Holy fuck, Timmy, that feels incredible. I am getting close," he whispered shakily. "You need to teach Ana and Suky your tricks," he continued.
I beamed with pride as my boss continued to extol my virtues as a cocksucker. Truth was, Tim Andrews was a fantastic boss, who always shared credit where it was due. Over the months, working for him had conditioned me to continuously seek his approval, and as I put my heart and soul into his blowjob, I wanted him to acknowledge my efforts.
I had many different emotions swirling around my brain. I wanted my boss to look at me with desire in his eyes, I wanted his cock to involuntarily swell in his pants, whenever he laid eyes on me. My competitive edge wanted me to perform favorably for him, to be recognized as the indisputable best cocksucker he had ever encountered. Lastly, when I reflected on my relationship with Lisa, her otherworldly oral skills made me want to take care of her. I hoped my boss would enjoy my oral ministrations so much that he would want to keep me close. I hoped that he would want to take care of me, and that I could fully enjoy the fruits of his benevolence.
As I contemplated the nature of my relationship with this man in the future, I felt his nuts constrict. I remembered Lisa's advice about the cumshot phase of a blowjob, and slowed my pace slightly, so that it unfurled naturally and unforced. I also increased my release of saliva so that Tim had a warm, well lubricated fuck-hole in which to ejaculate. Finally, I increased the suction by pursing my lips a little tighter. Tim let out a groan of appreciation, and emptied his nuts into my mouth.
After he shot two ropes of cum into my mouth, I opened it and began to lick his frenulum, using short tongue strokes but greater pressure than before. I learned this trick first hand from Lisa. Not only does the post-orgasm frenulum stimulation feel otherworldly, but it occasionally induces a second, less powerful eruption, within seconds of the first.
I was very happy when Tim stiffened up again at the renewed stimulation, and shot another rope of come all over my shoulder, as I licked his shaft, just below the cock-head.
"Tim," Ana said with a giggle, "I think you are getting sucked off right now."
Suky and Ana both shared a laugh and Tim pulled his cock away from my eager tongue. He stood slowly, a little shaky from his huge cumshot, and went into the kitchen to pour himself a cocktail. He sank back into my recliner, still naked, his slowly softening cock about to leak his semen onto my favorite chair.
As soon as the euphoria of giving my boss a blowjob was over, it was replaced with shame. I was willing him to go and take a shower, so that I could crawl out from under the table, without being seen.
However, Tim had other ideas and spoke in a commanding voice.
"Come out from your hiding place Timmy. The girls and I want to know if blowing me got you hard."
I knew from my experience of working for Tim that I wasn't going to be able to wriggle out of this one, so I crawled out from under the dining table. As soon as I emerged and Tim saw that I was wearing a yellow baby doll, he started in on me.
"If I had known you had dressed up to blow me, I wouldn't have hidden you under the table. Come here you pretty little bitch."
I hung my head in shame, unable to even respond to his taunts.
"Come," he repeated, as I shuffled nervously towards him.
"Yep, sucking you off got him hard," my girlfriend said, pointing at the base of my babydoll, which was tenting over my erection.
"Pussy," Ana said derisively.
"What would you like to do next, Ana?" Tim asked. "I am going to relax and enjoy my cocktail, so you are in charge now."
" I think it is time for Timmy's punishment," Ana said coldly.
"I think I am done for the night," I said, hoping to extricate myself from this steadily worsening situation.
Tim wasn't having any of it.
"Come here Timmy," he said in a commanding manner. "Kneel in front of me."
I shuffled forward, my yellow babydoll now completely draped over my erection, as I responded to the sight of Ana and Suky still butt-naked. They had both removed their strap-on harnesses, and I got my first look at Ana completely naked.
"Let me make one thing abundantly clear to you. If you disobey any of Ana's direct orders this week, when I return to Bangkok, my first executive decision as the new global head of our organization, will be to make you the head of our newest office, in Montreal. So, unless you want to leave sunny Southern California, and relocate north of the Canadian border, suck it up this week. Understood?"
I nodded my head to affirm that I understood. This prospect terrified me. I was ensnared in the proverbial golden handcuffs. I had a great job, making sixty thousand dollars a month, that I would never be able to replace. I wasn't in any danger of being fired. Tim's unorthodox method of giving credit to his subordinates, on successful projects, had ensured that my name was on enough brilliant campaigns, to prevent my termination. However, he could easily dispatch me to our Montreal office, under the guise of utilizing my talent to make the opening successful.
My life was in Southern California, my friends, my family, Suky. There was no way she could follow me to Canada, under her current immigration status. She wouldn't wait for me either. Well, not for long. It would take her no time to find a new sugar daddy, with her looks, body and masterful manipulation of men. I had to swallow my pride and obey Ana for this next week.
"Tell Ana you are sorry for your continued disrespect, Timmy," my boss ordered.
I turned to Ana, who stood naked before me, with her arms folded. She had a stern look on her face, as she awaited my apology. Ana knew exactly how to get me in trouble. She unfolded her arms, exposing her perfect breasts, and slowly walked towards me.
"I am waiting," she said seductively.
I took one look at her beautiful, perfectly symmetrical face and her clean shaven pussy, and my cock involuntarily stiffened, lifting the hem of my babydoll.
Ana, that cold blooded manipulator, burst into tears at the perceived disrespect, I had shown her. She ran over to Tim, and he got up out of my recliner and put his arm around her, as she sobbed on his chest.
"I don't feel safe around Timmy," she cried. "After he stole my panties and scented them, it grossed me out. Now, in the middle of his apology, he looks me over and gets an erection. He is totally freaking me out."
"Ana," I began, before my boss cut me off.
"Silence, you fucking pussy," he yelled at me.
I remained extremely passive around my boss. There was just too much at stake.
"I think it is time for you to punish Timmy, baby," Tim said softly to the young Thai girl. "What are you thinking?"
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My boss had just given his young Thai girlfriend the green-light to punish me, and had asked her what form the punishment would take.
"I want to fuck his ass with the strap-on," she said, with the same affected timidity that she had used to get me under the table, for the impromptu game of smile.
"This I want to see," my girlfriend chimed in excitedly.
I would have liked a bit more support from Suky, but she considered Tim the Alpha male in the group, and responded favorably to my subjugation. Ana put her harness back on, but opted for a longer black phallus, with which to penetrate me. While the new strap-on was longer, it was also much thinner, and had a distinct curve at the end. I didn't have much experience with anal sex toys, so the shape of this new one didn't raise any alarm bells for me. I was happy to see that she had applied a generous amount of lube to the end of it.
Tim returned to my comfortable recliner, and Suky refreshed his cocktail. Ana walked towards me, her large black strap-on looking very intimidating.
"Get on all fours, like the bitch you are," she commanded me.
I obeyed her instantly, terrified of getting my ass fucked, but desperately wanting to convey a message of obedience and respect, to the young girl. Once I was in the doggy-style position, Ana spoke.
"Face your boss," she said coldly.
I rotated one quarter of a turn, so that I was now looking directly at Tim. Suky had just returned with a fresh cocktail, and she placed it on the side table, next to my recliner. Then, still naked, she hopped on Tim's lap, gave him a tender open-mouthed kiss, and then turned to watch the show. Ana got behind me, and adjusted the hem of my babydoll so that the silk laid evenly across my ass-cheeks. I still had my yellow panties on, and wasn't sure if she planned to pull them to one side to enter me, or if she was going to rip them from me, in an overt show of dominance.
As I waited to get my punishment, my mind was awash with emotions. Fear was the principal one, as Ana had palpable contempt for me, and was now in the perfect position to make me squeal like a pig, as she tore my ass up. Shame was up there too, as I waited passively like a bitch, in the doggy-style position, with my yellow baby doll arranged neatly on my ass. Surprisingly, there was also a strong feeling of submission, as it aroused me to be taken like a dog, in front of my girlfriend and my boss. I just hoped it didn't hurt too much, and that Ana didn't try to injure me.
Ana picked up a pair of scissors and sliced through the rear of my g-string panties. The tiny yellow silk panties stayed on me, but Ana had created open access to my asshole. She placed the scissors on the floor and handed me the bottle of KY lubricant.
"Get yourself prepared for me," she barked.
I tried to lube my ass up, while remaining in the doggy-style position. However, it was quite difficult to do it that way, and my balance was compromised. Then I remembered that Suky was lubing her asshole up for fat John, the first time I laid eyes on her, so I adopted her position. I squatted on the balls of my feet, using my toes to balance me. Then I reached one hand around the back of my buttocks and began to apply a liberal dose of KY jelly to the entrance of my asshole.
As I hunched over like that, the babydoll reached the floor, covering any trace of my male genitalia. My yellow panties still caressed my nutsack, although there was no longer any fabric between my ass-cheeks. The yellow ribbon tied in my hair made me look less masculine also.
"He looks like a little girl masturbating," Suky exclaimed. "I want a picture of that."
"No pictures," I begged, my pleas falling on deaf ears, as my girlfriend snapped a few pictures of me, in the exact same pose that she had been when we first met.
Once I was sufficiently lubricated I got back on all fours. I was shaking as Ana sidled up behind me, and I felt the tip of the strap-on slide across my buttock. Ana arranged the hem of my babydoll so that it still covered my ass, but left her access to my anus. She lined the well-lubricated tip of the black phallus up with my sphincter, and eased herself forward.
To my surprise, there was no pain. Ana had evidently done this before, because she had selected a thinner strap-on, which was appropriate for a first timer, but had also used enough lube so that it pretty much slid inside me. She didn't really try and butt-fuck me, the way I had seen Suky dominate and brutally sodomize Lisa. Ana was much more particular about her position behind me, which had an obvious correlation to the position of the phallus, within my anal passage.
As she moved around behind me, it actually felt good. In a strange way, the way that being spanked is enjoyable if you have an erection. A few seconds later, as she brushed against my prostate, I tensed up at the profoundly pleasurable feelings emanating from within me.
"There it is," Ana said smugly, "I am going to make you blow your wad as I fuck your ass," she taunted.
Ana maneuvered herself into position, so that the tip of the strap-on touched my prostate with each gentle rocking motion of her hips. She wasn't really fucking me in the conventional sense, of thrusting inside of me. It was more a rotating movement, whereby she could ensure that the phallus was in constant contact with my prostate. This prostate stimulation was incredible and I felt my nuts start to constrict within a few moments.
"My bitch is close," she said to no-one in particular.
Shortly after she announced to the room that my orgasm was imminent, I involuntarily spurted all over the inside of my babydoll. Three huge ropes of semen hit my chest and stomach as I discharged a copious load from my balls. Ana continued with her soft prostate stimulation, and I leaked more seminal fluid into the silky babydoll as it hung below me.
My erection quickly diminished, and once I was flaccid, all my feelings of joy were replaced by humiliation and shame. I wanted to get the fuck out of there. I had semen drying on my chest, and my babydoll no longer resembled sexy feminine lingerie, stained as it was with my copious load.
Ana slapped my ass hard and called me a bitch. Then, as the pleasurable feelings evaporated, they were replaced by fear and pain, as Ana started a protracted and very brutal butt-fucking. She dispensed with the gentle hip rotations and started to fuck my ass with a vengeance. The black phallus felt huge now, as it was forced deeper into my anal passage, and I had some very real concerns of permanent injury.
Under virtually any other circumstances, I would have asked her to stop. However, my boss had made it crystal clear to me that if I didn't suck up whatever Ana dished out, my new work place was going to be Montreal. So, I bit my lip, and allowed her to savagely butt-fuck me.
Tim and Suky were watching intently, occasionally kissing as his erection returned. Suky was absentmindedly stroking his stomach just above his pubic area as he watched me getting sodomized.
"Have you learned your lesson, Timmy?" Ana finally asked me.
I nodded my head in affirmation, unable to form the words that she wanted to hear.
"Do you want me to stop?" she asked coldly.
"Please Ana," I begged, my voice shaky and wavering, "I have had enough."
Ana slowly withdrew her curved phallus, and I let out a sigh of relief. There was blood on the tip of the strap-on, and I wondered how badly my ass was bleeding. I remained on all fours, panting from the sustained anal invasion.
"Go and take a shower, you pussy," Ana said with contempt. "We still have to initiate you into a couple more of the bar games you have such an interest in."
As I was leaving the room, Suky hopped off of Tim's lap, knelt between his legs and started to suck his cock, presumably to get him ready for the next game.
I gave myself a good look over in the bathroom mirror, and my ass seemed fine. No pain when I felt around the entrance, and thankfully, no more blood. I took a quick shower, and when I emerged from the enclosure, Ana's mint green panties, that I had supposedly stolen, were on top of my bath towels. I had no fight left in me, so I put them on and returned to the living room.
Tim was sat at the dining table again, in the only available chair. He took one look at me, in Ana's panties, and chuckled.
"There she is," he said derisively, "my favorite cocksucker. Join the girls under the table."
I knelt down next to Tim and scooted under the table. Suky and Ana were already there, both naked except for their panties. Tim was naked with his legs spread wide apart. We listened as he outlined the rules of the next game.
This game was called "Guess who?" and it didn't take a genius to figure out why. Essentially, the three of us would take turns blowing Tim, while he tried to guess who was sucking his cock.
"I was forced to play this game in numerous VIP rooms in Bangkok, before Tim rescued me," Ana said, with a wavering voice. "It is much more humiliating when a guy that you have never met before selects you and three or four other bar hostesses to play."
We played a few rounds but Tim was able to recognize my superior oral skills every time I took his cock between my lips, and it quickly got boring. It was also apparent that my boss was well on the road to his next orgasm, so after about twenty minutes, Ana and Suky crawled out from under the table, and let me continue blowing Tim. I heard the two of them giggling and chatting excitedly as they left the room.
"I am ready to come, Timmy," my boss said after several minutes of squirming in his chair.
I switched to sustained frenulum teasing, knowing that this intense stimulation would make him blow his load quickly. A few moments later, as his nuts tightened, I enveloped the tip of his cock in my mouth, and swallowed his load. He moaned as he came, his ragged breathing an indicator of the pleasure he was feeling. Then his chair slid back and he was gone.
I remained under the table processing my combination of shame and arousal. Intellectually, my submission to my boss in exchange for a more favorable work environment, disgusted me. However, the physiological signs were in opposition to my disgust, as my cock was fully erect, and my breathing was labored from the excitement of being forced to suck my boss off. Even though it was Tim who had enjoyed the orgasm, I still had to compose myself before I crawled out from under the table. I didn't want the three of them to witness my arousal.
I heard the shower running and returned quickly to my room. To my dismay, Ana was there waiting for me, having apparently showered first.
"Tim wanted a little privacy in the shower with your girlfriend," she said cruelly, "Although since he just came in your mouth, I can't imagine what she can do for him. It's not quite your birthday yet, is it?" she continued, alluding to the fact that my boss planned to urinate on my girlfriend on my special day.
I didn't respond to her, although the sight and scent of her made my erection return.
"Did you enjoy your little game of guess who?" Ana asked. "Having the recipient of your oral skills be your boss, must add some added humiliation to the act. That is the first time I have ever played that game," she added. "Like I said, the only bar game I ever played in Bangkok was connect 4."
I didn't give Ana any reason to further punish me and I remained silent as she mocked and taunted me. I just had to get through this week.
"I need to lock you back in your cock-cage, before Tim gets out of the shower. The fun and games are done for a while and you need to be neutralized," she said dispassionately. "Get on all fours."
I instantly obeyed Ana, the threat of Montreal spurring me into action. Once I was on all fours, Ana placed the tip of her travel vibrator against my nuts, and switched it on. I was immediately subjected to a deep vibration in my balls, that wasn't particularly pleasurable.
My heart sank as I remembered the ruined orgasm that Suky had subjected me to, on the fateful night that I tried to orgasm twice. I never wanted to experience that pleasureless release again, but here I was, at the hands of my new tormentor, Ana.
"This won't take long," she assured me. "Trust me."
She was right. A few moments later, semen began to dribble out of the end of my cock, in a slow stream. The second Ana noticed my feeble ejaculation, she withdrew the vibrator from my nuts and my release ceased immediately. Ana allowed me a few seconds of rest before resting the vibrator back under my balls, thus repeating the cycle.
I am not sure if it was an orgasm or not, as it was not accompanied by any pleasure, or feeling of release. However, Ana did managed to completely drain my nuts and make my erection disappear. The last five minutes were the worst, as my seminal fluid stopped leaking from my cock-head, and the only sensation I had was an annoying humming in my nuts, as she held the vibrator tightly against them.
It wasn't painful, but it was very irritating and uncomfortable. Of course, I sucked it up, nodding my head in acknowledgment as Ana spoke.
"Ruined orgasm, my favorite!" she said cheerfully. "Are you ready to get back in your cage?"
It was a rhetorical question, so I didn't bother to answer.
"Kneel," Ana said, as I moved from my doggy-style position onto my knees.
Ana put the cock-cage on my flaccid penis, locked it with a satisfied smirk, and hung the key around her neck, so that it was visible to all in the house.
Beat it, Timmy," she said dismissively, and I made myself scarce, retreating to the relative safety of the RV, my new abode.
The RV did feel like a safe haven, although I knew it wasn't going to last long. The three of them were visible in the living room as I sat in the RV with all the lights off. Tim was drinking beer now, having apparently gotten quite intoxicated from slamming shots. I heard loud music start and then Tim, Ana and Suky started dancing. I tried to block them out, but I was so worried about their expectations from me that it was difficult to focus on anything else.
I did doze off later on the evening, and when I awoke they had apparently turned in for the night. The following day was my birthday, and for this reason, I tried to lay low. I had been dreading this day for months, and hoped that with the introduction of Ana into our little group, it would possibly pass without incident.
The first sign that things were not going to go according to my plan, was when I saw Suky flitting about in her cheerleader outfit. I let out a sigh of despair when I saw her all dressed up in pink, looking like a total fuck-toy. The inevitability of my upcoming defilement was made all the more certain when Tim emerged from the living room at eleven in the morning, with a beer in his hand.
He rarely drank alcohol in the day, and that would typically be a glass of wine with lunch, on the rare occasion that it happened. He gave me a sneer as he passed me, and my heart sank as I entered the living room and saw three empty beer cans at the foot of my recliner. I wanted to resist him, tell him to go fuck himself, but at sixty thousand dollars a month, I couldn't do anything that might remotely jeopardize my employment prospects.
I felt sick to my stomach as Suky appeared, pink silk ribbon tied in her long black pigtails, the familiar glitter sprinkled not only on her cheekbones, but also all over her fake eyelashes. She was wearing the light pink polyester and spandex crop-top, with the matching pleated skirt, that she had sucked me off in once. The Blow Job University cheerleader uniform, that was too short to ever be worn outside the house. As I took in the details, my cock stiffened immediately, before Suky shattered any illusions I had of her being available to me.
"Tim wants you in yellow," Suky informed me, referring to the silky babydoll that I had worn when we played smile. "Be in the shower in ten minutes."
I literally dragged myself into my bedroom, a sense of dread hanging over me. I racked my brain to see if there was any other option for me, but even as I tried to construe new scenarios, I dressed obediently, in his desired outfit. Once I had the yellow silk babydoll and the matching panties on, Ana entered my bedroom with some feminine accessories. This seemed superfluous to me, seeing as Tim was just going to take a piss on me, but Ana was insistent.
"Tim wants you to look cute," she informed me with a giggle, "and, more importantly, to look like you really made an effort."
Ten minutes later, as I knelt on the cold marble of the shower enclosure, nobody could have accused me of not trying to look cute. Ana did my makeup just so, a light yellow frosting on my lips, yellow glitter on my cheeks, a long silk yellow ribbon adorning my hair, and a yellow garter-belt with matching stockings, highlighting my femininity.
Suky joined me moments later, a picture of innocence in her pink cheerleader uniform. We knelt there uneasily, waiting for Tim to finish his final beer.
"He had six beers," Suky whispered quietly. "Celebrating your birthday," she added with a giggle.
Ana entered the bathroom next, a broad smile across her beautiful face, as she processed the image of Suky and I kneeling expectantly, waiting for her man. She leaned into the shower enclosure and extended her perfectly manicured hand. I shuddered as I noticed that she was holding the yellow bikini bottoms that I had stolen from her suitcase on the Below Deck boat.
"A parting gift from me, in case I never see you again," she said, as she hung the string bikini bottoms around my neck.
She had obviously just masturbated in them, as the crotch was visibly wet and her scent invaded my nose immediately, causing my cock to rise. I tried to will my erection away, the thought of being visibly excited as my boss pissed on me, wearing heavyily on me. However, Ana had so completely scented her bathing suit bottoms, that my erection grew, until I was totally hard.
I heard Tim enter the bathroom next, and then he peered around the shower enclosure, engrossed as he was with a seemingly important phone call.
"Book me on the 4 o'clock flight," he ordered someone. "My car will be here in ten minutes, and then Ana and I will be on our way. I just have a couple of recalcitrant employees to discipline, as my last official act."
I don't know who he was talking to, but if it was Human Resources, I wanted to grab the phone and explain to them that he wasn't writing us up, or docking our pay, for our perceived recalcitrance. He was about to urinate on us, which surely must violate some State or Federal employment laws. However, because Tim is a controlling asshole, he sensed my pushback, and handed me the phone.
"Did you want to have something documented in your personnel file?" he asked, much to Ana's amusement.
I lowered my head submissively, which had the unintended effect of forcing more of Ana's vaginal scent into my nostrils.
"Thanks again for the opportunity," my boss said with a sense of finality, before hanging up the phone.
Evidently pressed for time, with his transportation due in ten minutes, Tim Andrews unzipped his expensive tailored pants and extracted his large cock from his underwear.
"I hope you learn from this experience," he said condescendingly. "It has been a pleasure working with both of you."
Suky and I looked at each other quizzically, trying to understand his cryptic message, before Tim let go of his bladder and started to soak the two of us.
"Look at me," he ordered, "one last look at your boss."
If you have ever tried to drink six cans of beer without taking a piss, you would have realized that it is quite a challenge. Tim's bladder was completely full, and the stinky yellow fluid that emerged from the tip of his penis, came out under considerable pressure, giving the two of us a thorough hosing. He urinated for about thirty seconds, relishing his total domination of us, as Ana cheered him on.



When he finally finished, he zipped up with a satisfied look on his face, and Ana stepped forward to take a few pictures, thus enshrining our submission into the annals of history.
"Let's go, Ana," he said impatiently, "our car is waiting."
The two of them turned to leave, and as I absorbed and understood his words, I instinctively rose from my knees to follow them.
"Tim," I said as he walked towards my front door, "is this your last day with the company."
"Last official act," he said triumphantly, "you are the boss now."
With that final kick in the nuts, he was out of my life. The two of them got into the rear seat of the Town Car, as I watched from my doorway. As the car started to pull away, Tim's hand extended through the open moonroof, and in a final farewell gesture, he extended his middle finger, and flipped me off.
This was the last time I ever saw Tim. Apparently, he was lured away by Gillette, using the same tactics that our company used to poach him away from the NHRA. Tim, chasing an ever-increasing salary and the autonomy to hire and fire at will, left that day, without even saying goodbye to the rest of his employees.
After he left, I was promoted to Global President, at the new salary of eighty thousand dollars per month. I knew I was in a position to make whatever demands I wanted, but I made only one, complete autonomy when it came to hiring and firing.
After the Board of Directors made the announcement, there were a lot of nervous employees in Upper Management, particularly the half dozen or so who had defiled Suky.
Even though meeting Tim Andrews had been a total fucking nightmare, the absolute low point of my life, I had learned a lot from him. Principally, that most men will do whatever it takes, to preserve a high paying job, particularly if they believe that it would be difficult to replace. With this in mind, I sat each of them down, relishing the moment that they were certain they were going to be fired, for fucking my girlfriend.
I didn't fire anyone that day, offering them each the opportunity to either quit their position, or offer me some appropriate retribution, payment in kind, if you will. As expected, having done the exact same thing myself, they all folded like a pack of cards. As we sat on my computer, going through their social media accounts, in order for me to have a good look at what they had to offer me, I had to suppress my guilt.
First up was one of the team leaders of the marketing department, named Jeff. He had worked for the company since he graduated college, and had started on a very modest salary. Six years later, his pay had just about tripled, and he felt like he had the best job in the world. However, he made the incredibly dumb decision to fuck Suky when she was offered up as a morale booster, and he was now about to pay the price.
"Let me see some pictures of your wife in a bathing suit," I ordered the frightened young executive.
I noticed that his hand was shaking, as he moved the wireless mouse across the mouse pad, scrolling through his family photos. His wife of four years, Cindy, was pretty hot, twenty-eight years old, a tall blonde with fake tits, and a very tight ass. Tim had taught me not to beat around the bush when it came to my expectations, and for this reason as we stumbled across a picture of Cindy in a two-piece yellow bikini, I asked Jeff to pause.
"That one," I said commandingly, "how long ago was it taken?"
"About a year ago, Sir," he stammered, "at the Colorado River for Spring Break."
"Has your wife put on any weight since that picture?" I asked, as if she were livestock.
"No Sir," he responded, "she is in the exact same shape."
"Good," I responded, my cock twitching in my pants, as I ogled my subordinate's wife. "I want to fuck her in that one."
Jeff had difficulty concealing his emotions as I made my intentions clear. I saw him wince when I told him to send me the picture of his wife in her cute yellow swimsuit, but when my phone dinged thirty seconds later, he had demonstrated his intent to obey me.
Some of the younger guys, particularly the recent college grads were surprisingly compliant, almost too willing to get with the program. They had grown up in uncertain times, not even guaranteed minimum wage employment, despite holding a college degree. Many of them had unemployed friends sitting around in their parents' basements, gaming all day, to pass the time. They knew that there was a line of qualified applicants to take their position, if they elected not to get with my program.
Some of them needed a bit more coercion, and I got to enjoy the application of pressure. There was one guy who was very recently married, and like many newlyweds wasn't enthralled about the prospect of sharing his bride. However, when I sat him down and went over his finances, he foolishly shared with me that he was under a crushing amount of debt, from his recent wedding, which was very extravagant, and his recently purchased house, acquired with a minimal down payment.
I ended up giving that young man a cash advance on his salary to mitigate some of his immediate financial pressure, but it also served to hook him to the plough, as it was due in full, if he quit. He practically begged me not to tell his new bride that he was being punished because he fucked my girlfriend. Even though Suky had been served up to him on a platter, by my old boss.
As punishment for his weak moment with Suky, I ended up taking his wife's anal cherry while she wore her bridal gown. I don't know how he managed to persuade her to give it up to me, but as she knelt before me with her pretty young face hidden behind her wedding veil, she was shaking like a leaf. As I peeled back her lace face-covering to allow her to suck my cock, she had fear written all over her face, and a tear in each eye.
I filmed my domination of the newly-wed, and forced my young subordinate to use a particularly disturbing image of me defiling his wife, as his screen-saver on his iPhone.
I ended up fucking four of my employees' wives as payback for their abuse of Suky. Two of them were below my usual standards, but the newly-wed and the yellow bikini girl were hot, and I enjoyed each of them twice. The other two members of the crew that took Suky as an employee bonus, were single. I made one of them promise to let me fuck his next girlfriend, and after viewing several pictures of his exes, I felt like she would be hot enough to compensate me for his use of Suky.
The last guy, Brad, who I was inclined to feel sorry for, was a total dork. I imagine his only sexual encounter in the last several years, was getting balls-deep in my girlfriend. He really had nothing to offer me, and I told him that I was inclined to cut him loose. His lack of confidence in the girlfriend department was only eclipsed by his fear of looking for another job, and he immediately coughed up an alternative.
"Would you forgive me if I let you date my sister?" he implored.
"Date?" I scoffed. "You mean like crazy golf, or the canoe lake?" I continued, mocking his choice of words.
"Fuck," he quickly corrected himself. "Would you forgive me if I let you fuck my sister?"
"How old is she?" I asked dispassionately, as he logged on to his Facebook page, to share her photos with me.
"Twenty-one," he responded nervously, his instinct to protect his younger sister in direct conflict with his instinct of self-preservation.
"Does she date much?" I enquired, the real question being, does she fuck much?
"She hasn't had much luck with guys," he said, his protective instinct rising to the surface. "A few one night stands, mostly. Nothing serious."
"Good, then I won't disappoint her then," I said coldly.
As I looked through some pictures of Brad's sister, two things flashed through my mind. Firstly, one of them had to be adopted, as there was just no way that this dork could have such a cute sibling. Secondly, after seeing pictures of her in her High School Volleyball uniform, from which she had only graduated three years ago, I decided that she would make a sufficiently reasonable peace offering on his part, to safeguard his employment. I also knew that I could be a blunt as I wanted with this guy, and allow him to translate my demands into something that his sister would agree to.
"Set it up," I said commandingly. "I want her for the whole night, unrestricted access to all three holes, and no expectation of a condom. You get this handled and I will increase your pay, and sign you to a new three-year contract."
"Really, Sir?" he asked excitedly, "three years?"
"I don't want to have to make any effort though, Brad," I replied, being brutally honest with my expectations. "Suky was served up to you on a platter, and I want you to reciprocate with your sister."
Brad actually exceeded my expectations, adhering to my outline so completely, that I handed him the signed three year contract, shortly after I left the hotel room. I had entered the room with hopes of a sexual encounter with his sister, in exchange for Brad keeping his job. However, when I walked in there and saw the way he had posed her for me, I felt like I owed him one.
Rachel, Brad's younger sister, was waiting on all fours on the large bed, dressed in her High School Volleyball uniform. The spandex shorts that she wore were skin-tight, showcasing her tight little ass, and had been modified, as requested. There were two small zippers sewn into the crotch, providing easy access to both of Rachel's holes.
I walked over to the bed, and stood right behind the young girl. She didn't even flinch when I placed one hand in her lower back, and slowly unzipped the lower zipper, that which provided me access to her hopefully wet, pussy. I don't know if she took any enjoyment from this prospect, or if she had taken the time to lubricate herself, but she was wet.
Recognizing that this was retribution, her expectations of foreplay were minimal, and I met them. I unzipped my pants, and my cock stiffened immediately, at the offer of unconditional sex. Once I had lined myself up with her young snatch, I slid inside her. Her spandex crop-top exposed her lower back and shoulders, allowing me to ogle her lithe, tanned body. It only took me a few moments to ejaculate inside her, the sensations of bare-backing someone I had never even spoken to, pushing me over the edge.
Rachel barely made a sound, and I wondered what the hell Brad had said to her, to make her so compliant. Even though I regretted it the second the words left my mouth, I asked her if Brad's employment was important to her. As it turned out, Brad and Rachel both lived at home, and both of their parents were on unemployment benefits, so Brad's continued income was of paramount importance to the entire family. Rachel was willing to take one for the team, whatever it entailed.
I took her anally next, although to my surprise I wasn't her first. One of her one-night stands had ass-fucked her after a drunken night out, she admitted, as I eased my way into her anal cavity. Just one time, she assured me, although this additional information was unneeded. I could tell by how tight she was, that this was not a regular occurrence for the young girl, and I ended up blowing my second load inside her ass shortly after I first entered it.
Emboldened by Rachel's complete lack of pushback, and a little disappointed that I never got to claim any of her firsts, I remained coupled with her for several minutes after I ejaculated.
"What would Tim do?" I asked myself, as I admired the young athletic frame that this woman possessed.
As I ruminated on how my ex-boss would have humiliated this young woman, I had an idea. I withdrew my softening cock from her anus, pointed the tip of it at her lower back, and started to urinate on her.
To her credit, Rachel took everything I could throw at her, with an agreeable smile, and four hours later, after I had enjoyed five orgasms, I told her to take a shower. I waited in the room for her to return, and to my surprise she was ready to go again.
"You haven't tit-fucked me yet," she said seductively, flashing her pert breasts in my face. "Do you want me to lube these puppies up?"
I was completely spent, but I ended up taking her to dinner at the hotel restaurant, and we really hit it off. I have no clue why she was unable to find and keep a man, as she was cute, had a killer body, and was very open-minded sexually. After dinner, she sucked me off in the hotel elevator, and even though we didn't kiss once the entire evening, I felt a connection to her. I ended up giving her a two grand tip, and she insisted I take her phone number, in case I was ever in the mood for unconditional sex.
"I like being used," she told me, which created more questions than answers about why this woman did not have a boyfriend.
Emboldened by the lack of resistance that I encountered, in my quest to get payback for Suky's defilement at the hands of my co-workers, I decided to try a brand new strategy for new hires. Although Brad was a total dork, he had done an admirable job serving his sister up on a platter for me. For this reason, and because he was very comfortable with computers, I had a new job assignment for him.
We were experiencing phenomenal growth, picking up new accounts faster than we
could service them, and we could barely keep pace with the need to rapidly expand our workforce. I had complete autonomy when it came to personnel selection, so I had HR screen the prospective candidates for the appropriate educational qualifications, and relevant job history, before turning over the applicants to Brad.
The economy in general was in a state of turmoil, so we had lots of qualified applicants from which to choose. I sat Brad down, and using a strategy that I had learned from Tim Andrews, instructed him to revisit the resume of each candidate that had passed the pre-screening process.
"Didn't HR already do that, boss?" my young protege asked.
"They ran through a specific checklist designed to mitigate lawsuits, and to ensure that affirmative action laws are followed," I replied. "We are going to have another look at what they can offer us."
Brad was instructed to view the resume not as an indicator of previous work experience, or educational qualifications, but solely as a means to determine the length of time since their last job. This would, in most cases, also be an indicator of how desperate they were to get back into the work force. Once the desperate guys were identified, Brad was told to pore through their social media accounts, to find the ones with hot wives and girlfriends. Interestingly enough, even though many of the hot wives were still in the picture, most of the really smoking girlfriends had moved on, presumably in search of greener pastures.
I didn't completely rule out some of these single guys, particularly if their social media accounts demonstrated a history of successive hot chicks. However, the thought of fucking one of my subordinate's wives, and all of the emotional baggage that this would heap on an already strained relationship, was much more appealing to me.
Once Brad presented me with a list of potential candidates, I ran a more invasive background check, which included a credit check, and a list of assets that were available on County and State databases, such as real estate and vehicles owned. As expected, some of the guys that presented the image of financial well-being, with their huge houses and their garage full of toys, were heavily in debt, often mere months from bankruptcy.
We ruled out anyone that appeared to be financially solvent, anyone whose life was centered around the church, or anyone who was gay. Then, with our quite expansive list of candidates, or victims as Brad and I referred to them, we set about gauging their susceptibility to blackmail.
Brad conducted the initial interviews, his awkward style coupled with his complete lack of social grace, the perfect cover for the veiled quid pro quo offers that he made. In the event that one of the applicants made a complaint, the fact that I hadn't got involved yet, removed me from the blowback.
To my surprise, Brad was a very quick learner, recognizing within a very short time to lead with the inflated salary, and potential of a cash advance. Once the financially stretched men were offered a lifeline, they were willing to make sacrifices. The cash advance, specifically, worked the way water-boarding does, the first breath of oxygen serving to make a man compliant. I offered to over-pay them, relative to their experience and education level, and after they joined, I knew I could keep them hooked to the plough.
Even though, none of them were particularly enthusiastic about offering their wives up as a gratuity, their level of resistance, as a group, was pitiful. I would have fought back with much more ferocity, I mused, until I remembered the awful liberties Tim Andrews had taken with me and Suky. I had allowed him Carte Blanche with my girlfriend, in order to preserve my over-inflated salary, and I expected no less from my subordinates.
As Brad refined his coercion techniques, he managed to leverage them into some play for himself, a bonus I gladly shared with him. I don't think he got to fuck any of the tens, but on more than one occasion, he enjoyed oral sex from a woman whose man was on the shortlist of employment. Of course, the thing about a true Quid Pro Quo arrangement is that both sides are expected to honor their side of the deal, so I hired the guys even though I hadn't benefited directly, yet. This leap of faith served to increase the level of trust between Brad and I, and he worked tirelessly to provide me with hot, young, albeit married, pussy.
I guess I was fucking about four different women a month, at any one time, the constant stream of new hires providing the variety that I craved. I am sure if the new hires had got together they would have put two and two together, and realized that their wives were all either tall, skinny blue-eyed blondes, or petite Asians. Most of the sexual encounters occurred in the comfort and privacy of nice hotel rooms, far from the prying eyes of co-workers or jealous husbands, who on the spur of the moment could change their minds.
However, one particular arrangement that stood out, in both the length and frequency of the encounters, began to draw a parallel to Tim Andrews' relationship with Suky. By the time I met Hannah, I had fucked over two dozen wives and girlfriends of my subordinates. Although technically the encounters met the legal standard for consensual sex, for the most part the women passively allowed me to use them the way I saw fit. I would position them the way I wanted them, dress them up for my visual enjoyment, and generally be a selfish prick during the entire encounter.
Brad's sister, Rachel, enjoyed being used, but still didn't get off on it. In fact, I never witnessed Rachel have an orgasm, even though I went back many times to experience her delights, after our first hookup.
By contrast, Hannah was a true submissive. That rare female that thrives on being dominated, that actually gets off when they are being abused. She didn't know it either, when I first met her. Hannah was in her late twenties, a stunning blue-eyed blonde, who could have been a swimsuit model. She had a very privileged upbringing, and because she was so pretty, intimidated a lot of guys out of asking her out. By the time she started dating, she was nineteen, and attracted the attentions of older, more established men.
Most of her boyfriends were in their thirties, and Hannah was looking foremost for a man who could provide for her. She ended up marrying a USC college graduate, Andy, who was on the fast-track to be an elite lawyer, joining a prestigious law firm right out of law school. Andy made lots of money, and Hannah spent it just as quickly as he could earn it. They had a pretty vanilla sex-life, as one of the scourges of being exceptionally pretty, was that guys wouldn't always last long enough to pleasure a woman.



Hannah's husband would work fourteen hour days, come home exhausted and fall asleep after a brief sexual interaction with his beautiful bride. Then, after a late night round of drinks with some fellow attorneys, he got convicted of DUI and lost his license to practice law.
According to his resume, it had been almost two years since his last steady paycheck, and his credit report confirmed that he was financially overextended in every way possible. Brad flagged him as a possible candidate for a marketing position, and interviewed him. By the time he came into our orbit, he was a broken man, on the verge of losing his house, cars and Hannah.
As I perused Hannah's Instagram account, I definitely wanted to fuck her, even if it was a one time, fairly vanilla encounter. Andy, knowing that he was about to lose his wife anyway, took the bait, under the promise of a fifty thousand dollar signing bonus.
Hannah, looking for any way to punish her husband for his reckless behavior, was also on board. I found a picture of her from last Halloween, dressed as a French Maid, and I told Brad that's how I wanted her to show up to the hotel.
Even though I was on a lucky streak as far as my sexual encounters were concerned, my expectations from Hannah were very low. She was very cute, was about to dump her husband, and had numerous options as far as potential suitors went. Why on earth would she agree to meet me in a hotel room, dressed as a French Maid?
To my surprise, not only did Hannah show up dressed in her Halloween fantasy costume, but she also presented herself in the submissive persona of a maid.
"What can I do for you, sir?" were the first words out of her mouth.
I wasn't sure if Hannah was fucking with me, so I decided to call her bluff.
"Why don't you make my bed, and then clean up my bathroom," I said dismissively.
"Yes, Sir," she replied cheerfully, as she began to straighten my bed, and fluff my pillows.
Hannah possessed that perfect balance of flirty innocence and sexual playfulness, that was totally irresistible. My cock was throbbing in my pants as I watched her kneeling in the shower enclosure, cleaning my marble tiles. I went in to the bathroom for a few moments to watch her work, but I had to leave because she got me so worked up.
"I will be on my computer," I told her, "come and find me when you are done."
I was sitting at the small desk in the corner of the suite, when I heard her enter the room. She was on her hands and knees and crawled across the carpet towards me. On the spur of the moment, I decided to test her boundaries, and spread my legs as she approached me.
"I want you to suck me off, Hannah," I said pleasantly. "On your knees, in your French Maid uniform.
Hannah followed my instruction to the letter, and after a prolonged and enthusiastic blowjob, I erupted down her throat. What happened next was surprising. After, I blew my wad, Hannah took her time to clean me up, and when I extended one of my legs to keep my blood circulating, she straddled it and began to dry-hump it, like a bitch in heat.
I could feel how wet she was as she rubbed her pussy against my leg, and a few moments later she had a very vocal orgasm. I am assuming that being dominated got her juices flowing, and when I told her to kneel before me and masturbate, she came really hard, several times in quick succession.
Watching that little hottie get her rocks off made me hard again, and this time I took her on all fours on the hotel room floor. I added some verbal abuse to the mix, and this only heightened her arousal. Hannah enjoyed three more stupendous orgasms, before I withdrew my cock from her tight young pussy, and blasted my load all over the back of her petticoat. The beautifully crafted lace garment was matted with my semen by the time I was finished, and Hannah was breathless and very flushed.
Even though the original agreement to secure her husband's financial lifeline of a well-paying job, allowed me two shots on goal, Hannah, evidently turned on by being used as a sex-toy, was up for round three.
"How do you want me next?" she asked agreeably, as I tried to choose between fucking her tits or her ass.
She was a very beautiful woman, and I decided to titty-fuck her so that I could look into her stunning blue eyes and spurt all over her face. Hannah removed her black silk French Maid's dress, laid on her back, and oiled up her perky tits.
"Prop a pillow under my head," she suggested, "that way I can blow you as you fuck my tits."
It normally takes me a while to come a third time, but Hannah's expert verbal stimulation, coupled with her eagerness to give me a good experience, conspired to get me off, and I ended up blowing my load all over her face and hair. She was encouraging me to empty my nuts the whole time, and I felt a strong connection to her.
After I came on her, I made her kiss my feet, as I relaxed in the recliner. I could tell that she loved being dominated, and on the spur of the moment I made the decision to take her as my sex-slave. The way Tim had taken Suky. I didn't ask her either, I told her the way it was going to be. In front of her husband.
I sat Andy and Hannah down and went over my terms, and out of desperation, Andy agreed to them. I made them announce on social media that they were taking a trial separation, so that they were no longer viewed as a couple. Then, I hired Hannah as my personal assistant, which gave me a reason to have her around me all the time. I gave Andy a substantial pay increase and allowed him to work from home, so that he didn't have to witness my subjugation of his wife.
Then, just the way Tim Andrews had enjoyed my girlfriend, Suky, I enjoyed Hannah as my own fuck-toy. She spent much of the work week in my office, either under my desk with her lipgloss on, or in the conference room, waiting for me to fuck her when the need presented itself. She enjoyed being used by me, so it wasn't too much of a hard sell, the first time I gave her to someone else to enjoy.
After that I used her as a both a recruitment tool, and as an employee bonus for superior performance. Hannah got her urge to be submissive taken care of, and I had a happier, more productive work force. Andy eventually got used to the idea of his wife being a perk for the managers, but just to keep him in line, about once a month I make him dress up like a bitch, and I fuck him in the ass. Occasionally, I even fuck him in my shower enclosure, and then piss on him after I come.
Yes, I have a lot to thank Tim Andrews for.
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I really love my wife, and after nearly twenty years together, there is nothing I wouldn't have done for her. We first met in High School, and even though we didn't start dating until we were about thirty, I knew from early on that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with this woman.
In addition to a strong physical attraction to her, I also loved everything about her personality. She was honest, a good communicator, we shared the same sense of humor, and we had great chemistry in bed. I really loved having sex with my wife, and for the most part, she seemed pretty satisfied too. Our sex life was a little vanilla, mainly because Irene hadn't experienced other partners, prior to us getting married. I was very happy to marry a virgin, considering her virtue to be a positive thing, although I did occasionally wonder if she might be a little more open sexually, had she enjoyed a few more sexual partners.
That said, it was a fair trade-off, my wife's innocence, in exchange for her lack of interest in oral sex, or any of the many things she considered taboo. I had received a few blowjobs in prior relationships, and while the act is very enjoyable, I didn't find it necessary in order to have a fulfilling sex life with my wife. I got as much sex as I needed, and we maintained a strong intimate connection through hugging, kissing and touching each other, when the kids weren't around.
I always assumed that Irene was completely satisfied too, although she didn't have the frame of reference that I had, seeing as I was her one and only lover.
When we got into our late forties, our sex life began to diminish, as the demands of Irene's busy work and home life took its toll, and made her less receptive to my constant advances. I still wanted sex every day, but we ended up adopting Irene's preferred schedule, and making love once or twice a month.
Irene blossomed as she got older, and I noticed that more and more men would pay attention to her. At first it was subtle, maybe a younger man holding the door open for her, and admiring her from behind as she passed through it. Or a parent from our daughters' school, casually remarking how good she looked. She basically ignored it, but it made me realize that I was married to a very desirable woman, and that she had options available to her, if she ever felt like some variety.
She must have had some questions, having only been with one man her whole life. However, she managed to suppress them for the good of our marriage, and I respected her for that. I did notice a slight change in her behavior, the first time a man actually asked her out. She was picking up her dry-cleaning after work, dressed in a very nice suit, that flattered and accentuated her curves. A man in his late-thirties was in line behind her, and as she paid for her items, he complimented her hair.
Irene has very beautiful hair, and has always taken the time to have it professionally cut and styled, so this wasn't the first time that a man had taken notice. As she turned to thank him for the compliment, she was pleasantly surprised to see a tall, dark, very handsome man, with a great smile, and a very disarming demeanor. My wife rarely loses her composure, but she found him very attractive, and his forward nature had surprised her. They exchanged pleasantries and he introduced himself as Brandon. Then, to her astonishment, he asked her if she wanted to grab a cup of coffee sometime. She declined him politely, telling him that she was married, but it was a real boost to her ego to be asked out by a younger man.
When she told me the story that night, after we were in bed under the covers, it was clear that Brandon had ignited a fire within her, and I was the lucky beneficiary of her desire. We made love twice that night before bed, an exceptionally protracted and intimate session, in which she came several times, and I ejaculated twice inside her tight pussy. It had been years since I came twice in short succession. However, after my first cum-shot, as we lay co-joined in the missionary position, basking in our post-orgasmic bliss, Irene moved her lips to me ear, and began to whisper sweet nothings in it.
Her talk soon turned to her encounter with the young man, and as she described him in excruciating detail, I involuntarily stiffened inside her. Irene is not known for her memory, but she remembered every single physical attribute of Brandon, and as my cock hardened, she self-lubricated without any other stimulation from me. A few minutes after I had ejaculated inside her, we were slowly rocking, kissing and making love, even though my refractory period was typically well in excess of an hour.
"Do you like hearing about my new boyfriend, Oscar?" she teased, as I increased my tempo.
Even though the primary emotion that was surfacing was jealousy, and the thought of another man chatting up my wife, infuriated me, my body responded favorably, and I felt my nuts tighten as my wife taunted me.
"I'll take that as a yes," Irene whispered, raking her nails across my shoulders as she nibbled and sucked my earlobe.
A few seconds later, my body seemingly having a mind of its own, and before I could ensure that she was satisfied, I erupted inside her. It was a much more vocal and voluminous orgasm than I normally experienced, especially as it was my second one of the evening, and it did not go unnoticed by my wife.
"Wow, somebody got all hot and bothered," she said seductively. "I didn't even get to finish."
I prided myself on always making sure Irene was completely satisfied, before I allowed myself to orgasm, but all of her talk about this young man had weakened my resolve, and made me ejaculate prematurely. I started to apologize, but Irene wanted action, not words.
"Oscar," she cooed, "don't be selfish. You can't leave me high and dry."
Our sex life was fairly conservative, but Irene did have a favorite vibrator that we would use occasionally, to bring her to climax. I suggested that we get it from the bedside drawer, but, emboldened by her new sense of desirability, Irene had other ideas. She had never given me a blowjob before, considering fellatio to be a dirty act, and one which was unbecoming for a lady. However, we both enjoyed me going down on her, and I could occasionally bring her to a climax this way, if I took my time.
To my surprise, and for the first time in our relationship, Irene took charge and after indicating to me that she wanted more than the vibrator, she grabbed me very gently by my ears, and slowed pulled down on them. I had just enjoyed two very fulfilling orgasms, and was feeling very benevolent towards her, so I moved slowly down her body, and started to lick and nibble her breasts.
Irene responded favorably to my tender attention, and was soon moaning and arching her back with pleasure. After I had teased her boobs for a while, I moved down to her stomach, licking kissing and nibbling her, until she put her hands in my hair and guided me towards her sex. I resisted a little at first, especially as I had just come inside her. However, after she offered me some tender words of encouragement, I relented and before long my tongue was grazing her clitoris.
"Oh yeah, Oscar, right there," she instructed me. "That feels good, baby."
I am not a big fan of going down on my wife after I have come inside her, but as soon as my tongue entered her sex, and she began her inevitable journey towards orgasm, I began to loosen up and enjoy it. Irene, for her part, was fantasizing that I was licking another man's semen from her, and as she got closer to release, she began to share her fantasy with me.
"Does my boyfriend taste good, baby?" she teased. "I let him bareback me for the first time today. Normally he always wears a condom."
Irene was uncharacteristically vocal as she approached her orgasm, and, to my astonishment, as she taunted me about her fictitious boyfriend, I got hard again. This third erection was unprecedented in my forties, in fact it had been over ten years since I came three times in a row. My wife was hitting all of my hot buttons, and I was really looking forward to getting back inside her, and busting a nut. However, I knew that her needs were the current priority, so I focused on pleasing her. She had two more orgasms on my face, before she pushed me away from her sex.
After she came, I wiped my face off with a wash cloth and returned to her, still sporting an erection. I slipped under the covers, and we kissed tenderly for a few moments. As we made out, my cock was dancing between my legs, in anticipation of getting balls-deep in my wife. However, she had other plans, and crossed her legs to prevent me from easing back inside her.
"Baby, I am still horny," I said, trying to appeal to her sense of fairness. "Let's make love again."
"I am satisfied, baby," she said with a giggle, enjoying the control she had over me. "Go to bed."
I tried to persuade her to no avail, and for the first time in our marriage, Irene put her foot down and made me go to bed with a hard-on. I had a fitful night's sleep, tossing and turning, as Irene slept peacefully next to me. In the morning, over breakfast, we chatted amicably, until the subject of Irene's boyfriend reared its ugly head.
"You seemed pretty excited last night, baby," she teased. "Are you encouraging me to have a lover on the side?"
"Hell no, Irene," I answered reflexively, before I realized that my cock was stiffening at her suggestion.
I didn't share my involuntary erection with Irene, but it made me question the boundaries of our marriage, particularly as it pertained to her infidelity. I tried to suppress my desire to be cuckolded, and the subject never came up, until several months later, when Irene got a new boss.
She never mentioned him to me, although there were subtle signs that I probably should have noticed. Irene began to spend much more time at work, and often had late night, work-related phone calls. She was paying more attention to her physical appearance, getting her hair done more frequently, and making sure that she looked her best every time she left the house. Irene and I still made love, but it followed a predictable pattern. As soon as I climbed on top of her, she would start talking about Brandon, and I would orgasm soon afterwards, before she experienced any release.
Irene would then take her pleasure, laying on her back, as I ate my ejaculate from her. This act of submission on my part, seemed to turn her on immensely and she would enjoy numerous orgasms, before pushing my face away from her. We were both getting our needs met, and other than Irene's excessive workload, things seemed good.
As I mentioned, there were subtle clues that collectively pointed to possible infidelity, but I trusted my wife implicitly, and because I wasn't looking for evidence of her cheating on me, I never put two and two together. I went to pick up her dry-cleaning once, because I happened to be in the area, and when the bill seemed excessive, I questioned it. I was quite surprised when the counter assistant told me that Irene had altered most of her suits, specifically by shortening the length of her skirts.
The following morning, as she got ready for work, I did observe that her skirts were noticeably shorter, but she was also wearing higher-heeled shoes. The transformation was dramatic, the stiletto heels showcasing her calves, and making her legs look longer and more defined. I never said anything to her, as it was still not indicative of her doing anything other than taking pride in her appearance. However, I started to pay closer attention to her work attire, and soon discovered she was wearing lingerie, stockings, and a garter-belt, to work every day.
We still made love regularly, although by the time I got to see her, she had rid herself of any sexy underwear, and was typically naked or in her nightgown. After I came inside her, she would guide me down to her pussy, and she would enjoy several vocal orgasms, as I ate her out. Her pubic hair, which she allowed to fluctuate between its natural state and short-medium trimmed, was groomed much more regularly and uniformly, as if she was exposing it to another man. At the time, it seemed like nothing more than circumstantial evidence, nothing concrete to suggest that she was being intimate with anyone else, so I didn't press her for the details.
However, a few months after she got a new boss, Irene informed me that she had to go on a business trip with him.
"We are heading to New York and will be gone for three nights," she informed me. "I think my boss is going to put the moves on me," she added with a giggle.
"What makes you say that, Irene?" I asked, nervously.
"Well," she began, "we have been flirting since he joined my company, and I think we are ready to take the next step."
"Next step?" I said incredulously, "what have you guys done so far?"
Over the next few hours, Irene and I had a heart to heart about our relationship, our future and our unfulfilled desires. As she outlined the extent of her relationship with her boss, I alternated between rage, jealousy and unbridled arousal.
It began innocently enough, a few days after her new boss joined the company. As with all relationships, first impressions are important, and Irene and her new boss, Matt, felt the chemistry the second they shook hands. My wife admitted to me that she found her boss extremely attractive, and that her eyes went reflexively to his left hand, to see if he was wearing a wedding ring. As soon as she realized that he wasn't wearing a ring, she felt the weight of hers, and removed it at the first distraction.
It was a kick in the nuts when Irene shared that with me, but I pressed her for more details. Apparently, she was tasked with introducing Matt to the staff at her company, and as pleasantries were exchanged, the reactions from the female staff confirmed her initial assessment that her new boss was hot. According to Irene, Matt is six feet tall, very good looking, with jet black hair and dark eyes. He is in great physical shape as he surfs regularly, and also is on a rowing team. She thought he was in his late thirties, but his extensive educational qualifications, and the depth of his resume, suggested that he could have been older.
Irene and Matt hit it off immediately, sharing a similar sense of humor and the same appreciation for good manners and other traits of a nice upbringing. Matt was very articulate and obviously well-educated, having graduated from Princeton, but he also valued the opinions of his subordinates, and was a great listener. As my wife described his physicality and personality, I could tell that she was enamored with him, and I only hoped that he would treat her respectfully and professionally at work.
A few days after Matt joined the company, after a particularly grueling day at the office, he joined my wife in the conference room, to go over some reports. Their interactions so far had been very professional, although she did tell me that the more time she spent with him, the more attracted she was to him. After an extended examination of the documents, they declared that their work day was over, and remained in the conference room for several more minutes making small talk.
Irene learned that Matt was a widower, with two grown kids and was actually in his mid-forties. His wife died a few years ago after a protracted illness, and he never had the inclination to date anyone else, until his kids left home in their early twenties. When my wife pressed him for additional details, he admitted he hadn't been intimate with a woman in almost seven years.
His admission made my wife like him more, and she placed her hand on his wrist and told him that when he was ready he would have no shortage of opportunities. They made eye contact and ended up maintaining it for several seconds, as they allowed their souls to connect. Irene told me that after that first evening, she decided that she wanted Matt in her life, in some capacity other than as her boss. They spent more and more time together, and he was a great sounding board for any issues that she was having, both professionally and personally.
As the two senior managers of the company, they would often end up being the last employees at the office, and one night as Irene slumped over her desk, trying to work the kinks out of her neck, Matt knocked on her door.
"Can I get you anything, Irene?" he asked, "I am going to Starbucks for a coffee."
They ended up sharing a desert together, the decadent flavor of the Lime-frosted Coconut Bar, being the perfect antidote to a stressful day at work. Sharing late-night desserts became their thing, and as they bonded and got to each other better, they realized quite how much they had in common. The first time Matt laid his hands on my wife, was innocent enough, yet no less arousing for her, by her own admission.
Irene was resting her head on her hands, with her elbows on the desk, rotating her head side to side, to crack her neck. Matt appeared at her door, with two small Haagen-Dazs ice-cream containers, and admired her from afar. She sensed his presence, and turned around to greet him with a smile. Matt returned her smile and then waved the ice-cream in the air enthusiastically, drawing a contented giggle from her.
"Is your neck bothering you?" he asked innocently.
"Just normal work stress," my wife answered, as she took the pro-offered treat.
As Irene started to enjoy her ice-cream, Matt moved behind her, and placed both of his masculine hands on her shoulders. Maintaining a semblance of professionalism, he began to massage my wife's neck and shoulders, and as she freely admitted to me, she began to self-lubricate under his firm touch.
Chemistry is a very difficult thing to quantify, but it was certainly present in her office that night. As Matt continued to work the tension from her upper body, my wife leaked vaginal secretions into her panties, and occasionally let out a moan of pleasure. Matt massaged her for about thirty minutes, alternating between her shoulders, neck and scalp, the latter feeling particularly pleasurable.
When he was done, he leaned forward and kissed her tenderly on the top of her head, a demonstration of affection that was equal parts paternal and sexual, Matt choosing to err on the side of caution, lest his intentions be misunderstood, or worse, rebuffed. Irene stiffened involuntarily at his kiss, a lightning bolt of excitement flowing through her, now that he had finally made a move towards her. She felt her breathing quicken and her panties moisten, and looked up at him agreeably, as if to green-light any further advances, but he was already turning to leave her office.
"Good night, Irene," he said politely, as he turned towards her in the doorway.
She could see that his face was flushed with excitement, and his erection was visible in the pants of his suit, so she knew he had felt the spark too.
"Good night, Matt," my wife responded, her voice shaky by her own admission. "Thanks for the massage, I needed that."
After that first night of physical contact, a pattern was established and Matt frequently massaged the kinks from my wife's neck and shoulders. A few late night encounters later, as she sat at her desk, he offered her a foot-rub. Irene kicked off her high-heeled shoes and as Matt pulled up a chair, she extended her stockinged foot to him. To hear my wife tell it, as she relaxed and enjoyed her foot-rub, Matt developed an erection. Irene made no attempt to ignore it, which would have probably been the most professional thing to do. However, with the sexual tension having simmered between them for the last several weeks, Irene embraced his desire for her, and rubbed her foot in his crotch, to acknowledge his erection.



Irene later told me that she had made the decision to give Matt some play, had he put the moves on her.
"What do you mean some play?" I asked, my cock throbbing in my pants as I waited for Irene's clarification.
My wife never elaborated on her intentions as far as Matt was concerned, but it never progressed beyond making out, at least that particular night. My wife and her boss exchanged a tender kiss for the first time that night, their lips barely grazing, as they tried to demonstrate their affection for each other, while trying to respect the fact that they were at work.
"Is he a good kisser?" I asked, my interest getting the best of me.
"Fantastic," my wife responded, realizing that I was getting off on their intimate connection. "My panties were soaked when we finally stopped making out."
Foot rubs became a regular late-night occurrence in my wife's office, and then one night Matt tried to take her stockings off. When he realized she was wearing tights, he let her know his thoughts.
"I want you to wear stockings whenever you are at work, from now on," he instructed her.
"Like a garter-belt and stockings?" she asked playfully.
"Exactly," he responded confidently. "Consider it the new dress code."
I guess that this was the point in their relationship when Matt started to assert himself, and Irene responded favorably. She went to Victoria's Secret the following day, and bought several garter-belts and matching stockings, in different colors. From that day forward, she dressed a lot more sexily while at work, the inference that she was available for her boss, should he desire to make the next move.
Matt made my wife orgasm shortly after he changed her dress code. They were alone in the office after a long day's work, and he had relaxed her with an extended neck massage. Irene was sitting on her desk, and as he stood behind her, with his hands on her shoulders, she placed her neatly manicured hands upon his, and leaned back onto him. Matt made no attempt to hide his erection, and as she felt it poking into her back, she reached one hand behind her and gave it a squeeze. This was only the second cock that she had ever touched, albeit through the wool of his expensive suit pants, and it seemed a much more impressive specimen than Oscar's.
Irene loved her husband very much, but over the years, after frank conversations with her female friends, she was coming to the realization that Oscar possessed a very average cock, both in size and girth. It felt great when they made love, but to hear some of her friends boast about their husbands' cocks filling them completely, made her jealous. Oscar, when erect, was adequate for the task in hand, but he certainly never filled her up. In fact, one of her single friends, who used a cervical cap for birth control, claimed that her lover routinely dislodged her device from her cervix, such was the impressive size of his cock.
Irene was determined to be faithful to her husband of fifteen years, but having been presented with the opportunity to have a closer look at this larger cock, she took it. Her sexual inexperience, coupled with her sheltered upbringing, combined to suppress her inquisitiveness when it came to other men, but she really felt a strong connection to Matt, and she wanted to see what he had between his thighs.
My wife told me that she continued to stroke her boss through his expensive, tailored pants, his erection throbbing between her fingers, as it fought against the confines of his underwear. She felt him lean over her and kiss her gently on the top of her head, which was followed immediately by the familiar tingle between her legs, which was getting increasingly more difficult for her to ignore.
Oscar made a valiant effort in the bedroom, and had to be awarded ten out of ten for trying. However, ever since Irene had encountered Brandon in the dry-cleaners, Oscar had developed a severe premature ejaculation issue. The last several times they had made love, Oscar had blown his load almost immediately, after she mentioned her desire for Brandon. In his defense, he had eaten her to orgasm shortly after he came inside her, but she wanted a man with more stamina.
As she stroked her boss through his pants, his erection remained strong, and she pondered whether or not he would be a good lover. Matt circled slowly around her, until they were facing each other. She spread her knees apart slightly, inviting him to step between them, the most overt sign of availability that she had given him, since the day they first met.
Matt was trying to be a gentleman, but it had been seven years since he was last intimate with a woman, and his hormones were raging. Irene leaned into him, and they started to kiss, tentatively at first, but then with much more intensity. Matt was a great kisser, and my wife admitted that her panties got damp, as she began to self-lubricate.
My wife was a very innocent woman, as far as sex was concerned, but as Matt moved towards her, she parted her legs, thereby inviting him to move even closer. She was wearing an expensive silk suit, the skirt of which had been recently altered, to make it shorter. As Matt moved closer to her, the hem of her skirt was forced towards her, and this exposed the straps of the dusty pink garter-belt that she was wearing.
My wife told me that she looked down in disbelief as she tried to process what was happening. She felt removed from her body, like it wasn't really her behaving so wantonly. Her shapely legs were exposed, the straps of her garter-belt visible where they attached to her expensive silk stockings. Matt's groin was pressed against hers, his erection obvious in his tailored pants. Only the material of his suit pants, and the tiny silk panties that Irene had selected to wear to work this morning, separated their sexual organs.
Matt didn't know this, but Irene had worn panties that matched her garter-belt, both in style and shade. In addition, in an attempt to be accessible to her boss, she had put them on last, after her stockings were secured, so that they could be easily removed if things at work got heated. She was a little self-conscious knowing that her panties were damp, but she had already made the decision that she wouldn't resist Matt, if he decided to take them from her.
As it happened, tonight was not going to be the night for my wife to take her second lover. Matt, ever the gentleman, and cognizant of the fact that her desk was probably not the optimum environment for him to fuck his subordinate, slowed down his advances, and they parted shortly afterwards, both breathing heavily, and in a high state of arousal. After they had both used the restroom, and gained at least partial composure, Matt walked my wife to her car. They exchanged an open-mouthed goodnight kiss, which quickly turned into a protracted dry-humping over the trunk of her car, during which, my wife confessed to me, she contemplated allowing Matt to fuck her.
"In the parking structure, Irene?" I said incredulously. "Did you even think it through?" I asked, my jealousy rapidly surfacing.
"It was completely pre-meditated," she assured me. "I even removed my panties in the restroom, to make it easier for Matt to enter me."
I heard myself condemning her actions as reckless and selfish, but my cock was rising in my underwear, as I contemplated my wife getting fucked over the trunk of her car, in the dimly-lit parking structure. It seemed so lewd, and yet so fucking hot!
"What happened next," I whispered hoarsely, my excitement getting the best of me.
"Matt is the quintessential gentlemen," Irene enthused. "We kissed goodnight, and even after I tucked my panties into the pocket of his suit jacket, he remained so."
"You gave him your panties?" I growled, as I moved towards my wife, consumed by lust. "Why, as a fucking souvenir?"
"More as a sign of intent to let him fuck me, next time," Irene taunted me. "In a more appropriate location, like a nice hotel room," she added, enjoying my torment.
I have always been respectful towards my wife of fifteen years, but as she continued to taunt me, my jealousy got the best of me, and I manhandled her onto our bed. Irene responded favorably to my take-charge attitude, and spread her legs to facilitate my entry. I slid one hand up her skirt, to gauge her level of readiness, and she responded with another cruel taunt.
"I am ready, Oscar. Matt made me so wet, and I am not wearing any panties. Matt left the parking garage with them in his pocket," she teased.
I eased between her stocking-clad thighs, admiring her new garter-belt as I hiked her skirt up. She was very wet, and without any need of foreplay, I slid right inside her.
"Oh, yeah, you feel so good," she cried out. "I thought Matt was going to get balls-deep in me tonight."
Even though I had been struggling with premature ejaculation the last few times Irene and I had sex, tonight set a new low in my efforts to satisfy her. As she continued to tease me about her new lover, I erupted deep inside her within just a few frantic strokes. I had a very powerful, tremendously satisfying orgasm, before my euphoria was replaced with shame.
Shame that I had manhandled her into position, shame that I had allowed myself to use Matt's ongoing seduction of my wife to fuel my desire, and shame that I had selfishly allowed myself to orgasm, before Irene was remotely satisfied.
By contrast, my wife seemed thrilled with my lack of control, and as I laid on top of her catching my breath, she turned her focus back to Matt.
"I don't know what has come over me, Oscar," she said, as she stoked my hair. "I want Matt to make love to me more than anything else in the world. I just hope he will understand my lack of experience."
I could scarcely believe that Irene, my loving wife of fifteen years, was contemplating sex with another man, let alone sharing her desires with me. However, as she continued to question whether she would be enough for him, whether she should allow him to expand her very limited horizons, and even whether she would be able to accommodate his considerable length and girth, I felt myself get hard again.
I am not sure what Irene got out of our encounter that night, other than possibly the validation that she was making the right decision to sleep with her boss. However, as I grunted and groaned my way to my second orgasm, she lay there patiently, without much indication of her own pleasure.
When I got close to orgasm, she began to taunt me again, detailing my physical shortcomings, when compared to Matt. Admittedly, I am not a physically imposing individual, being a touch overweight, and more inclined to have a second helping of dessert, than to go to the gym. However, as she catalogued his traits of desirability, I realized that they were definitely, one hundred percent, destined to fuck.
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It was this thought, of Irene on her back with her legs wrapped around his muscular ass, that pushed me over the edge, and I threw my head back as I came inside her. My wife allowed me to compose myself, and then grabbed one of my earlobes, and applied downward pressure on it.
"My turn," she said cheerfully, as she maneuvered my tongue into her desired position.
This was becoming more of a habit than I wanted it to be, but I guess that was the price I had to pay, for being no longer able to satisfy my wife through penetrative sex. Irene was much more vocal about her desire for Matt as I ate her out, and she ended up coming very quickly on my face.
"You should be very grateful that Matt is such a gentleman," she teased, as she rested between her orgasms. "If he had been just the slightest bit more aggressive, you would be eating his load from me, right now."
"Irene, please," I begged, much less interested in her dirty talk, now that I had come twice. "Don't joke about unprotected sex."
"Matt is actually the perfect candidate to bare-back me," my wife quickly responded, as if she had already given the matter some serious consideration. "He hasn't been intimate with a woman in seven years, so I would have no fear of sexually transmitted diseases. Plus," she added with an excited giggle, "he would make beautiful babies."
I raised my head to give her a look of disapproval, but she put her thumb and forefinger back on my earlobe, and guided me back to her pussy.
"One day you will eat Matt's load from me," she threatened, as she approached her second orgasm. "He makes me want to try new things," she continued, hitting all of my hot buttons. "Maybe when we go to New York, I will broaden my sexual horizons, a little."
As Irene's business trip to New York fast approached, I was getting more and more jealous. I wanted to supervise her packing, so that I could witness exactly what lingerie and underwear she intended to take with her.
"Jesus, Irene, you are only going for three days," I said in exasperation, upon learning that she had packed eight garter-belts.
We argued incessantly in the days preceding her trip, and fucked even more than we fought. I was insatiable, my desire fueled by my jealousy and my furtive imagination. I imagined them making love in front of an open fireplace, their sweaty bodies intertwined as they basked in their post-coital bliss. I imagined them bathing together, lovingly soaping each other as they enjoyed the deep, claw-foot bathtub, in their opulent New York hotel suite. I imagined her cavorting playfully in her garter-belt and matching stockings, trying to entice him back to bed, as he tried in vain, to get some work done.
After a few days I was twisted with jealousy, and even though Irene had drained my nuts every single day, I was constantly hard, and continuously pestered her for sex. Irene had seen enough, and finally sat me down.
"Oscar, you have to stop torturing yourself," she instructed me. "I am going on a work trip with my boss, with or without your approval. If I want to pack every single piece of lingerie that I own, that is my prerogative. I understand that you are jealous but that is your problem, not mine. You need to figure out a way to deal with it, that doesn't involve sex with me."
My heart sank as I processed her words. Not only was she adamant that she was going to New York with Matt, but it appeared that she was cutting me off from sex. I sought clarification, and was faced with immediate disappointment.
"Just until I leave," she said sweetly, as she stroked my forehead. "Your needs have become overwhelming, and I need a few days off."
Time really dragged as her trip to New York got closer, and even though I approached Irene with much more respect and consideration for her needs, she was adamant that I was cut off from sexual activity. She did relent one afternoon, two days before her trip, and she ended up giving me a hand-job. It was quite unexpected, and much appreciated on my part, although the mood was slightly spoiled when Irene pulled out a tape measure, once I was fully erect.
"This notion of average-sized penises has really piqued my interest," she explained, as she measured the length of my cock. "Oscar, you told me that you possess a cock of average size, and Matt assures me he is also average. One of you is lying," she said coldly, "so I am going to measure you both myself."
As she unravelled the tape measure, I had flashbacks of having my height recorded at school. As one of the shorter, less athletic kids in the school, this periodic validation of my lack of testosterone, was the scourge of my young life.
As the nurse pushed firmly down on the horizontal headpiece of the stadiometer, trying to negate the effects of me on my tip-toes, it was an ongoing battle between her trying to get an accurate assessment, and me struggling to get credit for every single quarter of an inch. Once my height was established, it was then broadcast to the assistant charged with recording our stature, in full earshot of my class-mates.
"Oscar, 4 feet eleven inches," the nurse intoned, as the captain of the football team took his place on the measuring instrument, eager to find out if he had yet reached six feet tall.
Irene placed the tip of the measuring tape at the base of my nuts, her manicured hands grazing my taint, as she sought to get an accurate length.
Reverting back to my school days, I sucked in my stomach, thrust my hips forward, and thought about my wife getting impaled by Matt over the trunk of her Ford Escort, trying to squeeze every last quarter inch out of my measurement.
"Oscar, 4.25 inches," she said with a disparaging sneer. "I looked it up," she continued, our respective penis length's evidently of some importance to her.
"The average Spanish man is 5.5 inches," she assured me. "The two of you are definitely not both average," she added, to my dismay.
Having been quantified as less than average, I had to assume that Matt's cock was longer than mine. This was certainly my wife's inference, although quite why she felt the need to actually measure it, was beyond me. I should have let it go and enjoyed my hand-job, but Matt had burrowed his way into my skull, and was not going anywhere soon.
"How big was he?" I blurted out, as Irene started to pour lubricant on my cock.
"Baby," she whispered softly, as she began to slowly jerk me off, "I told you I have only touched Matt through his suit pants. My gut feeling though? Way bigger than average."
Irene knelt before me, her mint green garter-belt peeking out from under her recently shortened skirt, as she continued to extol Matt's physical superiority over me.
"Why don't you get into some kind of team sports?" she asked, suddenly critical of my middle-aged body. "Matt is on a rowing team, and that keeps him in great shape. I can scarcely believe you two are the same age."
A few seconds later, I ended up blowing my load across my wife's thighs, soaking the straps of her garter-belt with my semen.
"I guess that piece of lingerie won't make it to New York," she teased, as I struggled to catch my breath.
Irene got to her feet, and gave me a look of pity, as I knelt there panting. For the first time in our seventeen year relationship, I felt inadequate, and it was eating me alive.
"I am going to wash my hands," she said cheerfully, "Toss the measuring tape in my suitcase. I am taking it to New York."
With less than two days to go until her business trip, there were some last minute complications. Matt realized that he had bitten off a little more than he could chew, and he told Irene that he needed someone else from the office to accompany them.
"I have to give a presentation," he told her, "and I will need someone to work the digital projector in the conference room, while you and I field questions."
I wasn't privy to their conversation, but at some point, my wife, recognizing that an additional employee from our company would be a very effective cock-block, suggested that I go with them to New York.
"He is familiar with Power Point, and can operate a projector," she assured an initially skeptical Matt.
That night, as I was unaware of the decisions that had already been made, that directly affected me, Irene offered me the chance to go to New York.
"I have been thinking, Oscar," she began magnanimously, "would you like to come with us on our business trip? To New York."
I accepted immediately, happy to have been invited and relieved that Irene had come to her senses, and decided to have her husband there, to prevent any untoward advances from her boss. After the initial euphoria faded, I tried to book a flight. Unfortunately, due to the short notice, even though I was able to get on the same plane as Irene and Matt, business class was fully booked, and I had to suffer the indignity of flying in the "cheap seats."
"I will switch seats with you baby," Irene generously offered, trying to make light of it. "You can sit up front with Matt in business class, and get to know each other better."
Naturally, I refused her offer, wondering what the hell I would have to talk about with this Alpha Male, and why the fuck I would want to get to know him any better. I already knew everything I needed to know about Irene's boss. He had kissed her on several occasions, had given her late night massages after the office had cleared out, and was in possession of a pair of her panties, given to him as a signal that she wanted him to fuck her. I certainly didn't want to sit next to him on a nine hour flight to the States.
I adjusted quickly to the reality that we were flying in different classes, and focused on packing. I didn't need many clothes for the three day visit, so when I had loaded all of my stuff into my over-sized suitcase, Irene shooed me away, and commandeered the rest of my space. It wasn't until we unpacked in New York that I realized that she had made good on her threat to pack every single piece of lingerie that she owned, except of course the mint green garter-belt, that I had defiled two days earlier.
When we got to the airport, the gulf between business class and coach became apparent. Matt and Irene checked their luggage within moments of arrival, having been assigned a concierge to expedite the process. I watched enviously as they walked towards the entrance of the First Class Lounge, and swiped their boarding passes to be afforded entry. Matt motioned for my wife to go first, and then placed his hand on the small of her back, just above her ass, as he looked over his shoulder to gauge my reaction.
I felt jealousy surge through my veins immediately at his affront. Thirty-five minutes waiting in line to check my suitcase, did nothing to reduce my anxiety, and by the time I got to the doors of the First Class Lounge, I was very annoyed.
Airline staff, and people in the service industry in general, have one set of mannerisms for people who can afford to avail themselves of the best things that life has to offer, and another set for the rest of us. This was made abundantly clear to me by the way that the impeccably dressed, First Class Lounge staff member, repeatedly intoned the requirements for entry.
"I am sorry, sir," she repeated again and again, managing to sound more bored with each passing pronouncement. "Access to the First Class Lounge is restricted to First Class and Business Class passengers, only."
"My wife and I are flying to New York together," I pleaded. "I would like to have a drink with her before we board."
The airline employee, remained steadfastly polite as she switched to her speech number two.
"If you feel that the check-in staff made a mistake with your boarding pass, please head back to the counter and have it rectified," she said, with a practiced smile.
Undeterred, I tried calling and texting my wife, but my attempts to reach her were in vain. I didn't see them until the announcement was made that the airline was boarding First and Business Class passengers. Again, as the airline staff did a great job of separating us, according to our economic status, I saw Irene and Matt at the front of the line, his hand having now moved to her ass-cheeks, where it rested possessively, as they were ushered onto the plane.
I could feel myself getting heated watching my wife's boss take liberties with her, but I also, embarrassingly enough, was erect. In fact, as they herded the cheap seat passengers through the luxurious environs of First and Business Class, my face was flushed, and I used my carry-on luggage to hide my erection. I avoided eye contact with my wife and her boss, as they relaxed in their reclining leather chairs, that had removable armrests that turned them into a small love-seat. I did notice that they were both sipping a glass of champagne.
The rest of the flight was uneventful, although once they dimmed the cabin lights, I did go to the curtain that separated Business Class from Coach, to see if I could catch a glimpse of my wife. I was only able to take a quick peek into the luxurious cabin, before I was shooed away by a snooty flight attendant, whose sole goal in life was to prevent the intermingling of the classes.
Matt was reading a book, the overhead light illuminating his subject matter as he held it aloft, so as not to disturb Irene, who had evidently enjoyed one glass of champagne too many, and had fallen asleep with her head in his lap.
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Even though it was evident to me that Irene's head resting in her boss' lap was merely the culmination of a long day, and a few glasses of champagne, I could not rid the image from my mind. In our seventeen years together, my wife had never once entertained the idea of giving me a blowjob. She considered the act dirty, beneath the dignity of a lady, and something completely unnecessary in a marriage, given that the Catholic Church viewed that the sole purpose of sex, was for procreation.
Now as she rested her face in Matt's lap, her glossed lips separated from his undoubtedly erect cock by just the material of his suit pants, my wife was as close to oral copulation as she had ever been. To make matters worse, after I alighted from the plane and caught up with them outside the international terminal of JFK, Matt was engrossed in a phone call, and I could see traces of my wife's lipstick all over the front of his expensive tailored pants.
As he chatted away on the phone, switching effortlessly from English to Spanish, I took him in for the first time. He was at least six feet tall, a physically imposing man, not in the sense of someone who spends all day in the gym, but athletically built, perfectly proportioned, and very masculine. His day-old stubble suited his rugged looks, his chiseled jaw prominent as he held his cell phone up to it. He reminded me of the main character in the television series, Poldark, a modern day adaptation of a romance novel, also known as a "bodice-ripper."
As he spoke animatedly in his native Spanish tongue, I observed more than one female passerby check him out, albeit slyly, as Irene hung onto the arm of his suit jacket, reluctant to get swept up in the crowds of the New York airport. I wanted to reclaim my wife, the way I had just assumed ownership of my suitcase, but she seemed quite content to hang onto her boss for safety.
We got into a cab as soon as Matt was done with his call, arriving at the hotel a few moments later. Much to my relief, when we checked in I was reassured by the news that Matt had reserved two rooms, although inexplicably, he had requested adjoining ones.
When he tried to change the reservation, things became a little more problematic. The conference was being held at the hotel, and consequently all of the rooms were booked. They did have one very opulent suite available, and even though it was thirty-two hundred dollars per night, Matt generously offered to upgrade Irene and I. It was my wife who declined his offer, stating that we would make the modest, two adjoining rooms work.
A few moments later, after check-in, Irene and I were unpacking our respective suitcases. My wife had her lingerie laid out all over the bed, a sexy assortment of different colored garter-belts, camisoles and panties. I jumped when there was a knock on the door that separated our adjoining rooms.
"Come in," my wife said cheerfully, setting the tone for the lack of privacy we could expect on our trip.
Matt strolled in like he owned the place, holding two neckties in his hand.
"Which one looks best?" he asked my wife, as she turned her attention fully to her boss.
Like a doting wife or girlfriend, Irene took a cursory look at the pro-offered ties, and upon selecting the light peach one, she offered her thoughts.
"This one goes well with your complexion, handsome," she enthused. "Are we almost ready to go and meet the event staff?"
"Ten minutes," Matt said authoritatively, before stepping forward, and to my astonishment, laying the tie that my wife had just selected for him on the bed in the middle of her assorted garter-belts.
There were two garter-belts of a similar shade to the tie that he planned to wear, and after he found the one that matched his light peach tie the most closely, he picked it up, along with the matching panties, and handed them to my wife.
"Wear this color," he instructed her, as I looked on in shock. "Let's present a united front."
"Whatever you want, boss," Irene said suggestively. "Let me give your shirt a quick press too. I want you to look your best."
"Thanks honey," Matt said, in a tone that was too familiar for co-workers, as he started to unbutton his shirt.
I felt like a third wheel, as Matt disrobed and handed his fresh white shirt to my wife. On the surface, they appeared to be the married couple, not Irene and I. They had spent enough time together, that they were completely comfortable in each other's company, and their compatibility was undeniable as they chatted amiably, even in his inappropriate state of undress.
I have no latent homosexual issues, and have never been inclined in my life to even contemplate the male form, but Matt was stood about three feet from me, and as such, I couldn't ignore the fact that he was an impressive specimen. His broad, muscular shoulders were on display, the cuts in his trapezius muscles evident as he extended his toned arms, to hand my wife his ironing.
She took it from him lovingly, like a doting wife, and I instantly knew that their undeniable connection was much deeper than purely sexual. I wanted to excuse myself so that they could have their privacy, and he could ravage her on our bedroom floor, before I remembered that Irene was my wife, not his.
Before I could pluck up the courage to assert myself over this alluring woman, it was over. Matt turned to leave the room, through our adjoining door, acknowledging me as an afterthought.
"Oscar," he said politely, giving me nod of his head.
I glared at my wife, but she just shrugged it off, leaving the room to go and fetch the iron. After she had rid her boss' shirt of any unwanted creases, she took it to him. The door to our adjoining rooms was wide open, and I felt my jealousy surface as she helped him dress. They were whispering and sharing some hidden joke, as she tied his tie for him, and I could barely stand to watch.
Once he was ready, he patted her on the ass, and told her she had five minutes to change.
I scoffed at that notion, remembering all of the times that I had waited patiently for my wife to ready herself for an evening out together. There was no way she was going to be ready to roll in five minutes. Irene disappeared into our bathroom, holding the garter-belt and matching panties that her boss had selected for her to wear.
To my surprise, a few moments later, she emerged looking phenomenal, in her high-heels and her recently shortened skirt. She gave me a peck on the cheek, and I noticed that she was heavily scented in her favorite perfume.
It was to Matt that she went, to seek the validation and approval that women crave when they have made an effort to go out. He made a twirling motion with his forefinger, and she rotated one full circle, so that he could take her in.
"Perfect," he said, beaming with pride, as if she were his. "Let's go."
"See you later, baby," she said to me, as she sashayed out of the room, exuding sexuality, with Matt's hand resting on her ass.
My cock had stiffened at the sexually charged interaction between Matt and Irene, and I decided to busy myself in their absence. After I unpacked my suitcase, I poured myself a cocktail from the mini-bar and made myself comfortable in one of the opulent chairs. As I surveyed the room, my eyes wandered across the dizzying array of undergarments that my wife had elected to bring for a three day trip.
A few minutes later, I went to use the restroom, and noticed a pair of Irene's panties on the bathroom counter. They were the exact same shade as the light peach garter-belt that Matt had selected for my wife, and I realized that she had eschewed wearing them for her meeting with her boss, for whatever reason.
Perhaps she ran out of time? I mused, unwilling to consider the more likely scenario, that Matt had forbidden her to wear underwear.
Emboldened by the alcoholic drink I had consumed, I decided to have a quick look in Matt's room. I knocked several times before trying the door handle, and was not that surprised to find it unlocked. What did surprise me was the general disarray of his room. We had only checked in about two hours ago, and already he had managed to trash the place. His shirts were all over the bed, and his half-unpacked suitcase was blocking the entrance to his bathroom.
After a cursory look around, I quickly located the two-way baby monitor, provided for families using the adjoining room as a nursery. My heart was pounding in my chest as I found the twin piece in my room, and switched them, so that I could listen in on their interactions. I turned the speaker volume down in my room, and hid the speaker in my boss' room on top of the closet.
I went to leave, realizing I had no business being in there, and right as I was leaving I noticed the tape measure that my wife had packed, sitting on his bedside table.
What the fuck? Was he planning to measure himself, and then report back to her? Was she going to verify his dimensions herself? Would the results of our emasculating quantification be openly discussed between the three of us, or would they keep it between them, as a hidden joke, behind my back?
Once I got back to my room, I was shaking with the adrenaline rush of my discoveries, and poured myself another cocktail.
Several hours later, my wife entered our bedroom and greeted me affectionately.
"Did you eat?" she asked. "Matt and I have some work to do, but I can order room service, if you feel like it."
"That would be great, baby," I said, "what are you in the mood for?"
"Matt and I ate in the Majestic," she responded, to my surprise, referring to the fancy restaurant within the hotel.
I didn't question her decision to eat dinner with Matt, and she never offered any apology or explanation, so the moment soon passed. Irene ordered me a few items from the room service menu, and once my food arrived, she went next door to finish her work.
Irene checked in on me periodically, and just before my bedtime, came and said goodnight.
"Don't wait up, baby," she said sweetly, as she tucked me in. "We have lots of work to do."
After she left, I got out of bed, retrieved the baby monitor and turned it on quietly. Designed to enable a mother to hear any sound that a baby makes, it was not surprising that I had an almost perfect audio of my wife and Matt's work-related conversation.
What was surprising, was how little work they were getting done. First I heard the unmistakable sound of two people kissing, their lips softly caressing, intermingled with sporadic moaning sounds. I wished I had some visual feedback to go with the audio, but as I listened to them making out, I closed my eyes, trying to imagine what was happening in there.
I heard my wife giggle, and then what sounded like a zipper being undone, although I couldn't tell if it was Matt's pants or Irene's skirt that was being unfastened. At some point I decided that I had heard enough, and knocked on their door.
I felt like a teenager knocking on their parents' bedroom door, during their once a week Saturday morning love-making session. Not surprisingly, it took my wife a few seconds to answer.
"Just a minute, baby," she said, sounding quite flustered.
I felt like a total pussy waiting by the door for my wife and her boss to grant me permission to enter the room. However, that never happened, as Irene opened the door to our adjoining rooms, a few moments later, looking very flustered. She entered our room, closing the door behind her, and began to talk excitedly.
"I am running down to get some ice, if you need anything, Oscar," she offered.
I heard the shower turn on in Matt's room, and wondered if they had already fucked. If they had, it had been very anti-climactic, particularly on Irene's part, as I hadn't heard any evidence to suggest she had experienced an orgasm. Not surprising, I scoffed, that guy hasn't had sex in seven years, and probably blew his wad even quicker than I do. I started to take some solace in his lack of stamina, and then realized that Irene was mine alone, and that it was my duty to rebuff any male attention. I decided to confront Matt, once he was done in the shower.
I knew that room service would bring ice to the room, so Irene's departure was solely to compose herself. However, recognizing that this could serve my needs, I went along with her.
"I am fine, Irene," I said, as she left the room to go downstairs.
As soon as she left, I opened the door between our rooms, and upon hearing that Matt was still in the shower, I entered his room. There was a glass block wall separating the shower enclosure from the bedroom, but as I moved further into the bedroom, I saw his reflection in the large bathroom mirror. He was facing away from me, lathering himself with body lotion, so I had a great view of the rear of his body.
Any thought of confrontation dissipated as I took in his athletic frame. In addition to having an almost six inch height advantage over me, his lean muscularity was a clear indication of his brute physical strength. His chest was ripped, and his back was broad and muscular, toned by hours of rowing each week. I was no match for him physically, and it would be even more emasculating to get my ass kicked by my wife's lover, even as I had yet to prove that was his role in Irene's life.
What if I was completely mistaken? What if I made a terrible unwarranted accusation? What if they had just developed a close working relationship, and he had stolen a kiss from her, in an otherwise innocent interlude?
I began to justify my lack of desire to confront him, and before I knew it, I was backing away from the mirror. The bed appeared to have been laid upon, as evidenced by the position of the pillows and the creases in the comforter. Once I established that the bed was the most likely location for any future advances, I positioned my iPhone on top of the closet, facing towards it. I FaceTimed my iPad, and quickly left the room.
Once I got back into the safety of my room, I checked my iPad and was pleased to see that I had a perfect, unobstructed view of Matt's bed. Irene returned soon after that with a bucket of ice, looking very composed. We sat and chatted for a few moments, as she wanted to give Matt some privacy, to take his shower.
Matt knocked on the door of our adjoining rooms a few moments later and we exchanged awkward pleasantries, as I tried to establish whether or not he had fucked Irene. I was comfortable that they had not taken that step yet, although I had a gut feeling that they had made out.
Matt excused himself to go back to work, and Irene said she would join him shortly. My wife and I said goodnight for the second time, and she left to go back to work. I got comfortable in my bed, with my iPad on my lap. It didn't take Matt long to put the moves on my wife, and within a few minutes of her returning to his room, they were making out. I couldn't see them yet, but I heard them sucking face and the unmistakable sounds of my wife moaning.
Even though the sounds of them making out was making me hard, I wanted the visual too. Fortunately, for me, a few moments later Matt and Irene stumbled in to view.
Stumbled was an accurate assessment, as they pretty much fell backwards into the view of my iPad, their bodies intertwined, as they kissed and undressed simultaneously. They were engaged in a very intense open-mouthed kiss, and Matt was removing my wife's clothes. Before long, he had her down to just her lingerie and heels, and I felt a pang of jealousy as I watched my wife make herself available sexually to another man, for the first time in her life.
Part of me wanted him to mount her, fuck her, and get it over with, but it was clear to me that he was a very experienced lover, and he was in no hurry. Once Irene was just in her garter-belt, stockings, half-length silk camisole and her matching high-heels, I realized quite how vulnerable she was without her panties on. I wasn't sure if she had made the last second decision to leave them on the bathroom counter-top, or if he had instructed her to go without underwear, when they were whispering as she tied his necktie.
What I was sure of, was how much additional protection a pair of panties provided against the threat of penetrative sex. Irene and I had dated for an extended period prior to getting married, and even though we had enjoyed several heated encounters during our courtship, the sexual activity was normally thwarted by the fact that she was wearing underwear.
We would kiss and touch each other lovingly, often rubbing each other's genitals through our respective underwear, occasionally even applying enough stimulation to induce orgasm. However, our underwear served as a very effective barrier to penetrative sex, and it was many months before we finally plucked up the courage to get completely naked. Our innocence, the protracted nature of our slowly developing sex-life, and the genuine respect I had for my wife's virginity, made the actual notion of sex seem something to want to look forward to, rather than to just take because we could.
As Irene stood before Matt, her wet pussy completely unprotected and therefore available for his enjoyment, I knew that he was going to fuck her. They engaged in another long round of kissing, my wife's arousal particularly visible as her nipples hardened, and her neck and shoulders reddened with anticipation. Matt moved one of his muscular legs between her thighs, and she dry-humped it, like a bitch in heat.
Irene was breathing heavily now, and I thought she might orgasm on his tailored suit pants, as she continued to grind into his leg. Once they broke their tender embrace, Matt stepped back and spoke authoritatively.
I thought I heard him issue a one-word command to my wife, but it seemed so improbable that he would have actually told her to "kneel," that I was sure I had mis-heard him.
Irene bit her lip, a mannerism that I had only ever her seen her employ under extreme stress, and having contemplated her options, slowly sank to her knees. Once she was kneeling before him, her face reddened, the reaction of a good girl who was being forced to do bad things.
Except there was no force being applied on Matt's part. In fact, nothing that could even be construed as coercion. He had asked, and she had willingly obeyed. End of story. He flashed her a broad smile, as if to recognize her efforts to surrender to him.
"Turn sideways," he instructed her, "facing the door."
Irene remained on her knees and rotated ninety degrees to her right, her positional adjustment bringing her into perfect position for me to view her interactions with her boss, should they proceed the way it appeared that they were going to. If I hadn't known better, I would have assumed that he knew that I was filming them, and wanted to ensure I got a birds-eye view of her first blowjob.
Oh, fuck! That asshole was going to make her give him a blowjob. Her first blowjob. Ever.
I had always hoped that I would witness Irene's first blowjob, but in my fantasy, I was on the receiving end of it. I never imagined watching her kneel before another man, clad only in her sexy lingerie, as she offered her glossed lips up for his enjoyment. I felt sick as she knelt before him, looking up shyly at him, awaiting his next instructions. However, I was also as hard as a rock, and I knew I had a very important decision to make, and little time to make it.
I had to choose between bursting through that door, and stopping my wife from doing something so out of character, that I would never be able to rid the image from my mind, or, I had no clue.
I didn't even know what the alternative was, only that it was completely unacceptable to me. I leapt from my bed, still holding my iPad, so that I didn't miss any of the action.



As Irene looked up at Matt from her submissive kneeling position, he extended one of his arms towards her, and in a gesture of affection, placed it against the side of her head, the tips of his fingers caressing her ear, as his thumb rested on her forehead.
"I don't want you to do anything you are not comfortable with, baby," he whispered, which I knew from personal experience was a lie.
Even though Irene was a very innocent and unsullied woman when we started to date, I had been exposed to many sexual experiences. I knew first-hand that men would say gallant and endearing things to gain sexual favors, and I could see that Matt was using similar deception, to induce my wife to suck his cock.
I got to the door of our adjoining rooms, preparing to burst through it and save my wife from the indignity of oral sex. Irene was a goddess in my mind, worthy of being put on a pedestal, the way I had our whole life together. She didn't deserve to be on her knees in a hotel room, in front of her boss, dressed up in lingerie for his visual enjoyment, preparing to suck his cock.
I turned the doorknob, and was relieved to see it wasn't locked. There were going to be some consequences tonight, and I didn't need a broken hotel door to be added to the collateral damage.
I was going to wait until the last possible moment before bursting in to save her virtue. I had another glance at my iPad, and watched as Matt slowly and deliberately moved his thumb across my wife's face, from its original position on her forehead. She maintained eye contact with him, looking up at him adoringly as his thumb traced gently across her elevated cheekbone, until it came to rest on her top lip.
If this was a test to ascertain Irene's willingness to pleasure her boss, she passed it with flying colors. Seemingly anticipating his every desire, Irene parted her beautifully glossed lips, and as his thumb disappeared into her mouth, she closed her lips over it, and began to softly suck on it.
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I heard a knock on the door, and instinctively turned to answer it, before realizing that it was Matt's door that had been tapped on. A look of horror appeared on Irene's face, as she realized that her boss was going to answer it. She put one hand on the bed, as if she was intending to get up from her kneeling position, but Matt faced her and issued another authoritative command.
"Stay!" he told my wife.
To my surprise, Irene remained on her knees, giving her boss a quick nod of assent, to let him know of her continued obedience. Matt disappeared from the screen of my iPad, although I still had the audio component, and heard voices soon after he opened the door.
"Come in," he said pleasantly, "I will be right back."
"I will wait right here, sir," the mystery caller responded, before I realized that it was probably room service.
I am assuming that the room service guy could see my wife kneeling by the bed in her lingerie. It was a fairly small hotel room, and the entry door was open as he waited for Matt to return. Irene dropped her head in shame, the humiliation of her decision to unconditionally obey her boss, finally catching up with her. She kept her head hung low the entire time that Matt exchanged pleasantries with the room service guy. I heard the door close seconds later, and Matt came back into view on my screen.
"Matt," Irene whispered softly, "that was unnecessarily humiliating."
Watching my wife finally give her boss some pushback, made me proud of her, but he quickly extinguished it.
"This was important," he said, waving a packaged condom in front of her face.
I was shocked, initially, that he had asked room service to bring him a condom. However, adjoining room aside, which I now realized was intended for use by a couple with a newborn, this was a very nice hotel, and Matt's request was quite tame compared to some of the demands placed upon the concierge service.
"I hope the intrusion didn't diminish your desire in any way," Matt said, as he knelt in front of her.
"No, Matt," she said softly, her lust evident in her shaky voice. "It just caught me off guard, that's all."
Once Matt was kneeling in front of my wife, he tossed the packaged condom over her shoulder, and it landed on the bed. Then, in an act designed to regain control of Irene, he extended one hand between her legs, and tenderly brushed his middle finger across her clitoris.
She slumped forward immediately, emitting a load moan of pleasure, and they engaged in another open-mouthed kiss, Irene's humiliation seemingly having been forgotten. Matt was apparently ready for the main course, because he stood up in front of my wife, extended one hand out to her, and helped her to her feet.
They kissed once more before he motioned to the bed, and Irene climbed onto the top of it, and laid down on her back. In the seventeen years that my wife and I have been in a relationship, we have only ever made love in the missionary position. So, because it is all she has ever known, it was no surprise to me that Irene adopted that familiar stance.
Once she was laying on her back, her shyness surfaced, and reverting back to her days of being a virgin, she crossed her legs, in an attempt to preserve her modesty. Matt, on the other hand, was a very experienced lover having had multiple partners prior to marrying his wife. Even though it had been seven years since he last made love, he was not a shy individual, and began to undress in front of Irene.
After he had unfastened his shirt buttons, and removed his crisp white shirt, my wife started to relax a little, uncrossing her legs to reveal her neatly trimmed bush. I noticed that she had paid additional attention to her grooming, and wondered if that was in anticipation of having sex with her boss. Matt stripped down to his underwear, a pair of very flattering, white Hugo Boss briefs, and briefly faced the hidden camera. Again, if I didn't know better, it seemed like he was putting on a show, and after giving me ample opportunity to observe, and envy, his considerable package, he turned his back on my iPhone, and climbed on top of my wife.
Any expectations I had of my wife responding demurely, as she had on our first several dozen encounters in which I remained in my underwear, were quickly shattered as she opened her legs wide, and wrapped them around Matt's muscular lower back. I swallowed hard as I watched them kiss and dry-hump, although in my wife's elevated state of arousal, there probably wasn't much dryness involved.
They simulated sex for several moments, as they kissed and got to experience each other for the first time. I was cognizant of the fact that my wife had no underwear on, and there was only the thin material of her boss' briefs preventing him from getting balls-deep inside my wife of fifteen years.
I had mentally prepared myself for the prospect of them having sex, ever since I first found out about their late night intimacy at the office. It wasn't ideal that I was going to have to witness it, but at least I could bust in there at any time, if Matt overstepped the boundaries, and disrespected my lovely bride in any way. I could handle a brief missionary position encounter, particularly as Matt had been respectful enough to secure a condom.
I would draw the line if he tried to make her suck his cock, I told myself. In truth, the time and impetus for my intervention had come and gone, and I felt relieved that I didn't have to face Matt in a potentially physical confrontation, that I would surely lose. I shuddered as I considered how horribly wrong that could go, given the fact that he was far bigger and stronger than I was. Imagine the indignity of getting your ass kicked by your wife's lover, as she watched.
Maybe after he had rendered me incapable of further resistance, he would fuck Irene in front of me, just to rub my nose in it. No, I reasoned, I was far better off allowing things to unfurl naturally, particularly as it appeared to be very vanilla sex that was on the cards today.
"Please Matt," my wife finally implored him, "I want you inside me."
As disturbing as it was to watch my wife of fifteen years make out with her boss, it paled next to the kick in the nuts that the audio component added. Hearing my wife practically beg another man to fuck her was beyond painful, it was absolutely emasculating. Irene moved one hand down to Matt's stomach, grabbed the waistband of his briefs, and tried to help him remove them.
Matt, however, had other ideas. Realizing he had ignited a fire in Irene, he sought to tease her a little more, in the hope that her desire would eventually overwhelm her virtue, and possibly encourage her to expand her horizons. For this reason, instead of releasing his cock from the confines of his briefs, slipping on a condom, and entering her very available pussy, he slid down her body until his lips were on her stomach.
Matt began to lick and nibble Irene's pelvic region, and as her breathing quickened and her moans got louder, she ran her fingers through his thick, dark, head of hair, and began her journey towards her first orgasm.
I wasn't able to bring Irene to climax every single time that we made love, but I had seen her come enough to recognize the tell-tale signs. As Matt teased her mercilessly, I realized that he knew what he was doing in bed. He was unhurried in his actions, despite repeated efforts on my wife's part to position his tongue between her legs. Finally, as her breathing became heavy and ragged, he lowered his chin slightly, and brushed his tongue across the inner lips of her labia.
"Right there, Matt," my wife instructed him. "Please, right there."
I don't know what tricks he employed to get my wife to experience such a stupendous first orgasm, and I was not inclined to ask him, but she let out a cry of pure ecstasy as she came on his face. She wrapped her legs around his broad shoulders, put both hands in his hair, and shuddered as he took her over the edge. In addition to being a very vocal orgasm, it was also quite protracted, her moans of appreciation audible for at least fifteen seconds after she first cried out.
"Oh my god," she uttered, as soon as she caught her breath, "I never knew."
Irene's choice of words cut me to the core. After I heard her utter the words "I never knew," I realized that she couldn't have chosen a more hurtful expression to highlight the sheer physical euphoria, that her boss had provided her. In one brief act of oral sex, Matt had eclipsed the entire sexual pleasure of our seventeen year relationship.
My reflexive response was "ouch," however, I never had time to wallow in her words, because Mr. Turbo Tongue was at it again. Her second orgasm arrived much more quickly, a brief crescendo of sound culminating in a loud exclamation of joy as she peaked and went over the edge. I am not sure exactly what Irene cried out, at the moment of release, and even after playing it over several times, I couldn't make out if she had said "I love you, Matt," or something similar.
What was never in doubt was my wife's response to his touch. He was evoking a response from her, the likes of which I had never seen before, and each orgasm was progressively stronger than the last. At some point, I muted the volume on my iPad in disgust, but inexplicably the sounds still emanated from it. Even after I turned it off completely, Irene's cries of passion still reverberated in my ears, before I realized that the noise was coming from behind the flimsy door between our adjoining rooms, which was designed to facilitate hearing, not inhibit it.
Irene screamed Matt's name several times, and feeling that I was missing out, I turned my iPad back on. He was still lying between her legs, with his tongue stimulating her clitoris, but he had rotated his body so that he was lying across her stomach from the side. I knew what that sly bastard was up to, having employed a similar strategy in my single days. He was trying to slowly maneuver himself into the sixty-nine position, his interest in sliding his cock between my wife's glossed lips, suddenly renewed.
I wanted to warn my wife of his objective, but as I watched on intently, I was powerless to stop him. As he continued his expert attention on my wife's sexual organs, and she enjoyed two more stupendous orgasms, he finally rotated himself sufficiently so that his hip was laying on her shoulder, and his cock was just three or fours inches from her lips.
As was to be expected, having been the the recipient of several earth-shattering orgasms, my wife was feeling a mixture of indebtedness and benevolence towards her boss, and when she was faced with his erection mere inches from her mouth, she did the decent thing.
I use the phrase "the decent thing" in place of its equivalent, "the honorable thing," which is in the sense of payment in kind for services rendered. Matt had taken my wife to new highs sexually, inducing her to orgasm a multitude of times, without any hint of reciprocation. Now that she was completely and utterly satisfied, it seemed that the decent thing would be to repay the favor, and orally satisfy her boss. However, the prospect of my wife sucking her boss' cock, was far from doing "the decent thing" in the more literal sense.
First of all, she was a married woman, who had never extended this sexual courtesy to her husband, despite fifteen years of marital bliss. Secondly, oral sex, particularly to a relative stranger was a filthy act, and beneath a happily married woman.
Torn between a desire to remain virtuous, and a strong feeling of guilt that was compelling her to reciprocate, and take care of this man, Irene met him half-way. Without committing to a fully fledged blowjob, and all of the humiliation that this act would entail, she extended her tongue and began to lick his inner thighs. Matt took this as a green-light to the possibility of oral copulation, and lowered his tongue back to her clitoris.
I saw Irene involuntarily stiffen, such was her delight at the resumption of his stimulation. This also lowered her resistance to the idea of blowjobs, and she began to softly nibble Matt's nuts through his briefs. Up until now, I had staunchly resisted jerking off to the visual of my wife and her boss getting it on, but this was the point at which my resistance to jerking off was overcome by my desire to enjoy an orgasm of my own.
I went into my bathroom, carrying my iPad so as not to miss any of the action, and retrieved my bottle of lubricant. I positioned my screen so that I could watch my wife and her boss in their quasi sixty-nine position, and flipped open the top of my KY lube. My wife was relaxing now, seemingly having repressed her revulsion of oral sex, to do "the decent thing" and take care of Matt.
As she tenderly and lovingly nibbled his swollen nuts, her lipgloss, chosen because it matched the shade of her garter-belt almost exactly, slowly transferred to his white briefs, creating an indelible piece of evidence as to what occurred in that hotel room, lest my wife attempt to deny it.
After they had concluded their sordid sexual encounter, in whatever perverse form it evolved, I was going to retrieve her boss' briefs, and rub my wife's nose in her infidelity.
As I started to masturbate, Irene moved her lips slightly, and began to lick and nibble his shaft through his briefs, transferring more of the light peach lipgloss to his genital area, in the process.
Matt ate my wife to three more orgasms during which she coated his cock and balls with a generous application of her lipgloss, at least through his underwear. After her last orgasm, she asked him to make love to her again, though in more desperate terms.
"Matt, please," she begged, "Fuck me now, I want you so badly."
He raised his head from between her legs, and they made eye-contact. He made no attempt to change his position, so that they could make love, so Irene, fearing that he wanted her to continue her ministrations to his cock and balls, instead of having sex, sweetened the pot.
"Please, Matt," she repeated, "make love to me first, and then I promise I will suck you off."
This got him moving. He rose slowly from their quasi sixty-nine position, with a smug look on his face. For some inexplicable reason, he faced the camera as if he knew where it was positioned. As he posed briefly with a huge smile on his face, I was transfixed by his erection, making a concerted effort to bust out of his briefs, which themselves were covered in my wife's lipgloss.
"Just to clarify," he said slowly, looking directly at the camera. "You will suck me off, Irene?"
I was close to orgasm as I witnessed this exchange between my wife and her boss, and as I continued to jerk myself off, I realized that my innocent wife didn't know the difference between sucking someone's cock, and sucking someone off. This was a fairly important distinction, as the latter would involve the transfer of seminal fluids from Matt to Irene, and I felt she needed to know this, before she committed.
It was too late, for both of us. Irene, desperate to get Matt's cock inside her, sat upright on the bed, and looking directly into his eye, her conviction captured perfectly by the camera, repeated his assertion.
"I will suck you off, Matt, l promise," she said, right as I blew my load all over the bathroom mirror, my iPad becoming collateral damage in the process.
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I came as hard as I had in several months, a ball-draining eruption that momentarily caused me to see stars, and took me several moments to recover from. After I caught my breath, I picked up my iPad, and after wiping the remaining traces of my ejaculate from the screen, I looked to see what Irene and Matt were up to.
As I focused my attention on the screen, my wife was on her back, legs wide apart, as Matt knelt between her thighs. They were having some discussion about the logistics of their upcoming sexual encounter, and as I zoned in, I caught the gist of it.
"Matt, please, you don't need to use a condom," she implored him, as he held the unwrapped prophylactic in his hand.
"You haven't had sex in seven years, and I have only been with one man in my entire life. This is about as safe as sex gets!"
"What about Oscar?" Matt countered. "Has he been a good boy?"
My wife let out a loud chortle that she made no attempt to suppress, and responded in a way that must have diminished my stature in her boss' eyes. It certainly was a kick in the nuts for me to hear.
"That pussy?" she said coldly. "Matt, I love my husband dearly, but to suggest that he has any chance of extra-marital sex is ludicrous," she said with a giggle. "He barely can contain himself when we fuck."
To my surprise, Matt seemed concerned that my wife and I even had a sex-life.
"Do you guys still have sex?" he asked, seemingly trying to weigh up whether or not he still wanted to do this.
"Matt, please," my wife begged. "Let's fuck."
"Well, do you?" he insisted to know.
"Occasionally," she admitted, "but I don't need it from him, if you want me to cut him off."
Hearing this, especially right after my orgasm, was tough. All men know that verbal stimulation, while important to facilitate orgasm, can be unwelcome and difficult to hear, after a man achieves release. The fact that my wife was offering to deny me sex, in order to have sex with her boss, was disheartening, to say the least.
"No," Matt responded magnanimously, "you can still fuck Oscar occasionally. However, if you want me to bareback you, he needs to wear a rubber from now on."
"Okay," Irene responded almost immediately, "we have a deal."
As Matt tossed the condom over his shoulder, and lined his cock up with the entrance to my wife's pussy, my heart sank. She just traded a lifetime of my pleasure, for a few minutes of hers, with hardly any contemplation. Matt hadn't been inside a woman in seven years, and as my wife invited him to bareback her, I knew he wouldn't last long. This was fucked up!
Once Matt slid inside my wife, he remarked on how wet she was. She giggled and whispered something inaudible to me, in his ear. Then they started to fuck. Matt started off slow and deep, his ass-cheeks flexing as I watched him from behind, in the hidden camera. On each downward stroke he got balls-deep inside Irene, and she let out an appreciative moan. Then as he withdrew his erect cock from her, my wife would pull him back inside her, as her dainty manicured hands rested on his muscular ass.
He built up his speed slowly, like a steam engine gathering speed, showing no signs of the premature ejaculation that I was expecting, from a man who hadn't had any pussy for seven years. He was a very impressive physical specimen, his muscles tensing and flexing under the current demands being placed on his body. As I watched them fuck, and Irene raked her manicured nails across his ass, I noticed the absence of her wedding ring.
Irene had worn the same ring for the entire duration of our marriage. I don't think she ever took it off, yet now, inexplicably, as she got pounded in the hotel room, it was gone. As I processed this, I wasn't sure if I was more perturbed by the absence of the wedding ring, or if it would have been more difficult for me to see the symbol of our unity raking across her boss' ass as he got balls-deep inside her.
My expectations of a quick encounter, were soon proven wrong, and it was Irene who reached climax first, crying out Matt's name as he relentlessly impaled her. As I watched her toes curl, and she dug her nails deep into the flesh of her boss' ass-cheeks, I had another disturbing revelation. My wife had evidently faked some of her orgasms with me. Maybe not all of them, but I had never seen her climax with the intensity that she was currently experiencing.
It was like watching a train wreck, disturbing to observe, but impossible to turn away from. To my astonishment, Matt fucked my wife for about thirty minutes before she threw in the towel. She had enjoyed four or five orgasms, and yet he seemed perfectly composed, relaxed even. He stopped thrusting in to her, and even though they remained coupled, it was a welcome break for my wife.
"Jesus Christ, Matt," Irene said as she gathered her breath. "You are an animal."
They kissed and chatted amiably as Irene composed herself, and a few minutes later, I heard my wife speak.
"Are you ready to come soon, Matt? I am completely satisfied."
Matt nodded agreeably, without really committing to anything, and started to slowly make love to her again. After a few moments, he placed his hand under her head to support and cradle her neck, and then in one fluid movement, he rolled over into his back, taking her with him so that she was now straddling him, in the cowboy position.
Irene has always fought me tooth and nail, during our entire marriage, anytime I have suggested different sexual positions, so I was very surprised that she allowed her boss to manhandle her into his new desired position. Once she was on top, she adjusted quickly to the new sensations, and as Matt guided her own hand to her clitoris and encouraged her to touch herself, she ended up coming twice more.
This seemed to satisfy Matt, and shortly after my wife's last orgasm, he unloaded deep inside her. I thought my wife would hop off immediately after Matt came inside her, but she seemed very comfortable in this new sexual position, and remained on top of him for several moments as they kissed.
I had seen enough and was truly drained by the events of the evening. I grabbed my iPad, and climbed into bed, and was just about to switch it off, when Matt and my wife finally uncoupled. She excused herself to wash her face, and I watched as Matt got up slowly from the bed. He walked towards the closet upon which I had hidden my iPhone, and looked up directly at the lens.
"Hope you enjoyed the show, you cuckold," he said with a smirk. "See you in the morning."
I wasn't sure if Irene was planning to spend the night with Matt, but a few moments later I got my answer as I heard the door to our adjoining rooms open. I pretended to be asleep, but Irene was having nothing of it.
"Wake up, baby," she whispered, "I am horny."
Having just witnessed my wife enjoy multiple orgasms at the hands of her sexually experienced boss, Matt, I found it very unlikely that she could still be horny. However, if she wanted to have sex with me, who was I to argue with her.
I let Irene know that I was awake, and she pulled the comforter back, and climbed into bed with me.
"How was work, baby?" I asked, aware that she had no clue what I had witnessed.
"Hectic," she replied. "Long day. I need you, baby."
Irene and I started to kiss, and I was hard almost immediately.
"Feels like you are ready to go, baby," she teased, as she squeezed the tip of my cock.
We made out for a few more moments, and then Irene dropped a bombshell on me.
"Let's fuck, baby. I need you to get my juices flowing first."
I knew what my wife needed, and I wasn't looking forward to it, one bit. Irene grabbed me by my ears and started to force me down. I considered resisting but knew it was futile, so I just followed her lead, and was praying that she had taken a shower after her encounter with Matt.
Unfortunately for me, Matt's load was freshly deposited inside my wife's pussy, and because they had spent the last several minutes in the cowboy position, her inner thighs were coated with his ejaculate also. There was just no avoiding his seminal fluids, as I started to orally pleasure her.
"Pleasure her" is a bit of a misnomer, as despite my best efforts, I was unable to bring her anywhere near orgasm, thanks to her boss' thorough attentions that had rendered her completely and utterly satisfied. After several minutes of oral sex, during which Irene's breathing remained calm and even, I realized that my tongue between her legs was there for the purpose of clean-up duty, rather than any additional sexual pleasure.
After an extended oral session, I felt like it was my turn to orgasm, and slowly raised myself up, so that we were face to face. My cock was dancing between my legs, the tip of it trying to force its way inside her very wet pussy, without any assistance. Irene grabbed the end of my cock, and brushed it between her labia, giving me a brief taste of just how warm and wet she was.
"Do you have a condom?" she asked, knowing full well that I did not.
"Baby," I begged, "I have had a vasectomy, why on earth would I need a condom?"
"Well," she teased, enjoying watching me hang on her every word, "Matt doesn't want to share me with you anymore. He wanted me to cut you off from all sexual activity with me, however after much begging on my part, he agreed that we can still fuck occasionally, but you have to wear a condom."
I knew her claims of a protracted begging session were a total fabrication, as I had seen the exchange between the two of them. He had decreed that I would wear a condom during sex with my wife, and she had readily agreed. However, it didn't benefit me to have that argument with her, so I focused on the task in hand, securing a condom.
"I wonder if I can charge one to the room?" I offered cautiously, not wanting Irene to know that I had witnessed Matt do the same thing.
"No way," my wife responded angrily. "Matt was pissed that you charged a prawn cocktail to his room. He will beat your ass if you try a stunt like that, and try and rub his nose in it. He is generously allowing you the occasional play, but he is not going to be cool with paying for your condom."
I knew that there was an unused condom on the floor of Matt's bedroom, carelessly discarded after my wife invited her boss to bareback her. My mind started racing trying to figure out a way for me to get that condom, but Irene was already coming up with plan B.
"Why don't we get some rest, and in the morning after you buy a condom, we can have sex?" she suggested cheerfully. "It is getting late."
Irene didn't even wait for my response, turning her back on me, and in her relaxed, satiated state, falling asleep moments later.
In the morning when I awoke, Irene and Matt were already gone, their work apparently having got in the way of my morning fun. As soon as I was sure that they were not in Matt's room, I snuck in there to grab my phone. To my horror, it was lying in the middle of Matt's unmade bed, right in the wet spot that they had created. The home screen indicated that I had three missed calls from Irene. The messages from Irene were very businesslike, so full of instructions that I needed to get a pen, to write them down.
My wife wanted me to take the small pile of clothes that lay next to Matt's bed to the dry-cleaners, clean up his room, and make his bed. Apparently, they had requested housekeeping to skip their room for the duration of their stay, instead utilizing my services, thinking it an appropriate way for me to earn my keep. Your breakfast is on the table, my wife added.
I wasn't happy having to make Matt's bed, particularly knowing exactly how it had got messed up, in the first place. My plan was to pull the sheets and comforter up, and just generally straighten it out, but as soon as I pulled the sheets back, I realized that they needed changing. They were badly stained, with a mixture of semen and Irene's vaginal secretions, and that asshole had managed to ejaculate on both pillowcases too. After I stripped the bed, I gathered up the dirty linens, and went in search of some clean bedding.
I found Housekeeping two floors down, but immediately encountered a language barrier. We were staying in a very expensive hotel, and the maids were not used to someone changing their own bed. I ended up just putting Matt's dirty sheets into the hamper, grabbing two pillowcase, and the sheets I needed, and leaving the woman a ten dollar tip in the process.
After I made the bed, I ran their stuff to the hotel dry-cleaners. One pair of previously white, now predominantly light peach Hugo Boss briefs, one white dress-shirt with light peach lipgloss all over both sides of the collar, one set of light peach matching lingerie with assorted stains all over them and one pair of expensive, tailored dress pants, also bearing traces of light-peach lipgloss across the entire crotch region.
I was already very uncomfortable in my role as Matt's manservant, and wanted as little conversation with the dry clean attendant as possible. However, he looked at me and spoke.
"Having fun in New York?" he asked, having a sly look at the clothes laying on the counter in front of him.
As soon as he picked up the dress shirt and realized that it belonged to a six foot plus tall, athletic male, he realized his mistake, and went silent. As we exchanged an awkward glance, we both understood that any fun that I happened to be having in New York, was not related, in any way, to these soiled items of clothing.
That excruciating episode over, I returned to Matt's room, the "No Service" tag hanging from the doorknob, a stark reminder that Matt had his own maid service.
There was an individual-size box of cornflakes, a kid-size milk carton, and a banana on the table, which evidently was my breakfast. As I digested the banana, it was not lost on me that it was Matt who could probably have benefited from the potassium and other important minerals that this fruit provides, seeing as how he had engaged in a protracted and energetic fuck-fest with my wife.
After breakfast, I tidied up his room, finding the discarded condom on the floor by his bed. Even though the packaging was gone, the condom definitely hadn't been used, given that my wife had given her boss the green-light to bare-back her. As soon as I got it over the tip of my penis, I realized that it was the wrong size for me. It was way too big, in both length and girth, dwarfing my erection, and making me dread Irene's inevitable measuring of Matt's cock.
The rest of my day was uneventful, although I had some concerns about what Matt would say about my surreptitious recording of his session with my wife. He had removed my phone from its hiding place and left it on his bed, strategically placed in the wet spot that they had created. Surely he intended to confront me about it when they returned
Irene was in a very playful mood when she got back to our room.
"Did you buy a condom?" she teased, as she began to remove her suit.
Once she had stripped down to her garter-belt and stockings, she told me to sit on one of the high-backed wooden chairs in the room. She straddled me, grinding her crotch into my erection, as we kissed.
"Are you in the mood for something different?" she asked me seductively, as we dry-humped. "I am ready for my first ever blowjob."
I would like to say that Irene and I made love in several different positions, before she sucked me off, but the truth is much more humiliating. Irene, while keeping me engaged through promise of sexual delights, stripped me naked, tied me to the high-backed chair, and then tilted the chair back on its rear legs and dragged me into Matt's room.
I felt very vulnerable as I faced them, naked and bound to the chair. Matt spoke first, his contempt for me palpable.
"Did you get your jollies watching me fuck your wife?" he asked dismissively.
I hung my head, as I remembered the ignominy of jerking off, as he made Irene promise to suck him off.
"There's our answer, Irene," he said proudly. "I told you he is a cuckold."
With that established, Matt moved towards my wife, and began to kiss her tenderly. She responded favorably to his advances, and from my vantage point less than three feet from them, I could see her vaginal secretions begin to appear. They were evident first, at the entrance to her labia and then several minutes later, on her inner thighs. My wife self-lubricated to an extent beyond which I have ever witnessed before, the combination of their undeniable chemistry and his dominance of her.
She was putty in his hands and when he was ready, he rotated her so that they faced each other, a couple of feet in front of me.
"Kneel," he told her, the command itself a real punch in the gut for me, but her immediate compliance, even more emasculating.
Seventeen years together, sharing a bed, a life, combined dreams and a hopeful future, and Irene hadn't even come remotely close to giving me oral sex. Now as she knelt before her boss, in her dusty-pink lingerie and matching lipgloss, he undressed slowly, letting me feel the weight of her decision to suck him off. Her wedding ring was back on, although I felt like Matt had engineered this. It probably excited him that a married woman was about to suck him off, in front of her husband, so he had instructed Irene to proudly display her symbol of lifetime unity, as she swallowed another man's seed.
I knew she was going to swallow his load too, before he even fully disrobed. He had persuaded my wife to promise to suck him off, and even though she may not have fully understood the distinction, this involved the exchange of bodily fluids.
Once he was naked, except for his briefs, he cupped his hand under my wife's chin, and raised her eyes to meet his. I could see the embarrassment written all over her face. She desperately wanted to please her boss, but she was fighting with her inner voice, as she knelt before him. She was a good girl, and good girls didn't suck cock. Especially not their boss' cock.
Matt recognized her inner struggle, and sought to diffuse it. He began to compliment her, telling her how beautiful she was, how accomplished, how much he respected her.
"You don't need to return the favor if it doesn't feel right," he said, choosing his words in such a way to induce guilt in her. "I know you promised me, but if you have changed your mind, that is okay."
I knew he had convinced her when she extended her manicured hand towards him, and squeezed his cock through his designer briefs. Taking her touch as consent, he stepped forward, closing the gap between them to mere inches. Even though the gap between her lips and his cock had been narrowed, Matt had positioned himself in such a way that my wife still had to reach to take care of him.
Irene flashed me a furtive glance, her look conveying a mixture of shame and lust, as she moved her head slowly towards his crotch. At the last second, she extended her tongue, and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion. It was both lewd, and incredibly sexy at the same time, as my wife of fifteen years, made it apparent that she fully intended to make good on her promise to suck this man off.
Matt was wearing some form-fitting silk briefs, in a very light shade of blue, and as soon as my wife ran her tongue up his shaft, he emitted a glob of pre-cum visible as a darker shade of blue, as it pooled in his underwear. What my wife lacked in skill, she made up for in enthusiasm, and even though I wished it was my cock that she was worshiping, I was very proud of the way she pampered him.
As Matt stood there with his arms behind his back, presumably so that I could view his ripped torso in all its glory, my wife licked, nibbled and sucked his cock through his silk briefs. Once she had teased him to the point that his briefs were soaked with his pre-cum, and she had transferred most of her lipgloss to the front of them, she stuck one of her dainty hands in the waistband of his underwear, and eased them over the tip of his cock.



As Matt's cock emerged from the confines of his silk briefs, the tip visibly swollen and a large trail of pre-cum dripping down towards his nuts, two things became immediately apparent. Firstly, we were no longer in need of the tape measure to ascertain which one of us had the bigger cock. My suspicions were aroused the first time I saw Matt fuck the crap out of my wife. They were confirmed when I tried to put his discarded condom on to my cock. Now as his impressive member continued to grow under my wife's tender ministrations, there was no doubt that he possessed the superior sexual organ, in length, girth and every other quantifiable measurement.
Secondly, whatever adolescent repression had shaped my wife's views on sex, was about to be shed, as she prepared, no anticipated, sucking her first cock. Her strict parents, the peer pressure from the Catholic High School that she had attended, the judging by the congregation at her local church, were all about to be thrown out of the window, as Irene embraced her new role, that of a cocksucker.
I would never have had the heart to call her out on it, such was the respect I had for my wife, and the institution of marriage. Matt, as her boss and lover, was not bound by such constraints, and was more inclined to call it as he saw it.
"I always thought your wife had the potential to be a submissive little cocksucker," he taunted me. "You just didn't have the balls to make it happen. Watch and learn as I make your bitch work for my load."
It was a kick in the nuts when Matt identified her as a cocksucker and a bitch, but I thought I saw pride in Irene's eyes, just before she lowered her lips to her boss' cock-head. I have no clue where she had learned some of the tricks that she performed on my boss. Certainly not from me, and to my knowledge I was her only lover thus far. In these days of YouTube tutorials, and free on-demand pornography, who knows. However, as she alternated between sucking his cock-head and nibbling his nuts, it was clear that she had some idea of how to give a blowjob.
Her soft, eager lips were in continuous motion as they glided across his genitalia, giving him a loving tongue-bath before coming to rest on his frenulum, where Matt's face contorted at the otherworldly stimulation, and Irene gave me a knowing glance to let me know that she was about to break his resolve.
Considering his stamina the previous night, my wife did break him fairly quickly. She had locked her lips on either side of his frenulum, and was stimulating it with the tip of her tongue. I watched as his abs tightened, which was a surefire sign that he was on the road to orgasm. He moved one hand from behind his back, wrapped her long red hair around his fist, and started to thrust his hips.
"Tell me when you are close, baby," she whispered to him, as she looked up at him adoringly.
I assumed that my wife was trying to avoid the additional stigma of eating his ejaculate, and was proud of her for doing so. A few moments later, my assumption was proven wrong.
"Oh, fuck, Irene," Matt cried out, "I am close."
As soon as my wife heard his words, she moved her lips over his cock-head and slowly closed them around it, as he continued to thrust his hips, effectively fucking her mouth. A few seconds later, Matt erupted into my wife's mouth with a loud moan, as she first struggled to contain his load within this orifice, and then tried to swallow it without gagging.
I watched with a combination of awe and revulsion, an unwilling witness to my wife's first blowjob. Some of his ejaculate spilled from the side of her mouth, leaking down her chin before dripping onto the front of her silk camisole. I think she must have swallowed the rest, because after Matt composed himself, he asked her to give me a sloppy French kiss, and there were just a few traces of his seed remaining in her mouth.
Matt watched us kiss and then gave my wife his next directive.
"Let's shower baby, get cleaned up for round two."
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As I sat helpless, bound tightly to the chair, I could hear my wife and her boss frolicking in the shower. They were laughing and talking animatedly, and I thought I heard the occasional slapping sound, which confused me.
I heard the shower turn off and then Matt's deep voice resonated around the bathroom.
"I am going to run down to the conference room to set up the speakers," he said. "I will be back in thirty minutes or so."
I heard the hotel door open, and shortly after he left Irene emerged, dressed in a new lingerie ensemble. This consisted of a silk camisole and matching garter belt, in a beautiful shade of copper that complimented her flowing light brown, reddish hair. She was wearing a tiny matching pair of silk panties, although after she spent a few seconds allowing me to take her in, she turned her back to me and slid them down her toned legs, before stepping out of them.
As her panties hit the floor, the first thing I noticed were several large red handprints on her buttocks, which eliminated any confusion that I had about the sounds from the shower. Matt had apparently spanked my wife's ass, although I couldn't imagine why. She certainly didn't need to be brought to heel by this man, in an attempt to make her more compliant. She was already doing his bidding.
Irene wiggled her ass in front of me, as if to let me know she was fully onboard with her boss' treatment of her. Then she spread her legs apart lewdly, bent forward at the waist keeping her legs straight, and grabbed her panties. She remained in that position for several seconds, shamelessly flaunting her private parts.
From my vantage point, tied securely to my chair, I was at eye-level to her most intimate parts and my sense of politeness caused me to look away. However, as Irene remained bent over at the waist, it was apparent that she wanted me to look, so I stole a glance.
My eyes were drawn to her pussy first, and as I admired it from behind, I could see that her labia were swollen and puffy, in anticipation of the next encounter with her boss. Her clitoris was protruding from between them, as if it was looking for attention. There were traces of her seminal fluids on either one of her inner thighs, and I wondered if she was self-lubricating from the sight of me being forced to watch her upcoming violation, or from being spanked in the shower.
My eyes moved slowly up from her vagina to her virgin rosebud. This being her most sacred hole, I had never even considered it as a pleasure orifice, and in our seventeen years together I had never even teased it with my fingertips. Matt, however, undoubtedly emboldened by enjoying my wife's first ever attempt at a blowjob, was moving on to bigger and better things, staking claim to her forbidden orifice.
I am assuming that's the reason that he had taken the time to prepare it, coated as it was in a very liberal dose of lubricant. At first I thought it was her own vaginal juices, but upon closer inspection, the fluid was much thicker than that, a viscosity more similar to petroleum jelly. Also, it was not so much on her inner thighs, as directly around the entrance, and within the tiny, previously unviolated, opening to her anal cavity. It was a very generous helping too, almost guaranteed to facilitate entrance, when Matt decided the time was right.
This was going too far, and it finally ignited a fire of resistance within me. There was no way on earth that I was going to sit idly by, and watch Matt take my wife's anal cherry. I started trying to free myself from my bonds, a futile effort that only sought to quickly tire me out. I am not an athletic man, and I was huffing and puffing from my efforts to extricate myself from my fastenings.
"Please, Irene," I begged her, "don't let him take you there."
"I am not sure I can stop him, Oscar," she replied, her lust evident in her eyes as she looked over her shoulder at me.
"Baby, please," I implored, "untie me and let's go back to our room. We need to talk."
Irene finally stood upright, content that I had absorbed her predicament, and slowly turned towards me. She had her panties in her hand and as her vagina came into view I noticed that it was shaved, completely bald.
"Jesus, Irene," I blurted out involuntarily, "why did you shave your privates. You know I prefer you neatly trimmed. You are my wife, not a fucking porn-star."
"Well," she began slowly, as if she was suddenly enjoying watching me squirm, "right now it is not about what you prefer. Matt is running the show now, and he wanted me clean shaved."
"So, you just whipped out a razor and shaved yourself, for his visual enjoyment?" I replied angrily, fighting a losing battle to keep my rage in check.
"I never shaved it," she replied with a giggle. "Matt did."
This was even worse, and I started to speak again when Irene, moved towards me, and in a move that both shocked and silenced me, wadded her tiny silk panties up in a ball, and shoved them into my mouth.
"Baby, hush," she said with a giggle. "You are rambling."
Irene moved towards me, put her legs outside of mine, and lowered herself slowly into my lap, so that she was straddling me. My cock was standing upright, the shaft grazing the entrance to her pussy, the tip resting on the front of her silk garter-belt. I could feel the heat emanating from her vagina, as our sexual organs touched.
"Oscar," she began softly, "I know I should have got this out of my system when I was young, but I was a virgin when we got married, and I didn't feel like I was missing out on anything. I love you very much, and up until recently, I thought that we had a great sex life."
I tried to assure her that our sex life was normal, but with her panties in my mouth, my words were muffled, and incoherent.
"For now, just listen," Irene said condescendingly. "You will get your turn to speak."
I nodded my understanding of her directive, and went silent.
"I just never knew that sex could be so enjoyable, so completely fulfilling and satisfying," she said, her words cutting me to the bone. "I just never knew."
Her words trailed off at that last remark, as if she was regretting wasting seventeen years of her life, with one man.
"I have no regrets," she said, looking me directly in the eyes, "but I think I want the freedom to experiment."
I was shaking my head now, a clear signal that I was not okay with this.
It was one thing to hear of her slowly evolving romance with Matt, especially as the two of them formed a bond, long before their first kiss. They enjoyed each other's company immensely, valued each other's opinions, laughed at each other's jokes, took genuine pleasure from buying each other gifts. Their sexual chemistry was undeniable, off the charts, like a couple of honeymooners. However, I had watched them kiss, had watched them fuck, and had been forced to watch her give him her first ever blowjob. Now it appeared that Matt wanted to take something even more precious from her, and I was going to be forced to witness it.
I looked up at Irene, imploring her to hear my side of things, and she removed the make-shift gag from my mouth.
"Baby, please," I said softly, "not that."
"Matt numbed me, Oscar," she said cheerfully. "He used anal lubricant with lidocaine in it. He promised he won't hurt me at all."
"Baby, that's not the point," I said, trying to get her to see things from my perspective. "This will have a long lasting effect on our relationship."
"But I owe him," she said, apparently convinced that he was entitled to payback for giving her the sexual experience of her lifetime.
"I know in an ideal world, I would have got this experimenting out of my system as a young woman," she rationalized, "but if I had met Matt in my twenties, you and I wouldn't have got married," she said, driving the spike even deeper into my heart. "In a way you were lucky that I was a virgin, because I had nothing to compare you to."
My heart sank, as I knew she had made up her mind. She was going to allow her boss full unrestricted access to her body, and I was going to be forced to watch. It was like when you are on diet for a long time, and you slide off the rails. You end up eating whatever you want for a day, promising yourself that you will start anew tomorrow.
"Can't you just teach me how to satisfy you?" I suggested naively.
"Baby," Irene scoffed, "it isn't just the additional penis size that Matt possesses. It is much more than that. Matt is a much more dominating physical presence than you, and he has far more stamina, which means he can fuck for longer periods of time, at a more enjoyable cadence. He is equal parts caring and aggressive in bed, to which my body responds favorably. Our chemistry, the part of attraction that is difficult to quantify, is so undeniable, that I self-lubricate in his presence. Coupled with the fact that he is very well endowed, this makes him a formidable lover, and allows him to reach places in me that you never will."
Her honesty was brutal, but necessary to make me see the reality of the situation. My wife loved me, but was not willing to give her boss up as a lover.
"I am sorry, Oscar," she said, as she kissed me gently on the lips, and slowly arose from my lap.
As she stood in front of me, her shaved pussy leaking her vaginal fluids, I noticed that I had also been leaking. Her copper colored garter-belt had a large pre-cum stain on the silk waistband, where my cock had been resting against it.
"Sorry, Irene," I said quietly, "I made a mess of your lingerie."
"That's ok, baby," she said sweetly, "Matt won't notice. He is going to be behind me for the next round."
With that hurtful proclamation ringing in my ears, my bride of fifteen years climbed up on to Matt's bed, and assumed the doggy-style position. Having never been in this sexual stance before, she looked to me for guidance. From the confines of my chair, I directed my wife to part her knees, arch her back, raise her ass up, and finally hold her head skyward, so that her beautiful reddish hair flowed down her back.
I didn't want Matt to know that I had never taken my wife in the doggy-style position during our seventeen years together. For this reason, I took great pride in arranging her, as if she was a seasoned pro at this.
It was killing me that I was going to witness Irene losing her anal cherry, to her boss for fuck's sake. However, my wife seemed resigned to her fate, and we remained in total silence, allowing the gravity of this sex act to wash over us, as we waited patiently for her boss to return.
Fifteen minutes later, I heard the key-card in the door, and remembering that the "Do not disturb" sigh was displayed, I knew that it was Matt. He sauntered in, tossed his bag on the table by the door, and walked over to the bed.
"Face the cuckold," he ordered my wife, as she rotated slightly in my direction.
Ignoring me, he made a few adjustments to Irene's position, most notably pushing her knees much further apart, so that she was spread lewdly for him, both of her orifices lubed up and available for his enjoyment.
"Not bad for a first timer," he remarked, rubbing the fact that he recognized that this was her first time in the doggy pose, in my face.
He entered his bathroom, and as Irene waited in her new obscene position, I heard him wash his face, and brush his teeth, as if he were in no hurry to take Irene's final cherry. My wife remained motionless, staring ahead at the wall, just above my head, as she waited for her impending violation. If she had any reservations about her first foray into anal sex, she had suppressed them, seemingly content to put her boss' needs and desires before hers.
Finally, Matt entered the room, completely naked, sporting an erection. He faced me first, giving me the opportunity to see first-hand the advantages he held over me in the penis department. I didn't want to stare but as a man, my competitive nature compelled me to check out my rival, so I gave him a cursory look over. His erect cock was way bigger than mine, in both length and girth, and it looked even more impressive thanks to his closely-shaved pubic area. In addition, his complete lack of stomach fat, made the base of it look thicker, as it disappeared under his rock-hard pelvis.
My considerably smaller penis, is further shielded by my unruly pubic hair, and my stomach, which overhangs my pelvic area. I felt completely inadequate as I took in the dimensions of his impressive cock, and it was then that I noticed the absence of a condom.
"Please Matt, at least use a rubber," I asked him meekly.
"There is only one of us who is required to wear protection around Irene," he scoffed, as he knelt on the bed behind my wife.
"And it's not you, Matt," my wife said cheerfully, as he took the tip of his cock in his hand.
Matt brushed up against her rosebud, and she jumped reflexively, and let out a little squeal.
"Relax, baby," he said quietly, as he placed one hand on her lower back to hold her in his desired position. "You will be numb by now, there is nothing to fear."
My wife made eye contact with me and smiled as her boss knelt behind her, with his cock in his hand. He lined himself up with her well-lubricated entrance and, once he was satisfied that he was in the right position, he placed both hands on her hips and started to slowly push forward.
Irene maintained eye contact with me, and although I detected fear in her eyes, she kept smiling as he slowly entered her.
"Oh, fuck baby," she whispered, "you feel good. I missed you."
After a few strokes I realized that Matt had entered her vagina, presumably to lubricate his cock before the main event. It was still an impossibly lewd scene, my wife on all fours for the first time in her life, her boss kneeling upright behind her, absolutely owning my wife. The fear slowly evaporated from Irene's face, replaced by pure, unadulterated lust, as she got pounded from behind.
"He feels so big, baby," she taunted me. "I have never felt so full. I think I am going to come soon."
It was bad enough watching my wife wait on all fours like a dog for her lover to enter her, but knowing that she was going to orgasm right in front of me was worse.
"You can touch yourself, Irene," Matt said magnanimously.
Given the green-light by her boss, Irene placed one of her hands between her legs, and Matt reached over and grabbed one of her shoulders to support her weight. Irene watched me intently as she masturbated, closing her eyes just before she came. It was Matt's name that she cried out at the point of release, and I had to look away as that smug bastard slapped her ass.
Between Matt's continuous rhythmic pounding and Irene's attention on her clitoris, they managed to get her off four times, before she slumped forward onto the bed, giddy with joy and giggling like a schoolgirl.
"Jesus, Matt," she squealed, "I want you to fuck me doggy-style every day. That was incredible, baby."
Matt smirked at me, before responding, "Whatever you want, baby. Maybe you should run it by hubby first."
They shared a laugh at that idea, both seemingly comfortable that I would no longer pose any objections to my wife's rapidly expanding horizons.
"Are you going to do the other thing now, Matt?" my wife asked timidly.
"Yes, baby," he replied confidently. "Don't be scared."
"I am not scared, baby," my wife whispered. "I am just not used to having an audience."
"I was thinking the same thing," Matt said as he slowly withdrew from my wife's pussy. "Shall I blindfold him?"
"I don't want him to witness this," Irene said quietly. "I will tell him all of the juicy details later."
Matt seemed to be happy with that compromise and walked towards me, Irene's vaginal secretions all over his cock and balls. Then, as unceremoniously as it had begun for me, so did it end. Matt tipped my chair backwards, so that it rested on the two rear legs, and dragged my naked ass back to my room.
"See you in the morning," he said with a chuckle, as he excited my room, and closed the door.
I don't know how long they kept me tied to that chair, but eventually my erection subsided, and I was in desperate need of a piss. Irene finally entered our shared room, untied me and told me to go to bed. I could hear the shower running in Matt's room, and can only assume that she took pity on me, and snuck out to release me.
She did climb into my bed sometime well after midnight, but I was too disheartened to talk, so I pretended to be asleep.
"Seven and a half inches," she whispered, just in case I was awake. "Matt was seven and a half inches. I had to wait until he passed out to measure him, as it is the only time I have ever seen him flaccid."
I tried to go to sleep but the unknown was killing me and I finally turned over and spoke.
"Did it hurt?" I began, trying to ease into this horribly uncomfortable situation.
"We didn't do that, yet," Irene said to my relief. "We decided that we are going to save that for our anniversary."
"Your anniversary," I scoffed. "Which one? The anniversary of his hire date? Your first kiss? Your first blowjob?" I spat at her, seething with jealousy.
"Our anniversary, Oscar," she said cruelly. "I am saving that special act for the anniversary of our wedding."
Of all the indignities that I had suffered recently, this was probably the worst. Matt and my wife planned to have anal sex on the anniversary of our wedding. Even though it was seven months away, the thought of it ate me alive, and I had a fitful nights sleep thinking about how I could prevent it.
We were checking out the following afternoon, and Matt ordered an advance copy of the bill for our hotel rooms. He sat me down and we itemized it line by line, like roommates dissecting the monthly phone bill. I was charged for my prawn cocktail, after he deemed it frivolous, even though I noticed that Irene and her boss had rented three pornographic movies during their stay.
He also made me pick up their dry-cleaning from the hotel facility. To my acute embarrassment, I collected four silk camisoles, three garter belts, a cute schoolgirl costume that I didn't even know that she owned, and his wool suit pants that my wife had soiled when she dry-humped him.
I never saw Matt again, after we were separated into our respective class of seat at the airport. By the time I emerged from coach, the Business Class passengers had long gone. Irene was waiting for me by the luggage carousel, having already removed my suitcase from the revolving conveyer belt. We didn't say much in the taxi to our house, but the damage had been done.
Irene only worked for Matt for a few weeks after our trip to New York, before quitting to pursue a new opportunity. She does occasionally work freelance for Matt's company when he needs someone to travel abroad with him, for a convention presentation. The money is excellent, a much needed lifesaver in our household, and we have just agreed not to talk about the perks of the job.
Matt treats my wife very well, although he has put some restrictions on our sex life, as a condition of her employment. These restrictions tighten from time to time, but in their latest form, I am required to use a condom anytime that Irene and I are intimate, to ensure that she is fresh and unsullied for Matt.
Matt provides the condoms, sending me a whole year's supply, (two dozen) on the first of every year. This generous concession on his part, allows me to make love to my wife about twice a month, although I am restricted to the missionary position, so that her sex life with him remains fresh and exciting.
Matt travels frequently and the last box of condoms he sent me were purchased in Japan. Intended for the domestic market, they are considerably smaller than Western sized condoms, and due to the language barrier, the English print on the box refers to the size as "little boy." To my dismay, this is how Irene and Matt refer to me.



The "little boy" condoms are also very thin compared to American ones, and the added sensitivity ensures that I never last very long, and consequently Irene hardly ever climaxes with me. The only time I am permitted to go down on her, is right after she returns from her trip with Matt, which is a bone of contention between us, as I find this expectation unreasonably degrading.
The other bone of contention between us relates to our wedding anniversary. Each year Matt takes my wife away for a long weekend, to celebrate our anniversary. This year they are staying at the Mandarin Oriental, Barcelona, in a suite, although they have offered me an adjoining room, should I wish to tag along.
Irene never told me whether or not Matt enjoyed her forbidden orifice. I have asked her multiple times, most recently when she returned from her weekend dalliance with Matt, on our last wedding anniversary.
"Oscar," she said sweetly, "all couples have intimate secrets. You and I do, right? Well, so do Matt and I."
Although I never see Matt anymore, he is less secretive about his complete sexual conquest of my wife. I talk to him occasionally, if he calls the house to speak to my wife, and to my annoyance, he insists on calling her "sweet cheeks," as if to suggest that he has enjoyed her tight little ass. If we didn't need his money, I would love to tell Matt to fuck off.
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Irene ended up traveling with Matt three or four times a year, mostly within Europe, but occasionally further afield. Even though it ate me alive when they shared a hotel room, we desperately needed the money, and as long as I didn't actually have to witness it, I was able to justify it.
I thought I had come to terms with my wife's ongoing love affair with her boss, but there was always tension in the house right before she went away with him. This time was no different, and upon learning that she was to accompany Matt to Los Angeles for a long weekend, Irene went bikini shopping with her best friend Daphne. The two of them were like schoolgirls as they planned their trip to the local mall, Maremagnum, and I listened jealously as they discussed how many swimsuits Irene should pack for her trip to California.
When they returned from the mall several hours later, they both had purchased several two-piece bikinis, and were giddy with excitement. I knew Matt paid my wife very well for her company, but I wasn't thrilled that she had spent so much money on frivolous clothing. Irene seemed to read my mind, because at some point she assured me that she hadn't wasted any of our money on swimsuits.
"Matt gave me his credit card, baby," she said with a giggle, "he likes me to show off my body when I am around him."
That was a bigger kick in the nuts to learn that my wife's boss had paid for her sexy bikinis, and Irene seemed to get some pleasure from rubbing my face in her relationship with her boss. It was a true relationship too, not just a sexual tryst. They had connected on many levels, and in addition to being the sexual highlight of her life, Matt was also her mentor, her best friend and her trusted confidant. I knew that she shared all of her hopes and dreams with him, and it really pissed me off.
Matt was superior to me in every quantifiable way that women find appealing, and it hurt even more that they also connected intellectually. I wasn't sure how much Irene had shared about their relationship with Daphne, but the two of them were definitely sharing some hidden joke about Irene's upcoming trip. Judging by the way they were carrying on, I assume that they had enjoyed a cocktail with lunch, at the mall. So, it was no surprise when Irene opened a bottle of Cava, and the two of them enjoyed a glass.
Predictably, one glass turned into three or four, and once they were drunk, Irene had a great idea.
"Let's have a fashion show," she exclaimed. "I want to try on all of the stuff Matt bought me."
This was my cue to leave, and as I went to excuse myself, Irene emptied the entire contents of her shopping bags onto our living room floor.
"Where do you think you are going?" she asked me aggressively. "I need a man's opinion."
I tried to stammer my excuses but Irene was having none of it. Truth was, the last thing I wanted to witness was my wife cavorting around in some revealing bathing suits, paid for by her boss. However, Irene had made up her mind that I was going to watch, so I walked over to the sofa, and stood next to it, with my arms folded in defiance.
We had always been an equal partnership during our fifteen year union, but ever since Irene had taken a lover, she had asserted herself over me, and taken the reins of our marriage. Tonight was to be no different, and when she spoke it was with considerable authority.
"Sit," she ordered, as I lowered my ass to the sofa.
Daphne let out a little giggle, a combination of the champagne surging through her veins, and the knowledge that Irene controlled me.
There was a large pile of clothes on the living room floor, and as my wife began to select the first item for tonight's fashion show, I observed it cautiously. She selected a bright yellow, two-piece bikini first, and as she removed the tiny items of clothing from the pile, I could see that there were more than just bathing suits in it. I saw some lingerie first, a camisole, a matching garter-belt and what appeared to be some tights, or possibly stockings. Then a Lycra mini-dress, in an impossibly bright shade of lime green, and some matching stripper heels.
After my wife left the room to go and change into her new bikini, Daphne and I remained in the living room, and even though I was content to sit in an awkward silence, Daphne was buzzed and wanted to talk.
"Irene is so lucky to have such a generous and attentive boss," she mused, as I sat there in my jealous silence. "I wish my boss would buy me lingerie, although I imagine that there is a price to be paid," she added with a giggle.
I knew that Irene was paying the price for Matt's generosity, having witnessed first hand some of the sacrifices that she made to accommodate him. I only hoped that Daphne wasn't fully aware of the relationship between my wife and her boss.
A few moments later, Irene entered the room in a bright yellow, two-piece bikini, that left nothing to the imagination. It was very flattering to my wife, accentuating her nice breasts, although the tiny top barely covered her nipples. The bikini briefs were tiny also, providing just enough coverage to be considered acceptable to wear in public. Or so I thought, until Irene twirled slowly to reveal the rear of the bathing suit.
Her ass-cheeks were fully exposed, lifted and separated by a tiny piece of fabric that disappeared between her buttocks. I recoiled at the visual of my wife, and I closed my eyes briefly to try and blot the lewd image from my mind. As I did so, the memory of Matt's handprints across Irene's ass, after he had spanked her in the shower, filled my mind. Despite my efforts, I had been unable to shake that image, even though it had occurred several months ago.
As I opened my eyes, they were drawn to Irene's butt-cheeks, or rather, what hidden delight lay between them. I had my suspicions that Matt had taken my wife's anal cherry, although she would neither confirm or deny it, no matter how much I begged her to tell me.
Once Irene had completed her twirl, she invited comments from Daphne and I. I remained silent, my jealousy surfacing as Daphne spoke.
"That is beautiful, Irene," her best friend said. "Matt will love it."
"Take a picture," my wife instructed me, "I want to get Matt's approval."
My hands were trembling as I held my iPhone up to capture my wife in her new bathing suit. One picture turned into two dozen, as Irene positioned herself provocatively, for Matt's visual stimulation. The alcohol had obviously emboldened her, because the photo that she deemed appropriate to send to Matt was taken while she was on her knees, holding her breasts skyward, as she blew a kiss to the camera.
"Forward it to Daphne," my wife ordered me, as she left to do her next costume change.
I heard Daphne's phone ding moments after I sent her the picture, and as we waited for Irene to return, Daphne used some kind of phone filter app to make the necessary adjustments. When the photo was returned to me, Irene was sporting a cute set of black kitten ears, digitally added, and some adorable cat whiskers. The modifications, done on a phone app favored by teenagers, added a girly quality to my wife's outfit. Although when Daphne told me to send it to Matt, and dictated the caption that she wanted me to write beneath it, I felt like even more of a wimp.
I reluctantly sent the picture to my wife's boss, the caption "Matt's pussy. Meow." leaving no question as to my wife's intent on their upcoming trip to Los Angeles.
A few minutes later, Irene emerged in her new lime green Lycra dress, with matching green heels, looking much more like a stripper than a happily married woman with kids. This impromptu fashion show went on for nearly two hours, Irene and Matt sharing their intimate thoughts openly, using my phone as the conduit. I was forced to take several more pictures and as the girls applied the appropriate filters to them, I had to write the caption that they dictated, and forward it to her boss.
After a while, Irene stopped leaving the room to get dressed, opting to strip down in front of Daphne and I, between each costume change. It was at this point that I noticed her clean-shaven pussy, an indication that a trip away with Matt was imminent. Even though I much preferred her neatly trimmed bush, the way she had groomed herself for the entirety of our fifteen year marriage, Matt had decreed that he liked shaved pussies, and this was one of his non-negotiable requirements for Irene's trips.
It was during one costume change that I noticed that her complete lack of pubic hair extended to her nether regions, and she must have noticed my reaction, because she offered an explanation.
"Matt told me to get a Brazilian Wax treatment," she said proudly, as she rotated one hundred and eighty degrees, and bent over at the waist. "He paid for Daphne to get one too."
My face reddened at this thought, and even though I wanted to ask Daphne how she was going to tell her husband, I kept quiet. At some point, Irene had modeled all of her new outdoor clothes, and there was just a pile of lingerie left on the living room floor.
"Time for you to go to bed, Oscar," she said dismissively. "Matt won't want you to see me in any of my intimate wear. He can be very possessive."
As she reached over to pick up an expensive looking silk camisole, in a beautiful shade of mint green, I left the room quietly, my erection throbbing in my underwear.
I have no clue what time they finally finished the fashion show, but they had switched to Irene's phone, and I was cut out of the remainder of the evening. In the morning, I got up early to make Irene some coffee, and on my return to our bedroom, it was evident that she was ill. At first, I took a little satisfaction from the fact that she was hungover, but as the morning progressed, it became apparent that it was not alcohol related.
Irene had caught some kind of stomach bug, and twelve hours later it was obvious that she was in no state to board an international flight. Irene's main concern was letting Matt down, but she was too ill to communicate with him, so she left it in my hands. I think Matt thought I was joking at first, as I had spent the previous evening sending him photos of my wife in various states of undress, and she seemed perfectly fine during our photo session. However, once he realized that Irene wasn't up to the task, he dumped the responsibility of finding a short-notice replacement, on my shoulders.
"Figure it out," he texted me. "My flight is tomorrow at 6.20pm. Have Irene's replacement meet me in the First Class lounge of KLM by 5pm. Make sure she understands exactly what is required of her. Tell Irene I will still pay her for the trip, and she can keep the clothes for our next warm weather adventure. Don't let me down, Little Boy."
Even though it was infuriating that Matt referred to me as "Little Boy," I had a lot to do and very little time to do it, so I focused on the task at hand, rather than the perceived slight. I knew Daphne was the obvious choice, but I had no clue if she understood the requirements that would be placed on her, if she elected to go. I called her first, after securing permission from Irene, and while Daphne was open to the idea of going to Los Angeles on such short notice, she wanted to talk in person about Matt's expectations.
I really didn't want to have this conversation, but the three of us gathered in Irene's bedroom, and I listened as my wife brought Daphne up to speed. Irene was dealing with a severe stomach bug, but was able to communicate effectively with her best friend. I tried to excuse myself several times, but Irene was having none of it, and instructed me to stay.
Daphne was focused on the benefits of the trip, asking questions about the pay, the type of accommodations she could expect, and whether or not she would be able to have a clothing allowance. She didn't seem to have any concerns about what she had to do for Matt, but finally my wife broke it down for her best friend.
"In addition to operating the overhead projector, and facilitating the question session, you will be expected to take care of Matt's more intimate needs," my wife informed her best friend.
I sat there fidgeting nervously as Irene detailed Matt's sexual proclivities, his stamina and his penchant for lingerie.
"Any questions, Daphne?" Irene asked.
"What's his favorite sexual position?" Daphne asked my wife, apparently willing to try them all.
"Probably doggy-style," Irene shared candidly, "although he likes to sixty-nine also."
"Does he like blowjobs?" Daphne asked, innocently.
"Oscar can answer that one!" Irene exclaimed with a giggle, alluding to the fact that I had witnessed my wife suck her boss off.
I shuffled uncomfortably in my chair, uneasy with the way this conversation was going.
"Oscar?" Daphne said coyly.
I lowered my head to avoid being sucked into this conversation, but my body language said it all.
"I will take that as a yes," Daphne said. "Matt likes getting his cock sucked. Any other tips guys?" Daphne continued, as if I could somehow make a contribution to this conversation.
I remained silent, but my wife continued, giving me way more information than I needed. "He likes it in the shower, he likes to spank women, he enjoys the occasional titty-fuck, but doesn't normally come that way."
"How does he like you to dress?" Daphne continued.
"According to the occasion," my wife answered. "But always have a clean-shaved pussy, and always wear a garter-belt and stockings," she advised. "You never know when Matt is in the mood. He has a voracious appetite."
"Luckily for me I already got a Brazilian Wax treatment," Daphne exclaimed cheerfully. "Will Matt expect anal sex?" she asked, as if she were enquiring about his favorite breakfast cereal.
"Can you excuse us Oscar?" my wife said quietly, her desire to keep this a mystery still evident.
"Irene, please," I responded, "I want to know if Matt has enjoyed your forbidden orifice."
"It wouldn't be appropriate to discuss my relationship with Matt," she teased me, "just the same way that I wouldn't air our dirty laundry in front of him. Now go. Beat it."
As soon as I left the two of them to chat, I felt better about being excused. Irene had granted me one small mercy, as the thought of her airing our dirty laundry and telling Matt about our recent sexual encounters, would have been downright humiliating. In my current state of restriction, which Matt had made very clear was subject to change at any time, I was only allowed to make love to Irene twice a month. This in itself was a tough pill to swallow, but in addition to the frequency restriction, there were numerous other rules.
I was only permitted to enjoy Irene in the missionary position, the other more exotic methods of coupling reserved for Matt, in order to keep his sex-life with my wife exciting. I was also required to wear a condom for penetrative sex, to keep Matt's pussy unsullied. Of course, Matt also dictated the brand and thickness of the condom, and in a very thoughtful gesture, had recently started to provide me with the prophylactics of his choice.
The Japanese brand, identified by its English label, "Little Boy" was very thin and designed to increase stimulation, which was probably the very last thing I needed. After two weeks of celibacy, I was always ready to erupt, and the last few times my wife and I made love, I ejaculated before I was even balls-deep inside her. This was emasculating enough in itself, but as my wife taunted me just prior to me entering her, I realized that my premature ejaculation was a source of amusement for Matt and her. In fact, as if to rub my face in it, on more than one occasion Irene was waiting for me on her back, holding her cellphone.
"Come on, baby," she would taunt me. "Put your cock deep inside me and let me know when you are ready to go. I am going to time how long it takes you to come, as Matt and I made a bet on it."
I never lasted long, and having seen the way Matt performed, when the three of us went to New York, only served to increase my feelings of inadequacy. Matt knew exactly what he was doing, and over a period of a few months, he reduced Irene's sexual attraction to me, to virtually zero. The two week interval between my sexual encounters was the perfect period of celibacy, just enough to ensure premature ejaculation on my part, without ever putting me in danger of having nocturnal emissions, which would have reduced the tension, and allowed me to make love to Irene like a normal human being. In addition to the enforced celibacy, he permitted, no positively encouraged, Irene to mess with me.
At his direction, we would enjoy frequent make-out sessions, her tender kisses ensuring an hours-long erection, and a steady flow of pre-cum, on my part. Occasionally, if Irene got excited by my leaking cock and my tortured whimpering, she would have me fetch her vibrator, and would masturbate in front of me. This was something that she never would have done prior to meeting Matt, and I wondered what other boundaries of hers he had pushed, and eventually crossed.
Sometimes, when Irene masturbated she would get caught up in the moment, close her eyes, and be transported to some other place as she climaxed repeatedly. Occasionally, she would cry out Matt's name as she reached her orgasm, although she would always apologize after she had composed herself.
I learned over time, that these impromptu vibrator sessions provided the perfect opportunity for me to ask any questions that I had about my wife's sex-life with her boss. As she got engulfed in her pleasure, she would candidly answer any questions that I posed to her, my crestfallen reaction exciting her, and often pushing her to her next climax.
"Does Matt ever come too soon?" I asked during one such session, hoping to discover a chink in his armor. "Are you ever left wanting more?"
Irene, to her credit, always answered with brutal honesty when she was approaching her climax, and eventually I stopped asking her questions, as it was just too painful. Irene, apparently wanted to rub my face in her relationship with her boss, because she continued to share the sordid details with me, although she waited until I was eating her out, before spilling her guts.
This was my least favorite part of our relationship, made even worse by the fact that she chose this moment to belittle me. Whenever Irene returned from Matt's arms, I was required to go down on her. This had been a bone of contention for me, from the first time it occurred. I deemed it unnecessarily humiliating, a spiteful act designed to literally rub my face in my wife's infidelity.
Irene would disrobe, as I knelt naked at the foot of our marital bed. She would rotate slowly so that I could take in any evidence of Matt's rough treatment of her. This could take the form of bruises or handprints from where he had spanked her, love bites on her breasts, neck or shoulders, or ligature marks on her wrists and ankles if her had restrained her.
Occasionally there would be dried semen on her breasts, chin or neck, where he had obviously tit-fucked her. Sometimes, even remnants of lubricant between her ass-cheeks, as if to confirm my suspicion that he had taken her forbidden orifice. After she had allowed me to take in the evidence of Matt man-handling my bride, she would lay on her back on our bed, her head propped up by pillows, so that she could observe my submission. More often than not, Matt's dried semen would be smeared all over Irene's labia, clitoris and inner thighs, and as she spread her legs wide, and tightened her stomach muscles, the load that he had just blasted inside her, would be slowly ejected.
"Eat," my wife would say with a giggle, "before it gets cold."



The notion of eating another man's cum from my wife's pussy was bad enough, but the fact that he required her to be clean-shaven was worse. Ever since we were first intimate, I loved my wife's neatly trimmed pubic hair, and to see her shaved down like a porn-star, was disturbing to me. However, as I lowered my lips tentatively to her soiled pussy, she would begin to taunt me, sharing both sexual and very intimate details of their relationship with me.
"Matt took me to the Sydney Opera House," she informed me, as I ate her out on her return from Australia. "We saw Puccini's La Boheme," she added, highlighting the gulf between our financial and cultural positions.
Truth was, their platonic dates hurt as much as their sexual encounters. The thought of Irene all dressed up in an evening gown, being escorted to dinner and the Opera by her boss, was deeply distressing to me, and Irene knew it.
"My first time in a limo," she added cruelly, trying to emphasize the fact that Matt could afford to treat her to new experiences.
When I tried to correct her, by reminding her that we had once attended a very fancy wedding in a limousine, she laughed outright at my naivety.
"I mean, my first time in a limo," she repeated, allowing me to process the intended meaning of her words.
I couldn't respond, buried as my face was between her semen-covered labia, but I tried not to show my disappointment, as I visualized Matt fucking my wife in her evening gown, on the back seat of the stretch limousine.
"I am going to need you to take my dress to the dry-cleaners tomorrow," she taunted, "before the stains set in the silk."
Irene evidently found that notion stimulating, because shortly after she shared the details of their encounter, she came all over my face, forcibly ejecting the remainder of Matt's load.
In what would become a predictable pattern, after she was completely satisfied, Irene would relax in her post-orgasmic bliss, and as I finished ingesting her boss' semen, she would offer me sex.
The last thing on earth I wanted was sloppy seconds, but it had been seventeen days since my last release, and I was beside myself with desire. My mind didn't want any part of this, but my body was overriding my sense of self-respect, and I involuntarily began to get up from my knees. As I moved into position between Irene's parted legs, I leaked a little pre-cum onto her upper thigh, earning an immediate rebuke.
"Oscar, go careful," she said sternly, "you almost dripped on Matt's pussy."
With that warning ringing in my ears, I remained patiently on my knees, as Irene reached over into her nightstand and retrieved a condom. She handed it to me, the inference being that she didn't want to touch my cock, until it was covered. My hands were shaking with excitement, as I removed the condom from its packaging. We had a practiced ritual when it came to my twice a month love-making session, dictated by Irene, and shaped by prior lessons learned.
A few months prior, when my wife was still charged with removing the condom from its packaging, she had inadvertently damaged the prophylactic with her nail extensions. In her defense, she never had long nails during our fifteen year marriage, opting to have her perfectly manicured fingertips painted for special occasions. However, Matt decreed that he wanted her to have long, feminine nails for their weekends away. Irene had just returned from a trip to Berlin with him, and had forgotten to remove her nails. We both had a good laugh as we inspected the ripped condom, until she informed me that this mishap would derail my chance at release today, and cost me one of my treasured twenty-four orgasms per year.
Needless to say, I never allowed that to happen again, and following Irene's script, I handed her the empty package, and rolled the condom over the top of my blood-engorged cock.
The Japanese condoms were featherlight, one of the thinnest in the world, offering full protection, but virtually no reduction in stimulation, which actually worked against me, with my current premature ejaculation issues. Matt had selected this particular brand, primarily because they had "Little Boy" emblazoned across the box and on each individual package, but also because they were so thin. In fact, it barely felt like I was wearing a condom, and I probably would have forgotten I was doing so, but for the next part of her routine.
Irene strategically placed the condom wrapper on her pillow, positioning it in such a way that it was right under my nose once I was inside her. The brand name "Little Boy" was facing upwards, as if to remind me of my diminished status within our sordid love triangle.
Then she grabbed the tip of my cock and guided me towards the entrance of her pussy. She was very well-lubricated, having recently been inseminated by Matt, and in a high state of arousal, as she watched me struggle to fight my impending orgasm. I did manage to get balls-deep inside my wife, although she asked me twice if I was all the way in.
"Matt got me nice and wet for you," she whispered softly in my ear, as I rested my head on her shoulder, inches from the condom wrapper.
Once again, our encounter was brief, a few frantic strokes before I exploded inside the condom, a combination of seventeen days without release, and the knowledge that we were using another man's semen as lubrication.
Now as I left Irene and Daphne to their discussion about the specifics of Matt's sexual needs, I felt completely inadequate, in more ways than one. It was one thing to be cuckolded, but Matt and Irene had developed a deep, multi-faceted relationship, one in which sex was but one component. They enjoyed each other's company immensely, spending time together not only at work, and in the bedroom, but also attending live events, and the occasional social gathering. They read the same books, were both learning to play the guitar, and had developed a bond over their shared love of musicals.
For these reasons, it was with some trepidation that I viewed Daphne's entry into Matt's life. I ended up running her to the airport the following afternoon. I have known Daphne for many years, and have always viewed her as a composed, mature woman. However, as she rushed around her house trying to get everything perfect for Matt, I realized that she was anxious to make a good impression on him.
"Are my stockings straight?" she asked me nervously, as she hiked her silk dress above her thighs, exposing the straps of her garter-belt.
"Is the ribbon too girly?" she continued, the pink silk ribbon tied in her hair making her look much younger, coquettish even.
"Do I have too much make-up on?" she fretted, her glossed lips drawn to perfection, and beautifully accentuating her amazingly sensual mouth.
Daphne had put a lot of thought and effort into her appearance, and as my cock danced in my jeans, I envied Matt, who was about to take possession of his latest fuck-toy.
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Less than twenty-four hours after Daphne boarded the First Class flight to Los Angeles, Irene was recovered from her stomach bug. Matt, true to his word, paid Irene for her time, even though she was too sick to accompany him. I noticed a credit of eight thousand euros in our bank account, which was fair, considering my wife's customary rate was two thousand per day.
I felt like we had got something for nothing, but Irene had the view that she had been shorted out of a fantastic vacation, by her untimely illness. Furthermore, after viewing Matt's social media accounts, it was evident that Daphne had been a more than capable stand-in for my wife. The two of them had enjoyed a fantastic vacation in LA, and Daphne had satisfied Matt's voracious sexual appetite, which was no small feat.
I sensed jealousy on Irene's part, and she verbalized her concern that Daphne might end up taking her place, which was absolutely ridiculous. However, when Daphne got back from California, there was a different, almost competitive, vibe between them. In fact, the first time Daphne came over to our place, they tried to one-up each other, which was very humiliating for me.
As I listened on in disbelief, they both detailed their encounters with him, in excruciating detail, as if it were a dating competition.
"Matt took me in the gender-neutral restroom of the KLM First Class Lounge," Daphne boasted. "He bent me over the marble countertop, slid my panties to one side, and blew his load inside me, within ten minutes of my arrival."
"I sucked him off twice on a three hour flight to Las Palmas," my wife countered. "Once in our First Class seats, and then again in the airplane bathroom."
As I processed the mechanics of such a feat, Daphne was already answering, offering up an equally depraved account of something she had done for Matt. They were arguing like a couple of teenage rivals, and I finally had to leave the room, before I heard something I couldn't forgive.
When I got to the safety of my bedroom, I repeated my wife's assertion back in my mind. I have never been on a First Class flight, but have been routed through that exclusive area of the plane, numerous times when boarding. Even though the seats are wider, and the amenities are more luxurious, there is not much more privacy afforded, especially on a short-haul flight to the Canary Islands. If Irene had sucked her boss off on that flight, she must have put her head under a blanket to conceal her actions. I tried to imagine that smug prick looking around the First Class Cabin, maybe even making eye-contact with a fellow passenger or Flight Attendant, as my wife coaxed a load from his nuts, with her eager lips.
The second blowjob occurred in the restroom of the First Class Cabin, which seemed even seedier. The main difference between the restrooms in the different classes of an airplane, is the number of passengers using it. The First Class Cabin is much smaller, so there are typically no lines for the restroom. Once you get inside, however, it is still a confined space, and a blowjob conducted within this space, would require my wife to either sit on the toilet while her boss stood before her, or require her to kneel on the floor, as he relaxed on the toilet. Either way seemed like a very sordid act, and I wished I hadn't heard that particular disclosure.
A few moments later, their argument had escalated, and I heard raised voices coming from the living room. I really didn't want to intercede, but Daphne and Irene have been friends for a very long time, and I didn't want them falling out over a man.
When I verbalized my concern, I was met with derision, as they both immediately agreed that Matt wasn't just some man.
"Matt is one in a million," my wife asserted, with no concern for my feelings. "He is tall, handsome, wealthy, muscular, well-endowed, intelligent and extremely passionate. Of course we are going to fight over him."
"Meeting Matt was the defining moment of my life," Daphne added. "I will do whatever it takes to keep him in my life."
"Even if it means losing a life-long friend?" I asked, trying to inject some common sense in to the conversation.
Fortunately, my intervention worked, and Daphne and Irene reach an agreement whereby they would take turns to travel with Matt. This arrangement worked surprisingly well, and over the next few months my wife traveled to Copenhagen, Zurich and Brussels, while Daphne enjoyed some equally memorable European cities. Unfortunately, the second the stakes were raised, their uneasy alliance crumbled, and with a week-long trip to Rio de Janeiro on the table, they were back at each other's throats.
By the terms of the rotation it was Irene's turn to go. However, Daphne felt like she had some justification for the trip, as she spoke Portuguese, which would have been an asset to Matt. In the past, when the two of them had disagreed, Matt stayed out of it. He was a busy guy, constantly on the move and with too much on his plate to deal with petty squabbles. In fact the last time they had petitioned him for resolution, he had sent them a group text.
"You bitches figure it out. Make sure I have a warm and agreeable body in my hotel bed by the time I get off work."
Faced with that lack of involvement on his part, the girls flipped a coin, and Daphne got to go to Stockholm and warm Matt's bed.
On this occasion however, presumably as it was a longer trip, Matt decided that he could use a little variety, and told them they could both go. I half expected him to split the fee, so it was a great surprise to see sixteen thousand euros appear in our checking account, as payment for the eight day trip.
Daphne and Irene, buoyed by the fact that they had each been paid the full appearance fee, huddled together over drinks at my house, to try and make it a regular occurrence.
"Let's rock his world," Irene offered, with way too much enthusiasm. "Make it so that he never even contemplates leaving one of us behind again."
"Two heads are better than one," Daphne responded with a giggle, looking at me for my response to her sexually charged innuendo.
While it was great news that the girls had put their differences behind them, and were willing to put on a united front, my mind turned to the mechanics of three-way sex. I had never had the experience, nor was ever likely to, but I had viewed enough porn to know that there were only so many ways that two women could pleasure a man, and many of them would be new to Irene. I felt that I should warn her, but Daphne seemed very much at ease with the whole scenario, so I remained silent.
It was gnawing away at me though, as one week in a luxury hotel afforded them a lot of playtime, and Matt was notoriously capable of pushing boundaries. When we got to bed that night, I carefully broached the subject, trying not to offend my wife's sheltered sensibilities.
"Baby," I began gently, "have you considered what your limits are while you are in Rio?"
"Matt told me not to concern myself with self-imposed limitations," she said reflexively, as if she had decided to put her body in his hands.
"Okay," I said, coming at it from a different angle, "let's say Matt wants to titty-fuck Daphne? Where are you going to be during this scenario?"
"I haven't thought much about it, Oscar," she said defensively. "Matt always directs the show."
"Yes, baby," I countered, shocked at her nonchalant attitude to being ordered around in the bedroom. "However, having an extra female in the bed, offers up a plethora of very pleasurable options for an open-minded man. How about if Matt oils up your tits and starts to fuck them? Where are Daphne's eager lips going to be?"
Irene, partly due to her sheltered upbringing, and partly due to our vanilla sex-life, had no clue where I was going with this. She had not been exposed to a lot of pornography, although Matt had rented three porno flicks when the three of us stayed in New York. I assume my wife and her boss watched them together, but as I had the opportunity to dissect the room bill, I noticed that they depicted cuckold sex. As this video showed sex acts between one man and one woman, it didn't shed much light on the situation that I was envisioning.
It was clear to me that this question about the location of Daphne's lips, went right over her head, so I grabbed my iPad to show her some of Matt's possible expectations.
As I began to show my wife some clips of oral sex, the extent of her sheltered upbringing became more and more apparent. She didn't even know the difference between the scrotum, the taint and the asshole, and I had to go over the very distinct areas of the male anatomy several times, before she understood.
"I think I will be okay if Matt asks me to suck his balls," she told me, her innocent face in contrast with her lewd statement. "He keeps them closely shaved."
"Irene," I said quietly, "I just want you to know where everything is, so that you don't get forced into doing something disgusting, that you may regret."
I think my wife finally understood my drift, because the last clip I showed her, depicted a man straddling a young woman's chest, titty-fucking her, as another young woman kissed him and nibbled his ear. Irene seemed unperturbed by this, until the man grunted something and the second woman scooted around behind him, and extending her tongue, disappeared between his ass-cheeks.
"Eww," she exclaimed with disgust, "that is definitely not going to happen. That is a rim-job, right Oscar?"
I nodded my head, grateful that my wife had some pre-determined sexual limits. While this was the reaction I was hoping for, I also knew that in the privacy of a luxury hotel suite, with a few alcoholic drinks to grease the wheels, and the added component of Irene being in competition with Daphne for Matt's affection, anything was possible. So, it was with some reservations, that I loaded my wife's suitcases into the Town Car that arrived in my driveway, to take them to the airport for their flight to Rio.
Matt didn't even bother to get out of the car, such was his disdain for me, and after Irene and her luggage were safely on board, the car disappeared down my driveway.
I can't say with any certainty what happened on that week-long trip to Rio, but from that day forward, Daphne and Irene accompanied Matt every time he travelled, for both work and pleasure. He paid my wife the same rate, two thousand euros a day, whatever the purpose of the trip, and we slowly got on our feet financially.
About a year after Daphne and Irene started traveling with Matt, my wife and I were invited to a wedding, and much to my chagrin, Matt was also invited. The plot thickened when I found out that Daphne and her husband were also invited. This made the whole prospect of attending more palatable to me, as Daphne's husband and I were good friends.
As the day approached, I noticed that Irene had gone through a similar physical transformation that she went through for her business trips with Matt. She had shaved her pussy completely bald, had added nail extensions, and had generally made herself as feminine as possible. When we arrived at the wedding the dynamic changed, as I noticed that Daphne had elected to attend without her husband.
Daphne looked amazing in a form-fitting silk dress, that showcased her body and accentuated her curves. As soon as we saw Matt, the dynamic became even more awkward, as it quickly became apparent that Daphne and Irene were vying for Matt's attention.
Daphne clearly had the advantage as she had attended the ceremony alone, whereas Irene had me slowing down her game. Daphne's body language was definitely that of being completely available, and to my surprise this evoked a territorial response from my wife.
Irene was very touchy-feely with Matt, hanging all over him, acting as an effective cock-block for her best friend. At one point I thought I sensed a vibe between the two women, but just a few minutes later they were chatting and laughing, and had apparently made up. I saw them get a drink together and converge on Matt.
A few moments later I realized that I had lost sight of my wife, and shortly afterwards I realized that Daphne was gone also. I had no idea where they had disappeared to, so I had a cursory look around the place. I checked in a few of the empty rooms and then looked in the gender-neutral bathrooms, to no avail. After almost an hour of looking for my wife, I started to wonder if maybe the three of them had left the wedding. In desperation, I began to ask total strangers if they had seen my wife and Daphne. I described my wife and her best friend to multiple people, before I finally got a lead.
"I saw the two of them heading down the garden towards the Summer House," one particularly helpful young woman told me. "With a very handsome, well-built man."
My heart sank when I realized that they were with Matt, and a few moments later I stumbled across the Summer House, at the very end of the long garden. I had no clue that anyone was in there at first, the secluded wooden structure having no lights on, and some of the curtains being drawn.
As I approached the front door of the Summer House, I heard the unmistakable sound of my wife climaxing. It was a loud shriek of ecstasy, followed by a lengthy proclamation of her love for Matt, and it cut me to the core. We had attended a wedding as a couple, and my wife was too fucking selfish to put her needs aside for the afternoon, and focus on the lifelong commitment that this young couple were making to each other.
I had a brief flashback to my own wedding day, fifteen years ago. I felt such pride as I took Irene as my lawful wedded bride, knowing that I was her first, and presumably last, lover. I would never have imagined that it would be her boss that was pushing her boundaries, enjoying all of her other "firsts," and spending our subsequent wedding anniversaries balls-deep in my wife.
That was his plan though, to enjoy my wife on every one of our future wedding anniversaries, at some fancy resort. Not content with cock-blocking me on my own anniversary, Matt was now enjoying his conjugal rights, on someone else's wedding day, using my wife.
I followed the sounds of their love-making until I reached the living room of the Summer House. There was a window that afforded me an unobstructed view of their encounter, and I peered through jealously, like a peeping Tom.
Irene was naked except for her garter-belt, stockings and bra, and was laying on the living room floor, on her back. Matt, still wearing his shirt and tie, but naked from the waist down, was on top of her, apparently balls-deep in my wife. Irene had wrapped her legs tightly around his muscular ass, her heels locked together as if she was imploring him to remain coupled indefinitely. Matt was rocking slowly forward, his impressive member no doubt nudging against her cervix, as he touched places within her that I could never hope to reach.
He was grinding his pelvis into her too, creating a constant pressure on her swollen clitoris, that was driving her crazy with desire. A few moments later she exploded in another very vocal orgasm, digging her manicured nails into his shoulder blades, as she came all over his cock. Matt was like a machine, his stamina and physical prowess on display, as he fucked the crap out of my wife.
As raw as the physical act was, it was also tinged with a beautiful sense of intimacy, two lovers intertwined, having blocked out the rest of the world, as they focused on the undeniable chemistry between them. Matt and Irene would kiss tenderly between her orgasms, the unmistakable connection being strengthened with each touch of their lips.
As he resumed his rhythmic grinding, I saw her close her eyes, and throw her head back in pure ecstasy. It was as if she was struggling to process the overwhelming sensory delights, the mechanical stimulation of her genitals, the seduction that he had employed to possess her, the all-encompassing love that she felt for someone that could make her feel so good. Matt was truly owning my wife, and she would have done anything for him in that moment.
I watched the pleasure on her face as she approached her next orgasm, and then she opened her eyes, raised her lips to his ear, and began to mumble incoherently, as she climaxed. Her vocal proclamations got louder as she came, and I was embarrassed to hear what she had to say.
"I love you Matt. Please don't ever leave me, I beg you," she cried as she climaxed.
Matt, ever the opportunist, was whispering something inaudible to me, in my wife's ear, and she responded enthusiastically.
"Yes, baby. If that's what you want, of course. It's yours. I will do whatever you want me to in bed, as long as you promise never to leave me."
I had never seen my wife so excited, so enraptured by another human being, so focused on another man's pleasure. It was as if they were the only two people on earth.
That is why it was so surprising to me when Daphne emerged from the bathroom, clad only in her garter-belt, stockings and her matching bra. She knelt down next to Matt and my wife, as they continued to fuck.
"I think it's my turn, baby," she said seductively, as she ran her nails up Matt's thighs.
Matt whispered something else to my wife, and she reluctantly unhooked her heels to enable Matt to uncouple. Daphne extended her hand to Matt, helped him to his feet and the two of them left the room. Irene got up slowly, quite shaky and unsteady as she stood, before following them into the other room.
By the time I located them, they were in the master bedroom. I positioned myself right outside a small window that looked into the bedroom.
There was a woman up on the bed in the doggy-style position, and Matt was fucking her from behind. From my vantage point facing Matt's back, I couldn't really see who it was getting fucked. However, as my eyes wandered the room, I saw Daphne's bra hanging over the back of the chair, that was next to the bed.
I breathed a sigh of relief as soon as I realized that it wasn't my wife who was getting pounded, doggy-style. This relief was very short-lived however, as I moved to a different window to get a view of them from the side. This window was slightly ajar, and in addition to providing me with the soundtrack of Daphne and Matt's coupling, it enabled me to see Irene lying on her back, underneath the two of them as they fucked. Irene had also removed her bra, although this appeared to have been a more hasty decision, as it was tossed on the floor. Inexplicably, Irene had also raised her head from the bed, and was eating her best friend's pussy, with considerable enthusiasm.
From the side profile, Matt's muscular physique was much more evident, his triceps flexing as he grabbed Daphne's hips and pounded into her. Daphne was thoroughly enjoying getting fucked and eaten out simultaneously, as evidenced by her moans and cries of delight.
The Summer House was built to maximize light rather than warmth, and for that reason, particularly as it was used primarily in the summer months, there were a lot of windows on all four sides of the structure.
Matt was engrossed in his enjoyment of the two women, and I didn't have to worry too much about being discovered, as I circled the building in search of the best vantage point.
By the time I had selected the best window to peer through, Daphne had enjoyed another orgasm on my wife's face, and she was also one step closer to agreeing to fulfill any of Matt's desires, no matter how depraved.
Matt generously allowed Daphne to enjoy three orgasms, before he decided he wanted more. As I witnessed his selfless love-making style, I wondered if his concern for the pleasure of his partners yielded him a greater return in the long run, both in the number of his orgasms, and the depravity of the sex acts that they were willing to engage in, out of pure gratitude. Not that I was going to have an epiphany, and suddenly become an altruistic, world-class lover, like Matt. I reached orgasm way too quickly for that, and was unable to even satisfy my own wife. In fact the only time I ever made Irene orgasm was when I went down on her, and I believe her sexual release was due, in part, to her thrill that I was eating her boss' semen from her, right after he had used her.



Matt allowed Daphne to compose herself, and once she was ready, she looked back over her shoulder, and spoke.
"Matt, that was fantastic baby," she exclaimed enthusiastically. "I came so hard. What would you like us to do for you?"
"I want to enjoy some more of your tight, shaved pussy," he said assertively. "Irene, suck my nuts," he added, apparently taking her up on her offer to do whatever he wanted in bed.
I did feel it unnecessary for him to be addressing my wife with a complete lack of respect. My wife is a strong woman, assertive in her communication, and able to stand her ground against all types of people, from all walks of life, both male and female. However, over the course of her relationship with Matt, he had slowly taken control of her, and was used to demanding what he wanted from her.
So, to my surprise, Irene just giggled and responded, "Whatever you want, boss."
Matt parted his muscular thighs slightly more, to allow my wife to pleasure him. Irene raised her head slowly from the bed, reached her hand under her beautiful mane of red hair, and arranged it neatly behind her on the bedspread. Then, as I watched in disgust, she began to suck her boss' huge nuts. Sucking didn't really begin to encapsulate the attention that she was lavishing on his swollen testicles. She was nibbling, kissing, licking and biting his scrotum, trying to maximize his pleasure, as he started to rock slowly inside Daphne's wet pussy.
Irene raked her perfectly manicured nail extensions across Matt's muscular ass, as she attended to his nut-sack. His pleasure was evident, goosebumps visible across his ass and lower back, as the two women worked in tandem to maximize his enjoyment. Matt rocked slowly in and out of Daphne for about ten minutes, his cadence being too slow to evoke another orgasm from her, but the depth of his strokes causing her to moan involuntarily, on every inward thrust. Occasionally she would look over her shoulder at her lover, and I would marvel at the pure pleasure written all over her beautiful face, as I watched intently from the side.
At some point Matt wanted more stimulation, and he reached behind his ass and lowered his hand into my wife's red mane. I watched in disbelief as he wrapped her long tresses around his fist, tightened his grip, and using only her hair, pulled her back a couple of inches. Irene let out a little squeal of discomfort as he pulled her into his desired position, but once she was where he wanted her, she went silent. Her inexperience was evident now, and she lay passively beneath him, unsure of his expectations. Shyness was never one of Matt's attributes, and he parted his legs a little further, and issued his next command.
"Lick my taint, Irene."
As I watched on in despair, my wife reached her hands up to his hips, and pulled herself up slightly from the bed, so that she could take care of her man. Then she slowly extended her tongue, and tentatively moved it towards his taint. From my side view, as her head disappeared behind his muscular thigh, I couldn't see exactly what she was doing. However, when Matt involuntarily tensed and flexed his back muscles, I can only assume that my innocent bride had brushed her soft little tongue across his taint.
A few seconds later, presumably after Irene had teased Matt's taint some more, he let out an audible gasp, and tilted his head back in pleasure.
"Fuck yeah, Irene," he said through his gritted teeth, "right there. Lick my taint. Good girl."
As hard as it was for me to witness my wife licking this man's taint, as he fucked her best friend from behind, it was way more emasculating hearing him reward her by calling her a "good girl." It was just so condescending, so dismissive, such unnecessarily patronizing communication between two consenting adults. However, it was apparently exactly what my wife needed to hear, some welcome validation as she tried something completely new.
"Thank you, Matt," she said sweetly. "Am I doing it right? Does that feel good, baby?"
I should have left at that point. I felt like a total perv watching through the window as this man dominated these two women. Had they been total strangers it would have been creepy enough, but the fact that I knew all three of these people, made it weirder. The fact that I was married to the one lying underneath him, made me even more of a wimp. However, my cock was throbbing in my suit pants, and I wanted to see what happened next.
Matt kept my wife's tongue and lips on his taint for nearly ten minutes, writhing in pleasure as she lavished attention on him. He had picked up his love-making pace considerably, since I had been watching her beneath him. Recognizing that Daphne was getting back into her zone, Matt reached behind his ass, put his huge hand on the top of my wife's head, and pushed her slightly forward, so that her tongue was right under Daphne's pussy.
My wife needed no further instruction, and extended her tongue to brush against her best friend's clitoris, as Matt continued to fuck Daphne from behind. Irene also removed her nails from Matt's ass, and began to scratch Daphne's ass, trying to coax another orgasm from her. It didn't take Daphne long, and she cried out in pleasure as she erupted on my wife's face.
"Oh fuck, Matt," Daphne said through her ragged breath. "I am done."
What occurred next was actually a complete validation of me having taken the time to try and provide Irene with a brief sex education lesson, that should have taken place twenty-five years ago. Matt, having completely satisfied Daphne, was looking to push my wife's boundaries a little more, and I knew he was going to make her give him a rim-job. I really didn't want to watch this, and started to back up from the window. However, I had clearly underestimated my wife, because she had other ideas and spoke up.
"Matt, if Daphne is done, can you fuck me now?" she asked shyly, stepping out of her comfort zone in an attempt to extricate herself from beneath him, and avoid the prospect of her first rim-job.
If Matt was disappointed by this turn of events, he certainly didn't show it. He slowly withdrew his huge cock from Daphne's pussy, her milky white vaginal secretions evident all over the shaft, as he did so. Daphne scooted forward on all fours until she reached the end of the bed, whereby she rolled over onto her side, and virtually collapsed in the fetal position.
Matt was now kneeling above Irene's head, and he looked down at her and gave her fresh instructions.
"Clean me up before we fuck," he said authoritatively.
Even though I only get to make love to my wife wearing a condom these days, there was a time when we used to have unprotected sex. I loved coming deep inside Irene's pussy after a love-making session. However, in the seventeen years that we had been together, it never once occurred to me to ask her to clean me up with her mouth.
I guess Matt never really asked her though, issuing the words as more of a directive, than a request. Either way, Irene obediently rolled over onto her stomach, and scooted forward until she was in position to suck Matt's cock. She had to raise her head up to take him between her lips, because he was still fully erect, but once she was correctly positioned, she began to lick and suck Daphne's juices from her boss' cock.
From my vantage point I had a great view of my wife as she cleaned his cock. Irene's own face was shiny, glazed from where Daphne had come all over it. Once Matt decided he was sufficiently clean, he spoke.
"Assume the position, Irene," he said, as her lips left his cock.
Once Irene was in the doggy-style position, Matt hopped up off the bed and announced that he was going to take a piss. My wife waited there for him, posed exactly the way her boss expected, for several minutes, as he urinated, washed his hands and finally brushed his teeth, having found a new toothbrush in the bathroom vanity.
When he returned, his erection was intact, and I wondered if he maybe took some sexual aids to help with his performance. He admired Irene briefly, as she posed motionless on all fours. She had perfected his desired position and had her back arched, her ass raised up, and her long red hair arranged so that it spilled down her back. The anticipation had excited her also, and her inner-thighs glistened as she self-lubricated, while she waited for Matt.
"Perfect, Irene," he said, as she looked at him with adoration. "Good girl."
There it was again, that smug condescending label, applied to my wife as she waited patiently to get fucked by her boss. I don't know why, but it pissed me off that Matt called Irene a "good girl."
Matt climbed up on the bed behind my wife, lined the tip of his cock up with the entrance to her clean-shaved pussy, and slid right in. Irene let out an audible gasp as he got balls-deep inside her, and began to fuck her from behind. It didn't take my wife long to have her first orgasm, and as I watched jealously through the slightly open window, she came all over his cock.
Daphne had been watching Matt fuck my wife, as she rested in the fetal position, at the end of the bed. However, Matt wanted her to join in now, and told her to lay underneath Irene.
Daphne crawled under my wife, and positioned her lips against Irene's clitoris, as Matt continued to fuck her doggy-style. My wife threw her head back in delight, as she fast approached her second orgasm. Matt took her right to the edge, and then slowed his motions and issued a command to Daphne.
"Leave Irene alone for a while," he told the beautiful red-head. "I want you to rim me while I fuck her."
Daphne obeyed without hesitation, adjusting her position so that her head was just behind Matt's muscular ass. Then she extended her tongue, and her lips descended upon his shaved asshole. As much as Matt had been enjoying his encounter with these two accommodating women, this took his pleasure to another level, and he made his feelings known.
"Holy fuck, right there," Matt whispered hoarsely, "That feels incredible, baby. Daphne you are the best."
Matt exhibited fantastic control, as he shivered and whimpered under Daphne's expert touch. She had obviously done this before and it was apparently his favorite sexual activity, because he had to stop fucking my wife numerous times, for fear of ejaculating inside her. His entire upper body was tensed, his tendons rippling beneath his bronzed skin as he allowed himself to get to the edge of release, again and again.
Daphne, for her part, was enjoying the control she now had over her boss, and began to move her head from side to side.
"Oh yeah, baby," Matt whispered, "wiggle your tongue, I am close."
To my surprise, Matt stopped himself before he exploded inside my wife. He had only allowed my wife one orgasm, and she was clearly expecting more. However, he pulled out of her, and told Daphne to get up on all fours. Daphne obeyed instantly, and as she got into position, Matt gave my wife an ultimatum.
"You need to earn your next orgasm," he told her. "You know exactly what I want from you, so quit stalling the inevitable."
"Yes, Matt," my wife answered submissively, "I know what you want from me. I am ready."
Even though she had indicated that she was ready, I saw nothing but shame on her face. This was the exact scenario that she had assured me would never happen, yet here we were. Irene, her competitive edge stoked by Matt's assertion that Daphne was the best, wanted her chance to prove that she was just as capable, as far as sex was concerned.
I watched uncomfortably through the open window as my wife of fifteen years, crawled beneath Matt's nuts as he fucked her best friend, doggy-style. Once she was in position, Matt reached back behind his back, and as his muscular forearm draped down the back of his ass, he wrapped his fist in Irene's hair, and moved her into his desired position.
"Stick your tongue out," he ordered, as he made the final adjustments.
My heart sank as I realized that he had lined up my wife's pretty little face with his asshole. I knew that he was clean-shaven back there, and Irene has remarked on numerous occasions how fastidious Matt was about hygiene, but it offered me no relief from the humiliation that washed over me. My beautiful wife, my virgin bride, the woman whose sheltered upbringing had stirred such pride within me, was about to give her first rim-job.
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I watched uneasily as Irene extended her tongue, thereby making Matt's upcoming rim-job look like a certainty. This continued expansion of her sexual horizons was a real kick in the nuts for me, especially as Matt wanted Irene to work for it. He lowered his ass-cheeks slightly, but in an effort to maintain control, he kept his butt far enough above my wife's tongue, that she had to stretch to reach it.
It was painful to watch my wife crane her neck in an attempt to lick Matt's ass, and I was experiencing a multitude of feelings, as the tip of her tongue grazed his rosebud. Disgust, that she would rim another man. Jealousy, that it wasn't me. Pity, that she felt indebted enough to this man, to agree to eat his ass in the first place. Shame, that he made her work so hard for it, instead of just lowering himself onto her face, so that she could comfortably accommodate him.
Another emotion, rage, surfaced quickly, as Matt began to talk.
"Fuck yeah, Irene, you dirty bitch," he said appreciatively, "that feels sensational."
I knew Matt was a master manipulator of women, and I also knew that Irene responded very favorably to affirmation. She had always been that way, starting from when we were in High School. This need for validation continued through her career, our marriage, and her familial relationships. Now, presumably from spending enough time with my wife, Matt had gleaned enough personal information from her, in order to manipulate her.
Irene lowered her head slightly, and taking the bait, sought further assurance that she was doing a good job.
"Does that feel good, Matt?" she whispered. "It's my first time."
"I know baby," he said condescendingly. "Just do your best. Good girl."
There it was again, that fucking "Good girl," label that I detested. Irene seemed to like the attention though, as she let out a giggle, and raised her lips back to Matt's rosebud.
Judging by the look of abject pleasure on Matt's face, Irene was a quick learner, and her tender attentions to his asshole caused him to stop fucking Daphne, and just enjoy the moment.
"Holy Christ, Irene," he grunted. "You are amazing."
Daphne looked over her shoulder, and upon seeing the look of ecstasy on Matt's face, seemed a little jealous.
"Matt," she whispered, "Fuck me, baby! Then we need to get back to the wedding."
I knew that the three of them were caught-up in the moment, and had lost track of time, so it was no surprise to me when Matt said that he was ready to come. However, I wasn't expecting him to withdraw his cock from Daphne's wet pussy, and neither was Daphne. She let out a disappointed moan, as his huge cock emerged from her love-canal, slick with her vaginal fluids.
To her credit, my wife stayed focused, rimming her boss as he prepared for his upcoming orgasm. Even though I had enjoyed a few lovers prior to marrying Irene, I had never been in a situation where I had complete control of another woman. Matt, by contrast, was owning these two, and even though I felt jealous because one of them was my wife, I was impressed by his take-charge attitude.
Without any discussion, or attempt to get consent, Matt lined his well-lubricated cock up with Daphne's asshole, and began to force his way in. I was grateful at that moment that her husband had been unable to attend the wedding. His presence wouldn't have changed Matt's behavior one iota, and in all likelihood, the two of us would have been hiding outside the window of the Summer House, watching passively as Matt enjoyed both of our wives.
Matt grabbed Daphne's hips and eased forward, using her own vaginal fluids as a make-shift lubricant. Daphne grunted, her discomfort evident as she adjusted to his invasion of her anal passage. Matt kept forcing his way inside her, until after several moments, he was balls-deep. He composed himself for a few seconds, and then began to slowly ass-fuck Daphne.
You could see the pleasure on his face as he enjoyed the combination of Daphne's tight little asshole, and my wife's tongue brushing against his rosebud. It appeared that Matt had switched priorities, and was now fully focused on his own orgasm. He picked up his pace, spread his knees slightly further apart, to give my wife more room to work with, and began to fuck Daphne with more urgency.
As he approached his orgasm, he gave the girls fair warning.
"I am getting close, ladies," he announced enthusiastically. "Irene, stick your tongue in my ass."
As Matt's eyes widened, presumably in response to my wife's tongue penetrating his sphincter, I felt another wave of jealousy wash over me. Irene and her best friend were doing absolutely everything in their power to rock this man's world, oblivious to the fact that I was watching through the window, like a total cuckold.
"Come in my ass, baby," Daphne implored him, as she looked over her shoulder at her boss.
A few seconds later, Matt stiffened, threw back his head, gave Daphne one firm slap on the ass, that reverberated around the Summer House, and unloaded his nuts into her anal passage, as Irene ate his muscular ass. Matt was quite vocal when he came, and I was worried that he would attract the attention of any other wedding guests that happened to be walking in the garden of this venue.
After Matt had composed himself, he withdrew from Daphne's anal passage, and excused himself to take a shower. My wife and her best friend, having been conditioned to obey Matt's every directive, remained motionless in their sixty-nine
position, until he returned with a towel around his waist. I can only assume that Matt's semen eventually began to leak out of Daphne's ass, and that guided by gravity, some of it ended up on Irene's face. Whatever the case, Matt's pleasure was more important to them than their own comfort, and they remained on the bed, until he dismissed them.
"See you guys inside," he said as he dressed quickly, and left the room.
After Matt strode out of the Summer House and headed back to the wedding, I slumped under the window sill, emotionally drained by what I had witnessed. The girls however, seemed enthralled with the encounter, and began to chatter excitedly.
"Can you believe what a stud Matt is?" Daphne asked my wife, in wonderment. "Have you ever encountered such a man before?"
"I have only ever been with Oscar," my wife admitted, shyly. "I love him, of course, but he is no Matt in the bedroom."
"Nor will he ever be," Daphne admonished. "That's why we call him Little Boy."
I must admit that it hurt to hear that Irene and Daphne referred to me as Little Boy, behind my back. I had assumed that it was a derisive term, used only by Matt, to disparage me, and reduce my status in my wife's eyes. To learn that it was my nickname was very humiliating.
"Have you ever experienced a lover like Matt before, Daphne?" my wife asked her best friend. "I know you were with more than one man before you got married."
"I played around a little bit, before I met my husband," Daphne admitted, "but Matt is in a different league to all of the men that I dated before. He is a true Alpha Male, a man to whom all women submit."
"Do you love him?" my wife asked.
"More than anything," Daphne responded. "He is all I think about. I know it is just sex between the two of us, but judging by the way he looks at you, he really cares about you, Irene."
"I know, I feel it too," my wife responded, her declaration cutting me deeply, as I hid beneath the window, eavesdropping.
"Do you love Matt, Irene?" Daphne asked.
"I love everything about that man," my wife gushed enthusiastically. "He is a great listener, highly intelligent, easy on the eyes, and I self-lubricate the second I see him."
"Wow, you are smitten," Daphne teased.
"One hundred percent," my wife admitted. "Of course, I love my husband, but I never got to date before we got married. I never got to experience sex with other men, and while I know deep in my soul that Oscar tries his hardest in bed, sex with Matt is otherworldly."
"Believe me, Irene," Daphne said in a more serious tone, "Matt is an extraordinary lover, blessed with an impressive cock, fantastic stamina, and the knowledge of what women like."
"I would leave Oscar if Matt asked me to," my wife said quietly, "but I know I could never be enough for him. He would eventually tire of me, and throw me away. At least Oscar is dependable, and will be around when I am old."
"Why do you think you would never be enough for him?" Daphne asked.
"Matt constantly seeks new adventures," my wife responded, having seemingly given the matter some thought. "He knew I was a very inexperienced woman once we became intimate. I shared my sexual history, or lack thereof, with him in detail. Yet, despite knowing my innocent past and my sheltered upbringing, he elected to push my boundaries."
"He does that with all women," Daphne interjected.
"Yes, I expect he does," my wife replied, jealously evident in her voice. "However, in the space of a few short months, Matt has taken me in every conceivable sex position, I have sucked him off to completion several times, and allowed him to fuck my tits whenever he gets the urge. Furthermore, I have engaged in lesbian sex acts for his visual excitement, and even given him a rim-job, which I promised Oscar, would never, ever happen."
"What can I say? He has that effect on women," Daphne said dispassionately, offering my wife no words of encouragement or support.
"Now," my wife continued, with a trembling voice, "I am truly fearful where he will take me next."
"Has he taken your anal cherry yet, Irene?" Daphne asked, her use of the word "yet" a troubling indication that they both knew that it was an absolute inevitability.
"Not yet," my wife answered, the gravity of the word "yet" sinking in as I processed it.
"Matt hasn't taken your anal cherry?" her friend asked incredulously. "How did you dodge that bullet?"
As I huddled under the window, I was relieved to hear the best news I had heard in a while. Contrary to my suspicions, my wife was still a virgin, as far as anal sex was concerned. My heart soared as I processed the fact that my wife had not been subjected to that particular violation yet. However, seconds later, as my wife continued to speak, my illusions were shattered.
"I haven't really dodged that bullet, Daphne," my wife said coyly. "More like just delayed the inevitable. Matt is taking me away to a beautiful resort on our anniversary, and he plans to take my anal cherry then."
"How sweet," Daphne said sarcastically. "You and Matt have an anniversary?"
"No, Oscar and my anniversary," she replied with a giggle. "Matt wants me to celebrate my sixteenth wedding anniversary by fucking my ass. I think he is going to make Oscar watch."
"Ever the romantic," Daphne exclaimed, as the two of them shared a laugh.
"Does it hurt?" my wife asked, trying unsuccessfully to suppress her fear.
"Does what hurt?" Daphne responded, trying to get my wife to open up.
"Did it hurt when he made love to your butt?" my wife asked.
"You mean when Matt ass-fucked me?" Daphne responded with a giggle. "Don't be so polite. It's just you and me."
"Okay," my wife said cheerfully. "Does anal sex hurt?"
"It is not entirely pleasurable," Daphne admitted, "but not excruciatingly painful, either. You just have to remember that you are doing it for Matt's pleasure, not yours."
"That's what I keep telling myself," my wife responded, as if anal sex with her boss consumed her thoughts. "I need to suck it up and focus on Matt's enjoyment. I know this is important to him. He wants to enjoy something that I have denied Oscar for sixteen years. That is why he is going to force Oscar to watch me lose my anal cherry."
It was evident that this conversation was going downhill fast, and armed with the revelation that my wife's boss had designated her virgin ass his next target, with me as the unwilling audience, I started to get up from my crouching position under the window, to head back towards the wedding reception. Daphne's next confession stopped me in my tracks.
"The indignities won't end, once he has taken your virgin ass," Daphne said dejectedly, as I remained hidden under the window, eager to hear what she had to say next. "You have to be prepared to draw the line, to tell him no."
"Have you drawn the line yet, Daphne?" my wife asked. "Have you said no?"
To my surprise, Daphne started to cry softly, her voice shaking as she began to answer.
"I can't resist the man," she said through her tears. "I know that I should stand up to him, if only for the sake of my pride, but when I am around him, I am powerless to resist him. He continues to push my boundaries, and even though I regret it after he is gone, in the heat of the moment, I allow him to do whatever he pleases."
"Oh my god, Daphne," my wife said quietly, "what did Matt make you do?"
As I listened on intently, Daphne lowered her voice to a quiet whisper, and began to tell my wife about some of the indignities that Matt had heaped on her. Most of it was inaudible, but I did hear Daphne tell my wife that Matt had shared her with a client, without getting her prior consent.
"I sucked his client's cock," she admitted, as she sobbed inconsolably, "in exchange for him signing a contract with Matt."
It was at this point that I decided to leave. I had nothing to gain from hearing this sordid revelation. Daphne and Irene were very different women, and just because Matt had manipulated Daphne into blowing his client, for his personal gain, didn't mean that he would try that with my wife. Matt and Irene's relationship, much as it ate me alive to admit it, was based on mutual respect and admiration. I knew that he would never use my wife as a party favor, in order to further his business interests. I got to my feet and stood next to the open window.
"Promise me you will never allow Matt to give you to another man," Daphne implored my wife. "Especially not as an incentive for a business deal. Swear that you will draw the line at that."
My wife's silence was deafening, her words of protest conspicuous by their absence. Several seconds elapsed, and I could feel rage surging through my body accompanied by jealousy, as I awaited her assurance.
"I can't promise that," she said quietly, almost twenty seconds after the question was posed. "I find Matt completely irresistible, and however depraved his desires, I am going to do whatever he tells me to."
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My head was spinning as I walked up the long garden back to the wedding reception. I felt dizzy, faint almost, but I knew I had to get the fuck out of there, before my jealousy got the best of me. I rejoined the wedding reception, and ordered myself a double vodka on the rocks.
Once I sat down and started to sip my cocktail, I felt better, and I started to scan the room to see if I knew any of the other attendees. As my eyes drifted across the dance floor, I saw Matt. At well over six feet tall, he has a tendency to stand out in a crowd, and today was no exception, his powerful physique attracting the attention of numerous woman as he gyrated on the dance floor. Predictably, Matt was an excellent dancer, possessing a strong sense of rhythm, and some very fancy footwork. I began to wonder if there was anything that he didn't excel at, this thought causing my jealousy to rise immediately to the surface.
Matt had only just returned from the Summer House within the last few minutes, but already he had found a new admirer. Weddings have a habit of bringing out the best in people, making them optimistic about their own future wedded bliss. At the same time, with the alcohol flowing freely, and everyone dressed in their nicest clothes, they provide an almost perfect environment for sex with random people. As Matt showcased his smooth dance moves, a young Asian woman, dressed exquisitely and probably in her mid-twenties, moved in for the kill.
It was obvious from the way that he handled her not too subtle advances, that Matt was used to being hit on. They danced seductively for a while, grinding against each other to the beat of several eighties songs, before the DJ slowed things down. It was not lost on me that Matt had attended the wedding alone, and had the right to dance with, and indeed hook up with, anyone that he wanted to. However, thirty minutes ago, he was ass-fucking Daphne, while my wife put her heart and soul into giving him a loving rim-job. Surely, out of respect for the two best friends, he should have backed off a little.
As the intro beats to Marvin Gaye's Sexual Healing came over the loudspeakers, Matt pulled his young Asian friend closer, and she rested her head against his muscular chest. They danced to three slow songs before the DJ picked up the pace again, a period of time no longer than ten minutes, but apparently long enough for Matt to find his next conquest.
Matt was whispering in the young girl's ear and she was lapping it up, smiling and giggling at his comments, before looking up at him and kissing him tenderly on the cheek. Emboldened by her show of affection, Matt moved his hand from her lower back, where it had rested respectfully, and she allowed him to roam freely across her silk-clad ass.
A few seconds later they touched lips on the dance floor, a tender open-mouthed kiss, that was very gentle in nature. Matt stepped forward into his young partner, extended his knee slightly, and their bodies intertwined as they started to dry-hump. There were other couples making out on the dance floor, so Matt and his new girlfriend never drew too much attention, but I would venture to guess that most of the other amorous couples were either married, engaged, or at least had attended the reception together.
To say Matt had game, was a massive understatement, and as the music reverted to the faster pace of dance tunes, Matt extended his hand to the young girl, and escorted her off the dance floor. As they disappeared into the crowd, I noticed her wave her left hand right in front of his face, presumably to demonstrate her lack of a wedding ring.
Even though I felt like Matt had shown total disrespect towards Irene and Daphne, my main concern was ensuring that they didn't see him leave with the young Asian. For this reason, I went in search of my wife and her best friend. Luckily, I found the two of them walking up the garden towards the wedding venue. They were both dressed very nicely, and at first glance, you would never know that they had both had the crap fucked out of them by Matt.
After seventeen years with this woman, I could tell instantly that she was in a high state of arousal. Her face was still flushed, the redness extending down from her cheeks to the base of her neck. Even though she was wearing a bra, her nipples were visible in the front of her dress, erect as they were from Matt's stimulation. I had witnessed her reach orgasm multiple times, but it seemed like she wanted more, as Matt had apparently evoked some physical response from my wife that I had never seen before.
I greeted Irene warmly, reflexively kissing her on the lips, before remembering that she had just eaten Matt's ass. She had no clue what I had witnessed, and we walked hand in hand to the bar. I ordered my wife a white wine, and she excused herself to use the restroom. I never saw her emerge from the restroom, although I saw her briefly at the bar, ordering a Coke. I lost sight of her shortly after that, and it was Daphne that appeared in my periphery vision.
Daphne had apparently enjoyed a few drinks before she approached me, and she asked me if I had a few minutes to chat. I had been dreading having this conversation, ever since Daphne and Irene had started to accompany Matt on his trips. It wasn't that I didn't want to know the details of their sexual encounters, I just didn't want to hear it from my wife's best friend. We were too close, had too much history over the years, and it felt weird to have a personal conversation with her, without her husband being around.
"Follow me," she said as she turned her back on me, and headed for the door.
Her take-charge attitude didn't invite questions, and I followed her without saying anything. We walked down a long hallway, up a flight of stairs, and entered a bedroom about halfway down the landing. Daphne seemed to know her way around this place, and after we walked through the large suite, she opened a door and we emerged onto a balcony. Daphne motioned for me to go ahead, and I walked towards the balcony railings, before I realized that we were overlooking the Summer House, in the distance at the end of the long garden.
"Do you know where Irene is, Oscar?" she asked with a knowing smile.
"No, Daphne," I stammered nervously, "I have no idea. The last time I saw her she was ordering a Coke at the bar."
"That was actually a Jack Daniels and Coke," Daphne corrected me, "and it was for Matt."
I flashed Daphne a confused look. Why was my wife fetching her boss a cocktail, and where were the two of them, right now?
"In the Summer House," Daphne answered, as if she was reading my mind. "Your wife and her boss are back in the Summer House. He just can't get enough of her."
I placed my hands on the balcony railings, and shuffled uncomfortably, hoping that Daphne didn't notice my hardening cock, as it stiffened and came to life inside my suit pants, at the mere mention of Matt and Irene together.
Daphne moved right behind me, and put her head on my shoulder, so that her lips were right by my ear.
"Would you like to go and watch them fuck, again?" she asked quietly.
"Excuse me, Daphne?" I stammered, my face reddening at the horrible possibility that she had seen me observing them from the windows of the Summer House.
"I heard some rustling sounds outside the bedroom window after Matt left to take a shower," she informed me. "A few moments later, I saw you walking away from the Summer House, and put two and two together. How much did you see?"
I didn't know what to say. As humiliating as it was for my wife to be at her boss' beck and call sexually, it was much worse if Daphne knew I had watched their lewd encounter. I was unable to formulate a response, but as I recalled what I had observed, my cock throbbed in my underwear.
I jumped when I felt Daphne's hand enter the right pocket of my pants, and my breathing quickened immediately. Daphne extended her manicured fingers, wriggled her hand around in my pocket, until she found the tip of my cock, and gave it a playful squeeze. She must have felt it dancing in my underwear as she taunted me about my wife's ongoing affair.
"Did you see how easily Matt made your wife come?" she continued. "She is like a bitch in heat, whenever she is around him. Did you know that she has faked nearly all of her orgasms with you?"
"Daphne, please," I began, trying to appeal to her good nature. "I don't want to hear this."
"No man would," she said agreeably. "It is very disturbing for any man to know that he is unable to satisfy his wife. Irene said your problem is premature ejaculation," she taunted me. "Is that true, Oscar? Are you an easy come?"
I dropped my head in embarrassment, both at the revelation that I was a premature ejaculator, and at the certainty that Daphne was about to discover the pre-cum pooling in my underwear. Daphne, apparently enjoying my discomfort, pressed on with her revelations.
"You owe her this," she said, as she sought to justify my wife's infidelity. "Irene never had the opportunity to date other men before she married you. She has been wondering what was missing in the bedroom, ever since your wedding night. You should be grateful that Matt just wants to fuck her. If he had any serious intentions for Irene, she would be gone, in a heartbeat."
"Daphne," I whispered, as she continued to rub her dainty fingertips against my cock-head. "Please."
"This is all your doing," she taunted me. "Maybe if you had tried harder in the bedroom, your wife wouldn't have promised her anal cherry to another man."
I knew what Daphne was saying was true, as I had heard the revelation from my hiding place outside the window. Matt was going to enjoy my wife's forbidden orifice, and in another kick in the nuts, had chosen our wedding anniversary as the special date. I only prayed he never followed through on his threat to make me watch.
"Would you like to go back and watch them fuck?" she taunted, applying a little more pressure to the head of my cock, through my suit pants. "Maybe you can see what Irene looks like when she experiences an actual orgasm," she said cruelly. "See if it is any different than when she fakes it?"
"Daphne," I whispered hoarsely, through my ragged breath. "Please."
As my wife's best friend moved closer to me and forced me against the railings, I closed my eyes. The image of my wife licking Matt's clean-shaved asshole appeared, indelibly burned into my brain, as one of the defining depictions of his domination of her. I could feel Daphne's lips against my earlobe, her warm breath on my neck, her impeccably manicured fingernails grazing against my cock-head, occasionally brushing my frenulum as she teased my erection through the pocket of my pants.
"Are you a quick come, Oscar?" she whispered seductively. "How disappointing that must have been for your wife. She deserves so much more."
The instant after I exploded in my pants, I regretted it. I had known Daphne since the three of us were in our twenties, and while I had always been staunchly committed to Irene, I would be lying if I didn't admit that I had given thought to a sexual encounter with her best friend. A few times when we had been out drinking, Irene and Daphne's husband, Alfred, had crashed out early, and I had contemplated what would happen had I put the moves on Daphne. I had enjoyed a couple of erotic dreams about her too, one in which she had knelt before me and sucked me off.
Another time, when the four of us were vacationing in Morocco, Irene and Alfred both got food poisoning and were laid out for a few days. We had prepaid for several excursions, and the pragmatic side of Daphne and I surfaced. Not wishing to forfeit our deposits, we decided to enjoy our vacation together, as our spouses recovered from their stomach upsets.
We ended up watching the sunset together after a camel ride across the Merzouga Dunes, and I felt like Daphne was inviting me to kiss her, as we enjoyed one of the most romantic settings on the planet. I never acted on that impulse, but suffice to say, the prospect of some kind of sexual interaction with Daphne had been at the back of my mind for fifteen years.
Now, as it finally happened, it was about as far from romantic as it could have possibly been. Daphne's words, "she deserves so much more," were ringing in my ears, and the Summer House in which Matt was violating my wife, was in clear view from our balcony vantage point. It had been about two weeks since my last release, and demonstrating my complete lack of control, I blew my load in my pants and slumped forwards, as my knees buckled.
"Pussy," Daphne said derisively, as she abruptly withdrew her hand from my pocket, before any of my ejaculate soaked through my pants onto it.
"You are a fucking cuckold, Oscar. I can't wait to tell Matt and Irene that you came in your pants thinking about the two of them fucking."
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One of my favorite things about sex with my wife, used to be the post-orgasmic bliss that we shared together. Even though my wife only ever permitted me to make love to her in the missionary position, I never really felt that I was missing out. I knew that Irene had grown up in a very sheltered environment, and would never give herself to another man. I also felt like the missionary position was the most intimate of all positions, as it facilitated kissing, eye-contact, and other forms of affection between a married couple. After we both enjoyed our orgasms, we would lay quietly, in no rush to uncouple, as we basked in the warm feelings of sexual release.
Or so I thought. However, now that I had been informed by a very reliable source that we never actually shared that sensation, due to the fact that Irene had faked most of her orgasms with me, the whole relaxing after sex seemed very pointless, particularly as Irene was far from satisfied.
This orgasm was different. Brought upon by the combination of Daphne's verbal assault, her tender touches through the pocket of my pants, and two weeks without release on my part, it was a humbling, embarrassing affair, which I would rather never be mentioned again. I had blown my load in my underwear, like a horny teenager, as I looked down on the Summer House containing my wife and her boss. Having witnessed her complete submission to him earlier, I knew that the only reason he had taken her back there was to enjoy round two.
There was no post-orgasmic bliss associated with this release either, only a sense of shame and regret that I had been unable to control myself. Daphne was already heading towards the balcony door, her contempt for me evident as she spoke.
"No wonder Irene took another lover," she said disdainfully. "You have been disappointing her since your wedding night. I can't believe she waited this long."
I felt my face redden at her taunts, my involuntary reaction made worse by the fact that I knew they were true.
"Go on," she added with a laugh. "Go and watch them fuck in the Summer House. They are waiting for you."
I heard Daphne's high-heels clicking across the tiles on the balcony, before she disappeared into the bedroom. I decided to go back to the bar, have another cocktail, and try and relax and compose myself. However, I wasn't even halfway down the staircase before I had a change of heart, and headed towards the Summer House.
It seemed like a much longer walk down the garden this time, probably because I knew exactly what I was going to witness. I had just had an orgasm, and even though the usual feelings of post-orgasmic bliss had evaporated immediately in response to Daphne's taunts, I was still breathing hard and I could feel my ejaculate pooling in my underwear.
I heard my wife's cries of pleasure once I got within about twenty feet of the Summer House. I wanted to turn around, walk away, seek refuge in the safety of the bar, but for some reason, I felt compelled to walk towards the noise. I saw them as I approached the window to the bedroom, artistically posed, coupled as they were in the missionary position.
Matt had quite a pace going, thrusting into my wife as she wriggled around beneath him. This was the only sexual position that I had ever taken Irene in, and she would normally lay passively beneath me, as I grunted and groaned my way to a speedy orgasm. She was anything but passive as she writhed around in ecstasy under Matt's powerfully built frame, her legs wrapped tightly around his muscular ass, and her manicured fingertips intertwined across the back of his neck. Judging by the sheen of sweat that was visible across his forehead, they had been fucking for several minutes.
They would kiss occasionally, with no break in the rhythmic pounding, and with much more urgency than their usual tender embraces. Matt withdrew his lips from my wife's, raised his head slightly, and looked directly into her eyes.
"Do you promise that you will do that for me?" he asked, right as she reached her next orgasm.
"Oh yes, Matt. I promise," she squealed delightedly. "Right there. Don't ever stop, baby. I will do whatever you want," she cried out, as she came all over his cock.
Once the floodgates were open, my wife reached orgasm with more and more rapidity, the final one eliciting her declaration of undying love for this man. No matter how many times I heard Irene tell Matt that she loved him, it never got any easier. Irene and I dated for almost two years, before she finally told me that she loved me. Half a dozen earth-shattering orgasms, courtesy of Matt's over-sized cock, and she was professing her never-ending love for him.
"Oh, Matt, that was incredible," she gushed. "I have never felt so full. Are you ready to come inside me baby?"
"I want to fuck Kiki first," he said authoritatively, as the young Asian from the dance floor, stepped into view, in the door of the bathroom.
I felt a twinge in my nuts as I took in this Asian beauty. She was absolutely stunning, only about five feet tall, but toned and lean, her taut stomach visible as she posed seductively for Matt. Her jet black hair, that was long and straight, hung down her front, draped over her small breasts, that were in perfect proportion to her tight little body. She was naked except for a tiny pair of black panties, and her demeanor was very submissive as she walked slowly towards Matt and Irene.
Matt remained balls-deep in my wife, although he turned his head and upper body towards the bathroom, so that he could admire the young Asian. When she reached the side of the bed, she lowered herself slowly to her knees, and placed one of her dainty hands on Matt's muscular ass. Then she leaned into him, and tenderly kissed him. Irene looked on quietly as her boss made out with Kiki, and after a few moments, when their lips finally separated, Matt spoke.
"Why don't you guys get to know each other?" he instructed, as he pulled out of my wife.
Kiki took a long look at Matt's erect cock, as he slowly withdrew it from Irene's pussy. It was quite an impressive sight, as it was still rock-hard, slick with my wife's vaginal secretions, and his swollen nuts hung beneath it, as if to indicate his virility. Matt turned to leave the room, and Kiki lowered her lips to my wife's, and they started to kiss.
I knew that Irene had never kissed a woman before, although Matt had forced her to eat Daphne's pussy. I assumed that this was part of what she had promised Matt, in the throes of her orgasm. Matt returned to the room moments later, his erection still intact, but with Irene's milky white fluids having been removed from it. I am not sure if the chemistry between Kiki and Irene was real, or manufactured for Matt's enjoyment, but it seemed like they were really into each other. When Matt reached the side of the bed, the girls stopped kissing, and turned their attention to his needs.
Irene lowered her head to his cock first, seemingly staking claim to her man, as I watched her start to suck him off. She seemed much more comfortable this time, moving her lips across his cock-head and teasing his frenulum, as she maintained eye-contact with him. Kiki began to lower her lips to join my wife in a two-girl blowjob, but Matt put his hand under her chin, and spoke quietly.
"I want to wear a condom," he said politely. "Safety first."
My wife reached over onto the bedside table, and removed one of the condoms from the box that was lying on top of it. I don't know if it was Matt who had the foresight to bring them, or if their relationship had evolved to the point that he took additional lovers, and she was just protecting herself, but it did seem like she was a willing participant in preparing him for sex with another woman. Maybe being forced to share Matt with Daphne had conditioned my wife to be less territorial, but Irene seemed okay with anything that contributed to Matt's sexual pleasure.
As Irene tore open the distinctive black and gold packaging of the Magnum condoms, the letters XL were visible from my vantage point by the window, a stark contrast from the words "Little Boy" that were emblazoned across the packaging of the prophylactics that I was forced to use. I prayed that I would never have to "rubber up" in front of another woman, using those humiliating Japanese condoms.
Irene pulled the extra-large condom over the tip of Matt's cock, and then Kiki extended her dainty hand, and the two of them rolled it all the way down Matt's shaft, an indication that they were perfectly willing to share. Once the condom was in place, Kiki and my wife knelt on the floor before him, lowered their lips to his impressive member, and began to give him a tender, loving, two-girl blowjob. Kiki had apparently just applied her lipgloss before she emerged from the bathroom, and she was leaving traces of her hot-pink lipstick, all over Matt's cock, encased as it was in a condom.
They worked in tandem to maximize Matt's pleasure, and after several minutes he indicated that he was ready to fuck Kiki. The young Asian climbed onto the bed, and laid on her back. Matt stood by the side of the bed as my wife continued to blow him, and then he issued his next instructions.
"Take her panties off, Irene," he ordered my wife.
My wife didn't hesitate, slipping her hands inside the waistband of the tiny silk panties, and lowering them slowly down Kiki's toned legs, until she slipped them over her feet, and discarded them on the floor.
"Is she wet, Irene?" Matt asked.
Irene looked briefly at Matt for clarification, and upon realizing that he was deadly serious, she extended one hand towards Kiki's clean-shaved pussy.
"Use your mouth," he said commandingly.
I know that Matt had forced my wife to eat Daphne's pussy on more than one occasion, but this was a new development in their sexual relationship. Irene hesitated briefly, then seeming to remember the promises she had made him when she was orgasming, she lowered her lips between Kiki's young legs, and extended her tongue, right as she neared Kiki's clitoris.
As I heard the familiar squishing sounds of a wet pussy being eaten, it became apparent that Kiki had definitely self-lubricated. Perhaps it had occurred when Matt and her had gyrated and dry-humped on the dance floor. Perhaps as she had witnessed my wife getting fucked into oblivion by Matt. Perhaps even as she had shared Matt's cock with my wife, as the two of them blew him. Maybe even as Irene had taken her panties off, and lowered her lips to eat Kiki out. Whatever the cause, Kiki was ready, and a few moments after Irene had started, she raised her lips from between Kiki's legs, and stated the fucking obvious.
"She is wet, Matt," Irene said, Kiki's secretions evident all over her nose and chin.
"I see that," Matt said with a smile. "Go and wash your face, baby."
As Irene left the room, Matt lined up his cock-head with Kiki's undeniably wet pussy, and slowly entered her. By the time Irene returned to the room, Matt had his rhythm going and was fucking the crap out of the young Asian. This was a much more physical encounter, Matt plunging deeply with every stroke, as Kiki wrapped her legs around his lower back. There was no kissing or intimacy, just pure unadulterated sex. Apparently, this was enough for Kiki because she had an orgasm within a few moments of them coupling. Her second orgasm followed in quick succession, before she asked Matt to slow down.
As Matt slowed his lovemaking to a slow but steady pace, Irene knelt on the floor next to them and began to kiss him. It was a very tender demonstration of their love for each other, and her acceptance of his right to fuck whoever he wanted to, albeit with the understanding that he use protection.
"I am satisfied, Matt," Kiki said to my surprise. "Are you ready to come?"
Matt didn't need to be asked twice, and started to fuck Kiki with more urgency, as he sought to enjoy his own orgasm. He continued to kiss my wife as he pounded Kiki, seemingly having little interest in an intimate connection with the young Asian. After several minutes of high intensity intercourse, Matt let out a moan, and turned to my wife.
"I am close Irene," he said, "why don't you help me over the edge?"
My wife kissed him tenderly on the lips, and said, "Whatever you want, Matt," in an agreeable tone.
Then as he raised his butt slightly to get a better angle with which to penetrate Kiki, my wife scooted behind the pair of them, laid down on her front between Kiki's legs, extended her tongue, and began to lick Matt's ass. Rim-jobs were apparently Matt's favorite sexual activity, because shortly after my wife's face disappeared between her boss' buttocks, he let out a loud groan of delight, and ejaculated inside Kiki. Well, more accurately, he unloaded his nuts into the extra-large Magnum condom that he was wearing, while the two women worked to maximize his pleasure.
After he came, he remained balls-deep inside Kiki as my wife licked and nibbled his ass-cheeks, causing goosebumps to appear all over them. Matt finally withdrew his condom-covered cock from Kiki's pussy, and rolled over on to his back.
"Where's the cuckold, when we need some clean up?" he asked my wife, with a chuckle.
Even though I knew that this disparaging descriptive was accurate, I hated being referred to this way. Truth be told, I would rather him call me "Little Boy," as this could at least be construed as a childhood nickname, if it were overheard by someone else. However, the term cuckold had but one connotation, universally reviled and looked down upon, and I wanted no part of it.
"Who is the cuckold?" Kiki asked, her interest clearly piqued.
"My husband, Oscar, AKA Little Boy," Irene answered. "Knowing that wimp, he is right outside our bedroom window as we speak," she added, with a giggle.
At that revelation, I dropped down to the ground immediately, determined not to be discovered spying on them.
"Then I have a gift for that fucking pussy," Matt said.
Seconds later a used condom landed in the small bush that I was hiding next to, and I heard the three of them laughing at my expense.
"Do you really think your husband is hiding out there?" Kiki asked.
"Who gives a fuck?" Irene answered dismissively. "I have everything I need right here."
I heard giggles and laughter from within the Summer House as they evidently resumed their fun and games. As I hid silently hoping not to be discovered, I glanced over at the used condom, hanging from the small bush. It was caught in a thin branch, suspended in mid-air, and stretched by the weight of Matt's load.
The Magnum condom was much larger than the "Little Boy" prophylactics that I would ejaculate inside twice a month. It also contained a copious load of semen, especially for a man that had enjoyed multiple releases today. It probably held three or four times the volume of ejaculate that I expelled, even though I routinely went fourteen days between orgasms.
As I watched it hang there, wondering if the weight of his load would eventually pull it off the branch, I also noticed lipstick smeared over the condom. There were two very distinct shades of gloss on the prophylactic, a testament to the fact that this Alpha Male had enjoyed a two-girl blowjob.
A few minutes later, as I hid like a total pussy, Matt had apparently recovered. Judging by her cries of pleasure, he had evidently mounted my wife again. As I listened to them fuck, I felt a tingle in my nuts, but my cock didn't stir, as I was still within my refractory period. I needed to get the hell out of there, and I was just about to get up and leave when Kiki appeared at the window, holding a cigarette.
We made eye-contact briefly, before she let out a frightened squeal.
"Matt, there is a peeping Tom outside our window," she cried, backing up quickly, fear written all over her face.
"Oscar, you fucking cuckold," Matt said aggressively, "get your ass in here right now."
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It took everything that I had to get up from my knees and head towards my tormentor. I wasn't even on my feet, before the stunning Asian appeared at the window again. She took one long drag of her cigarette, and then flicked the butt right at me.
"Matt said bring our trash in with you." she instructed me, as she turned her back on the open window, and disappeared back into the room.
I wasn't sure what he meant by "our trash," but as I looked around the impeccably groomed gardens of the wedding venue, the only things that looked out of place were the smoldering cigarette butt, and Matt's used condom. I stubbed the cigarette out first, before picking it up. Then turning my attention to the used prophylactic that hung tenuously from the branch, I reached tentatively for it, grabbing it about two thirds of the way down its length, so that its milky-white contents remained within.
Carrying it at arm's length, as if were toxic, I couldn't help but notice that the exterior of the condom was wet too. My heart sank, as I realized that it was Kiki's vaginal secretions that had soaked the outer surface of the Magnum condom.
I entered the Summer House with my head hanging low, a combination of fear and embarrassment washing over me, as I carried the cigarette butt and the used condom. Matt had withdrawn from my wife, and had grabbed a towel for modesty, although it did little to conceal his erection. Irene was laying on her back on the bed, making no attempt to conceal her frustration at having their encounter interrupted. She hadn't adjusted her position since Matt abruptly withdrew from her, and as she lay there with her legs open, the evidence of her desire was on display.
Her freshly shaved pussy was slick with her juices, the vaginal secretions coating her inner thighs and running down her ass-crack. Her labia were puffy and extended, stretched wide apart as they had been, to accommodate his considerable girth. As my eyes moved slowly up my wife's naked body, I came across her erect nipples, a further indication that Matt had heightened her arousal. Her face was reddened, though not with shame, as would be expected as she lay there offering herself to another man, but rather with lust. As we made eye-contact she looked furious with me for interrupting her between orgasms, and I immediately looked away.
"If you want to watch us fuck, Oscar, all you have to do is ask," Matt said disdainfully. "We are more than happy to oblige, aren't we Irene."
"Whatever you want, Matt," she responded submissively, repeating her new favorite phrase.
"Put the cigarette butt in the trash, lay the condom on the kitchen counter, and strip," Matt said commandingly, looking directly at me to see if I had any fight left in me.
I knew better than to resist him, and began to disrobe. Once I was down to my underpants, my wet spot was impossible to miss, and Kiki let out a delighted giggle.
"Someone is leaking," she said, as she put one hand over her mouth to suppress her laughter.
"How long were you out there, hiding in the bushes like a cuckold?" Matt asked angrily. "Did you like what you saw?"
I shuffled uneasily, unable to formulate a response under the circumstances.
"Matt," Irene said quietly, coming to my defense. "Leave Oscar alone. Let's finish what we started, baby. I am so horny."
"Make him watch, Matt," Kiki said, seemingly enjoying my capitulation to this man. "I want you to fuck Irene in front of her husband."
Matt, emboldened by the pleas of the two women, dropped his towel, and started to walk towards Irene. As he got to the end of the bed, he turned back over his shoulder to me.
"Get naked cuckold. Kneel by the side of the bed," he ordered me as he climbed on to the bed.
Kiki watched intently as I lowered my briefs to the ground. They were wet with my semen, and my pubic area was also matted with my seminal fluids.
"Did he come in his pants from watching you guys?" she asked incredulously. "What a pussy."
Once I was kneeling, Matt reentered my wife's wet pussy, her appreciative moans starting the second he was balls-deep. Kiki, in an attempt to demonstrate her willingness to fulfill this man's every desire, knelt between his legs, lowered her head and began to rim him.
As I watched on forlornly, Matt fucked my wife for several minutes, as Kiki lovingly ate his ass. He ended up bringing Irene to four stupendous orgasms before he finally threw his head back, cried out in pleasure, and erupted deep inside her. I knew he wasn't wearing a condom, and I watched on silently as he thrust deep inside her, filling her with his seed. To my surprise he withdrew his massive cock, and shot a thick rope of cum across her shaved pussy, as if to mark it as his own. Matt grabbed the tip of his cock, pointed it towards Irene, and blew his last cum-shot across her stomach and breasts. After he was done with his very impressive orgasm, Matt rose slowly from the bed, his erection standing proudly between his legs.
Kiki took one look at the mess he had made of my wife, and cried out enthusiastically,
"Yeah, Matt, way to mark your territory."
Matt smirked and turned his attention to my wife.
"How long has it been for Little Boy, Irene?" he asked my wife, as Kiki looked on giggling.
"Two weeks," my wife said proudly, completely unaware of my recent encounter with Daphne. "As you can tell by the wet spot in his undies, he is ready to blow his load. I think you should let my hubby have his fun now, Matt."
"Ok, stud, you are up," Matt said with a chuckle. "Irene, make sure he wears a condom."
Irene turned on her side and reached for the box of Magnum condoms that were on the bedside table. She tossed one in my general direction, in stark contrast to the way that Irene and Kiki had helped Matt, rolling the prophylactic down his shaft in a team effort.
"I want him to wear my condom," Matt said, which elicited another giggle from Kiki.
I flashed him a look of disapproval, and he spoke to assuage my concerns.
"I get tested for STIs regularly," he assured me. "Besides I don't think you can catch anything from sharing a condom," he added, as if this form of subjugation was perfectly normal.
"Unless you make him eat the contents," Kiki added. "That I would love to watch, Matt."
I knew that no-one else in the room was going to volunteer to handle that sullied condom, so I walked over to the kitchen counter and grabbed it. My hands were shaking from a combination of humiliation and rage as I opened the end of the condom. I would have been experiencing severe performance anxiety just from the prospect of having to perform at such short notice. However, under the pressure of having Kiki and Matt as an audience, and still in my refractory period, having just recently blown my load in my briefs, I had no hope of getting an erection, and entering my wife.
"Let me help you with that, Oscar," Kiki offered, to my surprise.
The young Asian knelt before me, and immediately began to taunt me.
"This gives new meaning to the word sloppy seconds," she teased, "reusing Matt's soiled condom. Are you even able to get it up?" she continued mercilessly. "I will blow you if you think that will help."
I did at least get a semi-erection, at the thought of Kiki's lips on my penis. Between the two of us, we managed to get the condom onto my cock, the over-sized XL rubber, dwarfing my semi-erect member. I noticed two distinct shades of lipgloss on the shaft of the Magnum. Kiki noticed too, touching her dainty fingertips on the traces of the hot pink one.
"That's my lipgloss," she said proudly. "And the peach one is your wife's."
In addition to bearing the telltale signs of his two-girl blowjob, the condom was also stretched from having encased Matt's impressive member, and it hung two or three inches below the tip of mine.
It had been several minutes since he had fucked Kiki, and Matt's load had cooled to room temperature by now, and was starting to congeal. The tip of my cock was immersed in his seed, another reminder that he always came first. The three of them watched on in amusement as I shuffled forward towards my wife, as she lay on the bed with her legs wide open, and Matt's ejaculate splattered across her pussy, stomach and breasts. I knelt between her thighs, and without any offer of assistance from my wife, I lowered myself on top of her, hoping that the combination of her well-lubricated pussy, and my small cock, would enable me to slip right inside her.
The last few times that I had made love to my wife had been sloppy seconds, so I wasn't unusually disgusted by the prospect. However, wearing her lover's used condom added another layer of humiliation to the act, and I struggled to remain erect.
Irene typically waited at least an hour after Matt's last orgasm, before inviting me to hop on. This allowed any residual of Matt's semen to dry on her labia and inner thighs, leaving only the copious load inside her, which actually served as an excellent lubricant. Now as I lowered myself on to her, I felt his semen squish against my pelvic region, stomach and chest, which served as a very potent reminder that he had been here just before me.
Irene was very patient as I wriggled around on top of her, trying to get hard enough to enter her.
"Come on Oscar, you can do it baby," she whispered, encouraging me to get erect. "I love you, baby. Make love to me, sweetheart."
Unfortunately for me, it was just not to be. Being in my mid-forties, I just wasn't capable of getting a second erection, so soon after my orgasm with Daphne. Eventually I gave up, and as I got back on my knees, with Matt's semen visible across most of my front, he spoke commandingly.
"If you are not up to the challenge, Oscar, why don't we get cleaned up?" he instructed.
Matt stepped around my wife and I, knelt on the bed by her head, and lowered his cock to her lips. My eyes widened as I saw her lift her head slightly, extend her tongue, and start to lick their combined juices from his shaft.
"Clean Irene up, Oscar," Matt said firmly, leaving no room for discussion.
I tentatively lowered my head to Irene's breasts, and began to lap up Matt's ejaculate, as he taunted me.
"I think I know why Oscar couldn't get it up, Irene," he informed her. "Too much sex. I want you to cut him back to once a month from now on. Maybe he will appreciate the gift I am giving him more, if he has to wait thirty days between orgasms."
This was fucking ridiculous. I was horny all the time as it was, having to endure fourteen days between releases. One month was far too long for a healthy man in his mid-forties to go, and I contemplated speaking up to resist him. However, it was my wife who broke the uneasy silence, seemingly completely in agreement with his new directive.
"Whatever you want, Matt. Once a month it is."
Once my wife's breasts were clean, Matt put his huge hand on the top of my head, forcing me towards my wife's soiled pussy. As I licked his semen from her stomach and pelvic region, I felt him get up off the bed. I caught him in my periphery vision as he started to leave the room, and noticed that he had a fresh condom in his hand. Matt apparently was not hindered by an excessively long refractory period, and as he passed me he made it clear that he was ready to go again.
"Kiki, let's hit the shower," he said cheerfully. "We have some unfinished business."
Kiki followed Matt obediently to the shower, and moments later I heard the water running. They took an extended shower, and judging by her vocals, Matt managed to get the young Asian to come again. Hearing her cry out in ecstasy got my juices flowing, and finally after enough time had elapsed between my orgasm with Daphne, I got hard.
Irene reacted favorably as she noticed my erection, and she stroked me tenderly as she offered me some release.
"You can come if you want to, Oscar," my wife offered generously, "just be quick about it and don't make a lot of noise. I don't want to make Matt jealous. He already thinks you get way too much sex."
Less than three minutes later, as Kiki's cries of pleasure reverberated around the shower room, I exploded in silence into the over-sized Magnum condom. My puny load was barely noticeable, as it joined Matt's copious ejaculation in the tip of the condom that we had shared.
Irene laid there impassively, one hand resting on my lower back, as I wriggled around on top of her trying to prolong my release. Immediately after I stopped, she pushed me from her, and went to join her boss in the shower. I took that as my cue to leave, dressing hurriedly, trying to get out of there before Matt followed Kiki's suggestion, and made me eat the contents of the condom. My soiled briefs were still wet from my encounter with Daphne, a stark reminder of that pathetic rendezvous. As I slinked out of the Summer House, leaving with the same amount of humility that I had entered, I could hear laughter and merriment coming from the bathroom, accompanied by the occasional slapping sound as Matt left his mark on the two girls.
Matt followed through on his threat to cut my orgasms back to once a month. It was extremely difficult for me to endure thirty days between releases, and Irene enjoyed the way I pampered her, in the hopes of her cutting me some slack, the way she had done in the Summer House.
I was much more conscious of the calendar, often counting down the days to my upcoming orgasm. Of course, with such an extended period between my permitted orgasms, my staying power was reduced significantly, and I often blew my load within seconds of entering my wife.
Just as Irene had predicted, Matt did start to tire of her, and as she became more and more desperate to keep him in her life, she became more willing to accommodate his increasingly depraved requests. They booked into the Mandarin Oriental for a long weekend on our next anniversary, and Irene finally gave her boss the gift of her anal cherry. Shortly after that, despite a very specific warning from Daphne, Matt threw Irene in as a bonus, in order to close a lucrative deal for her boss.
She ended up sucking two guys off in the conference room at Matt's work, after they had reached a stalemate in negotiations, and Matt offered to "sweeten the pot." As my wife relayed the story, it was only her quick thinking and claims of being on her period, that prevented them from having penetrative sex with her. I think Irene knew that the writing was on the wall for her and Matt, when her boss hired a new administrative assistant, who began to travel with him exclusively, instead of Irene and Daphne.
We rarely hear from Matt anymore, although Irene continues to torture herself by obsessing over his social media accounts, which offer a look inside his love life, in excruciating detail. In fact, it had been about a year since her last dalliance with him, that long weekend in the Mandarin Oriental for our wedding anniversary, when he finally texted her. I think he had been let down by another woman at the last moment, because he was booked into a luxurious suite at the "W" Hotel in Barcelona, and he needed Irene there immediately.
Despite my pleas, Irene dropped everything to accommodate her former boss, and ended up staying with him for the entire weekend. Apparently, Daphne was invited too, because on the second day Irene sent me a text saying that the two women were going to get matching tattoos, to celebrate their renewed relationship with Matt. I begged her not to do it, and luckily I prevailed, as upon her return I scanned her entire body for ink-work as we showered together, coming up with nothing to report.
Irene did cut me off from sex though for almost six weeks, although she gave me the occasional hand-job. When I pressed her for the reason, she was evasive, and I figured that her obligations to Matt and his business associates had caught up with her, and she had acquired a sexually transmitted infection.
As it turned out, after a brief but humiliating conversation with Alfred, I learned that Daphne was also out of commission for six weeks, which confirmed my suspicion of an STI. Imagine my surprise then, when six weeks after she returned from her weekend at the "W" Hotel, Irene invited me to go down on her, as she relaxed in our sunroom.
It was a gloriously sunny day, typical of Barcelona for this time of year, and as I lowered my lips to her shaved pussy, Irene whispered quietly.
"I love you Oscar, I always will. I am so sorry for the liberties I allowed Matt to take with me. Please forgive me."
As I contemplated the timing of her apology, I noticed a blue tinge running along the side of her labia. I parted the entrance to her pussy for a closer look, and I noticed that she had indeed got a tattoo. At first I was relieved, as it dawned on me that Irene's six week convalescence was due to her recovery from the tattoo, rather than an STI.
However, as I moved closer to inspect the inscription, the words "Matt's pussy," leapt out at me, the final kick in the nuts from that asshole, particularly as we never heard from him again.
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Shortly after I graduated college, with a degree in Sports Coaching and Development, I got hired as a physical education coach at a prestigious local University. Although I initially got hired to run the girls' basketball program, shortly after I arrived the girls' swim coach, Mr. Garcia, got fired for inappropriate behavior.
The head of the athletics department asked me if I had any interest in taking the position of Head Coach of the girls' swim team. As a young, impressionable college graduate, I decided to go wherever the school needed me, particularly as the basketball program had an experienced assistant coach, ready and willing to step into the void. I was already a competent swimmer, and had passed the background checks required to work with young adults. Securing the necessary swim credentials was a simple case of taking a forty-hour course, and the school agreed to pay my salary while I got certified. I also met with a vocational counselor, whose job was to advise me of the pitfalls of the job, many of which I hadn't considered prior to accepting the position.
"I have to be brutally honest, Oscar," he began, "these girls are a handful. The environment in which we coach swimming presents some unique challenges for young male coaches. I just want you to know what to expect."
I gave him a quizzical look, as it appeared that the years of trying to protect young college guys from their base instincts, had made him quite jaded.
"What do you mean, unique challenges?" I asked innocently.
"Well," he began hesitantly, "between you and I, and completely off the record, the swimming pool is almost the perfect environment for sexual attraction to rear its ugly head. You are going to be surrounded by young, nubile, athletic girls, wearing only bathing suits. The job of coaching swimming, by nature, requires a certain amount of hands-on instruction, and you will be alone for most of the time with your young charges. To complicate matters, you will also be wearing only a speedo, which telegraphs your intentions, to put it delicately."
"Excuse me?" I stammered, unsure where this was going. "Telegraph my intentions? What on earth does that mean?"
"Well," my vocational advisor continued, "once again off the record, any remote indication of sexual interest will be immediately noticed by these young women. And, believe me, they will be looking."
"I am their teacher," I objected, raising my voice slightly at the mere suggestion of impropriety.
"I know that your intentions are probably good," he assured me. "However, even though your predecessor was fired for his actions, the four coaches prior to him quit under the extreme sexual provocation. In fact, it was their collective assessment that the girls conspired to get them erect, and even have some kind of points-based incentive system to do so."
"Points-based system," I repeated incredulously. "What on earth?"
"When you put a group of eighteen year old girls together, you should expect a certain amount of flirtation," he continued, "However, these girls took it to the next level. Most of them are sexually active, and to try and get a college-age guy hard is fun and games for them. However, for most of the guys it was just too much, and they ended up quitting, before they did something stupid."
"And the guy that got fired?" I asked tentatively, "what did he do?"
"He fucked up royally," my advisor informed me, "although under the circumstances I probably would have done the same," he admitted. "Erica and Jessica ended up breaking him after less than a month."
"Erica and Jessica?" I asked, in an attempt to learn who to be wary of.
"The twins," my advisor said, as if somebody should have already warned me about them. "Identical twins, just turned eighteen and the ringleaders of the swim team. Be careful around them. They have ruined more than one man's career."
"What will happen to the guy that got fired?" I asked, trying to gauge the ramifications of getting caught with my hand in the proverbial cookie jar.
"Fortunately, he pleaded guilty, which saved us the embarrassment of a trial, at least," he said quietly.
"Were the girls underage?" I asked. "I thought that the swim team were all at least eighteen."
"No, thank God," he said emphatically. "They were above the age of consent, but it is against the law for a teacher to have a sexual relationship with a student. He got sentenced to four years in prison, just last week, and will have to register as a sex offender for the rest of his life."
"The severity of the sentence seems incompatible with the crime," I remarked naively, "especially if both parties were consenting adults, over the age of eighteen."
"All parties," he corrected me solemnly, "not both. Mr. Garcia fucked Erica and Jessica."
A few minutes later, still in shock, I left the advisor's office vowing to have zero physical contact with any of the girls. His parting words to me, offered once again "off the record," gave me no solace.
"I would suggest that you jerk off right before every coaching session," he advised me, with a straight face.
After that bizarre meeting I contemplated going back to the head of the athletic department and seeking a reassignment. However, the more I thought about it, the more that it appeared that this request would have made me look bad. Weak-willed at best, seemingly unable to control my urges, and a pervert at worst. For this reason I decided to accept the challenge, and I put my energy into trying to find out why this job was so fraught with danger.
Two weeks later, having attained the required credential, I was officially the Head Coach of the swim team. The first meeting was one of introductions, and me laying out my expectations for the girls, so we assembled in the classroom, in regular clothes.
As the girls entered the room excitedly, looking like something out of a Tommy Hilfiger catalog photoshoot, I felt my cock twitch in my jeans, a bad omen for things to come. As an international athletic program, we attracted students from all over the world, and I detected several different languages being spoken. However, once the girls were seated, it was the two identical twins that addressed the room, speaking in perfect English but with a beautiful East European accent. I think I narrowed down their country of origin to Latvia or Estonia, but as I struggled to figure out exactly where they were from, one of them began to speak in fluent Czech.
I didn't know much about the Czech Republic, but I understood a few words of the native tongue as, embarrassing as it was to admit, most of my favorite porn-stars were from there. As I watched the more dominant young girl take control of the room, switching effortlessly between Czech, English and Spanish, I observed the way that the rest of the class deferred to her. Her identical twin interjected occasionally, using the same beautifully accented English, and as I took in their physical appearance, I felt my cock stiffen, and involuntarily form an erection, that must have been visible in my skinny jeans.
I let them control the dialogue for way too long, until finally I stood, and holding my clipboard strategically in front of my crotch, I cleared my throat, to indicate that I was ready to speak.
"I would like to introduce our next victim, sorry, swim coach, Oscar," the beautiful teenager announced, to a round of giggles from the room.
The fact that she had usurped my authority, and made the introduction herself was disturbing enough. However, as a teacher I was expecting the courtesy of being addressed as Mr. Lopez, or Coach Lopez, and for her to have called me by my first name, was presumptuous, to say the least. In truth, it had unnerved me, and I was a little flustered as I started to speak.
"Thank you," I said to the young girl, the tone of my voice such that I was enquiring her name.
"You are welcome, Oscar," she said sweetly, repeating the informal salutation that she had used previously. "Erica," she added quietly. "My name is Erica."
You could sense the tension in the room. Erica had laid down the first challenge to my authority, by addressing me by my first name, an all-too familiar greeting for our first meeting. The class waited with baited breath to see if I was going to correct her, but the moment passed, and the first round went to the teenage Czech girl. It also set the precedent for the rest of the introductions, as her identical twin rose to her feet, and with the same air of confidence, greeted me.
"Hi, Oscar, I am Jessica," she said demurely, her affected innocence striking a chord within me, and causing my nuts to twitch with desire.
I had never met identical twins before, and in all honesty, the only time I have ever seen such a pair, was in porn movies. Although the genre was relatively new, its popularity had exploded over the last few years, evolving rapidly from the relatively tame Playboy photoshoot of the Bentley Twins, Sandy and Mandy, to the more recent movies depicting two identical girls performing all kinds of perverted acts, often on much older men. Twins porn was one of my favorite genres, and as I admired Erica and Jessica from a distance, I couldn't stop thinking about the two of them blowing me.
They were incredibly beautiful young women, tall, with long limbs, that was common among swimmers. They looked virtually indistinguishable from each other, with their long blonde hair and their striking blue eyes. In fact, dressed as they were identically, in pink pleated mini-skirts and matching crop-tops, I struggled to tell them apart. Finally, after checking them out for several seconds, in search of some easily identifiable clue by which to distinguish them, I noticed that Erica's hair was in a ponytail, and Jessica was wearing hers in a more girlish style of pigtails.
The introductions were almost halfway around the room by now, as each young girl stood briefly, stated their name and, following in the footsteps of the twins repeated the greeting.
"Hi Oscar, nice to meet you."
I was lost in my own thoughts, trying to formulate a plan to keep my desires to myself, to not telegraph my intentions, as the advisor had succinctly put it. Had that lucky bastard Garcia actually fucked both of the twins? Had it been multiple times? Had he ever enjoyed them together?
The words, "Hello. Oscar. Hello," broke me from my train of thought, and as I snapped out of my trance, Erica was addressing me.
"Oscar," she said cheerfully, "where do you want us now?"
"Well, ladies," I said trying to gather my composure, the clipboard strategically placed over my genitals surely attracting some attention, by now.
"Introductions are enough for today. I have some paperwork to attend to, so let's meet first thing in the morning by the pool, say 9am."
"You need to take the roster, first," Erica informed me. "The swim program and the water-volleyball program take a head-count four times a day, to ensure no-one is missing," she added helpfully. "Did you write down everyone's names when we introduced ourselves?"
I wanted to tell her that I had been too busy fantasizing about her and her identical twin sucking me off, to have remembered to take the head-count, but instead I merely stammered that I did not.
"Let me help you," she offered sweetly, rising from her chair and walking slowly towards me.
As she approached my position, standing in front of my desk, it was her perfume that I inhaled first. It was an intoxicating scent, extremely feminine but also very expensive smelling. I took in a deep breath, and to my embarrassment, Erica noticed.
"Armani Prive Rose," she said matter of factly. "Do you like it on me, Oscar?"
While I thought that the smell was heavenly, I couldn't be drawn into this conversation with her, particularly in front of twenty or more witnesses, so I ignored her question, and subtly checked her out.
I couldn't help but notice that her shoelaces, her bobby-sox, her wristbands and the ribbons in her hair were all the identical shade, an ultra-feminine pale pink. She was on me before I had a chance to digest quite how alluringly she was dressed, and to my horror, she extended her beautifully manicured hand and grabbed my clipboard.
"I need a sheet of A4 paper," she said, as she removed my protective shield from my hand, with a huge smile on her youthful face.
I am sure my clumsy attempt to conceal my erection didn't go unnoticed by the girls assembled in that room. I felt my face redden in shame, and I heard a couple of them giggle as I turned my back hurriedly to them. I slinked awkwardly into my chair, a look of bewilderment on my face, as I took a seat behind my desk. As Erica took the roster, I sat there willing my erection to go away. However, as the precocious young blonde stood with her back to me as she took down the names of those in attendance, all I could think about was bending her over the desk, hiking up her pink pleated skirt, and getting balls-deep inside that little vixen.
When she was done with her little mind-fuck, my cock was rock-hard, and I could feel a wet spot in my jeans. Erica approached my desk, and stood about four feet in front of it with her arm outstretched.
"Roster complete, Oscar," she said with a devilish smile, her distance from the desk requiring me to stand and take the clipboard from her.
"Thank you, Erica," I stammered uncomfortably. "Can you please leave the clipboard by the door on your way out?"
With that the class was over, and the young women filed out chatting excitedly, as they processed how Erica had played me on my first day. After they left, I sat at my desk for about twenty minutes trying to compose myself. My erection was throbbing in my jeans, and I had leaked a copious amount of pre-cum into my underwear, as I struggled to contain my desire for the twins. When my erection finally subsided, I stood up from behind my desk, grabbed my backpack and the clipboard, and headed out for the safety of my car.
As a recent college grad, encumbered with school debt, my housing options were fairly limited. The school had some faculty housing on campus, but it was very crowded, and full of restrictions, encompassing everything from a curfew, to a ban on alcohol consumption. For this reason, I decided to rent a place just off-campus, but my limited budget forced me to rent a room in a large house full of college students. There were seven rooms in the house, and while it didn't deteriorate into a full-blown frat house, there were enough people around at all times, to ensure that it was a known place to party.
Young college kids of both sexes flowed freely through the place, and even though I never had a lock on my door, my privacy was respected. I got invited anytime there was anything going on, as the kids viewed me as one of the gang, especially because I was only three years older than most of them. For the most part, I kept myself to myself, choosing to jerk off in my room before and after work, in an attempt to maintain control of my raging libido.
I guess it was inevitable that the twins would find out where I lived. Unless I had rented an apartment ten or fifteen miles away from the campus, enough college kids circulated through the campus dorms and the off-campus student houses, that eventually you knew where everybody lived. When I got home one night after a particularly challenging day in the pool, I smelled Erica immediately. Well, not her, but her intoxicating perfume, Prive Rose or whatever the fuck it was called. She had apparently been in my room that day, as I was at school attending to my young charges. A cursory look around my accommodation confirmed that nothing was missing or out of place, so I didn't think much more of it.
However, as bedtime rolled around, and I was getting ready to climb into bed and jerk off before I fell asleep, it was Erica and Jessica that my thoughts turned to. As I counted down the days that I had survived the relentless sexual attentions of the twins, I wondered how the hell it had taken them a whole month to break down Mr. Garcia. I was jerking off four or five times a day, and was still occasionally hard in their presence. I grabbed my lube from my bedside table, in anticipation of my last beat-off session of the day.
As I pulled back the covers of my bed, I noticed a tiny pair of pink silky panties and a Manila envelope, lying on top of my sheets. The panties were definitely the source of the scent that was permeating my room, and I reflexively picked them up to sniff them. Apparently, Erica had spilled her Prive Rose all over her panties, when she attempted to scent them, such was the strength of the aroma. I closed my eyes as I inhaled the fragrance, visions of Erica immediately flooding my mind. The crotch of the panties was soaked with Erica's vaginal secretions, a sure sign that she had recently masturbated in them.
I picked up the Manila envelope next, wondering what it could possibly contain. Once I unsealed the envelope, I slowly withdrew the contents, revealing a glossy eleven by fourteen inch photo of the twins. Provocatively posed, the photo highlighted their natural beauty, and while I would have maybe appreciated something a little more hardcore, the picture of the two of them licking a popsicle, was titillating, if not highly inappropriate.
The photo bore both of their signatures, but not in a way that could incriminate them. Rather than sign the photo, they had both kissed it, leaving their distinctive, slightly different shades of pink lipglosses across the bottom of the photo. There was a small inscription on the bottom of the glossy picture, written in block letters, in an attempt to retain their anonymity.
In retrospect, I should have turned the photograph and the scented panties in to the Athletics Department Head, thus establishing motive on the part of the girls, but also signaling my intent to remain virtuous, regardless of the sexual provocation. However, as I read the words that the twins had written on it, "something to think about when you beat off, Coach," relinquishing ownership of the photo became an unlikely option. In fact, as it transpired, their words were a seemingly prophetic notion.
As if on autopilot, I laid the picture on my bedsheets, and started to remove my underwear, the tent in them signaling my true intentions, which were far from virtuous. I placed the scented panties off to one side of the picture, and as I started to imagine quite how Erica had transferred so much of her vaginal secretions to the crotch of the panties, I jerked off, ejaculating a few moments later.
I ended up blowing a copious load across the glossy eleven by fourteen photo, my semen splattering across the headshot of the twins as they shared a popsicle. I experienced a brief pang of guilt as I looked down at the picture, their angelic faces peeking through my milky-white fluid. Then I remembered that they were eighteen years of age, fully complicit in my prolonged sexual harassment, and well deserving of a facial, even if it was simulated. I kicked the photo on to the floor, stuffed the scented panties under my pillow, and dozed off shortly afterwards.
In the morning, as I went to put the glossy photo back in the Manila envelope, my base urges overcame me, and I ended up masturbating furiously at the picture of the twins, blowing my second load all over the pink silky panties. My impromptu jerk-off session made me run a few minutes late, and I ended up kicking the jizz-stained photo and panties under my bed, my intent being to deal with them later.
I ended up going home on my lunch break, the lure of that irresistible photo driving me to go and jerk-off on it once again. To my horror, when I looked under my bed, the photo and the panties were gone. I knew that we had a weekly maid service for our shared house, but she wasn't supposed to go into our individual rooms, and I thought she normally serviced our building on Monday mornings. Also, why would she be snooping around under our beds? That didn't make any sense.



My discovery that the items were missing made my erection disappear, and I returned to my coaching duties with a mixture of anxiety and disappointment. My disappointment was short-lived, as when I got home that evening, there was a new Manila envelope on top of my bed. My hands were trembling as I ripped it open and laid the contents on top of my comforter. There were two pairs of identical panties, pink silk g-strings, scented in Prive Rose perfume and soaked with vaginal secretions, the inference being that both of the twins had creamed their undies for me.
There was a new photo for me too. The second picture that they left, was a close-up of them performing simulated oral sex on a banana, and they had taken the time to laminate it. This was much better, as I could jerk off on it and simply wipe it clean. So began a pattern. Every few days the picture and panties would disappear, only to be replaced later that day with two freshly scented pairs, and some new visual jerk-off material.
The twins never asked me for my input the first few times that the photograph was changed. They would sneak into my room, remove the cum-stained eleven by fourteen picture, and replace it with a new one.
Then, to my surprise, a few weeks later, I got a text from Erica offering me three different scenarios for the next photo. I wanted to make sure that it was actually Erica that was texting me, as this was our first communication by cellphone.
"How do I know this is you?" I asked innocently, wary of being set up.
"Recognize me now?" she texted, adding a picture of her performing oral sex on a banana. "Your favorite thing, Coach."
We ended up having an extended texting session, fueled by my raging desire for the twins. It was both inappropriate and lewd, especially once we switched to a group text with Jessica getting involved. Finally, the conversation came around to my three choices for the next photo.
"What are my options, guys?" I texted the twins.
"We are having a slumber party tonight," Erica began. "Would you like a picture of us in our teddy-bear pajamas, our underwear, or some lingerie?"
I knew it was completely inappropriate, but I just couldn't help myself.
"Send me a picture of the two of you in your underwear," I texted, "preferably kissing," I added.
To my surprise, even though they were twins, they gave me no pushback, simply responding by text.
"Whatever you say, Coach Lopez."
The following afternoon, during swim class, I was subjected to the usual combination of sexual harassment, innuendo and inappropriate touching, and had to leave after just a few minutes to compose myself. I contemplated reporting the activities to the school authorities, but as I sat and tried to detail the actual events, they appeared fairly harmless, at least on the part of the girls. In fact, it was my activities of the previous evening that would have resulted in action on part of the authorities, if any.
Sure, Erica had brushed in front of me during the assignment of swim fins, but to the rest of the class it had looked like a fairly innocent encounter, albeit a little too close for comfort. However, in the confined quarters of the equipment room, we were all a little too close for comfort, and nobody could have witnessed her trailing arm brush across the front of my speedo, her beautifully manicured fingertips grazing my nuts as she did so. I jumped involuntarily at the unexpected stimulation, and immediately felt the blood flow into my crotch. This caused my cock to stiffen in my speedos, and elicited a broad smile from me, which I immediately suppressed.
In another incident, after a protracted session in the water, I was on the side of the pool drying off. As I let my towel fall to the floor, the twins descended upon me. Jessica was holding a lint-roller, and pointed to several pieces of white fluff that had gathered on my dark blue speedos, transferred from the white cotton towel that I had used to dry myself.
"I will get that for you, Oscar," she said cheerfully, using the informal salutation that I hated.
As I stood there motionless, partly out of shock and partly to concentrate on preventing an erection, her twin sister Erica joined in, although she used her bare hands to pick off the white fibers from my speedos, stomach and inner thighs. Luckily for me, on this occasion my prolonged immersion in the cool water of the outdoor swimming pool had chilled my genitalia, creating a delayed response to the attentions of the twins. It was only when Erica inexplicably sank to her knees on the poolside tiles to get a closer look at the lint on my thighs, that I felt my cock start to stiffen.
It was an overwhelming visual stimulation, Jessica rolling the lint-brush all over the front of my speedos, as her identical twin knelt before me picking small fibers from my inner thighs. Try as I did to think of things that would delay my erection, every time I looked down I saw Erica's angelic face smiling up at me, her bright blue eyes twinkling with delight, as she wore me down. Jessica finished first, walking away from me with her lint-roller, as her twin remained on her knees.
"You are good to go," Erica finally teased. "Unless there is anything else I can do for you while I am down here."
I could hear the giggles and excited chatter from the girls as I hurriedly excused myself, once again turning my back on the class, to hide my erection. I knew it was just the harmless actions of some bored teenagers, but it was becoming increasingly difficult for me to control my erection around the girls. However, as I tried to take an impartial view of their behavior, I realized that I had nothing really tangible to report to the authorities.
A few days later, Erica texted me again, right before bedtime. She sent me a graphic photo of her, naked and on her knees, looking up at me with her baby blue eyes.
"Does this remind you of when you made me kneel in front of you by the pool, and beg you for my place on the team?" she texted suggestively.
While this wasn't exactly the way it went down, I had drank a few beers in my room that evening. She had got my juices flowing, and, against my better judgment, I responded.
"Yes, Erica, you dirty bitch. I should have forced you to suck me off that day."
"I thought you were going to, Coach Lopez," she responded, using the unusually respectful salutation. "I was really shocked at first when you told me I could keep my place if I blew you. You knew how much being on the swim team meant to me. Thanks for letting me off with a warning."
"Next time I won't be so magnanimous," I texted ominously, my lust overwhelming my sense of propriety.
I started to wear loose-fitting jogging bottoms whenever I wasn't in the pool, and while this did go someway towards concealing my hard-on, my job required me to wear speedos for several hours a day, and those tiny, form-fitting swimwear clearly telegraphed my intentions, to use my career advisor's words.
Erica and Jessica seemed determined to get me hard, and keep me that way, for the duration of the swim lessons. After their initial efforts to break me down failed, they increased their teasing, eventually involving more members of the swim team, three young blondes who were also of East European descent. The newly added contributors to my sexual torture, were equally skilled in the art of seduction, and the five of them were relentless in their efforts to break me. As soon as they learned of my reaction to Erica's perfume, they all started to wear it. The intoxicating Prive Rose scent was everywhere I turned, permeating my nostrils and causing me to remain erect, long after class was dismissed.
As soon as we exited the pool, the class would assemble by the entrance to the girls' showers, and I would take roster. Once I had established that everyone was accounted for, the girls and I would shower, in our separate facilities, and then we would meet back by the pool, to head back to class as a group.
I would take this opportunity, of five minutes alone in the shower, to jerk-off trying to reduce some of the sexual tension that the girls had induced in me. It never took me more than a few seconds to blow my load, and I would feel much more composed as I got dressed to meet my young charges.
Once I emerged from the shower room, I would be instantly assaulted by the strong aroma of their perfume, favored now by most of the group, as word of my approval of the scent got around. As a young man in my early twenties, I had a extremely short refractory period, and would often feel my cock twitching as it came to life, as I inhaled that wonderful scent.
Once the five of them became indistinguishable to me by scent, I never knew who was approaching me until they came into view.
They enjoyed sneaking up behind me, putting their hands over my eyes, and saying, "Guess who, Oscar?"
Initially, I could tell by their fingernails, as they all favored different lengths. Erica and Jessica always had beautifully manicured nails, their budgets extending to a weekly application of nail extensions. They were particularly hard to tell apart, as they often dressed, smelled and painted their nails, identically. Erica was the more overtly sexual of the two, and sometimes when she snuck up behind me, she would stick her hands deep into the pockets of my jogging bottoms, rest her head on my shoulder, and whisper something wildly inappropriate in my ear.
I should have nipped it in the bud, gone to the authorities and filed a complaint. However, I had let so much improper behavior go by, that I felt like I would have been exposing my inadequacies as a coach and mentor, had I registered my concern, and invited an investigation. So, I laughed it off, which actually encouraged the five of them to increase their sexual harassment. They were fairly well behaved in the classroom setting, but whenever one or more of them were alone with me, their aggressive flirtation was completely out of order.
They started to put a lot of effort into looking and dressing alike, and coupled with the fact that the five of them were always heavily spritzed in my favorite Prive Rose perfume, made it even harder for me to focus on my job. All five of them had light blonde hair, and blue eyes, which made distinguishing them from a distance fairly difficult. However, they apparently had a team meeting, because one day they all showed up at the pool wearing the exact same hairstyle, in almost identical shades. They all had mid-length nail extensions too, in the same beautiful shade of peach.
In addition to creating some confusion as to their identity as I tried to instruct them, it became increasingly difficult to apportion blame, as they elevated the extent of their harassment of me. On more than one occasion, in the confined space of the equipment room, one of the young girls groped me. Several times I accused the wrong person, only to have them appear twenty feet away, with an innocent look on their face, questioning why I would suggest such a thing.
Even though there was a uniform for the swim team, the five also began to push the boundaries by wearing one-piece swimsuits that were too small, and tucking the material that covered their buttocks between them, thus creating a thong. They only did this when we were alone, and it became tiresome to constantly chastise them about it, so I eventually stopped. They would also ensure that their nipples were erect around me, by rubbing ice cubes on their breasts.
Again, I should have taken control, but I was already fighting a losing battle against my raging libido, and I was utilizing most of my energy trying not to get discovered with an erection.
They were wearing me down, just as they had worn Garcia down. There was only so much I could take, and after being sexually harassed all day at the pool, I would return home to find a new laminated photo, and some silky panties on my bed. I couldn't wait to unveil the new image and sniff the twins' panties, scented as they were with that intoxicating scent, a combination of Prive Rose and the juices of young pussy.
On top of that, they texted me every night, right before bedtime. Tonight it was a fresh assault, and after a few questions about whether I liked their latest photo, Erica started in on me.
"Are you going to jerk off on us again, Coach?" she texted.
Even though I knew that they were referring to me beating off and coming on their photo, their suggestive tone was driving me nuts, and I took my cock out, intending to masturbate as I sent them lewd texts.
"I am going to blow my load all over your pretty little faces," I texted, just before I ejaculated on their latest photo.
The second I came, I was full of regret. I had got caught up in the moment, fueled by pure unadulterated lust, and I had put myself in a very compromising position. As I re-read our entire text-exchange history, I shuddered at my lack of judgment. Not only had I engaged in an inappropriate conversation with my students, but I had acknowledged a quid pro quo arrangement with Erica, in which I had offered her a place on the swim team, in exchange for a blowjob. Even though this had never happened, I had put myself in an unnecessarily vulnerable position, for no reason.
"I have to go guys," I texted, trying to inject some sense of normalcy into our exchange. "See you in class tomorrow."
"Oh, someone is suddenly trying to be Mr. Professional," Jessica texted, making a mockery of our student-teacher dynamic.
"Did you just come, Mr. Lopez?" Erica added, using an emoji of an eggplant to add emphasis to the fact that our conversation had been highly sexualized.
I put down my phone in disgust at how foolish I had been, and while the twins continued to harass and taunt me for several hours, I stopped responding.
I always felt that the overt sexual harassment that the five subjected me to, would culminate in some kind of work-related sanction, or rebuke. I just never imagined that it would be me on the defensive. However, the day after I texted that I was going to blow my load all over their pretty faces, Erica and Jessica waited around after swim practice and approached me.
"Can we talk, Oscar?" they said almost in unison.
"Of course, ladies," I said, trying to be professional, but with lewd thoughts of a two-girl blowjob on my mind.
"In your office, Oscar," Jessica added, taking the lead role.
It was with some trepidation that I led them into my office. Nearly everywhere else that we interacted had multiple security cameras, but my office was without such intrusive measures, for privacy reasons. As soon as we got inside, Jessica closed, and to my astonishment, locked the door.
"We really shouldn't do that," I said, my trembling voice eroding what little authority I still had over these rebellious twins.
"Oh, you won't want any intrusions, trust us," Erica added confidently. "Sit, Oscar."
As disconcerting as it was to have an eighteen year old directing my movements, I complied and sat on my chair. Jessica pulled a large legal folder out of her backpack and laid it on the desk.
"You have been a naughty boy, Oscar," she said dismissively, "and we have the pictures to prove it."
My heart skipped a beat, as they laid out an assortment of color photographs and documents, showing me in a very unfavorable light. They appeared to have been a combination of pictures taken from various cell phones, screen-shots from security cameras around the campus, and some handwritten statements, signed by the five.
They were arranged in some kind of chronological order, which actually did a great job of depicting the gradual increase of the unwanted behavior, and made me look guilty as sin.
The first pictures, taken on the day of our introductory meeting, from a variety of angles showed me stood in front of my desk, with a very awkward look on my face. Erica is stood just in front of me, looking innocently towards me, as I attempt to cover my genital area with a clipboard. The next picture, taken from one side of the classroom, shows me turning to one side, having given up the protection of the clipboard. My erection is clearly visible in my jeans, right before I lower my ass to my seat. My face is flushed bright red, bearing a look of bewilderment, and totally unbecoming of a teaching professional. There was a statement that accompanied these two photos, written and signed by Jessica.
"On our very first day of class, Coach Lopez asked my twin sister to join him in front of his desk. After checking her out for a few moments, he handed her his clipboard, and flashed his erection to the entire class, before sitting down at his desk."
Even though this was a total fabrication, and a complete distortion of the truth, the fact that I had an erection in class was undeniable, and totally indefensible. So began a pattern of incriminating photos of me, taken completely out of context, with accompanying signed, written statements, that served to bury me.
There were several photos that had been taken in my bedroom. The first one showed my unmade bed, the comforter pulled back to expose a pair of silky pink panties. A statement signed by Erica was attached to it.
"Coach Lopez asked me to fetch his stopwatch from his bedroom. I found a pair of my panties that had been stolen from my backpack earlier that day, lying in clear view in his unmade bed."
The next picture, presumably taken the following morning, showed the same pair of pink panties lying on top of my pillow, covered in semen.
"My stolen panties after one night with Coach Lopez," the statement read.
I could feel a sense of despair as I pored through the rest of the incriminating evidence. There was a picture pulled from the security camera footage in the equipment room, of me standing in my speedos uncomfortably close to Erica, as she grazed my nuts with her trailing hand. Unbeknownst to me, she had affected a scared face, as she looked up at me in a way that suggested she was being threatened. I, on the other hand am smiling broadly, apparently enjoying the attention of my young student.
There was a photo of the five, standing in a line with the rear of their swimsuits tucked between their buttocks. The accompanying statement, signed by all five of them, accused me of sexualizing their uniforms, by requiring these demeaning alterations. Furthermore, the statement said that I forced them to wait in the cold until their nipples hardened. There was photographic evidence to back this up, taken on the day that they had used the ice cubes to arouse themselves.
The next picture showed Erica kneeling before me on the cold tiles, adjacent to the pool. Jessica, who had been using a lint-roller to remove the towel fibers from my speedos, would have provided some context to the photograph, had she still been visible. However, taken as it was right after she walked away from me, it appeared as if I was either forcing Erica to kneel before me, or as the statement alleged, asking her to justify her position on the swim team, the inference being that she could keep it, if she was willing to blow me. This particular allegation was further backed up by several screenshots of our text exchange, in which I freely admitted the quid pro quo arrangement.
The picture of Erica stood behind me with her hands in the pockets of my jogging bottoms, was attached to a statement that made another indefensible allegation.
"If I got cold, Coach Lopez would instruct me to warm my hands up using his pockets."
I felt sick to my stomach, as I pored through the damning evidence against me. Even though it was manufactured, it was seemingly incontrovertible. I was going to lose my job for sure, have my teaching credential permanently revoked, and possibly face criminal charges. I was only twenty-one years old, and lacked the physical presence, or street-smarts to survive a stint in prison. My voice was trembling when I finally found the courage to speak.



"Why me?" I asked, "what did I do to deserve this? What do you guys want from me? I will do anything you ask. Please don't turn me in."
As expected, the two of them exchanged a satisfied smile as they watched my capitulation to them. They sat in silence for a few moments, allowing the gravity of my situation to sink in. I thought I was going to break down and cry, the pressure was just so intense.
"You are fucked," Erica began, shattering the silence. "Garcia got four years in prison, and we never had nearly as much on him as we have on you. The evidence would suggest that you have been manipulating five young girls," she continued. "You will be facing some serious time in prison, if we go to the authorities."
"Please guys," I begged. "Give me a way out. What do you want from me?"
"Well," Jessica chimed in cheerfully, "that will all depend on what you have to give. How is your financial situation?"
"Shitty," I responded, which was the truth.
"Garcia pleaded poverty too," Erica informed me, "but he still coughed up twenty thousand Euros, before he ran out of money and we turned him in."
"I don't have anything like that amount of money," I pleaded. "I swear."
The twins were thorough and ruthless in equal measure, conducting an impromptu analysis of my finances. After instructing me to hand over my wallet, they pored through it, separating my credit cards, ATM cards and insurance cards from the rest of the unimportant stuff, like my library card and campus ID. They made me log on to my bank accounts, checking my balances and going through the last six months statements to see if they could find any evidence of home-ownership, rental income, interest disbursements, trust fund pay-outs, anything that could be considered income. They looked at my auto insurance card, which showed I only owned a twenty year old Honda. They even looked into my retirement accounts, which were barely started, considering that this was my first job. After the invasive forensic analysis of my finances, they concluded that I was flat broke, and could offer them no monetary assistance.
"He doesn't have a pot to piss in," Jessica said derisively. "We will need something different from this one."
"Jessica, please," I begged, "I will do anything you guys want, anything."
"We know that Oscar," she said condescendingly. "We are just not sure if you have anything to offer us."
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Shortly after the twins finished their detailed financial analysis and determined that I was flat-broke, they dismissed me. In an overt display of control on their part, they remained in my office as I left quietly, with my tail between my legs. I have no clue how long they stayed in there, as I left the campus, and headed home to try and figure out my game plan.
It felt like my whole world was closing in on me, the cumulative result of my recent stupid decisions where the twins were concerned. I had crossed the line so many times, driven by my lust, and encouraged by their acceptance of my lewd behavior. I texted them numerous times, but they ignored my attempts to reach out, which elevated my anxiety level.
I had to face them the following day at school, and was not surprised when Erica and Jessica took control of the group and pretty much ran the show. I faded into the background, taking great care to address the five with the respect that they now felt entitled to. After class, the twins summoned me to the equipment room, and my heart sank as I entered nervously, and encountered the five, chatting excitedly, in a foreign language.
I stood awkwardly by the door as they continued to chat, barely acknowledging my presence. I understood the occasional word, mostly pejoratives like "pussy" and "bitch" that I had encountered before in porno movies, although I did hear my name mentioned numerous times.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the room went silent, and Erica spoke.
"We have decided to think about your fate for a week," she informed me dispassionately. "Then we will put it to the vote. There are five of us, so we will be able to come up with a majority vote, either way."
"Either way?" I asked nervously, once I was sure that Erica was done speaking.
"Yes, either we find some use for you, or we turn you in to the authorities and let the justice system punish you as it deems appropriate," she said confidently. "The Judge deemed four years appropriate for Garcia," she added cruelly.
"See you tomorrow, Oscar," Jessica said, letting me know it was my time to leave.
They let me stew in my own juices for a week, my anxiety level almost prompting me to seek medical attention. During that week, my leadership role in the classroom was usurped by the five, each of the stunning East European blondes taking turns to step up and run the practice sessions. I remained in the background, and was required to wear just my speedos for the duration of the day. I was relegated to taking care of the equipment, ensuring that after each session in the pool, everything was stored away correctly, the towels were laundered, and the female locker room was spotless.
I had been given complete autonomy over my swim program, and for this reason there were very few intrusions from other staff members or faculty. It seemed as if the privacy of the scantily-clad teenagers was of utmost importance, and so any interruptions were preceded by a warning. This gave the five time to yield the floor to me, so that it still appeared as if I was running the show.
After school, I was required to return immediately to my room, where I could take my meals. I was not permitted to masturbate and the twins removed all traces of theirs from my room, namely the scented panties and my latest beloved eleven by fourteen laminated photo. After two days, I was out of my mind with desire, having gone from jerking off four to five times a day, to complete abstinence.
On the third day, as I sat in my room trying to come to terms with my new reality, I got a text from Erica. My hands were shaking as I opened it, dreading the outcome of any decision the five may have made.
"Turn on the local news channel," the text read, "something of interest to you is on right now."
I complied immediately, not wishing to give the five any reason to turn me over to the authorities. The news station was reporting that the disgraced former swim coach of UIC Barcelona, Juan Garcia had been assaulted in prison, and was hospitalized for treatment of multiple injuries. The newscaster went on to say that Mr. Garcia had been attacked numerous times since his incarceration, despite having been assigned to a protective custody ward. As they detailed his injuries, which included stab wounds, broken ribs, and a torn rectum from a prolonged sexual assault, I broke down and began to cry.
For me, this news was the straw that broke the camel's back, and I sent a group text to Erica and Jessica asking them respectfully if they could meet me the following day. They kept me waiting all day, but finally after the last swim practice of the day, I was summoned to the equipment room. When I got to the door it was open, but I knocked anyway in order to convey my respect.
"Come," Erica said commandingly, as I slinked in wearing just my speedos.
The five were sitting in a row on collapsible chairs, having rearranged the room to allow them to wait in relative comfort. Erica motioned me over with a wave of her hand, much the way a diner would hail a waitress. When I stood before them, my hands rested in front of me, providing me with a modicum of modesty.
"Put your hands behind your head," Jessica ordered me, as the girls looked on, seemingly interested in my level of obedience.
I felt very vulnerable, stood before the five of them, clad only in my form-fitting speedos. I could see the girls checking me out, undressing me with their eyes as they came to the realization that they owned my ass.
"Kneel," Erica said, as I lowered myself to the ground before them.
The floor of the equipment room was constructed of large Spanish terra-cotta tiles, incredibly hard-wearing for commercial use, but also extremely uncomfortable to kneel on. As I squirmed around trying to alleviate the discomfort, Erica took pity on me, and tossed me a small hand towel to kneel on. Once I was comfortable, they began their interrogation of me.
"You texted us," Jessica began coldly, "what do you want, and what are you prepared to give up in return?"
I didn't know where to start. I hadn't formulated a game plan, or written a speech, or even drafted an outline. I was just so overwhelmed with anxiety, particularly in light of the fact that my predecessor had been assaulted multiple times, even while in protective custody. I was going to be fucked if I went to prison, literally and figuratively. I was looking at much more time than Garcia had been sentenced too, given the fact that I had apparently left five victims in my wake. As I knelt before the five, all of us aware that they held my future in their young hands, I started to plead my case, a disjointed, trembling protracted begging session, that meandered all over the place, in a stream of verbal diarrhea.
"Quiet," Erica ordered me, forcefully. "Focus."
As shocking as it was to be silenced by an eighteen year old, it was just what I needed. A mental reset, so that I could gather my thoughts, and make my plea for mercy.
"Please, guys," I begged. "I will do anything if you decide to settle my misdeeds in house."
As I prostrated myself before them, they extracted numerous compromises from me, each met with little to no resistance.
"We want use of your room as a place to hang out with our boyfriends," Erica informed me, as I nodded my head agreeably. "We aren't allowed to smoke or drink in our dorms."
"I want the keys to your car," Jessica added. "You live close enough that you can walk to work."
"Of course," I said submissively, "consider it yours."
As I agreed to their every demand, they became more emboldened, and by the time we were done, I had given them everything I owned. Their previous financial analysis had revealed my monthly expenses, and the girls deemed that I needed eight hundred Euros per month on which to live. My rent was four hundred, which left four hundred for food and incidentals. The rest of my paycheck would be turned over to the five, on a bi-weekly basis.
"Do you have a girlfriend?" Erica asked, venturing into an area that I didn't want to go into.
"Nothing serious," I lied, trying to downplay my fledgling relationship with Irene, a girl that I had known since we were teenagers.
"Then who is the redhead in the picture by your bedside?" she inquired, her tone hardening as she suspected me of lying to her.
"Her name is Irene," I whispered, praying that she wouldn't be involved. "I have known her since High School, and we recently started dating."
"Dating or fucking?" Jessica asked aggressively.
"We are just dating," I responded truthfully. "Irene is a virgin, and plans to stay that way until she gets married."
"How do you think Irene would react if she found out you have been jerking off to our photos?" Jessica asked.
I lowered my head submissively, telegraphing my desire to keep the love of my life out of this.
"Please," I begged, "don't involve my future wife."
As soon as I verbalized my intent to marry Irene, the girls realized that they had stumbled across my hot button. There was a brief but animated discussion in Czech, followed by a proclamation from Erica.
"We want to meet her," she said firmly. "This is a non-negotiable."
"Please," I begged, "not that."
"Would you rather us involve the police?" Erica asked rhetorically. "You will go to prison and instead of having Irene as your wife, you will be another guy's bitch."
"Oscar would probably make someone a great wife in prison," Jessica added gleefully.
The thought of that brought me back to reality, and I accepted the fact that I was going to lose Irene, as part of my punishment.
I reluctantly handed them Irene's cellphone number, knowing that this revelation would undoubtedly end our relationship. To my surprise, Erica and Jessica approached Irene as friends, with no mention of my perceived infidelity. They invited my girlfriend to the University Campus, the following weekend so that we had time away from the swimming program. After the initial meet and greet, the four of us adjourned to my tiny bedroom, and after inviting Irene to sit on my one comfortable chair, the twins sat on my bed. I stood there awkwardly, unsure of my place in this group, until Erica tossed a pillow onto the floor, right by her feet, as if to suggest that this was my place to sit.
As the twins and Irene chatted excitedly, Erica pointed at the pillow.
"Kneel, Oscar," she said dismissively, as Irene looked on with interest. "Good boy."
Once my stature within the group was cemented, the three of them began to talk. The twins never mentioned the fact that I had jerked off on their photo every day, choosing instead to focus on the importance of my celibacy prior to our possible marriage, which, if it ever happened, was years away. Irene was fully in agreement, and the three of them bonded over the prospect of my long-term abstinence, as a way to strengthen our bond, and increase the importance of our wedding nuptials.
By the time they had finished hashing out the details, not only were they best friends, but they had agreed on a comprehensive plan to manage my celibacy, in the months or years prior to our union. Irene seemed delighted that her young university friends had agreed to police my enforced chastity, during my time at school.
"Oscar is a young man, lucky enough to be betrothed to a woman like you, Irene," Erica began, smirking at me. "However, running this program, he will be faced with the challenges of the temptation of human flesh. Even though we can't change the dynamic of the swim program, the five of us can ensure that Oscar is never left alone to act on his desires."
"Like a chaperone?" Irene answered naively.
"Like a twenty-four hour a day chaperone. Maybe we can teach him the respect for women that will enhance and strengthen your marriage in the years to come," Jessica added, smiling broadly at me.
Irene, Erica and Jessica exchanged heart-felt hugs, and to my horror Erica upped the ante.
"Would you like to meet the rest of the team?" she asked. "There are five of us that will keep him in check."
"I would love to meet them," Irene gushed, "I want to thank them in advance for keeping Oscar focused on work, and Church, as he struggles with his carnal desires."
While this was just about the last thing that I wanted to occur, I knew it was futile to resist it. Due to the confined space of my bedroom, Jessica suggested that we adjourn to the equipment room, and a few moments later the four of us entered the facility, that was adjacent to the pool.
"Get the chairs ready, Oscar," Erica ordered. "We need one more than normal. Arrange them in a semi-circle."
"And get into your uniform," Jessica added, dismissively.
I looked at Erica for clarification, but she just glared at me. Evidently, I was expected to obey both of the twins, so I grabbed a towel and a pair of my speedos from my area of the equipment room, and started to head for the changing rooms.
"Why the sudden modesty?" Erica asked, with an amused look on her face. "Have you seen Oscar in a speedo before, Irene?"
"Of course," my girlfriend answered. "We went to High School together. He was quite the athlete back then, and I went to several of his swim meets."
"Don't be shy, Oscar," Erica continued, "we have all seen your little package before. Give me your towel and your speedo."
I reluctantly handed Erica my stuff, relinquishing ownership of my only guarantee of a little modesty as I got changed. The three of them watched me intently as I got naked, the twins with a sneer, and Irene with a look of abject disappointment, as she saw my penis for the first time. I knew she hadn't been intimate with any other guys, but in this age of internet porn and dick-pics, I was absolutely certain that Irene had some frame of reference.
"Size isn't everything, Irene," Jessica said cruelly, as my face reddened. "Hopefully, we can turn this young man into a respectful, considerate lover, in order to compensate."
"For his shortcomings," Erica added, encapsulating everyone's thoughts, and finishing her twin's sentence.
Once I was naked, Erica kept me standing there for far longer than necessary, as Irene digested what she saw. It was only after Irene nodded her head, with a look of resignation, that Erica tossed me my speedo. She kept the towel, until I had arranged the chairs according to her very specific instructions, then she folded it neatly in half before laying it on the floor, in the middle of the semi-circle. I knew instinctively what she wanted and lowered myself to my knees on top of it, so that I was facing the chairs.
"He is a quick learner," Irene remarked, my first indication that she might possess a dominant streak.
I remained silently on my knees, as the three of them chatted excitedly like old friends. I didn't dare to look up at them, in case I awakened my arousal, and caused my cock to stiffen. I was very attracted to Irene, having known her since we were teenagers, and now having the fortune to date her. However, I was also easily stimulated by the twins, and just the sight of their blonde hair and blue eyes got me hard. For this reason, I knelt in silence, my gaze fixed on the floor.
I heard them long before they entered the equipment room, the three East European teenagers, chatting excitedly in a foreign tongue. When they got to the door, they entered in single file, as Erica invited them to take a seat. The aroma of Prive Rose permeated the room, and I knew I was fighting a losing battle against my impending erection. There was no acknowledgement of me as I knelt in silence, but they all introduced themselves warmly to Irene, before Erica stood and took control of the room.
"Ladies," she began confidently, "Irene and Oscar are betrothed, and while they are yet to set a date, Irene has some concerns about Oscar's ability and commitment to remain celibate until the day of their wedding. Jessica and I have agreed to keep a close eye on Oscar, to ensure that he follows his program of abstinence to the letter. I know that you have all expressed an interest in being chaperones. However, we also need one or more of you, to act as disciplinarians, so that Oscar's misdeeds can be punished on the spot. If you are interested, can we have a show of hands, please?"
Almost immediately, three perfectly manicured hands, with matching peach-colored nails, rose into the air. The thought of these young girls having the power to punish me for any perceived misdeed was exciting to me, and caused the tip of my cock to emerge from the waistband of my form-fitting speedos.
Erica noticed my indiscretion immediately, rising swiftly from her chair, grabbing me by one of my earlobes, and hauling me to my feet. As I stood, my erection was much more visible, a stark reminder to the room that it was going to take some work to whip me in to shape.
"These are the kind of nasty habits that we will break him of," Erica assured Irene. "I can assure you by the time you guys get married, he will be like a house-broken puppy."
Our world-class swim facility had several indoor and outdoor pools, a jacuzzi, a sauna and a plunge pool. The plunge pool was a small, unheated body of water, designed to be used in conjunction with the sauna. The object was to stress the body with cold, which improves blood-flow and circulation, and also relieves sore muscles. It was also, as I found out that day, a very effective inhibitor of an erection.
Erica dragged me out of the equipment room by my earlobe, with the rest of the ladies in tow. When we reached the side of the plunge pool, she ordered me to strip, and I obeyed without hesitation, allowing my speedos to drop to the floor around my ankles. As Erica started to pull me towards the edge of the plunge pool, I stepped out of my trunks, covering my erection reflexively with my hands. Seconds later, Erica unceremoniously tossed me in.
As soon as I hit the surface of the plunge pool, I let out a shriek of discomfort. Holy fuck, that water was cold. Once I had my feet firmly planted on the floor of the shallow pool, Erica ordered me to submerge myself. I struggled to breathe, as the cold water shocked me to the core, and my erection began to disappear. I remained silently in the pool, the water level just below my chin, as Erica began to lay out the rules.
"The plunge pool will be just one of the tools at our disposal to shape Oscar's behavior," she began. "As you will see, when he emerges in about ten minutes, this is an extremely effective remedy for an unwanted erection, and the effects are long-lasting. We used to put Coach García in here regularly after his major fuck-up, and sometimes after he emerged from the plunge pool, we were unable to elicit an erection from him for several hours, regardless of the sexual provocation."
I had studied physiology at length during my Sports Coaching degree, and I knew two things to be true about exposure to cold water. Firstly, the recommended exposure to the plunge pool was two to five minutes, the latter being the absolute limit of time spent submerged. While ten minutes wasn't going to kill me, or even pose any long-term health problems, I was going to be very cold when I emerged from that body of water.
Secondly, the physiological effects of exposure to cold water included the retraction of the testes into the body, as they go in search of warmth. This retraction can be long lasting, until the testicles have warmed sufficiently to allow for the continued production of semen. I knew from my studies that it was virtually impossible to experience an erection during this period.
Erica was deadly serious about me being in there for the full ten minutes, and was looking at her phone as the final seconds ticked down.
"Ok, you may get out now, Oscar," she said dispassionately, totally unconcerned with my physical discomfort.



The cold water had sapped most of my strength, and while I was able to get my upper body onto the tiles that surrounded the pool, I needed assistance to get completely out. Two of the East European blondes pulled me the rest of the way out, and I lay on the floor for a few seconds trying to catch my breath.
"Ok, Oscar, don't be so dramatic," Erica warned me. "Get your ass back into the equipment room."
The seven of us made our way back to the semi-circle of chairs, me being very self-conscious as I was still butt-naked. When we got back to the equipment room, Erica grabbed a towel, although as I reached out for it, she slapped my hand away. Then, in a slow and deliberate motion, she handed the towel to one of the young girls who had pulled me out of the pool, so that she could dry her hands. After she was done with it, she handed it to her friend, who repeated the motion.
Erica then pointed to my towel, neatly placed on the floor in the middle of the semi-circle of chairs, and motioned for me to kneel on it.
"Okay," Erica said cheerfully, once I was kneeling naked before them, "Irene, are you aware of Oscar's sexual history?"
"I know he is not a virgin," my wife responded truthfully, "but beyond that, we have never really talked about it."
"Well, we are going to talk about it, right now," Erica said confidently. "Oscar, share with us a quick summary of your sexual history."
To say that I was caught off guard was an understatement. I was butt-naked, kneeling before my future wife and the five young girls who had volunteered to manage my chastity. I was uncomfortably cold, which had caused my nuts to disappear inside my body, and my penis looked pathetic, shriveled as it was from the combination of the exposure to the chilled water, and my anxiety at being interrogated while naked.
"Um," I began nervously, "I am not a virgin."
"Who was the lucky girl?" one of the stunning East Europeans asked, with a smirk.
"Oscar, this is Elena," Erica informed me. "Miss Elena to you, from now on. Answer her question. Who was the lucky girl?"
The cold was starting to take its toll, and the intimidation factor of my impromptu interrogation was through the roof. I could have easily overpowered the young women, grabbed my clothes, and got the hell out of there. However, their control of me went beyond physical, and I was very cognizant of the fact that unless I fully complied with their program, I was going to prison. For this reason, I decided to be completely honest, in the hope that they might cut me some slack, if they knew I was working with them.
"Amanda," I answered, "although most of the pleasure in that encounter was mine," I admitted.
Upon further questioning, I shared that I had been intimate with three women in my life, each sexual experience having been considerably one-sided in the pleasure department. Not only was I cursed with a small cock, but I also was dealing with the issue of premature ejaculation, although I fully expected the issue to resolve itself once I had experienced more sex.
"Don't listen to him, Irene," Jessica finally interjected, having been fairly passive for much of my admissions. "We are going to shape him into a considerate and attentive lover, ensuring that you are completely satisfied, before he even enters you."
"Blowjobs?" Erica asked me.
"Two in my life," I admitted quietly, knowing that most guys of my age were far more experienced.
"Giving or receiving?" Erica asked, to a round of laughs from the girls, including Irene.
I endured a protracted interrogation, delving into every aspect of my sexual history. They grilled me about my fantasies, my darkest secrets, my feelings about all kinds of taboo subjects, and my intentions as far as the future was concerned, with Irene.
When the subject turned to the inequity in our sex-lives, I started to push back. The girls didn't think it was fair that I had experienced pre-marital sex, while requiring my future bride to remain a virgin. We tried to find some common ground, but my stubbornness prevented us coming to a mutually acceptable agreement.
"I think it is only fair if you agree to allow Irene some latitude in her sexual relationships with other men, as long as she remains a virgin," Erica said firmly.
"Or women," Jessica added with a smile. "Sexual relationships with men or women."
Irene, for her part, while clearly interested in having the opportunity to indulge in a little sexual experimentation, remained staunchly loyal to me.
"I will do whatever Oscar allows," she said repeatedly. "I just need to hear it from him."
"Oscar, let's have a little chat in private," Erica said, as she started to leave the room.
The remaining members of the five followed Erica, and once we were back outside, she became considerably more assertive.
"Over time you will learn not to fight us," she said ominously. "Your life will be much easier if you just say yes the first time."
Under continued pressure to allow Irene some play, I did agree to kissing, dry-humping and most sexual activity in which both parties remained fully-clothed.
"That is a good start," Jessica informed me. "However, Irene deserves more. We want her to be free to experience the joy of oral sex, just as you have."
I continued to resist them, refusing to agree to oral sex twice more, each refusal resulting in me being punished, with another ten minute spell in the plunge pool. When they pulled me out of the cold water for the final time, I was beaten, physically and emotionally, and was ready to obey the five unconditionally, if it meant an end to the abuse. Jessica gave me a firm slap on my ass which stung like hell, but encouraged me to pick up my pace, as we headed back into the equipment room.
As I stood before them, naked and shivering, my cock resembling that of a boy rather than a grown man, Erica and Jessica laid out their expectations, in no uncertain terms.
"One of us will accompany you at all times," Erica began, as Irene listened intently. "You will be forbidden any sexual release for the first month, at which time we will review your compliance on a daily basis. We intend to instruct you on the non-penetrative part of sex, in the hope that when you are lucky enough to marry Irene, you will be capable of providing her the pleasure she deserves. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Erica," I responded respectfully, my fear of incarceration driving me to get with their program.
"Miss Erica," the young Czech girl responded. "Whenever you are alone with any or all of us, you will address us with respect."
"Yes, Miss Erica," I said reflexively. "I understand."
"Now, Oscar, was there something that you wanted to say to Irene?" she asked, to the amusement of the five.
Irene must have known that my abrupt change of heart had been coerced. I was naked as I stood before the group, shivering from a combination of the cold and fear, barely able to string a sentence together. However, as the six of them waited patiently, I managed to spit the words out.
"Irene, I think that it is only fair if you are allowed to indulge in some pleasures of the flesh, before we get married. My only request is that you are still a virgin on our wedding day."
I had known this woman since we were teenagers in High School, and I knew her to be a virtuous and principled young lady. I half-expected her to refuse my offer, restate her unmitigated love for me, and her commitment to remain chaste until our wedding day. So, her response shocked me.
"Thank you, Oscar," Irene responded with a huge smile. "I fully intend to enjoy my new-found freedoms, and make up for lost time. However, I promise I will remain a virgin until our wedding day."
"Good," Jessica interjected. "Oscar, grab your shit and get the fuck out of here. We are taking Irene out for drinks. She is still single, and you have acknowledged her right to play the field. There is someone we want her to meet."
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I reluctantly left my bedroom, and unsure of how long they wanted me gone for, I headed down to the equipment room. After I had tidied up in there, I cleaned the women's locker room, and generally busied myself, until Erica finally texted me, that I could return to my room.
The girls had made quite a mess of my room, having consumed two bottles of wine between them. Also, judging by the pile of clothes on my bed, Irene had tried on everything in her suitcase, before deciding what to wear for her night on the town. I cleaned up after them, hanging Irene's clothes up in my small closet. I waited up as long as I could, but ended up going to bed just before midnight. I left a night-light on so that Irene could find her way into my bed, when she got home.
It took me a long time to fall asleep, the thought of Irene making out with another man driving me crazy with jealousy. In the middle of the night, they stumbled into my room, Erica, Irene and some random guy. I knew Irene had a low tolerance for alcohol, and as I heard her slurring her words, I could tell that she was drunk.
"Just let me get rid of my roommate, Laurent," Irene said with a giggle.
As soon as I heard her address him as "Laurent," I knew who they had brought home. Laurent Pascal was a French student, in his final year of his Master's program in economics. Well known on campus as a Lothario, he was in his mid-twenties, well-groomed, and a good-looking, athletic man. In addition to being articulate and intelligent, he also helped run the fledgling Lacrosse program, having spent time on the East Coast of the USA, in a prestigious preparatory college.
There was a rumor that he enjoyed an ongoing sexual relationship with the twins, and they made no attempt to dispel it, as any association with Laurent would only increase their notoriety on campus. I was pissed off that Erica had brought this stud back to my room, and I got out of my bed to assess Irene's level of intoxication. Even in the half-light of my bedroom, illuminated as it was by the night-light, I could tell that Irene was drunk. She was giggling and hanging all over the French guy, and she was dressed far more provocatively than I had ever seen her. As the three of them collapsed in a heap on my bed, Erica told me to beat it.
As I struggled to throw my clothes on, I heard the sounds of passionate kissing. I knew that Erica was promiscuous, having spent many hours jerking off to her social media accounts, that were full of pictures of her partying and hooking up with various older men. However, I hadn't expected her to go to a local college bar, pick up a well-known stud, and bring him back to my room.
The kissing continued, a frantic, passionate make-out session, that if it continued, was leading to sex. As I headed for the door, unsure of where I was going to sleep, Erica spoke.
"Here are your car keys, Oscar. I parked your Honda in Student Lot C," she informed me, thus answering any questions about where I was sleeping that night.
"Laurent will take good care of Irene. Now beat it, you pussy," she said derisively, emboldened by the alcohol.
My heart sank, as I realized that the kissing had continued the entire time that Erica had been talking. Apparently, it was Irene who was sucking face with the campus Lothario, her low tolerance for alcohol stoking her libido, and affecting her judgement.
I reluctantly left the room, pausing for a few moments outside my door to see if I could hear anything. I listened to the muffled sounds of giggling and whispering that, in college dorms, typically precede sex, and then I dragged myself away.
I endured a fitful night in my beat-up Honda, and was up at 5am waiting for some kind of message that invited me to return to my bedroom. Around seven-thirty, Erica texted me.
"Oscar, you may come home now. Pick up some croissants from the French bakery on the way. The three of us are starving."
Jealousy does not begin to describe the emotions I was feeling, as I stopped by the French bakery before heading home. I couldn't believe the balls on Laurent, spending the night with Irene, then hanging out in the morning, as her boyfriend brought him some pastries to remind him of home. I hadn't got a good look at him the night before, although even in the dim illumination of the night-light, I could tell he was much bigger than I was. He was athletic too, his powerful build honed from years of playing competitive Lacrosse. He was a fully grown man, whereas my physical development was ongoing.
I calmed down as I walked from the Student Parking Lot to my house, deciding not to engage Laurent physically, but rather to just politely ask him to leave. I felt like a jealous fool when I entered my room and saw Erica, Irene and Jessica sat on my bed, chatting excitedly about the events of last night. I gave Irene a kiss on the forehead, and she looked up at me with a smile. She looked very relaxed, glowing almost, as she thanked me for the croissants.
"Did Laurent leave?" I asked, unable to contain my curiosity.
"Laurent is never around in the morning," Erica said wistfully. "He is a busy guy."
After breakfast, Erica and Jessica informed me that they were going to take Irene on a tour of the City, and they asked me where I had parked the car. I told them and they left shortly afterwards, leaving their breakfast plates and coffee mugs for me to deal with. After I had done the dishes, I went to make my bed.
As I pulled back the sheets, I noticed two pairs of panties had been left there. A smile crossed my face as I remembered how the twins would leave their silky panties for me, back when they were trying to ensnare me. The smile quickly disappeared as I recognized that one of the pairs belonged to Irene. At least, I thought they did. We didn't live together, and didn't combine our laundry, so I couldn't be one hundred percent sure. However, they were the same brand and size, medium, as Irene's favored underwear, so I strongly suspected that they were hers.
As I picked up the Victoria's Secret thong, I noticed that the crotch was slick with her vaginal secretions. Whatever Laurent had got up to last night with my girlfriend, had made her cream her panties. I recognized the other pair as Erica's, both by sight and scent. Over the months that the twins had tormented me with their panties and the photos, I had seen most of their underwear, and this tiny silky g-string, was definitely Erica's.
I picked them up to sniff the intoxicating scent, but as they neared my nose, I noticed semen in the crotch. Apparently, Laurent had got balls-deep inside the young Czech girl last night, in addition to making my girlfriend cream her panties. I felt my jealousy rise within me again, although there was nothing that I could do about it. I had given my blessing to Irene expanding her sexual horizons, and had to live with the consequences of that.
I ended up having to wash all of my bedding, as there were lots of dried secretions on my sheets, and inexplicably, on my pillow. I knew that the latter was intentional. Erica had either jerked Laurent off onto my pillow, or squatted above it after he came inside her, just to fuck with me.
Later on that day, as I was leaving the library, after catching up on some reading material for an upcoming theory test I was giving the girls, I saw Laurent holding court by the fountain. He was surrounded by about a dozen jocks, mostly his teammates from the University Lacrosse program. They were listening intently to his bullshit stories, and after deciding that I wanted a closer look at this guy, I sauntered down to the fountain, and sat a few yards away with my books, just within earshot.
He had evidently finished his latest fabrication, because it was question time among his fanboys. As they asked him about his time in the United States, and his prospects of playing Lacrosse professionally there, in the well-developed leagues of the East Coast, the conversation turned to his love-life. It seemed like his favorite phrase was "a gentleman doesn't kiss and tell," but after much insistence from his crew of admirers, he did admit a couple of things.
"I fucked Erica again," he said to a roar of approval from his crew. "Although the other twin wasn't there this time. She was with a cute redhead who doesn't go to school here."
"Did you fuck her too, Laurent?" someone asked enthusiastically.
"Not a chance," he admitted freely. "She is a virgin, waiting for her wedding day," he added, to a chorus of boos.
I had a satisfied smile on my face, as I processed the fact that Irene had shut down this fabled Lothario. Having been given freedom to explore her sexuality, Irene had remained virtuous, true to me. I knew that deep down she was a good girl.
Having paused for dramatic effect, Laurent dropped the other shoe.
"I ended up titty-fucking her in her boyfriend's bed," he added, to a stupendous cheer from the guys. "I blew my load into her neck, and all over her boyfriend's pillow. I think I just about got out of there before that pussy got home."
Once the guys had stopped cheering their local hero, the lewd comments began. They were laughing and carrying on, wondering whether or not the boyfriend would sleep on his cum-stained pillow tonight. Whether Laurent would take his girl's virginity away from him. Whether he would enjoy a blowjob from her.
"What was her name?" one of his fanboys asked, "the redhead?"
"Fuck if I remember," Laurent responded. "Eileen? Jolene? I don't care!"
As I listened to him diminish the love of my life, I felt rage surging through me. I wanted to get up from the low stone wall of the fountain, walk over to him and punch him in the face. However, as I surveyed him from a distance, I could see his muscular forearms protruding from his Ralph Lauren Polo shirt, as he pumped his fist in the air in response to the crowd.
Even if I did knock him out, I reasoned, there were twelve or thirteen of them, and I would have outed myself as the guy whose pillow Laurent defiled. Labels like that stick in University, and I didn't want to be forever known as a cuckold. So, for this reason, I gathered my books together, and left quietly.
Irene and the twins got home later that afternoon, and they had been shopping. Irene had bought a new silk top, something that was far more risqué than she normally wore. She had also replaced the camisole that she had borrowed from Erica the previous night, and as she handed it to her, she apologized for soiling the original one. I never got any more details, but I had to wonder if Irene had been wearing that camisole when Laurent had tit-fucked her?
I guess I must have looked like I needed answers, because when Irene went to take a shower, the twins came and sat next to me.
"Word travels fast around this University," Jessica began, resting her beautifully manicured hand on my wrist. "I want you to hear the truth from us."
"About Laurent?" I asked nervously.
"He never fucked Irene," Erica assured me. "Contrary to what you might hear around campus, your girlfriend is still a virgin. Laurent has a tendency to exaggerate, which is so unnecessary given the amount of play that he gets."
"So unnecessary," Jessica repeated, as if to confirm that Laurent got a lot of play.
"Did he tit-fuck her?" I asked, the words leaving my mouth before I had a chance to think about it.
"Yes," Erica said immediately. "At least I think so. I saw Laurent hand her the body lotion and tell her to lube her tits up for him. When they were done, he rolled over onto his side and dozed off. Irene and I hugged goodnight and she had ejaculate on her neck and in her hair. Then, in the morning I noticed dried semen on your pillow, and on my camisole that she had borrowed from me. So, I assume so."
"How could you not see it?" I asked incredulously. "The three of you were in a single bed together. Where were you?"
Jessica and Erica exchanged a knowing smile, and then both burst out laughing, which only increased my frustration.
"He's French." Jessica said, as if that answered my question.
"What difference does that make, Jessica?" I asked. "I don't understand."
"French guys like certain things," Erica added, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.
"For fuck's sake, Erica," I said in exasperation, finally losing my cool. "Where were you when Laurent was fucking my girlfriend's tits?"
As soon as she said it, it made sense. I didn't like it, but it crystallized things for me.
"I was eating Laurent's ass," she said cheerfully. "While he straddled Irene's chest and presumably fucked her tits," she said slowly, as if I was simple. "He is going to make Irene rim him tonight," she added as both twins started to giggle again.
I couldn't believe their cavalier attitude to Irene's sex education. They seemed fine with the notion that my girlfriend would eat Laurent's ass. Apparently, Irene's commitment to remain a virgin until our wedding night, left every other sexual act, no matter how depraved, on the table.
When Irene got out of the shower, I told her that we needed to talk. She got dressed and wrapped a towel around her head, as we sat together on my bed.
"Are you seeing Laurent again tonight?" I asked, trying to contain my jealousy.
"Yes," Irene responded excitedly, "He is taking the twins and I dancing. We will need the room when we get back later tonight."
"How far are you going to let him go, Irene?" I pressed her. "That guy has a reputation for being a real womanizer."
"Well deserved, no doubt," she responded. "He is handsome, athletic, clean, and experienced. What more could a woman want? You gave me your permission to expand my sexual horizons, would you rather that I experiment with a large number of different men?"
When she put it like that, it was not my preferred scenario, but I felt like she was moving very quickly with Laurent, so I tried to tell her so.
"I trust you, baby," I began, "but you don't have to try everything on the first date."
"Oh, Oscar," she responded, "sweet boy, always trying to protect me. I won't drink as much tonight, you know how I get when I am intoxicated."
"No, Irene," I corrected her. "That is not a valid excuse. The last time I saw you drunk, we made out and dry-humped for thirty minutes. I ended up coming in my underwear, not all over your neck and hair."
Irene started to giggle at my last remark, and it was clear that we had very different ideas about her new-found sexual freedom. The twins joined her for moral support and I knew that I was fighting a losing battle. Irene was staying one more night at the University and the three of them started to make plans for the evening. Even though their plans were fluid, they had a common goal. They were going to hit the University bars, find Laurent and bring him back to my room, in a quest to continue the expansion of Irene's sexual horizons.
Irene had dressed way more provocatively than usual, and as the twins helped her with her makeup, they got sick of my intervention, and told me to get lost. Erica texted me about an hour later to let me know that they had left, and I returned to my room. It smelled like someone had sprayed Prive Rose all over it, and I felt my cock stiffen immediately. I wanted to jerk off but I knew I was on sexual restriction, and sure enough, moments after I got home, I was joined by Elena, my chaperone for the evening.
The young blonde sat at my desk and pulled out her homework. As she read out the questions, I gave her the answers, part of the agreement that the five had negotiated with me, in exchange for keeping me out of prison. Once we were finished, we made small talk, which was uncomfortable due to the dynamic between us, and the fact that she required me to address her as Miss Elena.
We touched on several different subjects, the conversation dying quickly as it became apparent that we had next to nothing in common. However, when Elena asked me where Irene was for the evening, I inadvertently let it slip that they had gone in search of Laurent.
"Wow," she exclaimed, as her eyes lit up. "They have left it awfully late for a Saturday night. Laurent is probably balls-deep inside his next young victim already. I bet half the girls on campus are trying to drag him back to their dorms. When we hooked up the first time, I dragged him out of the library at 5pm. The early bird gets the worm with that guy."
My heart sank as I processed her response. Apparently, Laurent had his pick of the hot chicks on campus, and Elena seemed to have some first-hand knowledge of this man.
I didn't ask for any more details, but Elena, seemingly recalling one of the defining moments of her sexual life, started to tell me all about the encounter anyway. To hear her tell it, Laurent had fucked the crap out of her, bringing her to climax more times than she could remember. He had left early the next morning before she arose, and it was almost two months before she ran into him again.
"That asshole didn't even remember my name," she said spitefully. "We had anal sex and he didn't even have the decency to call me after, despite the fact that we exchanged phone numbers."
"What happened when you saw him after two months, Elena?" I asked, feigning interest.
"Miss Elena," she corrected me. "Don't forget your manners."
"Yes, Miss Elena," I said with as much deference as I could. "Did you guys hook up again, that night?"
"Well," she began wistfully, "I went to a frat party with him and we bumped into the twins. I don't blame them at all. Identical twins are an irresistible combination and Laurent is only human. He ended up leaving with Erica and Jessica, and he has been in an ongoing sexual relationship with them since. I hook up with him occasionally because I enjoy anal sex, and you know..."
"He is French?" I remarked, finishing her thoughts.
"Exactly," she said, smiling warmly at me for the first time since we first met.
Some time later, Elena got a text, and took great delight in sharing it with me.
"They found Laurent," she informed me, as if I should be happy with the news. "And he is not alone."
Well, the second part was good news. Laurent was a total stud and would apparently hook up with all the hot chicks on campus. Fortunately for me, if he had already found his victim for the night, Irene would be free to come home and share my bed. My relief was short-lived as Irene relayed the next text from Erica.
"Laurent is with some American guy who played professional Lacrosse in the United States," Elena said cheerfully. "They are heading this way in a few minutes. Erica asked me to tell you to get lost."
I wasn't at all happy with the new developments, but I ended up grabbing the keys to the Honda, so that I had somewhere to sleep. Right before I left, Elena stood in front of the full-length mirror that rested against my bedroom wall, to adjust her mini-skirt. As I admired her from behind, she looked over her shoulder at me, and slapped her own ass.
"Would you forget my name if you got to fuck this ass?" she asked seductively. "No, thought not. Laurent is an inconsiderate asshole."
As she turned away from me, I let my eyes wander down her toned legs, and noticed that from this angle in the mirror, I could see right under my bed. This gave me a great idea and as Elena and I walked out of my room, I waited about thirty seconds and then spoke.
"Oh crap, Miss Elena, I forgot my blankets. It was freezing in my car the last time I slept in it. See you at class on Monday."
After we said our goodbyes, I hurried back to my room. I crawled under my bed, checked out the position of the full-length mirror, came back out to make a final adjustment, and then using some blankets to conceal my position, lay there quietly.



About twenty minutes later, I heard some fumbling and giggling outside my door, and the five of them stumbled into the room, clearly intoxicated. I heard wine glasses clinking and a bottle of wine being opened, and as I lay silently under my bed, I questioned whether any more alcohol was needed.
"We just missed Elena," Erica informed Laurent.
"Which one is she?" he asked, oblivious to the fact that he had fucked her in the ass.
"Anal sex?" Jessica added, with a laugh. "Czech girl, blonde hair, blue eyes."
It was apparent that Laurent had no clue who Elena was, but his response was unnerving to say the least.
"I don't remember her," he admitted, "but I am hoping that Eileen is up for anal sex. That orifice is technically not off-limits right?"
"You mean Irene, you idiot?" Jessica scolded him. "And technically her ass is not off-limits. However, the spirit of the program is to create some parity between Oscar and Irene's sex life, prior to them getting married, not for you to claim all of her firsts from him. You need to slow your roll, Laurent."
I really appreciated the twins protecting Irene, and a few moments later Laurent had moved on from my girlfriend's ass, and turned his attention to the twins. Laurent took control of them immediately, ordering them to kiss and undress each other, as he laid on my bed with Irene.
"Come join us Chad," Laurent said to the American guy, "Irene is a very friendly girl."
I didn't like the way this was going, and contemplated coming out from under my bed and breaking up the party. However, as soon as the twins were naked, Chad moved towards them, and the three of them started to make out. I had a pretty good view of the twins as they slowly undressed Chad. They were taking turns kissing him and once they had his jeans down by his ankles, he became a lot more aggressive and told them to kneel before him.
Even though the twins would have been an absolutely irresistible prospect for most men, Chad was a professional athlete in the United States, and had been exposed to so much pussy, that he was jaded. To him, this was just another threesome, and he began to direct the twins. American men, culturally, are far more sexually aggressive then European men, for whom being a gentleman and obtaining full consent, are extremely important.
Chad just wanted to get his rocks off, and to my astonishment, ejaculated in Jessica's mouth, as Erica sucked his nuts. He made no attempt to warn the twins, and shortly after he came, he pulled his jeans up, closed his zipper and started to make his excuses.
"I have to go guys," he said without any shame. "I have an early morning appointment that I have to prepare for."
Hearing him leave shortly after using the twins, as if he had the right to shoot his wad and split, put my weak sexual history in perspective. I had only been with three women in my life, and while I had certainly come up short in the performance department, I had been a very respectful sexual partner.
In fact, the last time I got laid, we had snuggled in bed after our short-lived encounter, and had spent the rest of our time getting to know each other. I had even taken her to breakfast the following morning, although I now realize I probably should have spent the time trying to pleasure her, as reciprocation for the previous night. I gave the young lady my phone number, but never heard from her again, my short-comings in the lovemaking department apparently overshadowing my attempts to be a gentleman.
In stark contrast, Chad had blown his load into Jessica's mouth, zipped up his jeans, and headed for the door. As he bid them farewell, Erica spoke.
"Can we get your number, Chad?" the beautiful young Czech asked him, allowing his status as a professional athlete to excuse his selfishness.
Chad was non-committal, leaving the ball in Laurent's court.
"Laurent, I have to go. Are you coming bro?"
"I will be coming in a few minutes," he said suggestively. "Irene is just getting warmed up."
"Well, once you are done, can you give the twins my number?" Chad responded, before he bailed. "Thanks bro."
While I wasn't thrilled that Laurent was under the impression that Irene was getting warmed up, at least he finally got her name right. After Chad left, the twins having decided that my single bed was too small for four adults, laid an assortment of blankets, towels and coats on the floor, to form a makeshift bed. As the twins worked diligently to make a comfortable space for the four of them to enjoy, I heard Irene moaning quietly, inches above my head, and moments later her silk top hit the floor.
This was one of her new purchases, something that she never would have worn out in public, prior to meeting, and presumably being influenced by, the twins. As the pink crop-top landed inches from my nose, I smelled the unmistakable aroma of Prive Rose, and realized that the twins had scented my wife too, maybe to make it obvious to guys that the three of them were a package. It had worked on Laurent, a guy who rarely saw the same woman twice. Apparently he viewed the fact that Irene was a virgin as a challenge, because he had dropped everything to head back to my room, to try and move her sexual goalposts.
Irene's bra hit the floor next, a sexy underwired, padded lace garment, hot pink in color, to match her silk crop-top. Judging by the moans of pleasure emanating from my bed, Laurent was slowly bringing my girlfriend to the boil. I could hear licking and sucking sounds, but since there was no evidence that she had removed any of Laurent's clothes, I assumed that I was hearing him lavishing attention on her breasts and teasing her nipples, rather than the sounds of a blowjob.
"Your bed is ready, Irene," Erica said, patting the makeshift mattress gently, with her dainty hands.
I saw Irene's feet hit the floor, and then she rolled out of my low-slung single bed, onto the pile of blankets, coats and towels. She was naked from the waist up, and as she laid down next to me on the floor, I peeked through the blankets that were hiding my presence. Irene looked visibly flushed, and her nipples were erect, coated with Laurent's saliva, from where he had been sucking and nibbling them.
Once Irene was comfortable, the three of them descended upon her, their eager mouths working together to pleasure my girlfriend. As the twins sucked her tits, traces of their lipgloss were left on and around Irene's nipples, peach for Erica, and hot-pink for Jessica. Irene began to breathe more heavily, in response to the stimulation. Laurent lowered his lips to her stomach, kissing her abdomen gently from the base of her breasts to her belly button. Most of the foreplay that Irene and I had engaged in, had taken place fully clothed, so the added sensitivity of skin to skin contact, was having a profound effect on her.
Laurent lowered his lips to the waistband of her mini-skirt, the unusually provocative item of clothing allowing him much more access than I had ever been offered. After a few moments of teasing her through her clothes, he put one of his masculine hands on her knee. Reflexively, she placed her hand on top of his, as she always did whenever I tried to touch her legs. This was done to restrict my movement towards her inner thighs, and to assert herself as a good girl.
Of course, this small token of resistance wasn't going to deter Laurent in any way, and to my surprise, as his hand started its slow, upward journey towards her pussy, she merely intertwined her fingers with his, and allowed him to continue completely unopposed. I had to suppress my desire to intervene, as his hand disappeared under her skirt.
The twins were still teasing Irene's breasts, nibbling her erect nipples, until she finally succumbed to the overwhelming pleasurable sensations, and arched her back in delight.
"Take my skirt off, Laurent," she whispered through her ragged breaths.
Laurent responded to her request for him to undress her, by sliding his hand further up her inner thigh, and was rewarded with another more pronounced moan, and further arching of her back. I could see her stomach muscles tighten under the sexual provocation, and she asked him again.
"Please, Laurent," she repeated, with more urgency in her voice, "take my skirt off."
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As things started to heat up between Laurent and my girlfriend, I began to regret my decision to hide under the bed. I had envisioned witnessing a harmless make-out session, and because Irene and I had only ever done that fully-clothed, my expectation was that Laurent and Irene would remain dressed too. Now with her bra and top lying in a heap on my bedroom floor, and her level of arousal elevated by the attentions of the twins, I had to be realistic, and accept that I might end up witnessing much more.
"Are there buttons or a zipper?" Laurent asked, looking for guidance on how to remove her skirt.
"It's an elasticated waist," Erica chimed in, as she removed her lips from Irene's nipples. "Designed to facilitate removal," she added with a giggle.
Laurent removed his hand from Irene's upper thigh, and grabbed the skirt by its hem. As he tugged downward, Irene raised her hips and lifted her ass up from the makeshift bed. This motion served a dual purpose, both to make the removal of the skirt easier, but also to clearly convey her consent to Laurent's continued advances. Once the skirt slid over her feet, Laurent tossed it on top of the ever-growing pile of my girlfriend's clothing.
Irene was now naked except for her panties, and the twins were both butt-naked, having undressed each other earlier, under Laurent's direction. Erica switched places with Laurent, the two of them exchanging a brief but sensual kiss. Then, as I watched on intently, the young Czech girl lowered her beautiful face between Irene's thighs, kissing her tenderly through her silk panties. I had an unobstructed view of the action now, although I remained well hidden behind my pile of blankets. Erica kissed Irene's stomach too, before planting a few tender smacks on her inner thighs, leaving traces of peach lipgloss each time she made contact with my girlfriend. Finally, when she was done teasing, I saw Erica extend her tongue, and start to lick Irene through the silky material that was still providing her some modesty.
Irene arched her back again, and let out another loud moan of pleasure. Emboldened by the response, Erica pulled my girlfriend's panties to one side, and began to lick Irene's exposed clitoris. Irene approached orgasm very quickly under this stimulation, and reached her hands down to touch Erica. She locked fingers with Erica's free hand, and grabbed a fistful of Erica's long blonde hair, with her other hand. As Laurent and Jessica sucked and nibbled Irene's nipples, she arched her back, curled her toes, and had a strong orgasm on Erica's face.
Irene was quite vocal when she came, and I realized that this was the first time that another person had got her off. I assumed that she occasionally masturbated, although I had never witnessed it. However, judging by the look of absolute delight on her face, her latest orgasm had been one of the best of her life.
Erica didn't give her much time to compose herself, lowering her tongue back to my girlfriend's clitoris, as soon as she stopped moaning. The second orgasm happened very quickly, and Irene's legs were quivering as she came on the young girl's face.
Laurent looked up from Irene's breasts, and issued Erica a new instruction.
"Take her panties off and let Jessica have a turn," he said commandingly.
Apparently, the twins were used to taking direction from this French stud, because as Erica slid my girlfriend's panties down her toned legs, Jessica removed her lips from Irene's other breast, and knelt by the side of my girlfriend. Erica raised Irene's panties up in the air, so that Laurent could see that she was now naked, and then tossed them onto the pile of clothes, right by the bed. Then the twins changed places, and Jessica lowered her tongue to Irene's sex. I am not sure if Jessica was more proficient in the art of cunnalingus, or if her twin sister had brought Irene to the boil, but the change in sexual partner worked wonders, and Irene started to orgasm every few minutes.
In between her orgasms, which I watched in their entirety, I focused on my girlfriend's panties, that were just a few inches from the bed. I definitely had not seen this pair before, and wondered if they had been newly purchased along with the skirt and top. They were hot-pink, to match her new bra, made of silk, and very tiny. I had a quick look to make sure that the four of them were pre-occupied, and then extended my arm slightly towards the pile of discarded clothes by the bed, and grabbed Irene's panties.
The tiny silk material was wet to the touch, presumably from where Erica had licked Irene's sex through them. As I examined the crotch, I could see that it was soaked with my girlfriend's vaginal secretions, which was no surprise. What was surprising though, was the flaky residue of dried secretions, that were evident over most of the thong. Apparently, Irene had been creaming her panties long before Erica ate her out, long enough ago, in fact, to have allowed the evidence of her excitement to have completely dried. Maybe dancing with Laurent had got my girlfriend hot, or maybe it was the prospect of moving on to the next part of the expansion of her sexual horizons. Either way, my future bride had self-lubricated and was intoxicated, feeling no pain, and ready to accommodate his next request.
Moments later, Irene came again, her back arched, toes curling, stomach muscles tight, and both hands embedded in Jessica's hair.
"Oh fuck," she cried out. "That was incredible. I am done."
My girlfriend lay panting on her back as Jessica's face emerged from between her thighs. I could see Irene's juices all over the young Czech's chin, nose and lips, but Jessica seemed completely unperturbed. Laurent stood slowly, and the twins rose to their feet and stood either side of him. I averted my gaze to the upright mirror, the positioning of it such that I had a great view of the three of them. The twins started to unbutton Laurent's tailored shirt, rubbing their manicured nails through his chest hair as they undressed him. Once his shirt was off, they placed their feminine hands on his zipper, slowly lowering it, as if they were unwrapping a prize. The button on his jeans was next, before they lowered his Levi's to the floor. As he stepped out of them, and stood there naked except for his Calvin Klein briefs, I finally got a good look at his body.
Any remaining thoughts of getting into a physical altercation with this man vanished as soon as I took in his ripped physique. His shoulders were broad and muscular, honed from years of competitive sports. His pectoral muscles were very well-developed, protruding from his upper body in direct contrast to his washboard stomach, which was flat, and devoid of any body fat.
His six-pack was clearly visible, and had been the chosen location for many young ladies, for body-shots during drunken frat parties. The twins stroked his cock through his briefs, until it was completely erect, and trying to escape the confines of his underwear. Once it was apparent that he was ready for action, they offered him whatever he wanted.
"What are you in the mood for papa?" Erica asked seductively, using the French word for Daddy.
"Let's start with a blowjob," he said assertively. "Show Irene how I like it."
"Irene, come here," Erica ordered, as my girlfriend rose slowly from her back. "It is payback time."
When I first heard Irene cry out "That was incredible. I am done," I questioned the wisdom of letting Laurent know that he had orchestrated her complete sexual satisfaction. He seemed like the kind of guy that would expect reciprocation, and as Irene arose shakily from the makeshift bed, and rolled over on to her hands and knees, his dominant streak emerged.
"Stay on all fours," he instructed her. "Crawl to me."
I was willing her to get to her feet, and to tell him to go fuck himself, but to my disappointment Irene let out an embarrassed giggle, lowered her head submissively, and began to crawl naked across my bedroom floor towards Laurent. As she crawled away from my vantage point under the bed, I observed her naked ass, and her wet pussy. It was the first time I had ever seen her naked, albeit crawling towards another man in order to suck him off. I could see traces of peach lipgloss on her inner thighs courtesy of the lovely Erica.
I could also see her secretions on her inner thighs, her labia and in her neatly trimmed bush. I had always wondered how Irene kept herself down there, and I was pleasantly surprised to see a well-groomed tuft of reddish brown hair, rather than a shaved pussy, favored by the twins, and most modern porn-stars.
When she got to his feet, he lowered his hand, placed it under her chin, and lifted her face up, so that they made eye-contact.
"Good girl," he said, condescendingly. "Today's lesson is blowjobs. Watch and learn."
I breathed a sigh of relief once I realized that my girlfriend would be observing today, not participating. We had never got anywhere near oral sex, although I had experienced two blowjobs in my life. They had both been embarrassingly brief affairs, terminated abruptly by my premature ejaculation. I had always hoped that I would be the lucky recipient of Irene's first blowjob, so to hear Laurent say "watch and learn," was a huge relief.
Erica and Jessica lowered themselves slowly to their knees, on either side of Laurent, with their backs to me. I had been so focused on Irene that I lost track of the twins, and as I viewed them from the rear, I had no clue which was which. They truly were identical in every way, distinguishable only by their voices, and the fact that Erica was bit more assertive. Even as they raised their perfectly manicured hands to remove Laurent's Calvin Klein briefs, their matching nail-gloss gave no clue as to their identity. It wasn't until one of them gave him a kiss on his rock-hard abs, leaving a perfectly formed lip-mark, that I was able to tell from the peach colored lip-gloss that it was Erica.
The twins began to suck his cock enthusiastically, lewd slurping sounds emanating from the middle of the room, as they attempted to mimic the style of oral sex most viewed in pornographic movies. I knew that Laurent was exposed to a lot of women and enjoyed a lot of sexual encounters on campus. For this reason, it wasn't surprising that he had incredible stamina. I would have exploded within a few seconds, had I been subjected to the attentions of the twins.
Laurent let the twins blow him for about ten minutes, as I watched the back of their heads bob up and down on his cock, and Irene observed from a very close proximity. Laurent was talking to the twins, although it was a very one-sided conversation, seeing as how they both had a mouthful.
"Oh girls, that feels great," Laurent sighed. "I will take care of you guys next. Reciprocation is the key to a happy encounter."
A few moments later, as Jessica disappeared under his swollen nut-sack, he made them another promise.
"Yeah Jessica, right there baby," he moaned. "After I come, I can't wait to get you guys off."
By the time that it occurred to me exactly what game he was playing, it was too late. Irene realized that she had taken her pleasure first, enjoying the attentions of the rest of the group without any reciprocation, and her guilt compelled her to do the right thing. Before I could warn her, she spoke up, uttering just about the last words I wanted to hear.
"Laurent," she whispered quietly, her sense of fair-play overriding her desire to remain chaste for me. "Can I have a turn? I feel like I owe you one."
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I cringed when I heard my girlfriend ask Laurent if she could take a turn at sucking his cock. I knew that he had manipulated her into offering him a blowjob, by his continued reference to reciprocation. Laurent and the twins had satisfied Irene completely, and he had guilted her into giving something back. I assumed he would accept her offer graciously, maybe even thank her. However, because he is a self-entitled prick, Laurent simply responded as if he was doing her a favor.
"Of course you can baby," he said magnanimously. "Erica, stay on your knees and show Irene what I like."
Jessica came out from under Laurent's nut-sack, the traces of her hot-pink lipgloss evidence that she had given his scrotum some loving attention. She got to her feet, and began to kiss Laurent passionately. I have no clue what kind of sexual high Laurent was capable of taking the twins to, but they seemed very willing to work for it.
"Have you sucked many cocks, Irene?" Erica asked, trying to gauge how much instruction my girlfriend required.
"I have never sucked anyone's cock before," she said shyly. "I have no clue what men like."
"Let's focus on what Laurent likes," the young Czech corrected her. "He will be your first, and so the only thing in the world that matters, is getting it just right for him."
"Ok," Irene said submissively, "that makes sense."
As I lay hiding under the bed, behind my protective cover of blankets, it didn't make sense to me. In fact, it seemed downright ludicrous. My girlfriend, who I had known several years, and whose virtue was so important to me that I was willing to forgo any pleasures of the flesh until we were married, was kneeling before a naked man, undergoing detailed instruction on how he liked his blowjobs.
"I can't believe that you have known Oscar all these years, and you have never sucked him off," Erica said with a giggle. "Never even tried? Not once?"
Put that way, it did seem implausible. Truth be told, one night a few months ago, Irene and I had been engaged in some heavy petting, and were teasing each other through our clothes. Irene kissed my inner thighs through my jeans, and as she looked up at me from between my legs, her reddish brown hair falling across her pretty face, I imagined her unzipping my pants with her teeth. As I closed my eyes to visualize it, I blew my load in my underwear.
In my defense, we had been kissing and touching each other for a couple of hours, and I was in a very high state of arousal. However, to say it was embarrassing would have been a huge understatement. After I had composed myself, I started to apologize and I was just about to ask her to keep this between us. She gave me a look that conveyed the fact that this humiliating accident would remain our secret. That is why I was surprised when she answered Erica's question.
"I got close once," Irene admitted, "but Oscar blew his wad in his underwear."
"Pussy," Laurent exclaimed, breaking free from his smooch with Jessica long enough to make his thoughts known. "You still going to marry this wimp?"
"Yes, I intend to marry him," Irene said, "I love him."
While I was happy to hear my girlfriend reaffirm her long-term commitment to me, I wished she hadn't mentioned my premature ejaculation issue. To my horror, Jessica chimed in.
"You know you are supposed to take his underwear off, before you blow him, right?" she asked playfully. "I can't believe he came before he got completely naked."
This would have been the perfect time to let this conversation die. It had run its course anyway, the three of them being under the impression that Irene had induced an orgasm from me, by teasing me incessantly through my underwear. However, Irene's naivety and her general lack of understanding about the self-control of most men, led her to continue to spill her guts.
"He was fully clothed actually," she added inexplicably. "We both were. I wasn't even touching his privates. I was kissing his inner-thighs."
This additional information caused the three of them to burst out laughing, and Irene realized that she had shared too much. I felt my face redden as I hid underneath the bed, listening to their taunts. Finally, Laurent had heard enough and wanted the twins to focus on him.
"Enough about your pussy boyfriend," he said commandingly, as the twins went silent. "Today is about me."
"Yes, Papa," the twins said in unison, before Erica lowered her soft lips to the tip of Laurent's cock and began to kiss it tenderly.
"Come closer, Irene," Erica instructed my girlfriend. "You will be doing this next, and you need to know exactly what Laurent enjoys."
Laurent made an impressive sight, stood there like a Greek god, his chiseled torso flexing under the sexual stimulation of Erica teasing his cock-head, while Jessica kissed him. Even though he enjoyed a tremendous amount of sex, the twins were getting to him, as evidenced by his heavy breathing and the tightening of his stomach muscles. In between kisses from Jessica, he spoke.
"Chad should have stayed and enjoyed the party," Laurent remarked to no-one in particular. "I am going to let him know what he is missing. Jessica, pass me my phone."
Jessica retrieved his phone, and as he opened it using the facial recognition software, he addressed her again.
"I am ready, Jessica. You know what I like," he said softly, apparently needing to give her no further instruction, as she scooted behind him, and lowered herself to her knees.
At the same time he extended his right hand to the side of Irene's face, cupping her gently on the cheek. Then in a slow but deliberate motion, he slid his thumb to Irene's lips.
"Suck my thumb," he told my girlfriend, as she looked up at him for guidance. "Mirror Erica's motions until I decide you are ready for a taste of the real thing."
As Irene obediently sucked his thumb, Laurent began to take some photos. He took several of Erica and Irene as they knelt in front of him, directing my girlfriend to smile for the camera. Then he pointed the phone's camera over his shoulder, and snapped a few pictures of Jessica kneeling behind him, as she was giving him a rim-job.
I watched on in awe as the three of them brought him to a climax. Erica was bobbing up and down on his cock, the innocent look of the silk ribbons in her hair contrasting with her lewd actions, as she knelt before her man. Irene sucked on his thumb, trying to maintain the same cadence as Erica, while looking up at Laurent, and maintaining eye-contact with him. Jessica was invisible to me, other than her peach colored fingernails that were raking across his taut abdomen, as she ate his asshole.
I had never seen three women so focused on one man's pleasure. Even in porno movies that depict threesomes or foursomes, you are aware that the girls play to the camera, flicking their hair, or smiling seductively to enhance the visual. In Laurent's case, as he stood there like he owned these bitches, they focused solely on maximizing his orgasm.
"I am close," he whispered through his gritted teeth. "Fuck, yeah Jessica. Right there," he added, his eyes widening as she slipped her tongue inside his anal passage.
He took in a deep breath, overwhelmed by the stimulation, and then looked down affectionately at my girlfriend.
"Lick my nuts, Irene," he commanded, as he raised his cellphone to capture her latest indignity.
As Irene let his thumb slip from between her glossed lips, she lowered her head obediently, and taking care not to inhibit Erica's bobbing motion, moved her face to Laurent's nut-sack. I watched jealously as her extended tongue grazed his genitals, making this the first time she had touched a man's private parts.
If only I had known it could be as easy as telling her to suck my nuts, I mused to myself, as she maneuvered herself under his scrotum. She licked him tenderly a few times, before closing her lips around his nuts, and sucking on them. Her red lipstick transferred to his freshly shaved nut-sack, contrasting with Jessica's hot pink lipgloss, and creating incontrovertible evidence that more than one woman had sucked Laurent's balls today.
Laurent climaxed moments later as the three of them worked as a team to maximize his pleasure. He let out a loud moan before grunting, as he unloaded between Erica's glossed lips. The young blonde continued to bob up and down on his cock, until Laurent had emptied his balls into her warm mouth, before she withdrew from his cock, and looked up at him. As he gazed into her eyes, she opened her mouth and swallowed his load.
Laurent composed himself within a few seconds, a testament to how often he got laid. He was texting someone now, and informed the girls that Chad was coming back for round two.
"He will be here in thirty minutes," Laurent informed them. "Freshen up your makeup and clean Irene up for Christ's sake. Chad is an American and they expect things to be a certain way."
I had no clue what the expectations of the average American man were, nor did I understand Laurent's desire to have Irene "cleaned up." She looked absolutely perfect to me, other than having smeared her lipgloss sucking Laurent's thumb.
However, Jessica and Erica seemed to understand his direction, and were very focused as they hustled Irene into my bathroom. About ten minutes later, the three of them emerged from the bathroom, scented with a fresh application of the Prive Rose perfume, their lipgloss reapplied, and their makeup touched up. Irene was also showcasing a freshly shaved pussy, having been "cleaned up" to accommodate American expectations. I didn't like her new look at all, preferring the neatly-groomed reddish bush that made her look like a sexy woman, over the shaved pussy, that resembled that of a teenage porn-star.
In fact, from the day that we first started dating, I had wondered how Irene kept herself groomed down there. I had hoped that she was natural, rather than shaved, and always assumed that her pubic hair would be a similar shade of reddish-brown, as her hair. Now, after years of wondering, I had seen her neatly-groomed tuft for the first time. The much anticipated reveal wasn't under ideal circumstances, seeing as how the first time I ever saw my girlfriend's pussy, she was crawling naked towards Laurent, about to suck his cock.
To add insult to injury, a few minutes after I had seen my future wife's neatly-groomed bush for the very first time, Laurent took ownership of it, modifying it to his, and apparently his American friend's, personal tastes, by shaving it completely bald. Laurent hadn't even allowed my girlfriend to make the change herself, simply instructing the twins to "clean Irene up."
I really hated the new look, even though less than thirty minutes had elapsed, since I first saw her pussy the way I had always envisioned it. Judging by Irene's body language, she hated it too, as she emerged from the bathroom with her hands covering her crotch, and a mortified look on her face, the result of having been involuntarily shaved by the twins.
As she shuffled nervously into the room, trying to preserve some of her modesty, Laurent turned to face her. Irene had instinctively lowered her head out of embarrassment, but as she stood before Laurent, Erica cleared her throat, as if to remind Irene about something the twins had coached her on. Irene looked up slowly at Laurent, made eye-contact with him, and allowed her hands to fall to her sides, exposing her pussy, groomed to his exact specifications. She spread her legs slightly apart to allow him to view her freshly shaved genitals.
Laurent wanted more, and said "Further," in a commanding tone.
Maintaining eye-contact with him, Irene gradually spread her legs further apart, until he gave her a nod of approval. To my horror, he raised his iPhone and snapped a few pictures of her new look.
"Perfect," he said, to no-one in particular.
Irene seemed to appreciate the feedback, and a broad smile appeared on her face.
"You like, Papa?" she said shyly.
"Very much, Irene," Laurent said enthusiastically, "Chad will too. Good girl."
I don't know what was worse, hearing my girlfriend refer to another man as "Daddy" in his native tongue, or the blasé way in which Laurent informed her that Chad would also be seeing her naked. This was a real kick in the nuts for me, watching Irene being forced to step out of her comfort zone, and offer her bald pussy to Laurent, and apparently anyone else he felt like sharing it with. Laurent, happy with the presentation of his next conquest, announced that he needed to take a quick shower, and left my girlfriend standing there naked, with her legs parted, way too far apart for my liking.
She didn't close them immediately either, waiting for direction from Erica to do so. As I hid under the bed, peeking through my protective layer of blankets, I could see that Irene was wet. The way she was splayed open left nothing to the imagination, and I noticed her inner-thighs and her labia, had noticeable signs of her juices on them. I am not sure if she self-lubricated as she knelt before Laurent with his thumb in her mouth, or if being forcibly shaved by the twins had made her wet, but she was visibly excited.
Truth be known, I was too. I had been hiding under my bed for quite some time, and had been exposed to the sights, sounds and smells of much sexual activity. I had been erect the entire time, grinding my crotch into my bedroom carpet, as I laid on my stomach, and expelling pre-cum from my cock-head into my briefs, which were now wet to the touch. I had Irene's wet panties in my left hand, the intoxicating scent of the Prive Rose combined with her juices, causing me to sniff them periodically, as I watched the show.
Chad arrived a few moments later, right as Laurent emerged from the shower, clad in only a towel. Chad had clearly had a few drinks, and he was even more obnoxious than the first time he was there, stating his desires the second he entered the room, his erection visible in his jeans.
"I want to fuck the friendly redhead," he informed the room, apparently used to getting his own way with women.
"Not going to happen, buddy," Laurent informed his professional athlete friend. "You misunderstood my characterization of Irene as friendly. She is a virgin, saving it for hubby."
"Virgin? Ugh." Chad said, as if he had just learned that she had leprosy. "Erica, let's go," he ordered, as he entered my bathroom.
I don't know if it was his confidence, his status as a professional athlete, or his striking physique, but Erica followed him obediently into the bathroom. Less than five minutes later, Chad emerged from the bathroom, zipping up his jeans, as Erica trailed behind him, still pestering him for his phone number. I couldn't believe how much Chad took for granted, and as he went to leave, presumably with Erica's juices all over his cock, he asked Irene if she wanted to go and get a drink.
Laurent reiterated that Irene was saving herself for someone special, and Chad finally got the hint and bailed.
"Thank you, Laurent," Irene said sincerely, after Chad was gone. "That guy wasn't getting the hint."
"That's okay, babe," Laurent responded. "Your boyfriend must be something special for you to hold out for him."
"He is," Irene said softly, "I love him very much. I wouldn't do anything to hurt him."
"What is his major at UIC Barcelona?" Laurent enquired, being charming for the first time all evening.
"Um, he is not a student here," Irene said tentatively.
"I thought that this was his room," Laurent said looking confused.
"Oscar is faculty," Irene said proudly, "Head swim coach for the women."
"Holy shit," Laurent exclaimed excitedly. "A teacher's girlfriend just sucked my nuts. I can't wait to spread this around campus. Where is he now?"
"That pussy is sleeping in his beat-up Honda in the Student Parking Lot," Jessica added. "Do you want to go and roust him up?"
"I have a better idea," Laurent announced. "I will get his email address from the faculty roster and send him a little memento of this evening. Swim coach, huh? Women's team? There he is. Oscar Lopez."
Seconds later my phone dinged, the unmistakable sound of an email arriving on a iPhone. I cursed myself for not remembering to mute my phone before I hid under the bed, and I scooted back against the wall, trying to hide behind my blankets.
"Ha," Laurent exclaimed, "that pussy left his phone here. He is probably recording us. Erica, check his bed."
I heard Erica throwing my pillows on to the floor searching for my phone. Laurent evidently sent me two more emails, because my phone dinged twice in quick succession.
"It is coming from under the bed," Erica said, her shocked face recoiling quickly as she peeked under the bed-frame and made eye-contact with me.
"Laurent, someone is hiding under the bed," she cried out fearfully.
Acting anything but fearfully, Laurent reached his muscular arms under my bed, grabbed hold of me by my feet, and unceremoniously dragged me out from my hiding place. As he tossed me onto my back on the makeshift bed on my bedroom floor, he looked down at me with disdain.
I had been in an elevated state of arousal ever since the five of them stumbled into my room. I had a noticeable erection in my skinny jeans, and a large wet-spot that was visible across most of my crotch, where I had been leaking pre-cum for the last two hours. To make matters worse, Irene's wet panties were protruding from the left pocket of my jeans, after my failed attempt to hide them, upon being discovered by Erica.
"This is the man you intend to marry?" Laurent said with a sneer, as Irene looked down at me with a disappointed look on her face.



        My Days as a Swim Coach Pt. 06

        Laurent fucks Erica as Irene nibbles his taint.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-days-as-a-swim-coach-pt-06

Title: My Days as a Swim Coach Pt. 06

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: Fetish

Description: Laurent fucks Erica as Irene nibbles his taint.

Tags: cuckold, dominant male, forced to watch, submissive female, fetish, twins, nibble taint

Series: My Days as a Swim Coach


As Laurent towered over me, enough time elapsed that I realized that he wasn't going to harm me physically. I was relieved that Chad had already left, as I knew that peer pressure could incite violence, particularly as Chad had been drinking. As embarrassing as it was to be discovered hiding under my bed with my girlfriend's panties in my pocket, it would have been way worse to get my ass kicked in front of the twins and my future wife.
As the threat of violence dissipated, Laurent asked me if I had enjoyed watching him with the girls. I nodded my head in shame, my embarrassment rendering me unable to form the words.
"I like having you here too," he said condescendingly. "I am going to enjoy taking all of your girlfriend's firsts from you. Making you watch is a bonus. You don't need to hide under the bed like a pussy, though."
Irene shot me a furtive glance, and mouthed the words, "I love you, Oscar."
She was smiling at me signaling her forgiveness for me having watched her while I hid. She was also looking for my consent, as Laurent was already moving on to the next part of my humiliation.
"Erica, make our swim coach comfortable," he ordered. "He looks like he is going to bust out of his jeans."
Erica moved swiftly towards me and extended her feminine hand to the button on my jeans. With a quick admonishment to me not to fight her, she undid my top button and pulled my zipper down. A quick tug on the legs of my jeans and moments later she had me stripped down to my briefs, the wet-spot very visible in the front of them.
"Where do you want Oscar to sit, Laurent?" she asked.
"I don't," he answered. "I want him to kneel. Right by the bed."
I felt very self-conscious as I knelt naked except for my briefs, about two feet from the four of them. I was tenting in my underwear, leaking profusely, and desperately in need of release.
"Have you ever eaten pussy before, Irene?" Laurent asked.
I watched as my girlfriend went bright red, lowered her head with embarrassment, and said no.
"Well, there is a first time for everything," Laurent responded cheerfully. "Erica get your ass over here."
I could see Irene stiffen up, the anxiety palpable on her face as she was preparing herself for another new sexual experience. Erica walked over to my girlfriend and took her by the hand. The two of them moved over to the makeshift bed, and looked at Laurent for direction.
"I want you guys to get to know each other better first," he said calmly. "Kneel down and kiss."
I watched on intently as my principal tormentor and my future wife started to make out. It was very tender and gentle, the way it often is when two women kiss. Without the pressure to move swiftly on to sex, which is normally the case when a man is involved, the two girls took their time, increasing their desire for each other by their sensual movements. I could see Irene's arousal increase as Erica planted soft kisses all over her face. It was very sexy watching these two beauties caress and make out, and my cock throbbed under the visual stimulation. It was very clear that the two of them were forging a deep connection, and a little disconcerting as Erica was the person primarily responsible for controlling my orgasm schedule. The last thing I needed was for my main tormentor and my girlfriend to be on the same page, conspiring together to limit my releases.
After several minutes both girls were breathing heavily, and showing overt signs of arousal. Laurent had seen enough foreplay and took control of the room.
"Irene, lay on your back," he ordered.
After Irene was in Laurent's desired position, he instructed Erica to squat above my girlfriend, in the 69 position. It wasn't lost on me that Chad had just fucked the young blonde, and I prayed that he had used a condom. Irene seemed a little nervous that I was watching, particularly as the inference was that Laurent was about to enjoy some of the "firsts" that I had always assumed would be mine. I did notice that Irene was still wet, her juices more noticeable thanks to her freshly shaved pussy.
Under Laurent's direction, Erica lowered her pussy slowly onto Irene's face, my girlfriend tentatively extending her tongue until it brushed against her clitoris. Evidently, Irene felt compelled to reciprocate Erica's previous attentions, and even though it was her first time eating pussy, she slowly brought Erica to the boil.
Any questions about Chad's use of a prophylactic were answered when Erica reached her first climax. As the young blonde threw back her head and cried out in delight, she expelled a large glob of semen that landed on Irene's upper lip. My girlfriend turned her head to the side reflexively, which resulted in Chad's ejaculate sliding across her lip, down the side of her neck, and pooling in her beautiful red hair.
"Reminds me of when I titty-fucked your girlfriend," Laurent said with a chuckle, looking directly at me. "I came in her hair and all over your pillow."
If Irene was pissed, she didn't show it. In fact, she raised her head slightly to brush her lips against Erica's labia, extending her tongue in an attempt to let the beautiful young Czech girl know that she could enjoy another orgasm. Erica enjoyed two more orgasms on my girlfriend's face, leaking Chad's semen in a steady flow onto Irene.
Laurent had evidently decided that it was his turn to come again, because he knelt behind Erica, and lined his cock up with her tight young pussy. He certainly wasn't in need of any lubrication, Erica's vagina having been made moist by Chad's earlier deposit. After he was balls-deep inside Erica, Laurent purposely spread his knees further apart, which lowered his nut-sack onto Irene's face. I watched jealously as she adjusted her position slightly, so that she could take his balls between her lips.
As Laurent began to fuck Erica doggy-style, Irene sucked and nibbled his nuts. The French stud got into a rhythm, getting balls-deep into the petite blonde with each inward stroke. Jessica knelt down by Laurent's head and began to kiss him. After a few moments of tenderly making out, Laurent pulled away from her and spoke.
"Show Irene what I like, Jessica," he told her firmly.
Jessica obediently scooted around Laurent's body until she was next to Irene.
"Scoot back slightly," she ordered my girlfriend. "Maybe three inches."
I watched as Irene dug her heels into the carpet for some leverage, and slid her entire body back a couple of inches, so that her lips were positioned directly under Laurent's taint.
"Perfect," Jessica said softly, "he likes to have his taint nibbled. Use your lips not your teeth."
I wasn't sure where my girlfriend's new-found compliance was coming from, but she raised her head slightly, and began to tenderly nibble Laurent's taint. In retrospect, I should have left the room right then. After my embarrassment of being discovered hiding under the bed, Laurent had invited me to watch him dominate the three women, but he hadn't ordered me to stay. I felt like I was free to leave, and this would have been the opportune moment to do so. However, as Laurent ran Irene through a series of progressively depraved sexual activities, some of which were life-long fantasies of mine, I just couldn't leave.
Ever since I met Irene, I had hoped to one day be married to her. Expecting her to be my life-long sexual partner, encouraged me to fantasize about our love life down the road. My first goal was to see her naked, primarily to answer the question I had about how her pussy was groomed. I also had fantasies of her giving me a blow-job, although the way I envisioned it was very loving and sensual. We would lay together, and after a protracted session of foreplay, I imagined her moving slowly down my chest and stomach, taking the tip of my cock between her lips, before softly sucking me. I had even thought about asking her to lick my balls one day, although in my fantasies this would happen on our anniversary or my birthday, a special treat for a special day.
In my wildest dreams, I guess I imagined taking her in the doggy-style position, although once again, this fantasy was conducted in a loving, respectful way, after Irene was completely satisfied. In fact, her total satisfaction had been my favorite fantasy, as it seemed just about the least likely to occur. I had already demonstrated my lack of control in my three previous attempts at sexual intercourse. On each occasion, I came prematurely, leaving a disappointed woman high and dry, rather than a satisfied and contented sexual partner.
Some of the more perverse sexual acts, such as fucking Irene's breasts, or squatting on her head so that my testicles hit her face, never even crossed my mind, prior to meeting Laurent. And, for the love of God, I never even knew that women would consider licking a man's nether regions, let alone sticking their tongue inside his ass, the way Jessica had.
In the space of two hours, Laurent had not only expanded Irene's sexual horizons, but he had opened my eyes to the depraved acts that women would do, under the right sexual provocation. He had taken care of Irene's needs first, causing her to cry out that she was completely satisfied. Then, using the importance of reciprocation as a tool to manipulate her, he got my girlfriend naked first, something that I had never done. He got her to crawl over to him, kneel before him, suck his thumb while mirroring Erica's blow-job techniques. He had shaved her pussy, forced her to go down on Erica shortly after another guy had come inside the petite blonde, made her suck his nuts and nibble his taint. In short, in two hours he had accomplished more with my girlfriend than I had in all of the years that I had known her. More, in fact, than I ever expected to in my whole life.
That encapsulated the difference between Alpha males, like Chad and Laurent, and Betas, like me. In the way a bulimic craves food, and gorges it at every available opportunity, so was I with sex. I was so consumed with it, or rather my lack of access to it, that I ended up being led around by my cock, taking it whenever the chance arose, but ending each and every failed sexual encounter in abject ignominy, the way a bulimic retreats in shame to the bathroom.
Laurent had sufficient confidence in his love-making skills to regale a dozen of his friends with tales of his exploits, captivating them as they hung onto every word, wishing it was them. By contrast, I was ashamed of my every sexual encounter, and the mere mention of the specifics, was highly embarrassing. Between the pre-mature ejaculations, and my unfamiliarity with the female anatomy, my conquests read like a comedy script, replete with fuckups and laughable moments.
Now, as the Alpha fucked Erica from behind, while Irene nibbled his taint, using her lips just the way he liked it, I knew he was about to come, and who knows what that would entail.
To my surprise, Erica came first, which was astonishing considering the amount of sexual stimulation that Laurent was being subjected to. The young Czech girl threw her head back, let out a squeal of delight and came all over Laurent's cock. The last remnants of Chad's load were forced out of her pussy, dripping onto Irene's chin, and running down the front of her neck. Laurent kept up his impressive pace, and Erica came twice more in quick succession, before looking over her shoulder and seductively inviting him to blow his load.
"Your turn, Papa," the beautiful young blonde whispered, her blues eyes twinkling in expectation of his cum-shot. "I am completely satisfied."
Laurent seemed happy with her revelation and began to pick up his pace. Jessica whispered her next set of instructions to Irene, and unfortunately it way exceeded my worst expectations.
"Scoot back a little further," the beautiful blonde told Irene. "It's time for your first rim-job."
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I knew Irene would say no to this latest depraved request. She was a good girl deep down, even if she had got caught up in the moment, and had been a little over-accommodating to Laurent. As his expectations of her increased, the twins kept laughing it off, diminishing the gravity of it because "he is French."
Enough was enough. We needed to get the hell out of there, regroup and get our life back on track. The twins had considerable leverage over me, and I would have to deal with that until they graduated, but Irene, the love of my life, didn't have to be subjected to this depravity and disrespect. I eyed my car keys on the floor under the bed, and made a mental plan for our exit.
I tried to make eye-contact with Irene, to let her know we were leaving, but she was right underneath Laurent's taint. Or at least she was, until she dug her heels into the carpet again, and scooted back a couple more inches. As I watched in disbelief, she put her hands on his hips, and pulled herself up slightly from the makeshift bed. I heard her let out an embarrassed giggle, and then she extended her tongue and disappeared between his ass-cheeks.
From my vantage point behind Laurent, I couldn't see his face, but I noticed his muscular back flex, in response to this new stimulation. Irene was apparently a quick learner, because as Jessica continued to give my girlfriend tips, Laurent voiced his appreciation.
"Fuck yeah, Irene. Right there baby," he said, his voice trembling with pleasure.
Laurent continued to fuck Erica, increasing his tempo as he sought to enjoy his own orgasm. Jessica even stopped giving Irene instructions, as it was obvious that she was doing exactly what Laurent wanted. A few moments later, as his pace became even more frantic, he announced his impending orgasm, with one more lewd request.
"I am close, girls," he said shakily, "wiggle your tongue, Irene."
I hadn't given any thought to exactly where my girlfriend's tongue was in relation to his anatomy, but as soon as he asked her to wiggle it, it was obvious that it was actually inside his ass. Laurent erupted a few seconds later with a loud roar, as the twins enthusiastically cheered him on. He thrust deeply inside Erica, before falling forward and resting his weight on her back.
A few seconds later, a very sheepish Irene emerged from beneath Laurent's ass. She avoided any eye-contact with me, and disappeared naked into my bathroom, turning the shower on seconds later.
Laurent withdrew his cock from within Erica, turned slightly to the side to face Jessica, and told her to clean him up. Without any hesitation, she began to suck Laurent's cock, even though it had just been in her twin sister's pussy. A few moments later, he was on his feet, getting dressed, and evidently about to get on with his Saturday night.
"Tell Irene I expect her here next weekend," he told me condescendingly, as he walked towards my bedroom door. "Don't forget your emails."
After Laurent left, the twins flopped down onto the makeshift bed, giddy with excitement about their latest encounter with the University Lothario. I could still hear Irene in the shower, and I can only imagine that after coming down from the ether of her new-found sexual freedom, she felt compelled to wash the shame away. Laurent had totally dominated her, expanding her horizons just as the twins had warned he would.
I wasn't much in the mood for talking, after everything that I had witnessed, but Erica beckoned me over with her index finger. When I got to the make-shift bed, the twins invited me on to it, telling me to kneel between them. I was very self-conscious as I scooted forward on my knees, my erection tenting in my briefs.
"Those need laundering," Erica said with a laugh, as she put her dainty hands into the waistband of my briefs, and lowered them over my cock.
It happened so fast I didn't know what to do.
"Up," she ordered, slapping me on the ass to get me to stand, so that she could remove my underwear.
Seconds later as I stood naked in front of the twins, Erica reminded me that Irene's right to play the field and gain a little experience before we got married, was only half of the agreement that we had made.
"We also agreed to turn you into a capable and considerate lover," she reminded me. "You can't blow your load in your underwear on your wedding night," she added as Jessica started to giggle.
"First lesson is oral sex," Erica said cheerfully, as she laid down on the make-shift bed, and spread her legs. "Why don't you show me what you know, and we can go from there."
Even though I knew better than to argue with Erica, I was not enthused about the prospect of going down on her. It would be my first time putting my face between a woman's legs, and while I knew the basics from watching porn, Erica's pussy looked less than appetizing. First of all, it was puffy and exposed, having just endured a lengthy pounding from Laurent. However, making matters worse, there was a steady stream of semen leaking from it, presumably a combination of Chad's and Laurent's recent ejaculations, deep inside it.
Erica seemed less than concerned with my objections, grabbing one of my ears as I tentatively approached her soiled pussy, and admonishing me.
"Don't be shy, Oscar. Get stuck in."
Erica must have picked up on my reluctance to dive right in, and she spoke again to assuage any concerns I had about safe sex.
"Irene voiced the same concerns," Erica said empathetically. "I told her the exact same thing. All of the University cock-hounds get tested very regularly. In fact, their proof of recent negative STI tests, is the one thing that enables them to get laid so regularly, by so many different girls."
"Well, that and the irresistible combination of a huge cock, incredible stamina and perfect body," Jessica added with a giggle.
I gave her a nod, as if to confirm that I was okay to continue, and as Erica pulled me between her legs, I reluctantly extended my tongue, mimicking the moves I had seen in porno movies. Erica grabbed my other ear, and employing a vice-like grip, manhandled me into her desired position. I felt the semen against my nose, lips and chin, a cooling creamy substance that dried quickly upon contact with my skin.
"Right there, Oscar," she said, as she released my ears and spread her labia wide apart, exposing her clitoris. "Nibble my clit," she ordered.
Erica responded immediately to my teeth gently biting her clitoris, which encouraged me to try different things. Fortunately for me, Erica wasn't shy, informing me when I was doing things right and wrong, in equal measure. I know I probably didn't possess Laurent's oral talents, although as I thought about it, I had only ever seen him take pleasure that way, not give it. However, my first attempt at oral sex was enough to send Erica over the edge. I had my tongue buried deep inside her vagina, and she grabbed the back of my head and started to grind her clit against my nose. Moving her hands to my ears, she gripped me tightly to hold me in her desired position, and then she climaxed.
I felt a sense of pride as she wrapped her legs around my ass, and came all over my face. Seconds later, this was replaced by disgust, as the combined loads of two men were expelled into my open mouth.
"Swallow, Oscar," Erica said quietly. "Good boy."
Once the floodgates were open, Erica reached orgasm with more and more alacrity, and after four or five climaxes, she pushed me away.
Jessica was already taking her position on the make-shift bed, as I wiped the traces of semen, that had not already dried, from my face.
"My turn," she said cheerfully, as she raised her knees up and spread her legs wide.
As I lowered my face towards her bald pussy, I felt my confidence soaring. I had just successfully eaten her twin sister to several memorable climaxes. As I looked down at Jessica's vagina, it was almost identical in appearance, and would surely respond to the same treatment. I say almost identical, but the main difference was that Jessica didn't have the semen of two men dripping from her, which made her a lot more appetizing.
I tried to mimic the moves that had worked so well on Erica, to no avail. I tried nibbling her clitoris, extending my tongue deep inside her, sucking her labia and clit, and got minimal response. Making matters more difficult, Jessica didn't possess Erica's ability to verbally instruct me, remaining silent for most of the encounter. I tried to recall what tricks Laurent had employed when he went down on her, but then I remembered he hadn't put his face between her legs. For good reason, I mused, this girl doesn't respond favorably to oral sex. Finally, Erica spoke up, offering a hint as to what got her twin off.
"Jessica likes to be in control during oral sex," she said helpfully.
I didn't really know what this meant, having only ever eaten one pussy before, but when I mentioned to Jessica that she should show me what she liked, she underwent an immediate transformation.
Rolling me over onto my back, she mounted my upper body, straddling my chest as she faced me. She put one hand on the top of my head, grabbing a fistful of my hair, and then slowly moved her pelvic region towards me, until she was squatting on top of my face. Once she was positioned correctly, she lowered her clit on to my nose, and began to grind one out on my face. I extended my tongue, and it disappeared inside her vagina. She began to self-lubricate steadily, which even with my limited experience of oral sex, I knew was the precursor to a climax.
Jessica held me in place and rode my face to her first orgasm. It was a much more aggressive sexual encounter then the one that I had just experienced with her twin, but the end result was the same, a very vocal release. Jessica rode me to three orgasms, and then rolled off my face and laid on her back, panting.
I looked up and saw Irene standing in the doorway of my bathroom, wrapped in just a towel, with a big smile on her face.
"Is it my turn, now?" she asked expectantly, dropping her towel in anticipation.
After Irene's towel hit the floor, I took a long lingering look at her body. She was absolutely perfect, just the way I had always imagined her, with one small exception. The way that Laurent had instructed the twins to shave my girlfriend's pussy bald, like a teenage porn-star, would ideally need to change, before I went down on her. I knew that by the time we got married, this nightmare would be long behind us, giving Irene more than enough time to grow her neatly-groomed tuft back. That is what I wanted to see before I lowered my face between her legs, the mark of a woman. Irene, my woman, the way that she was in her natural state, not the hairless pussy of a young girl.
"Be patient," Erica said. "By the time Oscar finally goes down on you, on your wedding night, he will be an expert, trust me," she added with a glint in her eye. "Oscar has five chaperones, and we will work on it every day, until he is able to bring all of us to a quick release."
"You will be comfortable too, Irene," Jessica chimed in. "As you will have been exposed to much more sex by then," she added ominously.
"How did Oscar do?" Irene asked casually, as if I had just tried to bake my first cake.
"Not bad for his first attempt," Erica said. "I think he enjoyed his first cream-pie too."
I had no clue what a cream-pie was until later that day when I looked in the Urban Dictionary. To think that there was a slang word for it, was almost as bizarre as the fact that some men would do it willingly. I had definitely been forced, and would never have done such a disgusting act, of my own volition.
"I think we are done for the day," Erica said cheerfully. "The first lesson went very well considering."
"Do you see Oscar?" Jessica added. "We told you that your wife would remain a virgin until your wedding day."
"I would rather Laurent had made love to Irene respectfully, instead of taking some of the liberties that he enjoyed with her today," I blurted out, without really thinking about what I was saying.
"We will be certain to convey your sentiments to him," Erica added with a smirk. "I am sure he will be happy to accommodate you. By the way, Irene, Laurent said he will see you next weekend."
With that threat hanging in the air, the twins were gone. The nightmare was over, few traces left of it, other than the strong aroma of the Prive Rose lingering in the air, and the crusty semen of two men, that had dried on my face.
Once Irene and I were alone, she immediately reverted back to her prudish self, insisting that I avert my gaze while she got dressed. She left the overtly sexual outfit that she had worn for Laurent on my bedroom floor, choosing to wear jeans and a sweater while in my company. She did allow me to kiss her, although only after I showered and brushed my teeth.
She was leaving the campus later that night, and in an effort to reaffirm my long-term commitment to her, I asked her to marry me. I didn't even have a ring, but as I knelt before her on one knee, she accepted my proposal. We ended up driving to the jewelry store together, and picking out a ring. The choice of ring was determined equally by the price, as I had committed most of my paycheck to the twins, and whatever was in stock in her size. I wanted her to leave the University that night with a symbol of my intent to marry her, on her finger, for all to see.
As soon as Irene left, I retrieved the emails that Laurent had sent me, which contained three lewd pictures of her.
While it had been highly inappropriate for him to have taken them when Irene was my girlfriend, now that she was my fiancé, moving forward it would be completely unacceptable.
I hated all three of the pictures, but I couldn't stop looking at them. There was one of her on her knees, looking up at him with an innocent smile on her face, as she sucked his thumb. Erica was in that picture too, her glossed lips wrapped around the tip of his cock. The second picture showed Irene on her knees again, although this time her pretty face was emerging from under his nut-sack, her bright red lipstick slightly smudged from her extended thumb-sucking session. In the last picture, she was naked, hands down by her side, her legs wide apart, following Laurent's mono-syllabic direction to spread them "further." Her bald pussy, freshly shaved by the twins, had signs of her arousal all over it, her inner-thighs and labia coated with her vaginal secretions. Her shaved kitty made her look years younger too, although judging by the look on her face she detested the new look.
Even though I hated myself for doing it, I selected this last photo as the background for my phone, crystallizing my goal to return my wife to her neatly-groomed state. I couldn't stop my cock from throbbing in my jeans every time I had to look at it.
I spent the following week teaching swim class, and eating pussy. By Friday afternoon, I had acquired enough skills in the oral-sex department, to have been considered proficient, if not expert. I was able to make the five orgasm with relative ease, even though they all favored slightly different techniques. It was a little disconcerting that Laurent was going to be sniffing around my fiancé, but I had hoped that as soon as he saw her engagement ring, he would back off. I also changed my relationship status to "Engaged" on my social media accounts, broadcasting to the world on Facebook that I was betrothed to the lovely Irene.
When Friday night arrived, I was very excited to see Irene. She showed up dressed very conservatively, in jeans and a cashmere sweater. It was nice to see the woman that I loved, acting like my fiancée, and I greeted her warmly, as we discussed our plans for the weekend. After she showered, she gave me a quick flash of her pussy, and my heart soared when I saw that she hadn't shaved all week, and was slowly returning to her natural state.
Unfortunately for me, the twins showed up shortly after Irene arrived, with the news that Laurent was taking them dancing tonight.
Something also apparently got lost in the translation, as Laurent showed up to my room with a bottle of wine, and a pack of condoms looking to deflower my future bride. I knew he was fluent in both French and English, but his mastery of the English language regressed inexplicably, as I kept trying to explain to him that he had misunderstood my remarks to the twins.
"I would rather Laurent had made love to Irene respectfully, were your exact words," he kept insisting, as I struggled to assure him that they were taken out of context. "The twins told you that I would be more than happy to accommodate you, and here I am."
"Laurent," I said angrily, after going round and round in circles, tired of him waving the condoms in my face. "We are engaged to be married. When I agreed to allow Irene a little latitude sexually, it was with the understanding that I would marry a virgin."
"Fine," he said, eventually conceding this to me. "But I am still taking her dancing tonight."
You would have thought that the revelation that Irene and I were to be married, would have caused Laurent to back off a little, but the exact opposite occurred. He became increasingly possessive and territorial, even choosing which clothes he wanted her to wear. She tried on several different outfits before he nodded his approval. Then, looking every bit like a modern day John Travolta, he emerged from my bathroom in a pair of white, skinny jeans, his erection clearly visible in the front of them.
"Garter-belt and stockings," he ordered Irene, "no panties."
He directed her on how to style her hair, and even selected the shade of her lipgloss, after having her try on four different colors. Inexplicably, he made all three of them wear red lipgloss, in slightly contrasting shades. By the time Irene was made up to his specifications, she looked extremely promiscuous, and I didn't want her to go out on campus looking like that.
The twins got involved, shutting my protests down immediately, citing excessive jealousy on my part. Shortly after their intervention, the four of them left my room, heading out to the local University hotspots. Laurent had his hand all over Irene's ass, rubbing my nose in his continued expansion of her sexual horizons, that I had unwillingly agreed to after an extended soak in the plunge pool.
After they left I tried to relax, but the thought of my fiancée out on the town with another man, was making me sick to my stomach. I laid down briefly on my bed, but as I looked over at the picture that I kept of Irene on my bedside table, I recoiled instantly. Someone had replaced the beautiful photo of Irene in her best dress, as she stood by the entrance to our Catholic Church, with the photo of her kneeling and sucking Laurent's thumb. I grabbed the frame to open the back of it and remove this offensive photo, but there was a post-it note stuck there saying "Do not remove," signed by the twins. I laid the frame face down and tried to get some rest.
In the past when they had taken Irene out, the twins had texted me when they were on their way home, the expectation being that I would leave, and go and sleep in my Honda. My phone dinged a few times, but it was Erica sending me pictures of the four of them having fun. In the first picture, Irene was dirty dancing with Laurent, dry-humping his leg as his hands roamed all over her. Then a picture of my fiancée doing shots, and looking totally wasted. Later on a picture of Laurent lying on top of the bar with his shirt off, as the twins and Irene did belly-shots from his navel.
As the evening wore on, I was getting increasingly worried about Irene. She was dressed provocatively, without panties, and was having her low tolerance for alcohol tested again. Finally, I heard the four of them stumbling down my hallway, and I grabbed the keys to my Honda and exited my room.



In the half-light of the hallway, I could see stains all across the front of Laurent's white skinny jeans, as if someone has splashed red wine on him, and I knew he must have regretted his choice of pants. I turned on the light so that nobody got injured, and they fell through my door, laughing and carrying on. In the brighter illumination, I could see that it wasn't a wine stain, but rather three distinct shades of red lipgloss across the crotch of his white jeans, and I realized that he probably had no regrets at all. The door closed behind me without much acknowledgement from Irene or the twins, although my fiancée looked wasted. I heard her struggle to form a complete sentence, just before I left.
"I don't think that is a very good idea," Irene said, slurring her words. "I promised Oscar that."
"Come on Irene," Laurent said, clearly much more in charge of his faculties than my fiancée, "it will be fun. No one need ever know. I will use a condom."
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Staying inside my Honda overnight, without knowing what Laurent was up to with my drunk fiancée, was one of the hardest things I ever had to do. I was up at first light, waiting for the text inviting me to return to my room. Finally, at almost 8am, Irene messaged me saying that the coast was clear, and I rushed back to my rented accommodation.
To my relief, Irene was alone, and seemed to be none the worse for wear from her night out. She was lying on my bed, wearing just a silky babydoll and matching panties. As she sat up to kiss me, I noticed that she was also wearing a very feminine silk hair accessory in her long reddish hair. She winced with pain as she sat up, and immediately laid back on her side. I sat next to her and put my arm on her shoulder.
"Are you okay, Irene?" I asked, nervously awaiting her answer.
"I am sorry, baby," she said quietly, guilt written all over her face.
"What happened last night?" I asked, once I realized that she was okay.
"Laurent left you something in the bathroom," she replied, unable to look me in the eye.
As I entered my bathroom, I was greeted with the overwhelming aroma of the Prive Rose, and my cock stiffened involuntarily at the mere scent of the twins. There was a pair of panties on the bathroom counter, a Manila envelope, and an unwrapped condom. As I got closer to the counter, I observed a large pool of semen in the crotch of the silky intimates, evidence that Laurent had ejaculated inside one of the three of them. I couldn't tell who the panties belonged to, although I knew Irene had left my place without any underwear on, acting on Laurent's orders.
I knew that Laurent enjoyed messing with me, so it occurred to me that he could have made the girls swap underwear, or maybe he even jerked off into the panties to get my head spinning. My eyes drifted over to the condom, that had already been removed from its protective packaging. Once I gave it a closer look, I realized that it had already been used, and the open end had been tied into a knot, to keep the milky white contents inside of it. I picked it up between my thumb and forefinger, the weight of the copious load within it, causing it to stretch and elongate.
As the used prophylactic hung from my fingertips, I noticed red lipstick on the tip of the condom, which suggested that Laurent had enjoyed a protected blow-job. Quite why he felt compelled to wear a condom while enjoying Irene and the twins escaped me, as I had witnessed him having unprotected penetrative or oral sex with all three of them, in one form or another.
It was just like Laurent to leave a bunch of cryptic clues as to the events of last night, and leave me to figure it out. However, it was eating me alive trying to gauge what he had taken from Irene, so I played along with his little game. As I rotated the swollen condom, I noticed some more red lipstick marks on the shaft of it, and realized that they were a slightly different shade than the traces on the tip. So, at least two of them had put their lips on his condom-covered cock, it appeared. I just couldn't figure out exactly what type of sexual activity would require a condom, yet leave two of the girls free to put their glossed lips on his cock.
It was with shaky hands that I opened the Manila envelope, certain that it contained pictorial evidence of Laurent's latest conquest. As I upturned the envelope, several photos fell out, featuring the three girls, as I had feared. The first picture showed the three of them kneeling together, looking up at the camera, smiling agreeably as they awaited his instructions. The twins had freshly shaved pussies, but Irene was showing signs of her one-week growth, evidence of her defiance as she sought to restore her pubic hair back to the neatly-groomed tuft, that we both favored.
Presumably Laurent was fine with it, which made sense as he was European. I think he had only shaved my fiancée to prove that he could take such liberties, and to accommodate Chad's American tastes. Either way, I was happy to see her on the road to being groomed the way I preferred.
In the next picture, the three of them were blowing Laurent a kiss, which drew my attention to their slightly different lipgloss shades. I picked up the used condom in one hand, and the second photo in my other hand, and managed to establish, without doubt, that the two shades of red lipgloss on the condom, belonged to the twins. While it gave me a measure of solace to know that Irene's lips hadn't been pleasuring that French prick, it did beg the question what was she doing during his two-girl blowjob?
My heart sank as I picked up the third photo, getting the answer to my question, and instantly wishing that I hadn't. In this picture, Irene was on all fours, in the doggy-style position, looking nervously over her shoulder, her eyes glazed over from the effects of the alcohol. Erica and Jessica were kneeling before Laurent as he stood behind Irene. Erica was nibbling the shaft of his condom-covered cock, while Jessica was blowing him, their respective shades of lipgloss, matched up exactly to the red traces on the used condom.
The next picture showed Laurent kneeling behind my fiancée, as Erica lined the tip of his cock up with her virginal opening. Someone had applied a significant amount of lubricant to the tip of the condom. I smiled as I realized that, in a continued show of defiance, Irene had refused to self-lubricate to accommodate this man in his attempt to deflower her. The twins had repeatedly assured me that Irene would remain a virgin until our wedding day, and so I took this as a personal slight that they were assisting Laurent, as he prepared to take my fiancée's cherry.
At her age, Irene certainly had some female friends who were no longer virgins, so her look of palpable concern as Laurent started to ease inside her, confused me. Surely, at some point she had discussed the mechanics of penetrative sex with one of her more experienced friends, and been assured that it was a relatively painless event. As I pored over the photo, digesting every minor detail, it occurred to me that Laurent had taken another one of Irene's firsts from me.
In the next shot, the photographer had moved, taking this photo from directly above the soon to coupled sex partners. From this angle, I looked down on Laurent's washboard abs, flexing as he struggled to force his way inside my fiancée. Erica's beautifully manicured nails were visible as she rested her hand on Irene's ass, her job done as the tip of Laurent's cock was now inside my fiancée, albeit only a couple of inches deep. From this angle I could only see Irene's back and ass, but she was fighting him all the way, as evidenced by the muscles in her back that were flexing.
I had never taken a woman in this position before, and wasn't one hundred percent sure of the exact placement of the vagina, once a female was inverted and crouched like a dog. However, it did seem that Laurent's cock was positioned way too high for vaginal sex. As I picked up the next photo, taken from behind Laurent's shoulder, it suddenly all fell into place. Irene had a pained look on her face as she looked back at him, the likes of which I had only seen when women were giving birth. Her eyes were wide open, telegraphing the combination of pain and fear, while the rest of her face was contorted into a grimace. Her back was still tensed as if she was struggling to accommodate him.
I heard her at the doorway of my bathroom, at the exact moment that I realized that Laurent had fucked my fiancée's ass, not her pussy.
"Irene," I said in shock, turning to face her with the photo in my hand. "Did Laurent fuck your ass?"
I never got a verbal confirmation, but watching her eyes drop to the ground with shame, was answer enough.
"I am so sorry, Oscar," she said quietly, as she struggled to suppress her tears. "I never meant this to happen. I love you. It's just that Laurent never takes no for an answer."
"Are you okay, baby?" I asked, trying to focus on what was important right now. "Does it hurt?"
"I can't sit down or lie on my back," my fiancée informed me. "That is why I was on my side. Did you read the note from the twins?"
I turned away from her dejectedly, still trying to process the fact that another man had taken my fiancée's anal cherry. There were two more photos on the countertop. One showed Laurent withdrawing from Irene's anal passage, the condom swollen with his copious load. Erica's dainty hand was holding the open end of it tight to his cock, so that it didn't get pulled off, as he withdrew from the tight hole.
The last photo showed the three girls back on their knees, smiling broadly as they looked up at the camera. They were still butt-naked, although they had touched up their lipgloss, to make themselves presentable for the photo opportunity. Irene was in the middle, her left hand raised just above her head, holding the used prophylactic. It had been tied at the open end, and hung lewdly down the side of her face, the contrasting shades of red lipstick clearly visible on it.
Erica was kneeling to the right of my fiancée, a huge smile on her beautiful face, and giving a very enthusiastic thumbs-up to the camera. She was holding a piece of paper upon which she had hand-written, "Irene, still a virgin!"
Jessica was kneeling on the other side of the love of my life, holding my KY lubricant up to the camera. The plastic bottle was inverted with the lid flipped open, the inference being that they had used the rest of the lube preparing my fiancée to accommodate Laurent's cock in her ass.
There was a handwritten note in with the photos, but in my dejected state, I couldn't bring myself to read it.
"Read it, Oscar," Irene said quietly. "It's good news."
I picked up the note, but couldn't focus as the reality of what had occurred last night sank in. Irene took it from my trembling hand, and began to read it.
"Hi Oscar," she began, her voice shaky and unsure. "We used all of your lube getting Laurent prepped to take Irene's anal cherry. The good news is, that she is still a virgin as promised, and we intend to keep her that way until your wedding day. In other good news, we have decided to allow you a release this morning, eight days earlier than your thirty day schedule. Enjoy!"
While the prospect of release was fantastic news, what I wanted was some kind of physical encounter with my wife. I think she felt guilty about losing her anal cherry to that French prick, because she sidled up next to me, and put her lips on my ear.
"Would you like me to give you a hand-job, Oscar?" she asked seductively.
It had been a little over three weeks since my last orgasm, so I was grateful for any kind of help from Irene. I nodded my head enthusiastically, and she upped the ante.
"You have been a very good boy," she told me. "As a reward, you can blow your load on my stomach."
My cock stiffened at that prospect, and Irene lay on her back on the bed, and invited me to kneel between her legs. Once I was in position, she reached over and started to slowly jerk me off. Unfortunately for me, after just a couple of minutes she had to stop, the pain in her anus making it too uncomfortable for her to lay on her back.
"I am sorry, Oscar," she said sincerely. "Laurent really did a number on me. How about we stand by the bathroom counter and I will help you get off?"
Once we got into the bathroom, I was starting to lose my erection. I desperately wanted to come, but the thought that another man had left my fiancée's virginity intact, but had enjoyed her in every other conceivable way, was messing with my head. She couldn't even lay on her back, for fuck's sake. Irene tried to make it enjoyable for me, but by the time I was fully erect, we realized that we had no lubricant.
I had never tried to jerk off without some kind of lubrication, and as she began to stroke my cock with her dry hands, I knew I was not going to be able to come.
"Irene," I whispered desperately, "do you have anything we can use for lube?"
I was hoping that she was going to offer me a blowjob, the presumption being that her saliva would act as the perfect lubrication. However, she had other ideas, and retrieved the empty bottle of KY lube that Laurent had used to prepare her for anal sex. Irene removed the silk hair accessory from her long reddish locks, and using the safety pin that held it in place, pierced a small hole in the end of the used condom, lying on my bathroom countertop. Holding the condom above the empty KY bottle, she gave it a squeeze, and Laurent's milky-white ejaculate began to drip into the container.
"No," I began, in protest. "I am not using another man's semen as lube."
"You don't have to touch it, Oscar," she said reassuringly. "I will do all the work. You can just relax and enjoy."
Even though the thought of it was revolting, it had been three weeks for me, and the last few weeks had conditioned me to take my releases whenever they were offered. I reluctantly nodded my head, and Irene patted me gently on the ass.
"Good boy, Oscar," she said patronizingly. "Which picture do you want to blow your load on?"
"Excuse me?" I stammered, unsure how much the twins had shared with her.
Unfortunately for me, the twins had told Irene all about the eleven by fourteen laminated photos they used to leave for me, when they were trying to entrap me.
"It's okay, Oscar," she said sweetly. "All men have fantasies. Some of them, like Laurent and Chad, even get to fulfill them," she added with a giggle.
As Irene squeezed the last traces of Laurent's semen out of the used condom, she pressed me again on my preferred visual stimulation.
"Which photo, Oscar?" she teased. "You have some great ones to choose from."
As I perused the six photos lying on the counter, Irene snapped the top of the plastic bottle shut, and briefly left the room. When she returned she had the photo frame that had been on my bedside table. Originally, it had contained a lovely picture of Irene in the doorway of our Church, wearing her best dress. Now however, it showcased a picture of Irene on her knees looking up at the camera with an innocent smile, as she sucked on Laurent's thumb.
"You can jerk off to this one if you prefer," she offered.
While I found that picture titillating, particularly because Erica was visible sucking the tip of Laurent's cock, I had saved my favorite shot of Irene, as the background for my phone. I didn't know how to bring it up, but Irene beat me to the punch.
"You know, Oscar," she began as if she were talking to a child. "One thing being with Laurent has taught me, is not to waste opportunities. The twins have generously allowed you an early release. If you have something that will enhance it for you, let me know. It will be thirty days before you get to come again."
"There is something," I stammered, unable to finish my sentence.
"What is it, baby?" she cooed. "A photo? A pair of the twins' panties?"
I had been erect the entire time Irene had been teasing me, and I was in desperate need of an orgasm. As difficult as it was to verbalize my desires, I finally blurted it out.
"A photo. My iPhone background."
"Of course, silly," she said sweetly. "Let me get my laptop."
Irene went and retrieved her laptop, set it up in my bathroom, and moments later I streamed my favorite photo of my girlfriend to her computer. After the picture of her stood with her hands by her side, and her legs spread wide apart, was displayed on her laptop, she removed her clothes, and adopted the same position in front of the mirror.
The main difference between the two photos was her pubic hair. Freshly-shaved by the twins in the first photo, she now was showing signs of pubic hair growth, that meant hopefully she would soon be restored to the way I liked her, with her neatly-groomed tuft. The only other noticeable difference was her level of arousal. In the first picture her inner-thighs and labia were coated with her vaginal secretions. However, as she stood naked before me she was bone-dry, my physical proximity to her, doing nothing to excite her.
It annoyed me that she would get more excited for Laurent than for me. That she would cream her panties more for him. That her nipples would be larger, more erect in his presence. It also got me hard, just thinking about it.
"Are you ready, Oscar?" Irene asked, breaking her pose.
I nodded quietly, my desire to come overwhelming my shame that my fiancée was going to jerk me off using another man's semen as lubricant. Irene, picked up the KY bottle, inverted it, and poured some of Laurent's semen onto the tips of her fingers. As soon as she touched my cock, I jumped in anticipation.
"Someone's horny," she teased.
I wish I could say that I lasted several minutes under Irene's tender touch. However, as she rubbed Laurent's ejaculate into my cock-head, my thoughts turned to how she had extracted that make-shift lube from his nut-sack.
"Did it hurt?" I asked again, wanting to know every detail, as I got closer to my release.
"Laurent said it will hurt less and less each week," she taunted, alluding to the fact that her French lover had found his new favorite way to come.
Laurent ended up fucking Irene's ass every single weekend. He usually did it on Friday night, so that it wasn't so sore by the time she drove home on Sunday afternoon. He continued her sex education until the twins graduated, at which time they handed me all the evidence they had against me, and let me off the hook.
Amazingly enough, Laurent and the twins kept their promise to allow Irene to remain a virgin until our wedding day, although he enjoyed her in every other conceivable way. We got married in our Church, and though he wasn't invited, Laurent showed up to the ceremony. I was scared that he was going to object to the wedding at the point when they ask the question. However, he postponed ruining my big day until I knelt before Irene to remove her garter, and toss it over my shoulder.
As I slipped my hands under her bridal gown, I felt it before I saw it. Large globs of his semen coating her inner-thighs as it dripped from her gaping pussy. Luckily there was no trace of his ejaculate on my wife's garter, as I removed it and tossed it into the gaggle of women, wanting to catch it.
"You promised, you fucking asshole," I seethed at him, as he hovered around, trying to weasel his way into the wedding photos.
"I promised Irene would remain virtuous until her wedding day," he said smugly. "And I kept that promise, Oscar. I didn't fuck her until right before your ceremony."
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Having a younger brother was always a hassle when we were younger. I had to babysit him as a kid, help him with his homework, drive him to school and to the occasional after-school activity. Andy was a good kid, he just didn't really give me much back in return, and it felt like a very one-sided relationship. Of course I love him, but I was very happy when he turned eighteen and began to take responsibility for his own life.
In fact, shortly after he turned eighteen, my car wouldn't start, and after calling my parents, who were both busy at work, I reached out to my kid brother for help. To my surprise, he dropped everything to come and help me out, bringing a set of jump-start leads with him, and getting me back on the road. When my car wouldn't start the next morning, Andy told me that I needed a new battery, and after jump-starting my car again, followed me to the local Honda garage. We ended up leaving my car there for repair, my kid brother being kind enough to drop me off to work.
That afternoon he picked me up from work, having offered to take me back to get my car from the garage. He was heading to football practice right after dropping me off, and he had one of his teammates with him, who introduced himself as Chad.
Chad was a couple of years older than my brother, and at their ages, it was really noticeable. Andy seemed like a boy, whereas Chad had developed into a man. He was very polite, well spoken and extremely good looking. I come from a very conservative family, and in my culture dating is not encouraged unless it is likely to lead to marriage. I was thirty-five years old at the time, approaching my sexual peak but with no sexual outlet, other than my vibrator.
Chad was a great conversationalist, and we chatted amiably all the way to the garage. Chemistry is a very difficult thing to quantify, but I definitely felt it, and as we pulled up to the repair shop, Chad got out of the car and opened my door for me.
"Such a gentleman," I said, smiling sweetly at him.
"We will wait to make sure that your car is ready," he offered gallantly.
"Oh, Chad, that is very sweet of you," I responded, "but I am sure it will be done."
As it turned out, it was fortunate that Chad was so considerate, because upon inspection my car also needed a new alternator. The garage had called me to get my consent to install the new part, but I had been in a meeting, and missed the call. When I saw the missed call from them, I assumed that they had called to tell me that my car was ready. The whole incident was unfortunate, but they had the part in stock, and once I gave them the go-ahead, they told me it would be ready in two hours.
"Come to our football practice, Debbie," Chad exclaimed excitedly. "You will have way more fun than waiting in the Honda garage."
"Yeah, sis," Andy said. "There is an indoor viewing area with tea and coffee and Wifi if you need to get some work done."
I think I only agreed because I wanted to see Chad in shorts, and a few moments later we were on the way to football practice. As we drove over there, I sat in the back seat, and spent most of the journey talking to Chad. He turned around in his seat to face me over his shoulder, and as we chatted away, I started to realize how good looking he was.
He had beautiful dark skin, unblemished and flawless thanks to his youth. He had a great smile, his dark eyes twinkling as he did so, and perfect white teeth. His jawline was defined, which made him look more masculine. He was in great shape, about five feet eight with a very athletic frame. He made me feel very desirable, hanging on my every word, and clearly enamored with me, even though I was fifteen years older than him.
Once he got out onto the football field, his raw athleticism was on display. He was strong, fast and had limitless stamina, never tiring as he ran up and down the pitch. By the time they finished, ninety minutes later, he was muddy and sweaty, and in desperate need of a shower. Ever the gentleman, he called the Honda garage to see if my car was ready. The repairs were complete, but the garage closed at 6pm and it was already 5.45pm.
"Let's go get your car first, Debbie," he offered kindly. "I can shower when we get to your house. Your brother invited me to dinner tonight."
I thanked him for his consideration and we headed back to get my car. Chad came inside with me, muddy boots and all, to make sure it was ready, and as I settled the bill, my brother and his teammate headed back to our house a few minutes ahead of me.
When I got into my car, I noticed that I was flushed. I had to turn the air-conditioning on to cool myself down. At first I thought that it was just the stress of my unexpected car repairs, until I noticed that I had also self-lubricated. A wave of embarrassment washed over me, as I realized that meeting this young man had made me wet. I took my time driving home, hoping to compose myself by the time I got there. When I pulled in to my parents' driveway, I saw Andy's car, and I felt another hot flash at the prospect of seeing his young friend.
They weren't in the kitchen so I walked quietly up the stairs, intending to go to my room. Even though I was very attracted to Chad, our age difference was too much to even contemplate us being friends, let alone anything more. I suppressed a giggle as I headed down the hallway to my bedroom. What was I thinking getting excited over a twenty-year old boy? Had I actually self-lubricated just from meeting him?
As I hurried down the long hallway, engrossed in my thoughts, I wasn't paying attention to my surroundings, and right as I reached our family bathroom, Chad emerged from it, wearing only a towel wrapped around his waist. We collided awkwardly, the shock of it causing me to stumble and trip. As I began to fall, Chad extended his muscular arm and caught me, in a fluid and very athletic move. I reflexively grabbed his shoulders for support, and as I steadied myself, we made eye-contact.
"Are you okay, Debbie?" he asked, his concern palpable on his young face.
"I am fine, Chad. Thank you for breaking my fall," I responded, trying to retain my composure.
"No problem," he said, his smile beaming as he seemed thrilled for the opportunity to chat, under whatever circumstances. "See you at dinner."
With that proclamation hanging in the air, he turned his back on me, and reentered the bathroom. I stole a quick glance at his muscular back, and tried to make out the shape of his ass, covered as it was by a towel, before I continued towards my bedroom. Once I got inside the refuge of my bedroom, I felt flushed again. I felt the familiar dampness between my legs, and my face had reddened, both sure signs of arousal. As I got changed, I noticed that my nipples were erect too, and I was breathing a little heavier than usual.
This was ridiculous. Chad was a boy, barely twenty years old, not of age to legally drink in the United States. I had to pull myself together, if I was to face him at the dinner table.
Even though we were all working or going to school, my parents expected us to eat dinner together every night, and we often had guests join us. Skipping dinner was not one of my options, so I composed myself, and got cleaned up, using a wet wipe to remove the moisture from between my legs. I had to change my panties too, having leaked vaginal secretions into the ones I was wearing during my exchange with Chad.
I normally wore yoga pants or some comfortable athletic wear around the house, but tonight I felt compelled to make an effort. I put on a little makeup, and selected a nice silk top that was both feminine and sufficiently conservative at the same time. I sprayed a little scent on my neck, and once I was happy with the way I looked, I headed downstairs.
Chad was talking to my parents when I entered the kitchen. It turns out he had just transferred to Andy's school, which would explain why I had never seen him before. He was a biology major, which happened to be my major too, fifteen years prior.
"You guys should exchange phone numbers," my father said innocently, "Debbie was an honors student in Biology, and would be happy to help you if you run into any problems."
"Sounds good, Dad," I said, being completely non-committal.
Chad took the opportunity to get my number, though he was polite in doing so.
"Would you mind?" he asked. "I struggle with some of the Biotechnology Theories. I won't call you unless I really need something."
"Sure," I said politely, not convinced that this was a great idea.
Once we had exchanged numbers, we sat down to eat. Chad managed to seat himself next to me, and while my parents were still in the kitchen, he leaned into me closely, inhaled my perfume and complimented me on the lovely aroma. I blushed as I thanked him, and I was glad that I had worn a padded bra, as my nipples hardened in response to his attention. Unexpectedly, our dinner conversation was fantastic, Chad being able to converse on a variety of subjects, and possessing a wonderful sense of humor.
By the time we adjourned to play cards, I was totally wet for this young man. As the evening drew to a close, I wondered when I would see him next, and then immediately admonished myself for thinking such a ridiculous thing. He is twenty, I reminded myself, and you don't even know if he is single. My parents excused themselves for the evening, leaving Andy, Chad and myself to ourselves.
I was about to turn in for the night, when our front doorbell rang. I went to answer it and to my surprise there was a beautiful young girl standing on our doorstep.
"Hi," she said softly, "I am Angela, I am here to pick up Chad."
"Oh, please, come on in," I said politely, "he is in the lounge."
As Angela crossed our threshold I felt the same chemistry towards her that I had felt towards Chad, which was very unusual as I had never had sexual feelings for a woman before in my life. She was a spectacular looking woman, petite, with a breathtakingly beautiful face, long dark hair, and amazing eyes. I felt a pant of jealousy as she approached Chad, and they embraced and kissed each other's cheeks. They seemed very comfortable together, and I wondered how long they had been dating. They made a very good looking pair, and I couldn't blame him for being with someone so exquisite looking, and close to his age.
Shortly after Chad's girlfriend arrived, I excused myself and went to bed. After I was in my pajamas, I closed my eyes to reflect on the day. My thoughts quickly turned to Chad and Angela, and as I laid in bed thinking about the two of them having sex, I started to self-lubricate again. I knew I wasn't going to be able to sleep in my current state of arousal, so I grabbed my vibrator from my bedside table. I ended up having several orgasms thinking about Chad fucking his hot girlfriend, and finally I dropped my vibrator on the floor, and rolled over to get some sleep.
In my heightened state of arousal, I had forgotten to turn off my phone, and I heard the distinctive sound of a text coming in. Reaching across to see who it was at this time of night, I was surprised to see it was from Chad, although the name came up the way I had entered it, "Boy Toy."
"My sister thought you were really beautiful," the text read.
As I processed the fact that Angela and Chad were siblings, a second text came in from him.
"You are probably sleeping, but I just want you to know that I think you are beautiful too. Night night."
I really wanted to respond to Chad's late-night text, but fear prevented me from doing so. I came from a very conservative family, and even though arranged marriages were being phased out, the expectation was that I would find a nice man, from a good family background, similar in age to me, or older.
My family would not have been enthralled by the idea of me dating a twenty-year old boy, and even I knew he was not right for me. I had entered him in my phone as "Boy Toy," after all, which should shed some light on my expectations of him. It was fun to think about, but not a realistic proposition.
In the morning, when I awoke, I was wet. Not damp as in slightly moist, but wet. I had been dreaming about Chad and had self-lubricated as I did so. I ended up masturbating again before work, thinking about Chad taking me from behind. This was highly irregular for me, and in between orgasms, I texted him.
"Sorry I missed your text last night," I began. "Thank you both for the sweet compliment. I assumed Angela was your girlfriend. You look like such a cute couple."
Chad responded right away, and we ended up texting for several minutes. He invited me to his football game on the weekend, and to my surprise, I accepted. I was really excited when the weekend arrived, although I wasn't sure if it was a date, or just a friendly invitation from my kid brother's buddy. I hadn't been on a date in months, so was understandably nervous. I ended up driving myself there, as Chad had to go on the team bus with his coaches and fellow football players. To my surprise, when I got there, Angela was there, and she had saved me a seat in the indoor viewing area.
I had been attracted to her from the moment I saw her, even though I had never had a relationship with a woman before. I had never even kissed a woman before, but as we sat next to each other, I couldn't help but notice what a captivating young woman she was. She was impeccably dressed, her designer clothes highlighting her petite frame, and smelled absolutely divine. Her long dark hair flowed down her toned back, and her eyes sparkled every time she laughed. Her makeup was flawless, accentuating her perfect cheek-bones, and her kissable lips. I was too scared to flatter her, in case she thought I was hitting on her. We had an enthralling conversation, and she ended up inviting me to lunch the following day, which was a Sunday.
After the football game, Chad joined us, and while he never crossed any lines, he was very flirtatious and touchy-feely, which aroused me immensely. I felt a strong sexual attraction to him, and I was reassured to realize that I was straight. Unfortunately, the evening ended rather abruptly, as Chad had to get back to the team bus, and Angela also excused herself.
The following morning, as I nervously tried on several different outfits, I realized two things. Firstly, that I was treating lunch with Angela as a date, and secondly that I had a strong physical attraction to her. I had to change my underwear right before I left the house, and as I tossed my old pair into the laundry basket, I noticed that I had leaked all over the liner.
When I arrived at the restaurant, Angela was already seated, having secured us a prime table. As I approached her, I noticed two well-dressed businessman were standing by her table, flirting shamelessly with her. She stood up as I neared her table, and turning to the guys that were still hovering, she spoke.
"You see guys. I wasn't lying about being on a date. Here she is. Doesn't she look beautiful."
I felt my face redden as she greeted me, a combination of surprise at being announced as her date, and excitement as I wondered if Angela actually considered this to be a romantic encounter. We greeted each other warmly, sharing an embrace that lasted much too long for friends. I felt her manicured hand on my lower back, just above my ass, and I jumped reflexively. She made no attempt to move her hand, and I marveled at how soft her skin was. As we turned to face the two businessmen, who were still inexplicably lingering, we were stood side by side, and Angela lowered her hand and rested it possessively on my ass.
After seeing this overt sign of ownership, the guys realized that we were a couple, and slowly backed away, although both of them insisted on giving Angela their business cards. Once we were alone, we sat down at the beautifully set table, and as I looked around and admired the opulent surroundings of the restaurant, Angela spoke.
"I am sorry to have manhandled you," she said with a smile. "Those guys wouldn't take no for an answer, even though I told them I was waiting for my significant other."
"Oh, that's fine," I said, half-flattered that she had referred to me as her partner, and half-embarrassed that she had asserted herself over me, physically. "I liked it."
I don't know why the hell I blurted that out, but the second I said it my face reddened again. Angela flashed me a broad smile, and responded confidently.
"I liked it too Debbie."
As soon as there was some indication that our feelings were mutual, I started to relax. Angela was a spectacular looking woman, as evidenced by the fact that she was approached twice more during our extended lunch. The first time, when I went to use the ladies room, there was a man hovering around our table on my return. He was a sharply-dressed, good-looking man, probably used to getting his way with the ladies. However, he was getting precisely nowhere with Angela, and as I returned to my seat, she rose gracefully, extended her toned arm towards me, and pulled me towards her.
"Hi baby," she said sweetly, as she leaned into me and kissed me tenderly on the lips.
I felt a jolt of electricity surge through me as our lips brushed together, the undeniable evidence of the strong chemistry I felt with this woman. Predictably, the kiss worked, and the well-dressed guy made his excuses and left us alone. I was quite disappointed when Angela removed her feminine hand from me, and motioned for me to sit. However, we ended up chatting excitedly for several more minutes until it was her turn to need the facilities.
As she approached the ladies room, a different guy stopped to chat her up, and I realized that I wasn't the only one in the restaurant to have feelings of attraction for her. After lunch, which she insisted on paying for, she asked me where I had parked. I wasn't familiar with this mall, and had parked about a five minute walk from the restaurant. Angela had valet-parked her car, and so she offered me a ride to mine.
Once we arrived at my Honda, we sat in her car and chatted amiably for a few moments. At one point, as we shared a laugh, she rested her manicured nails on my arm, and when I made no attempt to pull away, she left it there. I could feel myself getting aroused, partly from being in a confined space with this beautifully scented woman, and partly from the anticipation of us possibly kissing.
Angela put the moves on me first, moving her lips tantalizingly slowly towards me, giving me ample opportunity to turn away if her feelings were not reciprocated. I couldn't wait to kiss her, and moved towards her, as we gazed into each other's eyes. The second our lips touched, I felt that familiar surge when you feel a strong physical attraction towards someone. I hadn't felt it for a woman before, but it was real. I had butterflies in my stomach, I felt my breathing quicken, and my panties started to moisten.
She was an incredibly sensual woman, with soft lips and minty-fresh breath, and we kissed for several minutes. When we finally came up for air, I was panting with arousal, and all I could think about was making love to this woman. Angela rested her perfectly manicured hand on my knee, and as she looked at me to gauge my reaction, I instinctively put my hand on top of hers, and leaned forward to kiss her again.
I say instinctively, because it is a behavior embedded within women to fend off overly aggressive men. In the past, when a man had put his hands on me, I had automatically placed my hands atop his, to slow his advances. However, as Angela and I kissed, inexplicably I found myself moving her soft hand up my leg, towards my inner-thighs. Angela followed my lead, sliding her hand under my skirt, until, several moments later, her thumb brushed against my panties. I let out a moan, and our lips parted briefly.



"Are you okay, Debbie?" she asked. "Am I moving too quickly?"
"No," I whispered through my ragged breath. "Your touch feels amazing."
We kissed briefly again, before taking a breather, and resting our foreheads together as we gazed into each other's eyes. We rested that way for several minutes as I struggled to regain my composure.
I hate the expression "creamed my panties," finding it sophomoric and disrespectful to women, especially as it is not something that women do with any regularity. However, I had actually creamed my panties, such was my level of arousal, and desire for Angela. I could feel the crotch of my underwear was soaked with my vaginal secretions, and I knew that Angela had left me wanting more.
Once my breathing had returned to its regular cadence, I decided to excuse myself, and we bade each other farewell, with one last protracted make-out session. I had to drag myself away from that woman, before I did something that I regretted. We said goodbye, and drove our separate ways, but breaking every rule of modern-day dating, I didn't even wait until the next day to text her.
That night, as I laid in bed, after several stupendous orgasms courtesy of my vibrator, I texted her. It was probably a little premature since we had only enjoyed one date together, but I had a work-related training session the following weekend, and I invited Angela to join me for dinner on Saturday night.
The training was a two-hour drive from our small town, so my company had sprung for a nice hotel room for the night. Like I said, I didn't think it through, but as I read and re-read my text, the inference was that Angela could spend the night, as it seemed obvious that someone wouldn't drive four hours round-trip, to go to dinner.
Angela responded almost immediately, taking the pressure off with her light-hearted remark.
"I would love to. See you next Saturday, I don't snore!"
I was out of mind with anticipation and I wanted to text her all night. However, listening to the voice of reason in my head, I simply sent her one text.
"Me neither, see you next weekend."
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My tender make-out session with Angela had ignited a fire within me, thoughts of her soft lips, dainty hands and minty breath inspiring me to masturbate before work again. Just before I orgasmed, I imagined her going down on me in our hotel room, her long dark hair wrapped around my fist, as she sucked my clitoris.
I had a stupendous orgasm, and after I came, I laid on the bed panting for several moments, trying to compose myself. All day at work my thoughts drifted to her, and I caught myself smiling several times throughout the day, even prompting one of my co-workers to ask me what I was so happy about. Andy had football practice that night, and brought Chad back with him to my parents' house after their training session.
I was happy to see him, hoping that Angela would be there later to give him a ride home. I ended up helping Chad with his homework, as I was very familiar with the subject matter. He flirted incessantly with me, which in my high state of arousal was very titillating. He was very confident for a twenty-year old, and I imagined that he was used to getting his way with women. I definitely found him very attractive, although there were some obvious drawbacks to allowing myself to flirt back, chiefly his youth, and the fact that I had the hots for his sister. Angela never showed up that night, Andy offering to drive his new best friend home. I wanted to go with them, in case I got to see Angela, but it seemed too needy, so I resisted the temptation to ask my brother.
Chad was at my house most nights that week, doing homework or gaming with my brother, and as we spent more time together, I found myself being drawn to him. He was such a nice young man, and the fact that he was great looking and had a fantastic body, didn't hurt. It also felt more natural to me that he was a guy, my conservative upbringing having shaped my beliefs that a woman should partner up with a man. Angela had sparked something within me, but it was a ridiculous notion that we could ever be a couple. In fact, as Chad and I sat across the dining room table, bonding over his Biology homework, I decided to cancel my plans with Angela. It was just too unnatural to imagine us together, despite the obvious chemistry between us.
Even though I wanted to have this discussion with Angela in person, once the decision was made, I viewed Chad in a different light. Yes, he was fifteen years younger than me, but in my social circle, a relationship with him, no matter how casual, would have been met with more acceptance than one with a woman. I would never forget my first kiss with a woman, but it was time to face reality and move on.
Two days later, Chad texted me to see if I could help him with an essay on genetics, a subject that I was very comfortable with. I agreed to help him, without checking with the rest of my family, and when he arrived at my house I realized that Andy wasn't there. Chad reminded me that my kid brother worked on Thursday nights, and I felt a bit uncomfortable as I realized that it was just going to be the two of us. Andy never contributed much to the homework sessions, but just having him in the room playing on his Xbox made me more relaxed.
Chad and I started off at the dining table, using his older laptop and my iPad as our tutorials. However, as we got deeper into the subject matter, and he wanted to add more complex illustrations, graphics and graphs, we needed the additional computing power of my iMac pro, which was in my bedroom. The two of us gathered our work materials and adjourned to my room, leaving my door wide-open to assuage the concerns of my old-fashioned parents.
My Dad seemed comfortable with our study session, checking in occasionally to see if we needed anything. We really were immersed in our work, and I think he realized that, because the last time he stuck his head around the door was to tell us that he was taking my mum to the mall to get an ice-cream.
They hadn't even been gone five minutes before Chad put the moves on me. It seemed fairly harmless to kiss him back, and he was a great kisser, just a lot more aggressive than Angela. It wasn't necessarily that I preferred his more aggressive approach, it was just that it was something I was use to, having always dated men. It felt natural to let him take control, and in the safety of my own bedroom, in the company of my brother's friend, I relaxed and allowed him a little more latitude than I normally would have.
One thing led to another, and thanks to his continued aggression, he soon had my top off. I didn't feel the spark or chemistry that I had experienced with Angela, but I was definitely responding to his touch, and I felt my panties moisten. Chad kind of muscled me onto my back, and with my top removed, he began to kiss and lick my breasts.
I felt my breathing quicken, as he lowered his clean-shaven face to my abdomen, and began to kiss around my navel. I have had enough sex-related conversations with my girlfriends to know that while there are universal erogenous zones, everyone has their hot-spot, and Chad had stumbled across mine. He knew it too, and the fact that he was so in tune with my body, at such a young age, was surprising.
Chad teased my belly-button, keeping his lips just above it, so that I could feel his warm breath on it, an indication of things to come. Occasionally, he would plant a tender kiss right in my navel, causing me to moan and arch my back. I was in a high state of arousal when he finally lowered his lips, and stuck his tongue in my belly button. He was rubbing my stomach at the same time, his soft hands softly caressing me as I whimpered under his touch.
Whereas Angela had checked in with me periodically, to ensure she wasn't rushing things, Chad kept his hands, lips and tongue active, using my elevated arousal as a tool to get me naked. It worked too, as he began to unzip my jeans and take the zipper down with his teeth. I ran my fingers through his thick black hair, as he licked my privates through my rapidly moistening panties.
Once my jeans were off, I decided that this was as far as I would allow this young man to roam. However, as his lips brushed my vagina, albeit through the silky material of my panties, and he simultaneously fingered my navel, I felt my resolve weakening, and before I knew it, my panties were sliding down my legs. I knew I had leaked into them, but at that point didn't know the extent of it.
Chad knew that he had discovered my hot button, and continued to caress and finger my navel, as his tongue entered between my labia, and brushed against my clitoris. It had been a long time since a man had gone down on me, and I began to feel the familiar tingling sensations in my groin, that typically precede an orgasm. To his credit, once Chad had his face between my legs, he slowed and softened his approach, using tender licks and caresses to bring me to the boil. Without the need for sustained aggression, his touch was gentle and just what I needed. A few moments later, I came on his face, with far more intensity than my recent vibrator-induced releases.
Fully aware that we were alone in the house, I allowed myself to cry out with pleasure, maximizing the enjoyment of my release. Once I had come, I knew that Chad would want to fuck. Guys always did. Once they had got the obligatory oral sex out of the way, they wanted to hop on and blow their load.
Chad however, apparently wanted to coax another orgasm out of me, because he kept his tongue on my sex and continued to lick my clitoris. He also kept fingering my navel, aware of the stimulation having contributed to my climax. Like most women, once my floodgates are opened, I reach my subsequent orgasms more rapidly, and I ended up coming on his young face, three more times, before I whispered through my ragged breath, that I was satisfied.
To his credit, Chad wasn't looking for reciprocation, and allowed me to relax in my post-orgasmic bliss, as he tenderly kissed my inner thighs. After I had composed myself, I texted my Dad to let him know that we were done with Chad's homework, and he asked if we wanted an ice-cream. I felt like a teenager again, asking Chad what flavor ice-cream he wanted my parents to bring him from the mall, but when my Dad told me they would be home in forty-five minutes, I decided to cut Chad some slack.
His eyes widened when I reached for his cock and gave it a squeeze through his pants.
"My Dad will be home in forty-five minutes," I advised him. "We don't have time to make love, but I will give you some release, if you want."
I am sure that Chad would have probably loved a blow-job, which would have been the appropriate level of reciprocation for all of his efforts, but I ended up jacking him off, and allowing him to come all over my tits. He came good too, his youthful face contorted with pleasure, as I slowly jerked his cock and invited him to ejaculate on me.
We snuggled for several minutes after he came, and while I felt completely satisfied, I still didn't experience the strong animal magnetism that I felt for his sister. However, I had already made the decision to cut things off with Angela, the societal pressures conspiring to force me to date a man. I could do a lot worse than Chad I figured, as we kissed tenderly in our joint post-orgasmic state.
I texted Angela the following morning, asking if I could see her at lunchtime. Her office was close to mine and she seemed very happy for me to stop by. I had a brief speech planned, a joint cancellation of our weekend plans and confession of my sexual encounter with her brother.
When I arrived at her office she greeted me in her private reception area, looking absolutely gorgeous. She was wearing a custom tailored suit, a beautiful silk shirt, and some expensive looking high-heeled shoes. I felt the chemistry between us instantly, the butterflies in my stomach, the immediate moistening of my vaginal passage, and my breathing quickening, before she even touched me. Chad hadn't induced any of these responses from me, even as he had brought me to climax through oral sex.
As we embraced, I inhaled her scent, an intoxicating blend of her designer perfume and her irresistible pheromones. I felt weak at the knees and rested my head on her shoulder. Angela seemed to understand the profound affect she was having on me, and rested one hand on the back of my head. Slipping it through my hair, she raked her manicured nails across the back of my neck, causing me to close my eyes and eliciting a quiet moan from me.
It was just the two of us in her private lobby, so she allowed me to continue to lay my head on her shoulder for several moments.
"I feel it too, Debbie," she said softly, acknowledging that there was some deep physical attraction between us.
I finally raised my head from her shoulder and looked her in the eyes. She was captivatingly beautiful, and I was completely enamored with her.
"Let's go into my office," she suggested, placing her hand directly on my ass, as she led me into her large work-space. "Can I get you some coffee, tea, water?"
"Water, please," I said shakily, unable to focus on anything other than her exquisite appearance.
She led me into her mini-kitchen, opened the fridge and handed me a chilled bottle of water. I wanted to place it directly on the back of my neck, in an attempt to cool myself off, such was the heat that she had created within me.
As we stood by the refrigerator, she moved in closer to me, dropped her arm behind me, and once again rested her hand possessively on my ass.
"What's on your mind, Debbie?" she asked softly. "Did you come here to cancel our weekend date?"
My planned speech evaporated from my mind as I inhaled her scent, and enjoyed the way she asserted ownership of me, by her none too subtle hand placement. My heart soared as I processed the fact that she had referred to our weekend plans as a date. My brain was temporarily frazzled, firing on all synapses as I struggled to find the appropriate response. I felt like a love-struck teenager again, and involuntarily reacted in the most unexpected way, by leaning forward and kissing her.
I felt the spark of electricity the second our lips touched, followed immediately by the unmistakable feeling of self-lubrication. After my encounter with her brother, I had forgotten how gentle and tender Angela was, and I melted as her tongue slipped between my slightly-parted lips, and entered my mouth. Angela extended one leg towards me, tightened her grip on my ass, and pulled me into her. Her leg slipped between mine, and as I got caught up in our extended make-out session, I began to rub my inner-thighs gently against her.
It was a very subtle, almost imperceptible motion at first, but as pleasure began to emanate from my pelvic region, I started to slowly dry-hump her leg. Angela responded by raising her leg slightly, so that it rested right between my thighs. Then as she continued to kiss me, her minty-breath evidence of her impeccable hygiene, I rocked slowly against her, like a bitch in heat.
Angela never allowed me to climax in her mini-kitchen, although she took me right to the edge. I was lost in the moment, my lips parted to allow her tongue free reign to explore, my eyes closed as I imagined us making love, my hips grinding rhythmically into her toned upper-thigh.
"Let's continue this on the weekend," she whispered softly, as she lowered her leg. "I want to know why you stopped by my office."
As she removed her leg from my crotch, I struggled to compose myself. I had driven over here to cancel our weekend plans, and inform her that I was having a sexual relationship with her brother. I even had a speech planned, for fuck's sake. Now as I fought to breathe, with my mind completely scrambled, I blurted out the first thing that came to mind.
"I want to make dinner reservations for us on Saturday night," I said shakily. "Would you prefer Italian or Chinese?"
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I don't remember leaving Angela's office, such was my level of arousal. I sat in my Honda for several minutes with my water bottle on the back of my neck, trying to catch my breath and cool myself, until the air-conditioning kicked in. The events of the last week had lit a fire within me, and I had adopted the habit of bringing a spare pair of panties to work.
As I sat in the stall in the bathroom at work, I removed my soiled panties, and put on a fresh pair. I had to crumple the old pair up into a ball, to prevent the transfer of my vaginal secretions to the contents of my purse. They were absolutely soaked, evidence of the chemistry I had with Angela. After my sexual encounter with Chad, I had examined the panties that he had removed from me. They were moist from his prolonged teasing session, but they were still wearable after he left.
A short kissing session with Angela had aroused me so much, that she had rendered my panties unwearable. I felt my face redden as I recalled that I had dry-humped her leg like a bitch in heat. How embarrassing to have been so overwhelmed with desire that I lost control of my faculties.
I should have told her about my encounter with her brother. Whether or not we ended up sharing a hotel bed this weekend, she deserved to know. I had to tell her before we went any further sexually.
When I got home that night, Chad was there. He should have been at football practice with my brother, but he had reported in as unfit with a tweaked knee, and had secured permission from my parents to come over and do his homework. They were going out to the movies, and within thirty minutes of my arrival home from work, I was left alone in the house with Chad. Predictably, he came on to me as soon as we heard their car leave the driveway.
He was much more aggressive this time, almost angry in the way he came for me. I tried to fend him off, in a weak and half-hearted way, but he ignored my perfunctory rebuttals, and seemed to think that it was part of the foreplay. In truth, his sister had got me so worked up earlier that day, that I was looking forward to going home and masturbating. Having a receptive and willing young face to come on, seemed like it would be so much more satisfying, so I allowed him to slowly overpower me.
Three orgasms later, his handsome face glazed with my juices as we kissed, he was lying on top of me, trying to wriggle his way inside of me. I was receptive to his advances at this moment, my pussy moistening at the thought of him entering me. I did have some concerns about sexually transmitted infections, and at the risk of ruining the moment, I asked him to wear a condom.
"I am clean, Debbie," he assured me, "I haven't been intimate with anyone in a long time."
Shortly after his proclamation, he entered me bare-back and we ended up fucking on my bedroom floor. It was exactly what I needed, after the way that Angela had left me high and dry, but it was also selfish and very wrong on many levels. Even though I had not had any conversations with either of them that could be construed as a commitment to be monogamous, they were brother and sister, and they each had a right to know about my involvement with the other.
As Chad approached his climax, my thoughts turned from STIs to the risk of pregnancy. I was on birth-control, and took it religiously, so my concerns were unwarranted. However, I wanted to exert some control over the situation, so I whispered softly in his ear.
"Chad, please don't come inside me. I will finish you off with my hand," I offered shyly.
This seemed to infuriate Chad, and he increased his tempo, fucking me with abandon. He pulled out of my pussy at the last minute, grabbed his cock and started to masturbate furiously. I reached one of my hands out to caress his balls but he slapped it away. He scooted up my body slightly, and put one hand around my neck as if he was going to choke me.
"Take that you fucking slut," he said angrily, as he ejaculated all over my breasts.
Even though his verbal abuse shocked me, I chalked it up to him getting caught up in the moment. I occasionally had thoughts of being dominated or leashed like a dog when I approached orgasm. As soon as I had achieved my release, those same thoughts seemed disgusting, so I could empathize with his sexual fantasies.
That said, it was very flattering to see his young muscular physique, tensing and flexing with pleasure as he orgasmed. After he came, his anger dissipated and he kissed me passionately for a few moments. Then to my surprise, he lowered his head to my abdomen, and started to tease my navel.
Chad knew exactly was he was doing, having listened to the feedback from my body the first time he had paid attention to my stomach and belly-button. He really took his time, moving even more slowly and deliberately than before. Using a combination of his breath, lips, tongue and fingertips, he evoked such a strong arousal from me, that I ended up grabbing him by the ears and putting his tongue back between my legs.
I came three times more on his face, each time with more intensity and vocal outburst than the last, as I closed my eyes and imagined it was Angela whose soft tongue was licking my clitoris. After I came, I lay panting on my back, my mouth open as I gasped for oxygen. Chad emerged from between my legs, my secretions all over his nose, lips and chin, and as he moved up my body to kiss me, I felt his erection brush across my stomach.
I have always been a good girl. Growing up in a conservative family, centered around community and Church, I never allowed my suitors to progress much further than making out, with the occasional hand-job thrown in. I had enjoyed sexual relations with a handful of men, but only once we were in long-term monogamous relationships.
However, Chad had been very accommodating in our last two encounters, so I felt like I owed him one. I knew that the contraceptive pill was ninety-nine percent effective, so for this reason, as we kissed I reached down and grabbed the tip of his cock. Parting my legs slightly, both to facilitate his entry, and to give him the consent that he seemed to need, I slipped his erect penis inside of my very wet pussy. I wrapped my legs around his muscular ass, and raked my nails across his shoulder blades.
There was a fifteen year gap between us, and I felt like we were from different generations. I knew that young people viewed casual sex much more favorably than people of my age, watched a lot more pornography, had more sexual partners, and weren't as conscious of gender as I was, so for this reason I tried to make the encounter exciting for him. I raised my lips to his neck and whispered softly in his ear.
"I am completely satisfied, Chad. This is all about you. Take whatever you want. You can come inside me."
In retrospect, that was a dumb decision on my part. Had I thought about it more clearly, I would have come to the realization that I had just given him Carte Blanche to enact his every fantasy, particularly with my choice of words, "take whatever you want."
Chad became much more physical with me, and increased the pace and depth of his strokes as he began to fuck, in earnest. Once he had a sustained rhythm going, he grabbed my hands and raised them above my head, so that they were flat on the bedroom floor. Holding them above me using just one hand, he lowered his lips to my breasts and started to bite them aggressively, presumably mirroring behavior he had seen women respond favorably to, in an online porn scene.
It wasn't really hurting me, so I didn't object too much, which served to embolden him. He switched to love-bites next, something I last experienced as a nineteen year old in the back of some guy's car. He sucked on my neck, breasts and stomach as we continued to fuck, and once again, in the absence of pain, I remained passive. He started to kiss me again as he presumably approached his climax, and then we parted lips and he began to talk dirty to me.
"Do you like that baby?" he asked aggressively. "I am going to fuck your brains out."
Again, while his choice of words was a little sophomoric, he wasn't actually hurting me, so I played along with him, to enhance his imminent orgasm.
"Give it to me Daddy," I said in an affected girly voice. "Fuck me hard and blow your load inside me."
I was expecting him to tense up and come inside me, but to my surprise he let go of my hands, withdrew his cock from my wet pussy, and flipped me over onto my stomach. I didn't really fight him, not that it would have done me much good, as strong as he was. I did realize what a vulnerable position I had put myself in, by allowing us to be in the house alone.
Once I was lying on my stomach, Chad grabbed my hips and in one fluid motion pulled me up, so that I was on all fours. I had only been taken doggy-style a couple of times before in my life, preferring the more intimate missionary or cowgirl positions for sex. I feel like you really need to trust someone to allow them to get behind you. There are a lot of possibilities of an escalation of dominance, or even violent behavior when you let someone fuck you like a dog. However, I trusted this young man, and didn't think much of it when he tried to enter me.
I am not sure if it was the overt submission of me being on all fours, or if he mistook my words as a desire for him to be rough with me, but Chad became a lot more physical once he was behind me. My first clue that I was in for a rough ride, was when he forced my knees further apart, slapping the inside of my upper-thighs with the back of his hand. He entered me in one forceful motion, getting balls-deep on his first inward stroke. Moments later, he wrapped his fist in my long silky hair, and pulled my head back sharply, electing a cry of discomfort from me, which he ignored.
I don't know if he was caught up in the moment of the encounter, but he started to slap my ass. Not playful love-taps either, but a hard full-force spanking that caused my butt-cheeks to sting, and presumably redden. It wasn't painful enough to warrant me telling him to stop, and I felt partially responsible as I had invited him to take what he wanted. I was just surprised at the transformation in this polite young man. If I didn't know better, it felt like angry, break-up sex, although Chad had no reason to be angry with me.
However, as he pounded me in a deep and aggressive cadence, and rained slaps down on my ass, it went from a loving, sensual encounter to a prolonged fucking. Chad tightened his grip on my hair just before he came, and as he approached orgasm he called me a couple of pejoratives, that I had only heard in porn flicks.
I knew he was about to come as he leaned forward, put much of his weight on my back, and started to talk dirty to me. His aggressive misogynistic barrage did nothing for me, but was apparently going to get him off. He called me something that I care not to repeat, and then to my astonishment, bit me on my shoulder. That action did create enough pain to warrant pushback on my part, and as I cried out in pain and asked him to stop, he started to ejaculate inside me.
He thrust deeply into me twice, and as he rapidly withdrew from my pussy, I felt his ejaculate rain down on my ass and lower back. His aggression had taken me by surprise, and I was in a state of shock as he pushed me onto the bed, and started to get dressed.
"Chad," I said quietly, "Are you okay?"
He wouldn't make eye-contact with me, or engage in any conversation with me, and shortly after he came all over my back, he was heading out of my bedroom door. I entered my bathroom with some trepidation, the counter to ceiling mirrors making it impossible to hide the marks on my body. As I rotated slowly in the harsh lighting of the bathroom, my hand went involuntarily to my mouth. I had bite marks around my breasts, love-bites all over my neck, stomach and breasts, and numerous handprints on my ass from the prolonged spanking. In addition, I had one nasty bite mark on my shoulder, that was already showing signs of deep bruising, around the visible teeth marks. That prick had also ejaculated in my hair, several globs of semen matted within the silky tresses that had been wrapped around his fist, as he fucked me from behind.
I took a hot shower, trying to wash the stain of our encounter away. I knew that his unacceptable behavior wasn't my fault, but I tried to figure out if I had done anything to trigger it. He clearly harbored a lot of aggression and hostility towards me, but I had no clue why.
I tried to put the event behind me, but I kept imagining how much worse it could have been. Chad was so much stronger than I was, and we had been alone in my parents' large house. Even if I had screamed for help, the expansive lots in our neighborhood meant that my nearest neighbor was a fair distance from my bedroom, and may not even have heard my cries. Chad could have escalated the violence, he could have forcibly sodomized me, or subjected me to any sexual abuse that he had felt entitled to, in his angry state.
After I processed the event, I came to the conclusion that I got lucky. I also decided to give Chad a very wide berth, never to be alone with him, and not to mention this assault to his sister, Angela.
Later that night, as my thoughts turned to his exquisitely beautiful sister, a smile appeared on my face. I just couldn't wait for our weekend dinner date, and even left work early on Friday afternoon to prepare myself. I went to Victoria's Secret and purchased some sexy panties and some new lingerie, had my nails freshly manicured, and even got a Brazilian wax treatment.
The following morning I got up early and drove to my training session. I invited Angela to come to the hotel early, leaving her name at the reception area, so that she could collect a room key, and use the swimming pool. I got off work mid-afternoon on Saturday, and met Angela poolside. As usual, she was getting chatted up, two young men in swim trunks trying their best to entice her to the bar for a few drinks.
She looked incredible in a white two-piece bikini, the light color contrasting beautifully with her dark skin, and showcasing her fantastic body. The men scattered as I arrived, our open-mouthed kiss making it obvious that we were a couple. As our lips parted, I felt my panties moisten, my involuntary reaction to her touch, as strong as ever.
"Why don't you get changed into your bikini and join me?" she said softly. "I will order us a glass of wine."
Although Angela had posed her remark as a request, her tone suggested it was more of a command. While I had reservations about being scantily dressed at the pool, due to the visible marks of abuse all over my upper body, I obeyed her directive, returning to my hotel room to change. I selected a one-piece swimsuit, because it covered all of the bruises and bite marks, except the ones on my shoulders and neck. These I hid with a towel, folded and strategically draped around the back of my neck. A quick look in the mirror confirmed that none of the marks were visible, although I looked very conservative compared to Angela. My ass-cheeks were exposed, but the handprints from the spanking were long gone.
She didn't question me about my decision to cover up, and we enjoyed a glass of wine by the pool as we chatted about our respective weeks. Angela asked me if I had seen her brother, but I downplayed it, and we changed the subject shortly after. As the sun descended towards the horizon, we lost the warmth of its rays, and moved over to the poolside bar. We ordered a second glass of wine, and as we stood next to the bar, in the company of other patrons, Angela rested her hand on my ass, in an overt display of ownership.
She seemed very comfortable assuming the dominant role, and with the effects of the alcohol numbing my inhibitions, I decided to submit to her this weekend. It only seemed natural, and I was determined to allow her to take the lead, whatever that entailed. Once we finished our drinks, Angela told me that she was ready to leave, and I followed her quietly to our room.
Once we got into the privacy of our room, I told her that I needed to take a shower, and she left me alone in the bathroom. Once I had dried myself, I looked at my upper body in the mirror to see if any of the marks had disappeared, but to my surprise, some of the bruises had actually worsened in appearance.
This was no time for modesty, so deferring to her, I called out from the bathroom.
"What are you wearing to dinner, Angela?"
"A yellow silk pantsuit," she answered, seemingly having made her decision. "Come here Debbie, I brought you something matching to wear. Let's see how it looks on you."
I left the bathroom wearing just the hotel bathrobe, and nervously entered the bedroom. Angela had laid out a beautiful yellow silk dress on top of our huge four poster bed. I could tell instantly that it was my size, although it was much shorter and more revealing than anything I would have chosen to wear. There was a pair of matching yellow g-string panties, a garter-belt and some yellow stockings on the bed also, and on the floor next to the bed, was a pair of yellow Louboutin shoes, in my size. Conspicuously, there was no bra, something that I wasn't overly enthused about.
My eyes widened at the prospect of being dressed up by this increasingly dominant woman, and I felt myself start to get wet.
"Lose the robe," Angela said assertively, as she picked up the yellow garter-belt.
I swallowed hard, trying to figure out if I had heard her correctly. Apparently, she wanted to get me naked and watch me dress.
"Now," she said more aggressively.
I lowered my eyes to avert her gaze, and let the bathrobe fall from my shoulders and hit the bedroom floor. Angela began to look me over, the way a hungry dog eyes a steak, taking in the numerous bruises, bites and red marks on my body. Once she had digested the state of me, she gave me my next instructions.
"Twirl slowly for me."
I felt very self-conscious as I rotated slowly for her, knowing that the most severe wounds were on the rear of my body. As I turned my back on her, displaying the vicious bite-mark on my shoulder, she moved towards me and placed her hand on my ass.
"Someone has been a bad girl, by the look of things," she whispered. "What did you do to deserve this?"
I was shocked that her first response to the obvious signs of my physical abuse, would be to blame me. I wanted to tell her that I had been taken forcibly, on all fours, like a dog, by an overly aggressive asshole, who happened to be her brother. However, I bit my tongue, and my silence seemed to confirm that I deserved it, at least in her eyes.
"Well, whoever punished you has made it difficult for me to hide the marks of your impertinence," she said coldly. "I think I will order room-service for us, instead of you embarrassing yourself in the restaurant."
Part of me was relieved that she didn't expect me to go to the restaurant in a skimpy cocktail dress, announcing to the world that I had recently participated in rough sex. Another part of me was shocked that she had no interest in knowing who had roughed me up, not even asking me if it was a man or a woman. Yet another part of me was extremely aroused by her take-charge behavior, and as I stood naked before her, I felt my nipples harden.
"You may get dressed," she informed me, as she tossed the garter-belt onto the bed and headed into the bathroom.
My hands were shaking as I picked up the garter-belt and started to dress. I had only ever worn this type of lingerie twice before, but knew from reading romance novels that the panties go on last, to facilitate their removal. Once the stockings were affixed to the garter-belt straps, I pulled the silky g-string panties on, and then slipped into the dress. It was a flawless fit, Angela apparently having taken a long enough look at my body to be able to guess my dimensions almost perfectly. The front of the dress pushed my tits skyward and together, and eliminated the need for a bra.



Shortly after I had stepped into the matching Louboutin shoes, with their sky-high heels, Angela emerged from the bathroom. She looked every bit the boss, her yellow silk pant ensemble being the perfect balance between femininity and a power-suit. The perfectly tailored pants hugged her lower body like a second skin, showcasing her tight, toned ass, and highlighting the fact that she had eschewed wearing underwear. The suit jacket, with its broad, padded shoulders, made her look physically imposing, and designated her as the obvious dominant in this fledgling relationship.
As she approached me she told me to turn away from her, and after closing the last couple of inches of the zipper of my dress, she tied a yellow silk ribbon in my hair, which instantly made me look more girly. I was breathing hard now, flattered that she had gone to such lengths to provide me with a beautiful outfit, and shocked that I was passively allowing her to accessorize me, as if I was her fuck-toy.
"I left something on the bathroom counter for you," she said gently. "You can put it on after room-service leaves, if that makes you more comfortable."
She had definitely piqued my interest and I walked towards the bathroom to see what it was. As I approached the mirrors above the countertop, I was aware of how feminine I looked. I glanced over my shoulder at my reflection, and saw the straps of my garter-belt visible under my silk dress. If I hadn't borne the obvious marks of rough sex, I would have loved to have gone to dinner on Angela's arm, telegraphing to all of the restaurant diners that I was her bitch.
My heart skipped a beat when I saw the yellow silk choker on the bathroom countertop. It was so feminine, the simplicity of the beautifully constructed silk accessory contrasting with the steel plaque that was affixed to the front of it. Angela had placed it in the corner, leaned against the mirror so that the inscription was visible. She had given me the option to wear it later, after the hotel wait-staff had delivered our food. However, having decided earlier to submit to this woman, I reached for it and fastened it around my neck.
I slowly raised my eyes to the mirror to take in my reflection, and immediately averted them at the shock of voluntarily accepting her collar with the inscription "Toy" clearly visible on the front. Moments later, when there was a knock on the door, and someone announced "room service," I wanted to take her collar off, but Angela got me moving with her next instruction.
"Answer that, Debbie."
It was an excruciatingly embarrassing couple of minutes for me as the two guys brought in the food, set it all up on our dining table, and waited patiently for Angela to retrieve their tip.
"My purse is in the other room," she told them. "Please just give me a second."
A second turned into at least two minutes, and as Angela kept us informed of her progress as she searched for her purse, the two young men checked me out. To their credit, they were subtle, but I know as their eyes roamed over my badly bruised body, they were forming their own opinions about the relationship between Angela and I. Dressed as we were in identical shades of yellow, with me in a very feminine, coquettish almost, skimpy dress, and her in a tailored power-suit, there was no doubt as to the dynamic between us.
"Toy, come here," Angela said commandingly, from the doorway of the bedroom.
My heart skipped a beat when she addressed me by that humiliating moniker. Most of my battle-wounds were visible in this dress, and Angela's tone as she had ordered me to answer the door, and now as she beckoned me into the bedroom to fetch the guys their tip, left no doubt as to who the dominant party was in this relationship.
As I scurried across the living room floor towards Angela, my silk dress clung to my curves, and I knew that the guys were being treated to the visual of my garter-belt straps, as they peaked out from beneath the hem of the short dress. Angela grabbed a twenty dollar bill, which was an exceptionally generous tip, folded it in half lengthwise, and to my horror, stuck it between my tits.
"Go give the guys their tip, Toy," she said condescendingly, as she gave me a firm slap on the ass.
My face reddened as I walked back towards the guys. I couldn't make eye-contact with them, as I leaned forward to present them their tip. One of them reached into the top of my dress to grab the end of the twenty dollar bill.
I had lowered my gaze as I approached them, inadvertently fixating on one of the guy's pants, as his erection formed in the front of them. I am sure he would have denied it, had we complained to the management, but this young man was getting off on my domination.
"Thank you, Miss," the young guy said gratefully, as he took the twenty dollars from between my tits.
"Toy," Angela repeated, "her name is Toy."
The man cleared his throat, looked directly at the inscription on my choker to make sure he had heard Angela correctly, and then thanked me again.
"Thank you, Toy. We appreciate it."
After they left, Angela and I had a laugh about our role-playing and reverted back to our normal friendship, as we enjoyed a lovely dinner. The conversation flowed freely, stopping only when the subject of Chad came up. She mentioned him twice, and both times as I stood on the precipice of doing the right thing and letting Angela know the truth, I chickened out and changed the subject.
I should have told her. She deserved to know. I had enjoyed a consensual sexual encounter with her brother, followed by a second encounter that had turned a little rough, but was nonetheless consensual, for the most part. She needed to know this before we made love. It was wrong for me to play them both, without letting them know about each other. They were brother and sister, for fuck's sake, regardless of the violent nature of my last encounter with Chad.
However, even though she asked me one more time if I had seen her brother, I lied. After we ate, I needed to brush my teeth, and when I returned to the bedroom, Angela was in the process of securing four silk scarves to the wood posts of our oversized bed.
"Strip," she ordered as she tugged on the last scarf, to make sure it was secured correctly.
I swallowed hard as I processed her directive. We were about to make love, and apparently for her, that would entail me being tied up.
I was shaking like a leaf as I disrobed, especially as Angela completely ignored me. Once I was naked, she motioned for me to climb onto the bed, and I complied obediently. Prior to meeting this captivating woman, I would have had some serious reservations about being tied up. However, truth was, I would have done just about anything this woman had asked me, such was my infatuation with her.
When I was finally lying on my back on the bed, she began to tie my hands and feet to the bed posts.
"Soft," I remarked as the silk scarves were wrapped around my hands and feet.
"Hermès," she replied seductively, "nothing but the best for you."
My mind was preoccupied with erotic thoughts of her, rather than any concerns about the vulnerability of my position. However, after I was secured, I became aware that my legs were spread-eagled, splayed open for her review, and I was glad that I had taken the time to have a Brazilian wax treatment. Angela tugged on my binds to check that they were secure, and then picked up her phone and texted someone. A few moments later, the door to our hotel room opened, and to my horror, Chad strolled in, like he owned the place.
"Did you really think you could fuck us both, without us telling each other?" he asked angrily, his rage back on display.
"You knew?" I asked Angela fearfully.
"Of course," she replied, "we are brother and sister, we tell each other everything. You are going to regret trying to play us."
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I was very fearful of Chad, as he paced angrily around the hotel room. I really felt like I had dodged a bullet in my last encounter with him. Even though it had turned violent, I had been spared any long-term injury, and I hadn't been subjected to anything that could irreparably damage my psyche, like forced anal-sex or being urinated on.
I trusted Angela to keep things under control, but she had grabbed my laptop and seemed more concerned with accessing it, than moderating his behavior.
"Fuck, it is password protected," Angela said, as my laptop prevented her from using my profile to open it.
"What is the password to your computer, Debbie?" Chad asked menacingly.
There was no way in hell that I was going to give up that information. My laptop, even though I used it primarily for work, contained all of my personal contacts, and I didn't want to give them any leverage over me.
"Don't make this harder on yourself, Debbie," Angela added. "The password? Please."
I had no clue what lengths they would go to in order to extract that information from me. We were in a nice hotel room, and my co-workers would surely check in on me if I didn't attend our morning meeting at 9am the following day, so I wasn't fearing for my life. For this reason, I refused to give it up.
A broad smile appeared across Chad's face, as if he were absolutely delighted that I was fighting them.
"Can I soften her up a little, sis?" Chad asked ominously.
"Debbie, please," Angela implored, making it clear that she was in charge, but also had reservations about softening me up, whatever the hell that entailed.
I flashed her a defiant glare, and she turned to her brother and gave him a very reluctant nod of her head. The second he received her consent, Chad was on me. He put his black holdall on to the bed, and as I looked on nervously, he slowly unzipped it. As he began to remove the bondage implements, I noticed his cock twitch in his pants, evidence of his sadistic tendencies.
I saw several gruesome-looking restraint devices, and some tools that could only be used to inflict pain. Due to my sheltered upbringing, most of the toys meant nothing to me, although I did recognize a pair of nipple-clamps, a black strap-on cock, and a cat of nine tails, leather whip.
"Here it is," Chad said cheerfully, as he pulled out an ominous looking gag.
He waved it in front of my face, forcing me to comprehend that they were about to silence me. The gag was constructed of black leather, with a large hole over the mouth, into which could be inserted a large leather ball, or phallic plugs of various shapes and sizes. As soon as I saw some of the plugs, which were shaped like a penis and had a tongue depressor built in to the base of them, I started to beg.
"Angela, please," I implored her, "don't let him gag me. I won't scream I promise."
"Password?" she said impassively, giving me one more chance to get out of this.
When I didn't respond immediately, Chad climbed up onto the bed, and straddled my shoulders, his crotch right in my face. He picked up the gag, and inserted a large black leather ball into the inside edge of it. Then he placed one hand under my head, and lifted it towards him. My nose was about an inch from his crotch as he straddled me, and he thrust his hips forward slightly, so that his erection poked me in the face.
It was right at this point that I began to feel palpable fear. He had completely immobilized me, was sexually aroused, and was apparently harboring intense feelings of revenge towards me. On top of that, he was about to gag me, thereby removing my ability to negotiate, or even plead for mercy.
I decided to appeal one more time to Angela's sense of goodwill, but before I could form the words, the huge ball-gag entered my mouth, silencing me and cutting off my air supply. Once it was secured, I was effectively muted, although I quickly figured out that I needed to breathe through my nose.
Even though the amount of oxygen that I could take in through my nose was limited, it was enough to guarantee my survival, as long as I remained calm. I was aware that my breathing had quickened, as the gravity of my situation started to sink in, and induced a mild panic within me. Chad noticed my anxiety, and reacted to it by squeezing my nostrils shut, thereby terminating my oxygen supply. He released his thumb and forefinger after just a few seconds, but the inference was very clear, and effectively conveyed. I depended on him for my every breath.
"If you fight me, I will block your nose for thirty seconds," he threatened, as he climbed from my chest.
Chad untied my feet first, the silk Hermès scarves leaving no marks on my ankles, even though they had done a very effective job of restraining me. Using one of the scarves he tied my feet together, before releasing the bonds on my arms. Then, in one fluid motion, he flipped me onto my stomach. I focused on my compliance and my breathing, trying to maintain a steady and uninterrupted flow of the life-sustaining oxygen. Once my arms were secured, he placed a pillow under my pelvis, elevating my buttocks, and increasing my feelings of vulnerability, considerably. He separated my feet and tied them back to the wooden posts at the foot of the bed.
I was now restrained face down, spread-eagled and naked, with a gag silencing any thoughts of protest I still harbored. I retained some lateral movement of my head, and I looked fearfully over my shoulder. To my horror, Chad was removing his belt, a sadistic smile on his face, and with his cock jumping around in the front of his pants. If I hadn't seen the evidence of his arousal, I would have said that he was trying to intimidate me into giving him my password. However, as his erection was trying to bust out of his pants, I resigned myself to the fact that he was going to fuck me first. A classic revenge fuck, the woman gagged and bound, helpless to fight back. Once he had removed his belt, Angela spoke.
"Do you want to ask her one more time for the password?" she said softly.
"Too late," Chad said coldly. "Her ass is mine."
As soon as the words left his mouth, I realized his intent. He was going to forcibly sodomize me, quite possibly the purest form of revenge that a man can extract on a woman, without leaving permanent damage. At least physical damage, as the emotional trauma of being butt-fucked while restrained, would probably remain with me forever.
Up to this point, I had been focused on the preservation of my oxygen supply. However, under threat of forced anal-sex, I started to beg and plead for mercy. I was shouting my password repeatedly, but the ball-gag made utter gibberish of my words, and I ended up just screaming and grunting like an animal in distress.
I never had any warning of the first blow. As I closed my eyes and screamed frantically into the ball-gag, Chad raised his arm skyward, and brought the belt down with full force on my upraised buttocks. As the leather made contact with my ass, a searing pain emanated from it, causing me to breathe in sharply through my nose, and to open my eyes wide in shock. A split-second later, I heard the loud smacking sound reverberate around the room, and my cries of fear were immediately replaced by my cries of pain.
Tears welled up in my eyes, and I shouted the password repeatedly into my gag. Chad gave me a few seconds to process my dire situation, and then raised his arm again, and held it aloft, as I begged him with my eyes to stop. In his vengeful state, no amount of begging was going to help. He wanted his pound of flesh, and brought the belt down with full force on my buttocks, causing me to cry out in anguish, and release a flood of tears. He beat my ass six times with the belt, before Angela, in a classic good-cop, bad-cop adaptation, asked him to take a break.
As Chad retreated from my peripheral vision, Angela approached me calmly, and asked me if I was ready to give her the password to my laptop. At that point, I would have given her the PIN to my bank account, if it would have stopped the abuse, so I nodded my head frantically, to let her know that I was ready. Chad undid the buckle on the back of the ball-gag, and let the leather ball slip from my mouth so that I could talk.
"Deb1984," I said quietly, trying to convey to them that gagging me was no longer necessary. "No more gag, please," I begged. "I can't breathe with it in my mouth."
Chad and Angela shared an uneasy glance, and she let him know that the gag was no longer necessary. She moved back over to my laptop, typed in my password, and signed in without issue. As Angela perused my computer, Chad reached into his black holdall and pulled out a black leather collar. He removed the gag from around my neck, and fastened the second collar in its place.
While the ball-gag was intended for use by humans during sadomasochist sex, the origins of the second collar were less easy to establish. It looked like a dog collar, although the size of it would have meant that it would have been intended for a large breed. It had a small battery attached to the front if it, and some metal contact points inside, that were very cold to the touch on my neck. It also had a metal 'O' ring hanging from the front, so that the aforementioned dog could be leashed. Once I was collared, Chad started to loosen my bonds.
"Debbie won't need to be restrained anymore," he informed his sister. "The shock collar will be sufficient to ensure compliance."
With that intimidating proclamation made, he ordered me up off the bed. As soon as my feet touched the floor, I glanced over at the door of the hotel room, trying to assess my chances of escape. They hadn't secured the safety lock, so it would open like a regular door. I just had to get there before Chad could react.
I was quite surprised how careless they were being with regard to eliminating my escape route, but got my answer the second I made a run for the door. I made it about halfway across the hotel room, before I was brought to my knees by the shock of the intense electrical current surging through my neck. My hands went reflexively to the sides of my neck, in an attempt to remove the collar, but the pain was overwhelming and I cried out for mercy.
"Lay down," Chad barked. "Be still."
I basically collapsed onto the floor, and as soon as I was prone and still, the electrical shock ceased. The relief was immediate, and also served to adjust my priorities, from attempting to escape, to doing whatever it took to avoid a repeat shock. Chad knew this too, but just wanted to test my compliance.
"Kneel," he said, my embarrassment written all over my face, as I positioned myself on my knees about ten feet from him.
"Crawl to me," he said coldly. "Like a dog."
I didn't even think about resisting him. He had orchestrated a complete reset of my mind, and obedience was now at the forefront of it. I placed my hands on the carpet, so that I was on all fours, and began to crawl towards him.
Angela was still sitting in front of my laptop, and didn't seem that interested in Chad's subjugation of me. Once I reached his feet, he issued his next command.
"Stay," he instructed me, as you would command a dog.
I could feel my rage within me, as I remained motionless on all fours at his feet. However, I knew I had to be smart and contain it. They had put me in a position where I had little choice but to obey them, and all three of us knew it. Finally, Angela rose from the laptop, and walked slowly towards me.
"You really screwed up, Debbie, trying to play us both," she said dispassionately. "I asked you several times if you had seen Chad, and you continually denied it. You led my younger brother on, and as your punishment I am going to allow him to enjoy you as he sees fit."
"Angela, please," I begged. "I never meant to lead anyone on."
"I am more interested in your actions than your intent," she informed me. "You will regret fucking with my brother's emotions. Get up on the bed."
I had recently read the biography of John McCain, an American Senator and war hero, and I knew from his accounts of his time as a POW, that everybody breaks under physical torture, or even the threat of physical torture. Chad had just demonstrated his ability to inflict severe pain on me, with the click of his remote, and I justified my compliance as a way to avoid unnecessary discomfort. For this reason, I obeyed immediately, and climbed onto the bed.
"We are going to take some photos," Angela informed me, "and you are going to look like you are having fun," she added darkly.
"Shall I give Debbie another taste to remind her of the consequences of any disobedience, sis?" Chad asked, with way too much enthusiasm.
"Please no," I begged. "That won't be necessary. I will do whatever you guys tell me to."
As I glanced quickly at the pair of them, their faces told two contrasting stories. Angela had a satisfied smile on hers, as she processed my declaration of obedience, while Chad looked disappointed that he didn't get to punish me again. Angela slowly approached the bed, reveling in the control she had over me.
She pulled the covers back from the bed, and climbed on to the expensive Egyptian cotton sheets. She laid on her back, and arranged the pillows so that she could lean comfortably against the headboard. Once she was in her desired position, she spoke.
"Remove my panties, Debbie, then lie face down on the bed."
My hands were trembling as I pulled her panties down her toned legs. I had fantasized about going down on her, but not like this, being coerced under threat of pain, with her brother in the room. Once her panties were in my hand, I felt the wetness of them. She had self-lubricated, although I wasn't sure if it was the prospect of oral-sex, or the thrill of dominating me, that was making her leak. I remained completely dry, the fear of pain inhibiting any of my body's natural responses to the sexual encounter.
Angela made me get under the covers, and then pulled the sheets up over my shoulders.
"Can you see any of her bruises or bite marks, Chad?" she asked her brother.
"No," he responded, as he approached the bed. "It looks like she is a willing participant."
Angela placed one hand on the back of my head, and gently pushed my lips onto her sex. As I extended my tongue, and began to eat her pussy, Chad started to take photos using his iPhone. He took dozens of pictures from all kinds of different angles, stopping periodically to ask me to smile at the camera. It appeared that he was keeping his sister's face out of the pictures, but they definitely captured undeniable evidence of me engaging in consensual oral-sex, with a woman. The sheets covered all of my wounds, eliminating any future claims on my part that I had been coerced.
We took photos for about twenty minutes, documenting my submission to Angela in several different positions. She sat on my face, as I laid on my back, a strategically placed Hermès scarf hiding the love-bites on my breasts. We posed in the sixty-nine position, showcasing Angela's beautifully sculpted thighs, and positioning her freshly-shaved pussy in such a way that I had to crane my neck to reach it, giving the appearance that I craved the taste of her.
Once the photo session was complete, Angela tossed me her silky panties, with the admonition to wipe my face clean. The two of them loaded the incriminating pictures onto my laptop, before noticing a glaring error.
"The bitch isn't wet," Chad said crudely. "We need to take a couple of pictures of her self-lubricating, so that she can't say it was against her will."
I wasn't sure if Angela was going to kiss me or go down on me, both of which would have made me leak like a faucet. However, Chad had ideas of his own, to stimulate my vaginal secretions.
"Lay on your back, Debbie," he ordered. "Hands behind your head, legs spread wide. We need to know when you start to get wet."
After I was in his desired position, he turned to his sister, and told her his plan.
"Follow my lead," he instructed her. "I know how to make this bitch leak."
Chad got onto the bed and knelt on the right side of me, and Angela followed suit, kneeling on my left. He placed his hand on my stomach, and started to caress me gently, from just under my breasts down to just above my pelvic region. His fingertips felt fantastic as he ran them across my abdomen, skirting my navel in the first few passes. Angela started to mirror his movements, her beautifully manicured nails raking across my stomach, as it tightened under their joint caress. They seemed to choreograph their actions, so that their fingertips never touched, but came close as they teased every square inch of my taut mid-section.
Chad's fingertip brushed my navel first, causing me to inhale sharply and arch my back under the intense stimulation. Angela is very perceptive sexually, and began to mirror his movements, dragging her nails from my pubic area to my navel, before circling the edge of it, and finally disappearing inside my belly-button. It was an incredibly sexy experience, to have two people that I had such chemistry with, work in tandem to stimulate my favorite erogenous zone, and soon after they started to tease me, I felt myself start to self-lubricate.
I let out a moan of pleasure as Chad lowered his clean-shaven face to my navel, and hovered directly above it. I could feel the warmth of his breath in my belly-button, and after a few seconds, he extended his tongue, and licked me there. Emboldened by my response, Angela lowered her beautiful face to my stomach too, and they began to take turns, nibbling, licking and kissing my navel.
I felt her soft hand on my inner-thigh next, resting right next to my labia. She extended her middle finger, and ran its manicured nail between the lips at the entrance to my vagina. As my labia spread apart, exposing my clitoris, she gave it a gentle caress, before her finger entered my vaginal canal, emerging a few seconds later with my juices all over it. They were both still licking my belly-button, and their heads continued to hover above my stomach, even as Angela's wet finger reached my mouth.
"Suck," she ordered me, as I parted my lips to take her finger between them.
I sucked my finger until it was clean of my juices, before it disappeared from my line of sight, re-entering my rapidly moistening pussy, seconds later. I was on the road to orgasm, and I think they knew it, because Chad suggested letting me come.
"It will enhance the photographs," he told his sister. "Seeing her secretions leaking from her, her erect nipples and her flushed face, will make it very difficult for her to claim that this was non-consensual," he added.
"Just one orgasm," Angela instructed, making it clear that she was still in charge. "Then you can fuck her."
While I wasn't enthralled about the idea of getting fucked by Chad, I tried to put that notion aside, and deal with it as it occurred. I was way more interested in having an orgasm, as my body continued to respond favorably to their stimulation.
Angela and Chad continued to caress my abdomen, their lips, tongues and fingers conspiring with Angela's soft touch on my swollen clitoris, to bring me ever closer to the edge. It hit me like a bolt of lightning when I came, the overwhelming array of stimuli causing me to arch my back, and cry out in delight. They continued to tease me for several moments after I erupted, ceasing only as I began the ascent to my next climax.
"We got what we needed," Angela said dispassionately, as she wiped the juices from my pussy all over my inner-thighs, labia and pubic region, the resultant glaze making it abundantly clear that I had willingly participated in, and thoroughly enjoyed our encounter.



The two of them got up abruptly, Chad grabbed his iPhone, and Angela began to arrange my long hair around my breasts, to hide any evidence of physical abuse. Then she squatted above my face.
"Lick," she said, as she lowered herself a few inches above me. "And smile."
As soon as Chad began to take photos, I knew that we had a much different looking set of pictures, now that they had aroused me. As I lifted my neck from the pillow, in order to lick her sex, I looked not only a willing participant, but an eager one. My smiling face peeked out from under her shaved pussy, my extended tongue reaching for her clitoris. My erect nipples poked through the ends of my hair, which hid the love bites and red marks on my tits. My face was flushed red with arousal, and as Chad began to photograph my vagina, there was incontrovertible evidence that I was extremely excited.
They only needed a few more pictures highlighting my arousal, before they called it a day. I had already come down from my post-orgasmic high, and my pleasurable feelings were now replaced with dread.
"I want to ass-fuck her," Chad announced to his sister. "Teach that bitch to fuck with us."
"Me too," Angela said to my horror, as she picked up the black strap-on from the bed. "Let's flip a coin to see who goes first."
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As Angela picked up her purse, presumably to find a coin with which to randomly determine which of them got to violate me first, Chad started to arrange the pillows in a small pile.
"Assume the position," he said commandingly. "Wiggle your ass. Offer yourself to us."
I had stopped resisting them out of fear of the shock-collar, choosing to remain passive as they posed me in humiliating positions, and documented my submission to them. However, under the threat of forced anal-sex, I was going to resist. I knew I would second-guess myself forever, if I laid face down on that pile of pillows with my ass up in the air and invited them to sodomize me, by seductively wiggling my butt. It was at the risk of a shock, but in my mind the protest would be worth it.
Half a second later, as I writhed around in agony on the bedroom floor, my hands trying to rip the collar from my neck, I knew that resistance was utterly futile.
"Please, Chad," I begged, "Make it stop. I will do whatever you want."
As before, the second the shock-collar stopped electrocuting me, there was an immediate cessation of pain. Designed this way to reward a dog for compliance, it was such a relief to have the torment end, and it got me back on their program.
"Heads or tails, Chad?" Angela asked sweetly, as if they were deciding which one of them was going to fetch more ice.
"Tails," he said with a smug look on his face. "If I win, I am going to get me some tail."
Time seemed to slow down as Angela flipped the quarter in the air. I watched on intently as it rotated numerous times before landing in the palm of her hand. As she flipped the coin over onto the back of her other hand, I prayed for it to come up heads. I was petrified of losing my anal-cherry, at the ripe old age of thirty seven, but I just knew that Angela would be more gentle.
I will never know if he won, or if she conceded my ass to him as a gesture of goodwill, but she looked up at her little brother with a smile on her face, and gave him the good news.
"You win, brother. She's all yours."
Chad approached me as I laid on the floor by the bed. He knelt down next to me, cupped his hand under my chin, and lifted my head up so that our eyes met.
"Do you know what I want?" he asked, with a sneer.
"Yes, Chad," I said as submissively as I could stomach.
"Then offer yourself to me," he said. "Make it sincere."
It took everything I had to pick myself up off the floor and climb up onto the hotel bed. I laid on my front with the large pile of pillows under my pelvis. They elevated my ass as they bent me at the waist. I looked over my left shoulder at Chad, as he was removing his pants, made eye-contact with him, and as I began to shimmy seductively for him, I gave him the invitation that he had demanded.
"Fuck my ass, Chad," I said, my voice trembling as I spoke. "Take my anal-cherry. It is yours."
I noticed that Angela was getting naked too, presumably getting ready for her turn to punish me with the strap-on. Chad's underwear hit the floor, and he strode with purpose towards the bed, his erection telegraphing his intent.
"Eyes front," he growled, as he knelt behind me on the bed.
Angela climbed onto the bed shortly after her brother, positioning herself so that her shaved pussy was right by my face. I knew what she wanted, and while I was out of my mind with anxiety about my impending ass-fucking, I feared the shock-collar more, so I lowered my tongue to her sex, and began to lick her. She responded to my soft touch immediately, moaning quietly as I lapped at her ever-moistening pussy.
When I look back on that day, the one thing that stands out was Chad's lack of sexual experience. I had made some assumptions, based on his great looks and fantastic body, that he had enjoyed a lot of sex. However, as he knelt behind me, his cock probing around against my tightly-clenched sphincter, I realized he hadn't even taken the time to lubricate himself, such was his ignorance when it came to this sexual act.
I was an anal-virgin, I was fighting his entry all the way by contracting the muscles of my anus, and he had neglected to apply lubricant to either his cock, or my asshole. As he fumbled around, his frustration was also affecting his erection, and while he still possessed a stiff cock, he wasn't sufficiently rock-hard to force his way in. My pussy however, was still soaking wet, the result of me having enjoyed a recent orgasm, as they got me wet for their photo session. Once this dawned on me I acted quickly, out of self-preservation. I lifted my lips from his sister's pussy and spoke.
"Chad, please," I begged. "Take me like you did before, nice and rough. My ass will loosen up once I come a few times, then you can fuck it."
He grunted his affirmation, called me a few choice names, and driven by a combination of lust and frustration, lined up his cock with the entrance to my pussy, and eased his way in. Even though I had consented to another round of rough sex, it never materialized. With his older sister in the room, Chad moderated his behavior, and while I wouldn't characterize his actions as lovemaking, he managed to fuck me to his orgasm without slapping my ass, or biting me once. He didn't even pull my hair, although I think that was due to the fact that I was sucking on his sister's clitoris, and she had me held firmly in place.
She came first, a stupendous orgasm on my face, accompanied by all kinds of declarations of love for me, that were so out of place in this quasi-rape situation.
Chad followed shortly after her. He came inside me, like a normal human being, resisting the temptation to pull out and blow his load all over my ass, and in my hair. No such declarations from him though, as he rained insults down on me as he got off.
My expectation was that much of his rage towards me would dissipate after he got his rocks off. However, as soon as they had composed themselves, they decided that they wanted to humiliate me as part of my punishment. Chad retrieved a leash from his bag of tricks, attached it to the "O" ring on my collar, and told me to crawl behind him as we walked me around the large hotel room. He brought me to heel, made me sit, and put me through a host of humiliating agility tasks, during which I was required to stay in character as a dog.
The game of "fetch" was Angela's idea, continuing my debasement as I scurried around the room on all fours chasing a pair of her soiled panties. She wadded the underwear up into a ball, tossed it across the room and then issued the command "fetch." I had to chase them down and retrieve them with my teeth.
In fact, they toyed with me for nearly an hour, testing the limits of my compliance with increasingly humiliating commands.
"Come here, puppy," Angela commanded me, as she sat in a chair with her feet up on a low-slung ottoman.
I crawled over to her, and she wiggled her recently pedicured toes in my face.
"Kiss my feet, puppy," she ordered me with a giggle.
I felt like I was approaching my limit, and I was about to say no. However, as she reached for the remote to my shock-collar, I had a change of heart, and tentatively lowered my lips to her feet. I planted a few tender kisses on the top of her feet, before she told me to suck her toes. Sucking turned into licking and after several minutes of me giving her feet an extended tongue-bath, she put the sole of her foot on my forehead, and pushed me away. My tongue was as dry as sandpaper, and I licked my lips reflexively.
"Are you thirsty?" Angela asked thoughtfully.
When she told me to drink some water from a bowl on the floor, I finally reached my limit and said no. It wasn't the thought of lapping up water like a dog, but more the recognition that this escalating debasement wasn't going to stop, until I said so. When I finally offered some real pushback, Angela tried to intimidate me, changing from the threat of the shock-collar, to using the photos of me eating her pussy, as leverage.
"I have your contact list," she admonished, "and I am prepared to out you as a lesbian."
"Your friends and family will disown you if you bring this shame on them," Chad added with a considerable amount of vengeance.
"It is you who will be vilified," I spat back, still trying to demonstrate my defiance. "Everyone hates a blackmailer."
"Everyone hates the guy that blackmails his classmate to do his homework," Angela said confidently. "However, when the leverage involves something that violates their own social mores, most people will actually side with the blackmailer. As you are about to find out. Chad, send one picture of Debbie eating my pussy to her grandmother."
"No!" I begged, as I heard his phone swoosh.
As it turned out, when Chad sent the photo of me eating Angela's pussy to my grandparents, and then invited me to call them to explain, initially I was unable to pick up the phone.
"Call them," he goaded. "Tell them that you were being blackmailed. I sent it to them using the Confide app, so the picture will disappear permanently sixty seconds after they open it. They won't forget seeing it, but won't be able to prove its existence to any one else."
As he taunted me about the disappearing photo, my phone rang. Chad grabbed my phone and glanced at the screen.
"You should probably answer that," he said cheerfully, "it's your grandmother."
I knew they weren't going to let me off the hook, so I reluctantly took the call. Understandably, my grandma was very confused about what she had seen, although since the photo had already disappeared, she wasn't opposed to my suggestion that it was a scam.
"Oh, thank God, Debbie," she said, the disgust evident in her voice. "I was worried sick, I thought that you were with a woman."
Once I hung up the phone with her, I realized how much leverage they had over me. Mainstream America had largely accepted same-sex relationships, but there remained small pockets of bigots scattered across the country. Largely limited to rural small towns, and religious communities, these old school die-hards viewed same-sex couples as an abomination, and unfortunately for me, my entire family fell into this category.
Compromising photos of me eating another woman's pussy, with a huge smile on my glazed face, were the last thing I needed in my life. Angela having access to my entire contact list just made things so much worse for me. For this reason, as the day drew to a close, and Angela reminded me that she still wanted to ass-fuck me, I climbed up onto the pile of pillows, bent over it so that my ass was ready for the taking, and remained there passively, as she selected which strap-on to use.
Angela knew exactly what she was doing, having taken many an anal-cherry in her life, from both willing and unwilling participants, male and female. She started off with a very thin flesh-colored strap-on, no wider than a lipstick container, and using plenty of lubricant, managed to open up my sphincter with ease. As she progressed slowly, slightly increasing the diameter of each subsequent phallus, she loosened me up to the point that Chad could take what he wanted. Angela left the room shortly after that, as if to give her little brother some privacy to expand his horizons.
When it was his turn at bat, Chad savagely sodomized me, first with his erect cock, and then after he came deep inside my anal-passage, he selected the large black phallus that I had eyed with such trepidation, upon seeing it for the first time. Having removed the limitations posed by inevitable ejaculation from the equation, he was able to give my ass a protracted fucking, rendering me incapable of sitting down for nearly two days. To add insult to injury, when he finally pulled the huge black phallus from my ass, he made me suck it clean.
At the time, I considered this the biggest indignity of my life, the low point of my interaction with men. It was just so demeaning to have to perform ass to mouth for his perverse enjoyment, especially as it was a sexual activity that I hadn't even had the stomach for in porn movies. Unfortunately, for me, Chad's quest for revenge continued to move the goalposts, even after I had almost thrown up, gagging on the strap-on cock. He moved back behind me, and if I hadn't just observed his flaccid cock, I would have assumed he was planning to fuck me again.
I felt the bed compress as he climbed back on it, and stood behind me. My eyes darted around the room, and as I saw the remote to the shock-collar, his leather belt, and the cat of nine tails, laying on the bedroom floor, I breathed a sigh of relief. Whatever, was next, wasn't going to hurt.
Well, while it didn't physically hurt, it had a considerable long-term affect on my psyche, when Chad began to urinate on my ass and lower back. I couldn't bring myself to look back at him, as I didn't want to give him the satisfaction of seeing the look on my face, which was a combination of revulsion and defeat. He expelled a steady stream of urine onto my lower body, without saying a word as he defiled me. In fact, he remained silent, preferring to let the unmistakable sounds of his piss splashing against my skin, sink in.
After a few seconds, he moved towards me and began pissing into the back of my hair. I felt the wet strands of hair sticking to my skin, and smelled the foul odor of his urine start to permeate the room. Finally, as I felt his knees either side of my ribcage, he adjusted his aim, and finished up urinating on the top of my head.
He let me shower several minutes later, after keeping me posed in the doggy-style position, as his piss dried on my skin and in my hair, while he took a few more photos.
The following day, I had to stand for the entirety of my 9am morning work meeting, although I blamed it on severe cramps, to save face with my co-workers. In addition to that indignity, I also ended up staying a second night in the hotel at my own expense, unable to face the two hour drive home. I called in sick to work on Monday, and drove home late in the afternoon, after requesting a late check-out. My ass was still very painful for nearly a week after they sodomized me, but thanks to Angela's gradual increase in the diameter of the strap-on, I was able to avoid any long-term injuries.
That experience shaped me into the submissive that I am today. My fiancé is a dominant man, and likes to force me to submit to him. However, even though we
trust each other implicitly, I am unable to share my deepest desires with him, which is to be thoroughly abused, on occasion. For this reason, I find myself reaching out to Angela once in a while, a habit that I am trying desperately to kick, as I am afraid it will affect my relationship with my fiancé.
It's not just the chemistry that Angela and I share, that threatens to derail my upcoming marriage. In addition, as the sexual violence between us increases, I am left with a litany of physical injuries, that are becoming increasingly difficult to hide from my fiancé. The bruises, ligature marks, and riding-crop wounds heal fairly quickly, but Angela has threatened to cut off all ties with me, unless I allow her to mark me permanently. I am not sure if she intends to brand me or tattoo me. However, if it comes down to a choice between allowing her to do so, or never seeing her again, I already know the answer. It frightens me to no end, to think how my fiancé will react to the mark of another, permanently visible on my body.
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I never really realized how fortunate I was until I turned thirty. By this time in my life my social circle had morphed from close childhood friends and High School buddies, into one of men that could afford the things that I liked to do. I had nothing against my old circle of friends, it was just tiresome hearing them complaining about being broke, and how much they hated their jobs. It was also getting old picking up the tab, every time we did anything, so it was not surprising that I surrounded myself with wealthy guys, who had a lot of free time to do fun shit.
I was a trust-fund baby, and I was fortunate enough to get my first dividend on my eighteenth birthday. With little parental guidance, and the restraint of a typical teenager, I bought an ocean-front condo in Newport Beach and a bright orange Lamborghini. My car insurance was eight thousand dollars per year, but I just didn't give a fuck.
I did have access to a financial planner, and after I met with him a couple of times, he assured me that the way my trust was set up, would make it virtually impossible for me to run out of money, unless I got heavily into drugs or gambling. In addition to a huge monthly stipend, the trust stipulated cash payouts at five-year intervals, until I turned fifty years old, at which time the balance was available to me.
I didn't spend money because I enjoyed spending it, or even because I enjoyed the lifestyle it provided me. I spent money, solely to try and get laid. Which is why my Lamborghini was fluorescent orange, and my condo was a breathtakingly modern panty-dropper.
I hadn't always been a confident kid, even though I grew up in an affluent neighborhood, and I was reasonably good-looking and athletic. My confidence soared when I had money, especially as I quickly realized that women viewed me differently, once they knew I was rich.
I had a very wealthy uncle that I had always been close to, and after my parents died, he tried to mentor me. His advice often seemed counter-intuitive and off the wall, but the more I followed it, the more I got laid. He was in his late forties, and always had a different young woman hanging from his arm, so it seemed like any advice he gave was probably worth following.
My uncle sat me down shortly after I got my first trust-fund disbursement, and advised me to get a really flashy car, a panty-dropper pad, and a vasectomy. What the fuck? I had just turned eighteen, and he wanted me to get the snip? When I gave him some pushback about the idea, he sat me down and made a compelling argument for it.
"First of all," he began, "I love you like my son, and I would never intentionally give you bad advice. A lot of what I am about to tell you, will make sense when you are thirty. Women are going to want you to have sex with them, because you are good-looking and very wealthy. However, their end goal is for you to impregnate them, so that they can claim child support. If you eliminate that possibility, you can have casual sex with as many women as you desire. In fact, you can tell them that you want to have their babies, and they will let you fuck them more often."
This made no sense to me, at the tender age of eighteen, but I trusted my uncle implicitly.
"What if I meet someone that I want to have kids with?" I asked.
"Then, there are specific steps that you take, in the right order," he advised me. "First of all, you get married with an iron-clad pre-nuptial agreement. Once you are married, and have enjoyed all of the practice sex that you can handle, you get a reversal of your vasectomy. You will need to wait three to four weeks after the procedure to have sex, so schedule a business trip to avoid any unnecessary embarrassing conversations."
"This seems like a bit of a hassle," I said, naively.
My uncle was quite a patient man, and took the time to explain to me how much hassle having unwanted babies with a gold-digger was, compared to his scenario. His last piece of advice?
"Don't have any physical contact with anyone, unless you are one hundred percent certain that they are over eighteen."
One month later, with my vas-deferens severed, and a very realistic fake-ID, I started trolling the bars of Newport Beach in my Lamborghini, with varying success. I had learned much through trial and error, but also took any feedback that was offered, particularly from guys that had game.
For me, I operated at my best level when I was sober and appeared busy. Most socializing in Southern California is done outside, and many bars have outdoor patios, utilizing overhead heat-lamps in the winter months.
I would drive to a bar or nice hotel that had such an outdoor patio, ensuring that my arrival was viewed by the majority of the patrons. I avoided the upscale places, as I wasn't looking for women that were used to dating wealthy guys. They had their own game going on, and it was expensive. I was looking for beautiful women with regular mundane lives and jobs. Airline hostesses, beauticians, nurses, waitresses, women that would view me as a potential way out.
Pretty much anywhere I rolled up to, would end up valet-parking my Lamborghini right up front, which meant I had an audience both when I arrived and when I left. I stayed sober for several reasons. First of all, my car was my conversation starter, and I needed to be able to drive it. Secondly, I found that while alcohol lowered my inhibitions and made me a little more talkative, it also lowered my standards, and I was trolling for tens.
As I mentioned, I had varying amounts of success when I first started bar-hopping. I had no trouble attracting the attention of young women, but most of them were so obviously gold-diggers that it was very off-putting for me. I also got propositioned a couple of times, young girls working their way through college, offering sex in exchange for a few hundred dollars. I had only ever been with two women before, and the financial component, coupled with the expectation that a hooker would have way more sexual experience than me, made the prospect very intimidating. For this reason, most nights I would buy a few drinks for various hot chicks, before leaving alone.
I have fond memories of my first successful night out, even though it was baptism by fire. I didn't have tons of game, hadn't worked out my back-story, unaware that everyone in Southern California had one, and wasn't sure of the etiquette in a bar, having just secured my fake-ID. After I entrusted my Lamborghini to the High School age valet-parking attendant, I even asked for my keys back, such was my level of naivety.
I entered the patio with my phone glued to my ear, having followed my uncle's advice to always appear busy. Like I said, I wasn't brimming with confidence, but I noticed several of the women in the bar were checking me out.
One of them made a move right away, a great-looking older woman, well, relative to me. She was probably in her late twenties.
"I love the color of your Aventador," she opened with, instantly impressing me with her knowledge of exotic cars.
Most women in the Newport Beach area understood the correlation between exotic cars and wealth, some could even tell a Ferrari and a Lambo apart. However, it was rare to find a woman that could identify the model of Lamborghini, without seeing the nomenclature. I was impressed.
I moved my phone away from my ear, and responded.
"Thank you for noticing, you have great taste in cars."
She smiled at me, a smile I would later learn to recognize, signaled availability. After abruptly terminating my phone call, I asked her if she wanted a drink. Her proof of age dilemma was solved by the bartender, who immediately asked us both for ID. Even though I had used my fake ID successfully a few times before, being only eighteen, I handed it over with some trepidation.
Fortunately for me, my ID passed his scrutiny, and after a cursory check of my companion's driver license, the barkeep acknowledged her with a friendly greeting.
"Hi Madison, great to see you this evening."
"George," she said sweetly, confirming my hunch that they knew each other.
We made our way over to the patio, and selected a table in full view of my Lamborghini. Although this was inadvertent, after a post-date debrief with my uncle, he advised me to incorporate this accidental coincidence into my future encounters.
"Rub your wealth in her face," he advised me, "it is why she is sitting with you. Imagine if Madison had sat down opposite you with her legs wide-open, displaying her shaved pussy," he added. "Would have been an incentive to stay focused, no? Keep your eye on the prize, as it were."
We made small-talk and as I got more comfortable, I began to check Madison out. She shared with me that she was twenty-eight years old, originally from Kansas and worked in the Tom Ford store in Fashion Island. I didn't understand the significance of most of this, but after about an hour, during which we consumed two drinks and became significantly more touchy-feely, I excused myself to call my uncle.
"I need to take care of some business," I lied. "Be back in a few moments. Can I get you another drink?"
Madison graciously accepted my explanation, and I went to the bar and freshened-up her drink. George was my barkeep, and in a spontaneous move, which I later incorporated as an integral part of my recon, I tipped him twenty dollars. Well, to be more accurate, I held a twenty dollar bill extended between my fore and middle fingers, inviting him to take it. As he reached out to grab it, I asked him a question, making it clear that the two were related.
"Is she a regular?" I asked, as he tentatively grabbed the end of the twenty.
"In here every night," he responded. "Drinks water until someone offers to buy her something stronger."
I released my end of the bill, ceding possession of it to George. Reaching into my billfold, I extended another twenty dollar bill in his general direction.
"Any other tips?" I asked.
"She is always looking to upgrade her situation," he added, now that I had primed the pump. "She will sit with anyone who is buying drinks, until a better offer comes along. I have only ever seen her leave with two or three guys, wealthy guys, like yourself."
"Thank you, George," I said with true gratitude. "In the future, whenever I order a drink, please make mine alcohol-free."
"You got it," the barkeep responded. "Have a fun night."
I returned to the lovely Madison with her drink, and a bottled water for myself. She was no longer alone, two handsome Newport Beach wannabes, having swooped down on her, the moment I left. I placed her drink on the table, and indicated I would be right back. The two guys barely acknowledged me, intent as they were on picking up Madison. For her part, she was flirting incessantly with them, trying to figure out what they were about.
At first it felt like an affront to me that these two handsome guys were muscling in on my territory. I would later learn that having "game" involves such brazen moves, and that ignoring, or even disrespecting, other men was part of the bar scene. As the two guys leaned in and put the moves on Madison, I called my uncle for an update.
Once I explained my predicament, including my rookie mistake of asking the valet-parking attendant for my keys, he summarized my options for me.
"I will be brief," he assured me. "Listen carefully."
As I listened intently, my wise uncle shared the following tidbits with me. Madison was a classic Newport Beach troll, a beautiful woman with her biological clock ticking, in search of an appropriate father for her first kid. The future strength of the relationship was unimportant to Madison, she just needed a wealthy sperm-donor. The fact that she worked at Tom Ford was probably not coincidental, as selling expensive men's suits would expose her to wealthy potential suitors. The fact that she was from Kansas could also be construed as a positive thing. She probably had no safety-net in California, in terms of family. This might force her to do things that she would not consider in her home town, out of financial necessity. Also, the lack of familial pressure might inadvertently lower her defenses, and make her less virtuous. Don't worry about the Newport Beach guys, unless they suddenly pull out the keys to a Bugatti Veyron, and slap them on the table in an overt show of one-upmanship. Madison has selected her mark for the evening, and you are it, he assured me.
"Anything else, uncle," I asked, soaking up his advice like a sponge.
"Well, ordinarily," he continued, "I would avoid women that can identify exotic cars or Rolex watch models from a distance. They are typically materialistic, often times complete gold-diggers. However, as you are relatively new to the bar scene, enjoy whatever play the lovely Madison gives you. Now is the time to get your keys out," he added. "Cut your losses before you spend any real money."
I wasn't really sure if he meant that it was time for me to leave, or it was time for me to get my keys out, as if to signal my intent to leave. Either way, it was time for me to get back to Madison, and as I approached her table she was fully engaged with the handsome Newport Beach guys. One of the guys was in full cock-block mode, having taken my seat and having placed his hand on Madison's wrist, in order to display his Rolex.
I felt completely out of my league, an eighteen year old boy, in a bar amongst seasoned players. However, I trusted my uncle implicitly and followed his direction.
"I should probably get going Madison," I said politely, as I extracted the keys to my Lamborghini from my jeans pocket. "I have a busy day tomorrow."
I placed the keys to my Aventador on the table, and picked up my bottled water to finish it up, before I left. Lamborghini keys are not particularly distinguishable from other exotic-car keys, but my two male table guests observed the raging bull insignia emblazoned on the front of it, gave each other a nervous glance, both reflexively eye-balled my orange Lambo and threw their cards in. As if to acknowledge a losing hand in a high-stakes poker game, they folded and said their goodbyes.
The younger one, broke from his persona of a player for a few seconds, to ask me about the color of my car.
"Arancio Argos?" he asked me, looking every bit like a fanboy instead of a successful Newport Beach businessman.
"Good eye," I said, throwing him him a bone, in the form of a compliment. "You know your exotic cars."
Turning my attention towards Madison, I extended my hand to help her out of her seat.
"Shall we?" I offered, my heart beating as I stepped out of my comfort zone. "Are you up for a nightcap?"
To my relief, particularly as my sticking my neck out had an audience, she started to rise from her seat.
"I would love to," she said graciously.
As her slender, toned frame got up from her seat, I observed her with a critical eye for the first time. Make no mistake, short of discovering a penis between her legs, or a hairy chest, there was no way I was going to change my mind, but it was reassuring to me that she appeared to be a spectacularly put together woman. Madison was about five feet nine inches tall, maybe one hundred and twenty pounds, perfectly sculpted from hours in the gym, and a borderline starvation diet.
Madison was wearing a skin-tight stretch-satin dress in a beautiful shade of peach, that perfectly accentuated her curves, and was extremely flattering on her. In her high heels, which I would later learn were Christian Louboutins, she was actually taller than me, which my uncle had already warned me I should get used to, as a wealthy playboy. Her long blonde hair was perfectly straight, and judging by the length of it, had the addition of hair-extensions. Her make-up was impeccable, professionally done for sure, accentuating her youthful appearance and at the same time making her look very desirable. She had scented herself just as we left the bar and smelled intoxicating.
Under normal circumstances, this woman was way out of my league, but as we headed towards my car, it was evident that our vastly different agendas were on a collision course.
My Aventador looked very intimidating, parked front and center with the fog-lights on. To my surprise, Mr. Cock-block and his friend followed us over to the valet-parking area, and asked for a photo next to the car. For the first time that evening, I felt like a baller. Not only had I had vanquished my competition for the lovely Madison's attention, but they had followed me to my car, like a couple of fanboys.
I allowed the two young Newport Beach guys into my Lambo, and Madison and I embraced as we watched them like kids in a candy store. Once the photos were taken, Madison couldn't help kicking the Rolex guy in the nuts.
"Do you go to Tijuana often?" she asked, "I recognized the Rolex from the Mexican watch guy."
"Ouch!" his partner in crime exclaimed. "I told you the Newport Beach babes would see that your watch was fake."
With that, our two wannabes bailed, and Madison waited by my passenger door, to be let into my car. The valet-parking attendant came round to where she was waiting and fumbled with the door handle trying to open the scissor door. After a couple of failed attempts, I started around the hood of the car to show him how it was done. Before I got there however, Madison reached down, pressed the door-release button, embedded within the handle, and pulled directly upwards, thus opening the scissor door.
I reached her right as she was leaning forwards to get into the car, and we exchanged a knowing look, as I realized that this was not her first ride in a Lamborghini. Getting into a Lambo is not as easy as it looks, and in a skin-tight dress, it is a challenge to look graceful. Madison, extended one of her shapely legs over the low door-sill, causing her satin dress to cling tightly to her lithe frame and expose the straps of her garter-belt.
I hadn't been around a lot of women in my life, a few girls maybe, but none of them had been as sophisticated and alluring as Madison. I didn't want to stare but I couldn't help myself, and as she shimmied to get into the low-slung exotic car, I was treated to the sight of her tiny thong, nestling between her tight buns, under her satin dress. My cock responded to the visual treat, throbbing in my pants with desire.
As the dress was stretched tight over her lithe frame, I had fantasies of bending her over the hood of the Lambo, and fucking her doggy-style in her lingerie. Once Madison was safely ensconced in the deep bucket-seats, she flashed me a broad smile, her perfect white veneers contrasting with her tanned skin, and gave me the thumbs-up signal. I closed the door behind her, and got into my side of the bright-orange exotic.
As much attention as the car garnered when it was sitting in the front of the restaurant, once I fired it up, a small crowd circled around us. The car was so loud, modified as it was with an Akrapovic exhaust, that magnified the cacophony of the V12 engine. Even in Newport Beach, where millionaires are ubiquitous, the sight and sound of a brightly-colored Lamborghini still evoked a response from the predominantly, young male crowd of onlookers. Several of them had their cell phones held aloft, documenting the scene of a young man leaving with a breathtakingly beautiful woman, in a tight dress.
Madison was lapping it up, enjoying the jealous stares of the late-teen and early twenty aspiring models, who thought that they deserved to be in the car with me. That night started me on the road to total self-confidence, and it all began with that first successful foray into the bar scene. As we pulled out of the parking lot, I looked across at Madison. She looked flushed, excited even, the prospect of a life without having to work seemingly flashing through her mind. She had hiked her dress up, under the pretense of entering the low-slung car, but it also served to let me know that her garter-belt and her panties were the same shade of peach as her dress.



"Let's go to your place," she said suggestively, "if I am not being too presumptuous."
I tried to play it cool, trying to remind myself that I was a catch, but Madison was just so incredibly sexy and so completely out of my league, that I heard myself stammering over my words.
"One drink," I said in a quivering voice, "then I will run you home."
When we pulled into my triple garage, I helped Madison out of the car, and I noticed that she took a quick inventory of my toys, assembled neatly in the cavernous space. I had a new Harley-Davidson Fat Boy, a Kawasaki Z1400ZZR, a jet-ski on a matching trailer, surfboards, snowboards, skateboards and various other accoutrements that you would expect a teenage boy to lust after. My Ford Raptor was also parked in the garage, the workhorse to transport my toys to the beach, lake or mountains.
I led Madison through the garage and into my spacious living room, with its wall of glass. This thirty-five foot wide, floor to ceiling wall of glass panels provided an unobstructed view of the Pacific Ocean, although at night it was just a large black expanse, that provided sufficient privacy that I didn't need window coverings.
If Madison was impressed, she never showed it. I imagine a woman of her caliber, only ever went home with multi-millionaires, so my place was probably fairly standard. She may have noticed that once we were alone, I was out of my element. She was by far the oldest, most sophisticated and most desirable woman I had ever been alone with. I had seen enough romantic movies, to know to dim the lighting and put on some cool music, but beyond that I was in uncharted territory.
I thank the millennial generation for changing women's attitudes to dating. As the character traits of millionaires evolved, and more and more dot.com geeks became wealthy, the dearth of take-charge Alpha males forced women to evolve. Madison had done that, and was very comfortable taking charge of our situation.
For some inexplicable reason, I put on Madness, which while it possesses some worthwhile musical attributes, is hardly music to make love to. Madison approached my vinyl collection, amassed as it was in several milk-crates, and selected Lionel Richie. Once the more appropriate mood music was playing, she dimmed the lights, and moved towards me.
I was captivated by this beautiful woman and would have done whatever she wanted, so when she asked me to kiss her, I responded immediately. Madison and I kissed for the duration of Lionel Richie's, Can't Slow Down, my cock throbbing in my jeans the entire time. She was a great kisser, and alternated between French-kissing me and caressing my ears and neck with her lips.
When the album ended, she moved seductively towards my vintage turntable, dropped to her knees in front of the milk crates, and looking back over her shoulder through her bangs, whispered.
"So, what are you in the mood for?"
A more experienced man would have taken her signal of availability for what it was, but I was eighteen, had few sexual encounters to speak of, and was totally intimidated by this gorgeous older woman. Madison had her own agenda, and, like a chameleon, adjusted to her surroundings. She put on some smooth jazz, and beckoned me over with one finger.
She remained on her knees as I approached her, my erection visible in my jeans, telegraphing my desire for her. My pre-cum was flowing freely, and I could feel a wet spot in my underwear. Once I reached Madison, she extended her perfectly manicured hand towards my crotch, and began to caress my cock with her nails. I looked down at her, desire written all over my face, put one hand on the side of her face, and gently caressed her cheek.
Madison turned her face towards my hand and opening her peach-glossed lips, began to suck my thumb. She looked up at me with her large blue eyes, and smiled as if to signal her availability. I still didn't respond in a take-charge manner, and after giving my cock a quick nibble through my jeans, Madison stood up, grabbed my hand, and led me into my master bedroom.
We made out with more urgency now, Madison becoming aroused enough to dry-hump my leg as we kissed. At one point she pushed me on to the bed, and as I sat on the edge of it, she straddled me and mounted me. We dry-humped for a couple more songs, the wet-spot in my underwear expanding and appearing in the front of my jeans.
Madison was getting increasingly turned on, as she ground into me while sitting astride me, and my confidence was growing as she appeared to approach orgasm. We kissed passionately, and fucked each other through our clothes until Madison erupted in a very vocal orgasm. I hadn't witnessed a girl getting off before, and I was surprised at how easy it was, and how communicative she was about her needs.
After she came in my lap, Madison rested her forehead against mine, locked eyes with me and spoke softly.
"That was incredible baby, you really turn me on. I want you inside me."
With that she kissed me gently on the tip of my nose, dismounted me, and pulled her dress off over her head. This was the first opportunity I had to check out her body, and it was every bit as phenomenal-looking out of her dress, as she had appeared in it. She was wearing a peach half-cup bra, that was doing a great job of showcasing her perky breasts, a silk peach garter-belt and matching panties, and some expensive looking peach stockings.
As she stood before me in just her lingerie and her Louboutins, I couldn't help but admire her lean, toned form. She really looked like a lingerie model. I had gone shopping once with a old girlfriend and we had stopped into Victoria's Secret, to buy her some flannel pajamas. The sales assistant had given my girlfriend a catalog, and she had discarded it when we got back to her mom's house. I dug it out of the trash when she took a shower, took it home with me, and jerked off several times over the following week, to pictures of women that looked and dressed almost identically to the way Madison appeared in front of me.
Once Madison was half-naked, she turned her attention towards me. She leaned over me as I sat on the bed, her perky boobs trying to bust out of the half-cup bra. She placed her dainty hands on my upper-thighs and slowly moved my legs further apart. Once I spread them, she knelt between my thighs, and reached for my zipper. I was powerless to stop her, enraptured as I was by this beautiful woman. Madison undid the top button of my jeans, and slid the zipper down.
"Lift your butt up," she said, flashing me a broad smile.
I shifted my weight off of the bed, and she removed my jeans in one continuous motion, tossing them playfully over her shoulder.
"Again," she instructed, as she stuck her thumbs into the waistband of my undies.
As I lifted my ass up from the bed a second time, she deftly removed my briefs. She held them up in front of her face, as if to examine the wet spot.
"Someone is excited," she exclaimed with a giggle, stating the obvious.
I had been in this situation a couple of times before, in a partial state of undress, with a raging boner, hormones dictating the flow of events. However, in my prior encounters, the girl had remained in her underwear, choosing to satisfy my desire with a handjob. I had exploded all over her wrist a few moments later, inhaling her cheap perfume and trying to avoid any eye-contact with the eighteen year old virgin.
This re-enactment with Madison, was how I had hoped it would really happen. She had no intention of finishing me off with her hand, was wearing decidedly expensive perfume and was maintaining eye-contact with me, to keep me fully engaged. Fully engaged I was too, having never wanted to be intimate with a woman more than I wanted Madison.
She knew it too. Not from the obvious physical signs in front of her, my leaking teenage cock, my ragged breathing or the desire in my eyes. She could see beyond that. I had never kissed an older woman before, and more than anything else in the world, I wanted more.
"Madison," I whispered desperately, "You are so sexy."
"Let's make love, baby," she responded, helping me to my feet.
Once I was standing, I felt a little self-conscious. I had a huge erection and I was leaking profusely, acting every bit like the eighteen year old boy that I was. Madison seemed amused at my adolescence, and taking control of the situation grabbed the tip of my cock and pulled me towards her. We kissed tenderly and she pulled me in tight towards her. Her silk garter-belt brushed my cock-head as we embraced, and I left a trail of pre-cum across the expensive lingerie.
"You seem like you are ready to come, baby," Madison teased. "How do you want me?"
My mind was spinning as I tried to visualize Madison in different sexual positions, but once again my youth and inexperience got the better of me, and being slightly intimidated by the older, and clearly more experienced woman, I clammed up. Madison was already removing her tiny thong panties, and when I didn't make my selection, she got up on my bed, and adopted the doggy-style position.
"Arch my back?" she offered, as she looked over her shoulder at me with her baby blue eyes.
I nodded my approval without actually saying anything, and Madison faced forward, shook the kinks out of her hair, arched her back and waited patiently for me to enter her. She looked absolutely phenomenal, every bit the lingerie model from the catalog that I had jerked off to. My cock danced around between my legs as I scooted up behind her, the anticipation of getting inside her tight pussy driving me crazy.
At the last moment, I remembered my uncle's words, and despite being fixed, I asked Madison the all-important question.
"Are you on birth-control, Madison, or do I need to grab a condom?"
"Oh, we are good," she said dismissively, "come on, just slip it in."
Our agendas had collided by this point, my desire to fuck her brains out with little concern for impregnating her, due to my recent vasectomy, and her desire to trick me into impregnating her, by pretending to be on birth-control. She had no clue that I had her number, and even though I felt a strong attraction to her, I resented her game, and just wanted to fuck the crap out of her.
I scooted closer to her ass, and grabbed the tip of my cock. In my defense, I was eighteen years old, sexually inexperienced and suddenly thrown into the deep end of the dating pool, by virtue of my massive trust-fund and my bright orange Lamborghini. This was never going to be a protracted seeing-to, and we both knew it. I just wanted to get my rocks off, and Madison just wanted my semen inside of her, hopefully impregnating her in the process.
I fumbled around behind her trying to ease my way in, my inexperience evident with every errant stab. I think at one point, my cock-head might have touched her rosebud, because she reacted with surprise, but seemed more than happy to accommodate me.
"Fuck my pussy first, baby," she implored me, as she looked back at me over her shoulder, smiling broadly. "After you come inside me, you can relax a while, and then fuck my ass if you want."
With that promise of future delights, she reached underneath us, grabbed the tip of my cock, and eased me into the entrance of her tight, wet pussy. I couldn't believe how tight she was. I didn't have too many other women to compare her to, but Madison felt just as tight as the two eighteen year olds I had fucked, one of whom was a virgin before I had sex with her. I couldn't understand how a twenty-eight year old woman, who spent her nights trolling the bars of Newport Beach, could possess such a tight snatch, and I was ecstatic about the prospect of getting balls-deep inside it.
Madison allowed me to enter her slowly, so that I could savor the moment. She knew exactly the affect she was having on me, and wanted me to enjoy every second of it. Her tight love-canal slowly adjusted to my invasion of it, but it felt like she was doing her Kegel exercises as we fucked. We both knew I wasn't going to last long, but neither of us cared. Even though our agendas appeared to be in direct conflict, they had converged and aligned at this point, with both of us wanting me to ejaculate inside her, albeit for very different reasons.
I only fucked her for about three minutes, before I cried out and blew my load inside her. To my complete surprise, Madison experienced another orgasm as we rocked back and forth together, the significance of which was lost on me, until I debriefed with my uncle.
"I love it that we came together," she exclaimed excitedly. "I feel like I have a really strong connection with you, baby."
Whether or not we were soulmates remained open for discussion, but I did feel connected to her, although not in any deep spiritual, philosophical or metaphysical sense. No, I just wanted to fuck her again. Being eighteen years of age, blessed with quite possibly the world's shortest refractory-period, and being in the company of such a desirable woman, got me hard again within a few moments.
Madison was apparently ready to go again, my inexperienced fumbling evidently having been more than enough to get her off twice already, and wet her appetite for more.
"Baby, you make me so hot for you," she enthused. "Let's go again. Work your magic and make me have another orgasm."
Even though I wanted to take Madison up on her generous offer, and fuck her in the ass, I was also encouraged by the fact that I was apparently an excellent lover. I wanted to get back inside Madison's tight pussy, lay the pipe to her, and watch that bitch squeal with delight.
For this reason, I put my own selfish needs aside, and decided to accommodate Madison's desire to have another orgasm.
"What position do you want to try next?" I asked, my confidence growing by the minute.
"I don't care baby," she said enthusiastically, "I just want you back inside me."
As the words left her mouth, Madison reclined on her back in the middle of my bed, stuck two of her impeccably manicured fingers inside herself, and began to masturbate. I had never seen a woman pleasure herself, and was transfixed by the eroticism of it. Madison started to stimulate her clitoris, and as she gazed into my eyes, she quickly approached orgasm.
As she got closer to the point of no return, she moved her fingers from her vaginal canal to her clitoris, rubbing it furiously with one hand, as she caressed her taut stomach with her other hand. I saw her stomach flex and tense as she approached her release, her abs visible, under her lean abdomen. She closed her eyes briefly as if she was lost in the moment, but then, as if to remember that she was performing for an audience, she opened them and stared lovingly into my eyes, as she orgasmed on her hand. Unbelievably, this latest orgasm seemed even more intense than the first two, and I wondered if female orgasms got stronger with each passing release.
I never got the chance to find out. Madison, opened her legs invitingly, and motioned for me to mount her in the missionary position. She was very wet the second time I slid inside her, although she had maintained her elasticity, and was still extremely tight.
"Fuck, yeah," I cried out, as I slowly entered her, "you feel so tight, Madison."
"Oh my god," she responded, "you have a large cock, you are completely filling me up."
I had never thought of myself as being particularly well-endowed, but as I considered her assessment of my penis-size, two things occurred to me. Firstly, Madison was probably the best judge of cock-size that I had met in my life, given the level of inexperience in my first two lovers. Secondly, I had only ever seen flaccid cocks on other men before, in the shower after gym-class or nestled in a pair of Speedos during swimming lessons. If Madison said I was hung like a horse, I had no reason to disbelieve her.
With that confidence-inspiring knowledge, I started to lay the pipe to Madison. I lasted a little longer the second time, during which Madison experienced several very vocal orgasms, shouting out my name with each crescendo. She seemed to know exactly when I was getting close, and she hugged me close, and began whispering in my ear.
"Fuck me, baby. You feel so good, I am close again. Let's come together again."
We did enjoy a shared orgasm one more time, Madison erupting seconds after I started to unload inside her. After I came, she started to kiss me and we stayed coupled for several more moments. She was a very tender kisser and I felt my cock twitch again, within the warm embrace of her pussy.
Madison ended up spending the night with me, and we both slept naked in my bed. I was erect most of the night, as might be expected from an eighteen year old boy who was lying inches from this incredible source of pleasure. My inexperience and general politeness prevented me from taking her again during the night, even though she was naked in my bed, available for whatever I desired.
However, first thing in the morning, as she felt my boner brush the back of her ass, Madison invited me to hop on top of her.
"Fancy a quickie before I have to go to work?" she asked, grabbing the end of my cock and positioning it at the entrance to her vagina, in an assumptive close.
"Quickie" was an accurate description of our morning encounter, as I emptied my nuts within a few moments of getting balls-deep in the sexy woman. Inexplicably, Madison enjoyed two more orgasms during our morning session, despite receiving zero foreplay and the whole thing feeling decidedly rushed.
"Oh, wow, baby," she exclaimed, after I had come inside her, "you really rocked my world. You are quite the lover!"
Madison had to leave for work shortly after I came inside her. I asked if she wanted to shower at my place and I offered her a ride home, but she declined both, opting to take a taxi home, and clean up there. I didn't think much about future plans with Madison, after her taxi pulled out of my driveway, although I did give her a crisp one hundred dollar bill, for her cab fare.
After she left, I made some coffee and chilled in my living room. I had a clear mind and an empty nutsack, and even dozed off a little in my relaxed state. Of course, being eighteen, it wasn't long before my little-head emerged from his slumber, and I had an erection again. My thoughts returned to Madison, and I wondered when I would see her again.
I busied myself around the house, trying to take my mind off of my erection. When I went to make my bed, I found Madison's silky peach thong-panties, discarded in my bed sheets. They were heavily scented, both with her expensive designer perfume and her vaginal secretions. As soon as I put them to my nose, I was overwhelmed with the urge to masturbate. I closed my eyes, visualized the gorgeous blonde in the doggy-style position, and jerked off thinking about her. Right before I came, I removed the intoxicatingly scented underwear from my nose, and blew my load all over them.
Madison had created quite an impression, and I ended up masturbating using her scented panties several times that day. By the time I turned in for the night, she was all I could think about, and her panties were pretty much ruined, soiled as they were with my semen. I considered washing them, but was cognizant of the fact that her scent would be eliminated in doing so. For this reason, I tossed them under my bed covers, hoping to keep them infused with her perfumed aroma.
The following day, less than forty-eight hours after I set eyes on Madison in the bar, she was all I could think about. I decided to hit the same bar again that night, in the hope of running into her. I was out of my mind with desire for most of the afternoon, and jerked off twice more using her scented panties.



By the time I pulled my Lamborghini into the valet-parking area of the bar, I had my libido under control, and I scanned the patio area, as I handed the valet-parking attendant a twenty dollar bill, and told him I would keep my keys. I noticed several good-looking young women looking in my general direction, but no sign of Madison. I entered the patio area, to make sure I hadn't missed her, and as I turned to head into the bar, a beautiful young Asian woman asked me for the time. I was wearing my Apple Watch, eschewing the typical Rolex or Patek Philippe showstoppers, favored by the Newport Beach crowd. She noticed right away, and before I could answer her question, she placed her slender hand on my wrist.
"I love your understated watch," she began. "It takes a lot of confidence to break from the crowd and leave the house with something other than a Rolex on your wrist. I admire that in a man," she added, leaving her hand on my wrist, the entire time.
"Thank you," I replied politely, continuing to scan the room in search of the lovely Madison. "It's eight-fifteen," I added, answering her original question.
"Early," she remarked, to no-one in particular. "I am Olivia," she added, "I think I've seen you here before."
I felt flattered that this hot young girl recognized me, until I realized that it was not me she recognized, but my car. There was nothing instantly memorable about me. I am not especially handsome, do not possess any notable physical traits such as a Mohawk, or tattoos on my face. I am a regular-looking, average height and weight, mainstream dressing teenager, and would not inspire a gorgeous single woman to remember me, after casually observing me from a distance, two nights ago.
I wish whatever self-protective radar that this gorgeous young Asian had evoked in me, would emerge and protect me from Madison, when the need arose. My defenses were unnecessarily up around this young Lucy Liu lookalike, and I felt bad as she stood expectantly for me to tell her my name.
"Where are my manners, Olivia?" I said politely. "My name is Pete, can I buy you a drink?"
"Cosmos," she replied without hesitation. "Thank you Pete."
I made my way to the bar, and was two-rows deep, awaiting bar service when George made eye-contact with me.
"What can I get for you, Pete?" he asked politely.
I ordered a Cosmos and a vodka on the rocks, and watched carefully as George made Olivia's drink. After he handed me her cocktail, he poured chilled water over a glass full of ice, and passed it to me.
"One Cosmos and a vodka on the rocks," he repeated, demonstrating his capacity to follow instructions by making me a non-alcoholic drink.
The crowd parted slightly to let me pay George, and I sidled up to the bar for any intel on Madison.
"She was here last night," he informed me. "In the patio area. She stayed about three hours, allowing several guys to buy her a drink, before leaving on her own."
"And tonight?" I asked, trying not to sound too eager. "Was she here tonight?"
"She just left," he informed me.
"Alone?" I asked, not knowing what good it did me to find out.
I didn't have her phone number, and I didn't know where she lived, so who she left with was immaterial.
"No," George said, to my consternation, "she left with two Asian guys, in a limousine."
"Thanks, George," I said, trying to remain cool, despite having the wind knocked out of my sails.
I handed George a twenty dollar bill, and headed back to Olivia with our drinks. She thanked me profusely and proceeded to down it within about five minutes. My uncle's words were ringing in my ears, as I went back to the bar to get Olivia another Cosmos.
"Cut your losses before you spend any real money," he had warned me.
While this was probably sage advice to some poor schmuck working a minimum-wage nine to five, I was a trust-fund baby, and I could afford to buy the entire bar a round of drinks, if I so desired. For this reason, I handed Olivia her Cosmos with a smile. She tapped the edge of her glass against mine, and drank about half of it in one swig. Olivia enjoyed three more Cosmos before she made her attentions clear, and propositioned me.
Prior to meeting Madison, I would have appreciated Olivia's no-bullshit, direct approach, but after the sensational evening I had just spent with Madison, I found it jarring, to say the least. Olivia offered to spend the night with me for five hundred dollars, and being an inexperienced eighteen year old, who had never paid for sex before, I questioned what that entitled me to.
I was expecting a general set of ground-rules, such as wearing a condom, or understanding that Olivia would leave after I fell asleep, but I got a detailed itemization of exactly what was on Olivia's menu.
"You can fuck me in any position, vaginally or anally, as long as you wear a condom," she began, with a level of detachment that was intriguing, to say the least. "I am okay giving you a blowjob without a rubber, and fine with a facial. You can titty-fuck me and come in my mouth or on my face. No rough stuff or choking, until I get to know you better. Once we are done, you can urinate on me in the shower if you want, for two hundred extra."
I stole another look at Olivia as I processed her offer. She was truly a beautiful young woman, although I suspect, like me she was operating in the bar scene on a fake ID. She couldn't have been much older than me, although our respective starts in life had given her a greater degree of street-smarts. She was about five foot five, barely one hundred pounds, toned and lean from hours spent in the gym. She had perfectly straight jet-black hair that flowed down her back and rested on top of her upturned butt-cheeks.
"You like?" she teased, as she rotated in front of me. "I am worth every penny."
There was no doubt in my mind that Olivia was worth every penny, and as she turned slowly in front of me, I admired her tight little ass, encased as it was in a pair of skin tight leather pants. The high-waisted pants rode up her ass-cheeks, lifting and separating them, as if to reiterate that anal-sex was included in her "all you can eat buffet price."
As she rotated around to face me again, I took in her upper body. She was wearing a black leather bustier with no bra, that lifted her perky tits skyward. A black leather collar was fastened around her neck, and as I asked her to spin one more time for me, I noticed an 'O' ring on the back of it. This would come in handy in case she had been a bad girl, and she needed to be hooked to a leash.
Once Olivia was done gyrating for my visual pleasure, she offered me her wares once again, at a slight discount.
"I will throw in a Golden Shower, for the original five hundred dollar fee," she offered cheerfully.
I knew nothing about negotiating with a lady of the night. I had seen a documentary once about a brothel in Nevada called the Bunny Ranch. They didn't film the explicit sex acts, but much of the negotiations were shown in the film. The most successful escorts set their prices sky-high and refused to negotiate, stating that it implied a financial need to lower your prices. As Olivia began to lower hers, I wondered how much of a need she had for cash, and for what purpose. Did she need drugs? Her rent money? A car payment?
Even though I was horny, much of that was due to the fact that I was eighteen. Also, as undoubtedly hot as Olivia was, it was Madison that made my cock throb. In her absence, I would be just as happy to go home solo and jerk-off, while sniffing her panties. For this reason, I declined Olivia's advances.
"I will buy you another drink though," I offered politely.
Olivia was taken aback by my declining her offer of sex. She had practiced her delivery time and time again, and from the moment she identified me as both single, from my solo entry into the bar, and able to afford her services, from my exit from a bright orange Lamborghini, she assumed I would fold like a pack of cards.
Olivia was irresistible, and under most other circumstances, I would have been powerless to say no. However, I lusted after Madison, and all of these other women were a mere distraction.
"Cosmos?" I asked cheerfully.
Olivia nodded her head, but I could tell she was annoyed. In this crowded bar, there were few ways to tell who the players were. I stood out, due to the fact that I had arrived solo, in a four hundred thousand dollar car. Olivia had spent a considerable amount of time with me, not thinking for one second that I would be able to resist her. She knew I was single and receptive to a hook-up, because she had seen me leave with Madison two nights ago. Now, with time running out, and her cards on the table, I wasn't playing her game.
When I returned with her Cosmos, she had regrouped and come up with a "plan B."
"Don't just say no," she teased, "counter."
This was the wrong thing to say to me. She had a service that she was trying to sell and I wasn't that interested in buying it. By inviting me to propose a counter-offer, she was opening herself up to a lowball. This reminded me of buying custom-made chess-sets in Mexico, where the initial price was in excess of two hundred dollars, and the final transaction price occasionally dipped to below fifty.
"I don't want to offend you," I began.
"You won't offend me baby," she said sweetly, as she sidled up close to me and rested her hand on my ass. "It's just business. What are you in the mood to spend?"
I wanted to tell her that I would pay her a thousand dollars finder's fee, if she could locate Madison and magically deposit her in my bed. However, it appeared that Madison was hooking up with two guys in a limo, and that thought made me very jealous.
Olivia twirled slowly one more time for me, showcasing her wares as we negotiated the purchase price. She shook her tight little ass as I ran my hand across her leather pants.
"Grade 'A' American ass," she teased, "tight as fuck. How much?"
A light flicked on in my head, as I spontaneously decided that I wanted to ass-fuck Olivia. It wasn't about the money, it never was. This was about getting even with Madison for her encounter with two guys in the limousine.
"Let's go," I said assertively, "finish your drink. I will pay your price."
Olivia did a double-take when I agreed to her five hundred dollar fee. She smiled sweetly at me, slammed her Cosmos and leaned in to kiss me gently on the cheek.
"I promise you won't regret it," she said quietly. "I am going to rock your world."
Olivia was hanging all over me as we made our way across the patio. When we entered the bar on our way out, I made eye-contact with George, and he gave me the thumbs up. In the last forty-eight hours he had seen me leave his bar with two insanely hot chicks, and he was paying his respects. When we got to the Lambo, Olivia had no clue how to open the scissor-door, highlighting for me, once again, the gulf in sophistication between her and Madison. I opened the door for the increasingly inebriated Asian, and she fell into the low-slung bucket seat, with a giggle.
When we got back to my place, Olivia ran around it excitedly, admiring the clean modern lines, the unobstructed views and the general minimalist vibe of the place. I poured her another drink, and put on some sensual music. I wasn't sure if it was because she was a prostitute, or if it was because I wasn't enthralled with her, the way I had been with Madison, but I felt much more confident tonight.
I had been feeling it ever since I declined her services, the shift in the power-dynamic evident the second I said no. It felt good to be in control, and I decided to push my luck. Excusing myself to use the restroom, I went to my wall-safe and withdrew seven hundred dollars in cash. When I returned, I placed it on my coffee table, in full view of Olivia. I fanned out the crisp, one hundred dollar bills, and watched her intently as she counted them out from a distance, and processed the fact that I had just paid her the extra for a Golden Shower.
"Let's take a shower first," I said assertively, as I turned towards my bathroom, desperately hoping that Olivia would follow me.
When I got into the bathroom, I turned to face her and we started to kiss. Olivia was a few inches shorter than Madison, and I leaned down slightly to engage her lips. She was a very sensual kisser, although I didn't feel quite the same connection as I did with Madison.
What I did feel though, was a stiffening of my cock as Olivia began to caress me through my jeans. As my body responded to her gentle touch, I tried to forget about Madison. It wasn't easy, especially as I kept seeing mental images of her getting team-tagged in the back of a limousine. If she got impregnated in the back of that Cadillac, which one of those two would she sue for child-support, I mused.
Eventually, as Olivia extracted my cock from my underwear and knelt before me to suck it, Madison evaporated from my mind, and the young Asian had my full attention. I had never experienced oral-sex before, and as Olivia licked and nibbled my cock-head it felt otherworldly. Olivia teased me incessantly, bringing me to the edge of orgasm several times before offering me release.
"Why don't you bust a nut before we shower, baby?" she offered.
I didn't feel the need to respond to her invitation, so I just nodded agreeably. Olivia took my cock back between her lips and sucked me to completion for the very first time. At eighteen years of age, I knew a few people with serious girlfriends. I had heard the spit or swallow conundrum, and I knew that it was considered a bonus to have a girl swallow your load. For this reason, and because I expected very little push-back from a hooker, when I erupted in Olivia's mouth, I intentionally kept my cock buried in it. Olivia seemed surprised initially, but adjusted on the fly, and swallowed my load.
After I came, she nursed my cock with her lips for a few moments until I went soft.
"Did you enjoy that, baby?" Olivia asked, as she looked up at me from her kneeling position.
I stammered and stuttered a brief inaudible word in amazement, and Olivia immediately recognized my lack of experience.
"Oh my God," she said with a smile, "was that your first blowjob?"
As I admitted my lack of prior sexual encounters, Olivia told me not to be embarrassed. Once she learned that I had only ever had sex with three women in my life, she relaxed the condom requirement, telling me that she wanted tonight to be memorable for me.
Then she stripped off, undressed me and we entered the shower enclosure. Up until the events of two nights ago, I had been fairly self-conscious about my body and my sexual prowess. However, I had fucked Madison three times over the course of the night, and she had enjoyed multiple orgasms, courtesy of my cock, so I had some measure of confidence, as Olivia and I started to soap each other up.
As an eighteen year old, my refractory period was about as long as it takes to smoke a cigarette, and before long I was hard again. Seven hundred dollars was nothing to me, but as a matter of principle I wanted to get my money's worth. As soon as I was erect I wanted to fuck, and emboldened by her total lack of push-back when I came down her throat, I wanted to get behind Olivia.
I figured I was paying for the privilege, so I didn't need to be overly considerate, the way I had been with Madison. Once Olivia's ass and lower back were soaped up, I span her around and shoved her into the corner of the shower enclosure. I wouldn't characterize my action as using force, but I definitely manhandled her into my desired position. Once her movement was curtailed, by virtue of her position in the corner of the shower, I moved behind her.
Her upper-body was flush against the shower wall, and I rested my forearm on her shoulder blades to hold her in place. With my other hand, I scooped up some of the soap suds from her ass, and after kicking her legs further apart, I used them as a makeshift lubricant. After I had soaped up her vaginal canal, I lined my cock up with the entrance to her pussy.
Olivia wasn't fighting me, but it wasn't loving, consensual sex, either. There was a certain amount of coercion on my part, but I figured I was paying for it, so I was going to get it the way I wanted it. Had I been more experienced, I would have recognized that Olivia had not self-lubricated, but in my youth and desperation to bust a nut, I didn't really consider her pleasure, and I tried to force my way in.
The soap did a reasonable job of facilitating my access to her pussy, but I am sure that she didn't experience a great deal of pleasure, as I fucked her up against the shower wall. I didn't feel the same connection to Olivia as I had to the multi-orgasmic Madison, and even though I was pounding her from behind, it took me a long time to orgasm. When I felt my nuts constrict, I pulled out from Olivia's pussy and ejaculated all over her back and ass.
It was a copious load that I shot all up her lower back. Three or four ropes of semen splattered across her rear, pooling just above her ass-cheeks. After I was done coming, I scooped up a large glob of it and told her to face me.
I forced Olivia her to her knees, and held my hand out in front of her face. She took one look at my ejaculate and gave me a quizzical look.
"Eat," I said, as she tentatively lowered her lips to my palm and began to eat my jizz.
I kept her on her knees for several minutes, and made her lick my hand completely clean. Then, as she washed my semen from her ass, back and lips, I exited the shower and went to dry off, and get dressed.
I don't know why paying for sex evoked such a mean response from me. I wanted to belittle Olivia, teach her a lesson for taking my money, and as she continued to offer me zero push-back, I elevated her level of humiliation.
She looked a little sheepish when she emerged from the shower. Even though Olivia talked a big game, I think deep down she was a good girl, and felt dirty when she was forced to do certain things. She seemed to realize that I was planning on getting my money's worth, because she approached me with palpable trepidation.
"I want to watch you masturbate, Olivia," I said, as if she was my toy.
I watched her face redden as she processed my directive. I maintained eye-contact with her, offering her no way out.
"Whatever you want, baby," she said sweetly. "How do you want me?"
I positioned Olivia on her hands and knees to start with, asking her to put her hand under herself, so that she could stimulate her clitoris. Then, I poured myself a cocktail, and got myself in a comfortable position to watch the show.
I don't think Olivia had masturbated in front of a client before, but after a few moments, I could see the arousal on her face, as she got comfortable in this compromising position. It took Olivia a few minutes to rub out her first orgasm but when she came it was intense, and very real. The difference between Olivia's orgasm and the ones experienced by Madison was very noticeable. Olivia's entire body shook and tightened as she reached her climax, and she slumped forward, resting her weight on her elbows, as she struggled to control her breathing. I allowed her two or three minutes to compose herself, before resuming control of her.
"Again," I said, impassively, "come for me again."
This happened several years ago, and I now know that digital stimulation of the clitoris is not the easiest way for a woman to have multiple orgasms. In my subsequent dalliances with Olivia, I always encouraged her to bring sex-toys with her. During my ever-growing refractory periods, I would watch her masturbate using either a vibrator or a Sybian Chair, that I purchased for communal use by my bitches. I allowed them each their own set of attachments, to keep things sanitary. However, that black leather vibrating cock-mount, nearly got worn out, as I incorporated masturbation into all of my sexual encounters, paid and unpaid.



That night, as I sat enjoying my cocktails, I forced Olivia to masturbate for me until she could come no more. When I realized that she was completely satiated, I made her crawl into my kitchen on her hands and knees, enjoying the grimace on her face as the hard marble tiles assaulted her kneecaps with every tentative step. Once she reached the center of the huge kitchen, I told her that I wanted to watch her come once more, on her knees. As she struggled to get comfortable on the rock-hard tiles, I sat on a barstool next to the expansive island, sipping my cocktail.
It took her nearly ten minutes to reach her last climax, and she was sweating profusely when she finally tensed up and cried out my name. After she came, she collapsed onto the kitchen floor and curled up in the fetal position.
"Are you done?" I asked coldly, reminding her who was in charge.
I watched with amusement as she tried to get back up to her knees, her jelly-like legs struggling to support her, even in the kneeling position.
"Relax, Olivia," I said authoritatively, "take a break."
Olivia slumped onto the hard kitchen floor and remained virtually motionless in the fetal position, for several moments until I rose and stood over her. Her submission to me had aroused me immensely, and I wanted to fuck her again. However, there was something on my bucket list that I was going to do first. You have to remember that I was an inexperienced eighteen year old boy. I was so scared of never seeing Olivia again, that I wanted to do everything to her, on this one night. Emboldened by the four vodkas I had consumed, I unzipped my pants, and extracted my cock.
As she lay there in the fetal position, I didn't give her any warning, but I aimed my cock at her ass, and started to urinate on her. Tentatively, at first, due to being way out of my comfort zone, and expecting immediate and furious pushback from Olivia.
I let a small trickle of piss out first, and when it splashed against her tight little ass, I waited with baited breath for her reaction. It couldn't have been more different than my expectations. There was zero pushback on her part, only an immediate attempt to get into a position that would be more conducive to me giving her a thorough soaking.
Olivia had apparently made the decision to enjoy my golden shower, in an attempt to secure my repeat business. In her mind, the seven hundred dollars I had given her, more than compensated her for the ignominy of being pissed on. She maneuvered into the doggy-style position, which was the perfect choice for my first time. She faced me too, raising her head up high to look me in the eye, as I defiled her.
I started to slowly circle her, ensuring that I could soak every part of her. I purposely delayed wetting her hair, not out of respect for Olivia, but rather to preserve her femininity as I defiled the rest of her. I had seen a lot of golden shower videos on YouTube, and often noticed that wet hair often transformed a beautiful woman into a drowned rat.
For this reason, I peed over the rest of Olivia first. I got her ass first, as she posed doggy-style for me. Then I directed my stream onto her lower back, wetting just the tips of her long black hair. I didn't even need to ask Olivia to change positions, she did it of her own volition, every few seconds, thus creating variety for me.
I urinated on her tits as she knelt before me, then all over her pussy as she cavorted on her back. When Olivia got back into the doggy-style position, I waited until she lifted her head and made eye-contact with me, then I aimed my urine stream right for the tip of her nose. Olivia squealed excitedly as I soaked her face, fulfilling my fantasy of an enthusiastic recipient of a golden shower. Saving the best for last, I told her to lower her gaze, and pissed all over the top of her head, soaking her straight black hair.
When I had finally emptied my bladder, I flicked my cock in her direction, ensuring that every last drop of my piss ended up on Olivia. Then, as I zipped up I gave her the next set of instructions.
"Take a shower, Olivia, you dirty slut. When you are done, get back here naked except for your collar. Lube your asshole for me."
Judging by the look on her face, Olivia was able to compartmentalize the physical requirements of the job, going through the humiliating repertoire with relative ease. However, it was the verbal abuse which shocked her, and she winced when I called her a dirty slut.
For my part, I had nothing against Olivia. She seemed like a nice enough young lady, regardless of the fact the she paid her bills by being a sexual plaything for men. I was just using her as a vessel, a warm orifice into which I could deposit my load. It was Madison I wanted to punish, Madison's face I imagined when I closed my eyes and pissed on Olivia. Madison's ass I wanted to fuck.
Several minutes later, Olivia emerged from the bathroom, smelling much less offensive, and completely naked except for her collar. She walked towards me trying to act composed, but I could tell I had got under her skin.
"Get on all fours like the bitch you are," I ordered.
Olivia obeyed reflexively, although I saw the grimace on her face again, in response to the verbal abuse. I think I was probably the youngest client she had ever had. Most of the men she entertained were in their forties and fifties. They would be absolutely enthralled to be with a twenty something girl, content to enjoy a blowjob or sex in the doggy-style position, before coming inside her young pussy. With a much longer refractory period to contend with, Olivia could snuggle with her benefactor until he was ready to go again, for the last time. She considered those encounters to be relatively easy money, and for the most part, a respectful enjoyable experience.
Older married clients often dated her repeatedly, cultivating a relationship as they wined and dined her, as an equal. This was in stark contrast to the way I made her earn her money, an eighteen year old boy with an extensive check-list of fetishes gleaned from watching porn, and a refractory period of fifteen minutes.
Once Olivia was on all fours, I approached her continuing to issue directives.
"Throw your head back, so that your hair spills down your back. Big smile!"
After Olivia made the requested adjustments, I laid my hands on her, continuing to alter her body position, until she was exactly the way I wanted her. I inserted one finger into her wet pussy and lifted her ass up slightly, at the same time pushing down on her lower back, which had the effect of arching her back. I kicked her knees apart, lewdly exposing her vagina and anus, thus facilitating my entry, into either orifice.
It was Olivia's ass that I took first, although it should have come as no surprise. I had ordered her to lubricate it, and what other reason would there be for that? As I forced my way inside her tight anal-passage, I closed my eyes and thought of Madison.
Even though Olivia was a beautiful girl, desirable in every way, it was Madison that got me hard. She had intimated that anal-sex was available, the first time we hooked up, but I never did get to butt-fuck her. So, as I got balls-deep in Olivia's anus, I fantasized that it was Madison that I was sodomizing. To her credit, Olivia remained in my desired position, ass up, back arched, head thrown back, until I unloaded into her ass.
Anal sex didn't feel much more satisfying than regular vaginal penetration, from a purely physical standpoint. However, my views on women had been shaped by my misogynistic uncle, who had mentored me since the untimely death of my parents, and my copious consumption of pornography.
For this reason, next up on my bucket list was ass to mouth. This disgustingly degrading act, depicted with increasing frequency on hard-core porn sites, involved the female cleaning her partner's cock with her mouth, right after it emerged from her anal-passage.
Years later, after a few disgusting experiences, I learned to give women ample warning before engaging in anal-sex, and the inevitable ass to mouth clean-up, that turned me on so much. This allowed them the opportunity to use an anal-cleanse, to make the whole encounter more sanitary.
Olivia was not afforded the courtesy of such warning, and as I watched her wrinkle her nose and fight the urge to gag, I almost felt sorry for her. Not sorry enough to allow her to stop the ass to mouth act, but a little empathy, none the less.
By the time I finally deemed my cock clean enough to put back in my briefs, she had a look of abject misery on her face, and I felt like I had truly got my money's worth. She had completely drained my nuts, rendering me incapable of another erection in the foreseeable future.
"I am completely satisfied. Go and brush your teeth, Olivia," I told her, as she slinked naked out of the room, my semen leaking from her asshole.
As I heard her freshen up, I got dressed and I recapped our session. Feeling like she had done an excellent job, I decided to tip her. I went to my wall-safe, and after determining that a three hundred dollar tip would be appropriate, I withdrew the cash in fifty dollar bills. I also pulled out a crisp, one hundred dollar bill for her cab fare, which I stuck in my pocket. Once I had the six fifties in my hand, I had a devilish idea to make Olivia work for her extra money. I crumpled them up, so that each fifty was balled up and sat in my chair, sipping my cocktail.
When Olivia returned to my living room, she was still naked, except for her collar. I pointed at the floor by my feet, and she lowered herself slowly to her knees in front of me.
"That was fantastic, Olivia," I told her condescendingly. "Would you like the opportunity to earn your tip?"
I could tell that Olivia was completely over it, but she forced a smile on her face and looked up at me adoringly.
"I would love that, Pete," she said softly. "What do you want me to do?"
In retrospect, I should have handed her the three hundred dollars, given her a hug and sent her home. However, because I was an eighteen year old asshole, and Madison's unavailability was driving me insane with jealousy, I wanted to punish all women, and Olivia happened to be right in front of me.
So, as the young working-girl knelt naked before me, I picked up the first fifty dollar bill, crumpled as it was into a small ball. Greed appeared in her eyes as she processed the amount of my gratuity, quickly replaced by dread, as she contemplated what she had to do to earn it.
I tossed the crumpled up fifty dollar bill across the room, and we both watched as it rolled right next to my piano. Olivia looked up at me expectantly, awaiting my instruction. I paused for dramatic effect, enjoying the power I had over her.
"Fetch!" I commanded
Olivia was willing to play my game, she just didn't quite understand the rules. She started to get to her feet, apparently intending to run and collect her prize.
"Like a dog, Olivia," I added for clarification. "Fetch it the way a dog would."
I saw the shame in her eyes as she made a split-second decision. Her options were to leave with her seven hundred dollars, and some of her dignity, or to allow me to continue to toy with her, for a tip. Olivia took off like a greyhound, scampering across my living room on all fours, in pursuit of the fifty dollar bill. When she reached my Steinway, she lowered her head, picked up the crumpled bill with her teeth, and crawled back to me, like an obedient puppy.
I held out my hand and she released the bill from her mouth, dropping it into my palm.
"Good girl," I said derisively, as I patted her on top of her head.
"Again?"
Olivia hesitated, perhaps under the impression that she was required to make several retrievals to earn the fifty dollars. I unraveled the crumpled bill, and placed it next to her purse, the inference being that she had earned this extra money, even if she chose to leave now.
Olivia nodded her head, giving me consent to continue my game, and I pulled out the second fifty dollar bill and launched it across the room. To her credit, Olivia's enthusiasm didn't wane, and she pursued the final bill with as much gusto as the first five, even as it landed clear in the hallway. In fact, as she appeared to learn what I was enjoying about this game, she adjusted her gait slightly, becoming more "puppy-like" with each retrieval.
As she dropped the final wadded bill into the palm of my hand, I acknowledged her efforts with a final command.
"Good girl. Stay," I said, as she remained motionless by my feet, on all fours.
Thoroughly enjoying the control I had over her, I stood up and positioned myself in such a way that she was in the "heel" position. Without issuing any verbal commands, I began to walk slowly around my living room with Olivia crawling obediently at my side. After a few laps of my entertainment space, I entered the kitchen. I approached the large island in the center of the room and coming to a halt, I rested my hand on top of Olivia's head, as if she were a dog.
I withdrew the crisp, one hundred dollar bill that I had earmarked for her cab fare from my pocket, allowing her to view it as her next tip. She gave me a flash of acknowledgement, which I interpreted as her desire to earn it. Generously willing to accommodate her, I crumpled it up into a small ball, placed it atop the marble island and, in a slow deliberate movement, flicked it skyward from the countertop.
Olivia tracked the flight of the wadded-up hundred dollar bill, and I watched the look on her face change from anticipation to disgust, as it landed in the middle of the urine puddle.
"Fetch, girl," I said enthusiastically, as the crumpled bank note began to absorb my piss.
Whatever was going on inside Olivia's head as she processed this humiliating scenario was hidden behind the huge smile on her face, which I assume was there for my benefit. A few seconds later, she emerged from the large puddle of piss with the soaked hundred dollar bill between her lips, and traces of my urine on her hands, knees and nose, from where she had dipped her face into the pool of liquid to retrieve her tip.
She crawled over to me, still trying to appear cheerful, and dropped the money at my feet. I wasn't about to handle the defiled bank note, and kicked it gently in her direction with a word of praise.
"Good girl," I said condescendingly. "That is yours now. You earned it."
As the words "you earned it" hung in the air, we exchanged a knowing look and I saw abject defeat in Olivia's eyes. I am sure that once she reached the sanctity of her own home, she replayed the night's events back repeatedly, trying to see if I had given her any obvious way out of the humiliation. In truth, I hadn't. I had fucked the crap out of her every orifice, before urinating on her for the agreed amount of seven hundred dollars.
Once our business transaction was completed, as agreed, I had allowed her the option of earning a tip, that amounted to more than fifty percent. I slowly escalated the humiliation, so as not to shock her into refusing my ever-increasing debasement of her. If I had suggested in the bar that I wanted to piss on my kitchen tiles and have her retrieve a soaked hundred dollar bill with her lips, she would have undoubtedly told me to fuck off. However, for the grand total of eleven hundred dollars, she was willing to allow me to take her reins, bring her to heel and subject her to my humiliating puppy play.
As she knelt before me, her cute little button nose bore the telltale signs of having been submerged in my urine, and I wondered if she could smell its foul odor, as close as it was to her olfactory nerves.
"You may get dressed now Olivia," I said gently, "playtime is over."
Olivia got up from her knees, and exited the room in silence.
I heard the shower run again, as Olivia washed the stain of the evening from her.
A few minutes later she returned, looking none the worse for wear, and with a smile back on her beautiful face. She was fully clothed but missing her collar. Apparently she was done with the puppy play.
"I ordered you a cab," I informed her, "I have had a few too many drinks to drive you home."
"Thank you, Pete," she said gratefully, as she gathered up her purse and the eleven hundred dollars she had earned.
Olivia and I chatted amiably, as we waited for her taxi to arrive. Now that the fun and games were over, the balance of power was restored, and we chatted like we were friends. There was only two years between us, and in another universe we probably could have dated. I was feeling very relaxed as Olivia had completely drained my nuts. I couldn't tell how she was feeling deep inside, but she counted her money twice, and had a huge smile on her face as she processed the fact that she had earned eleven hundred dollars tonight.
"Let me give you my number," she offered. "Now that I know where you live, I can be here anytime, with two hours notice."
We exchanged numbers, although I knew I would never see her again. This was a spontaneous one-off session, done to help me get over Madison, which I had done.
After Olivia left, I took a shower and reflected on the events of the evening. It had been eleven hundred dollars well spent for me, and judging by the fact that she was up for a repeat, Olivia apparently felt the same way. My cock didn't stir, even as I played the night's events over in my head.
I was very tired by the time I turned in for the evening. The combination of several vodkas and several orgasms had wiped me out. I pulled the covers back on my bed, and lying on top of my sheets were Madison's panties. They were covered in semen stains, although they had finally dried. I picked them up and sniffed them, her aroma still emanating from the expensive undergarment.
My cock twitched as I sniffed her scent, and as I watched on in astonishment, slowly stiffened and rose into a throbbing hard-on. I ended up jerking off twice before bed, torturing myself to the thought of Madison getting spit-roasted in the back of the limousine, by the two Asian guys.
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In retrospect, my sexual encounters with Madison and Olivia were kind of a baptism by fire. Within forty-eight hours, I went from having had very limited sexual experience to checking off nearly all of the items on my sexual bucket list. As an eighteen year old boy, my sexual fantasies were shaped by my exposure to pornography, and revolved around the standard adolescent male dreams of blowjobs, doggy-style sex and threesomes.
Years later I would come to learn that there is a continuum of increased depravity as far as sex goes, but as a sheltered teenager, I couldn't really imagine anything further than my current desires. It didn't go unnoticed though that despite my rapidly expanding sexual experience, the one thing that I dreamt about was Madison getting used in the back of the limousine by two paying customers.
It was this image that kept me rock-hard all night, and when I jerked off in the morning, it was the thought of her on her knees on the plush carpeting of the stretch limo that made me blow my wad all over her silky panties. I had cuckold fantasies without even being aware that such a sexual proclivity existed.
Even though I had enjoyed a fantastic night with Olivia, my thoughts always returned to Madison when I was alone. Maybe it was because she was my first experienced sex partner, or perhaps because I found her so fucking irresistible, but I found myself fantasizing about her whenever I masturbated. When she didn't appear on the patio of our bar for three nights running, I decided to show up at her work and see if she had any interest in dating me.
I felt the ten-year age difference every time I saw her. She just seemed completely out of my league, so much more worldly, sophisticated and mature than me. I know that the outside world saw me as a catch for her, inclined as it is to focus solely on the financial component of relationships. When I pulled up outside the Tom Ford store in my orange Lamborghini, there was a palpable stir in the valet-parking area. The upscale men's clothiers attracted wealthy clients, but a Lamborghini Aventador is such an overt display of success, that it took things to a different level.
I felt nervous as I approached the entrance to Madison's work place. I saw her the second that I approached the store front, an impeccably groomed woman on her knees, adjusting a distinguished looking man's hem, his erection clearly visible in his three thousand dollar suit.
To the uninitiated, it appeared to be the typical power dynamic between a wealthy man and a beautiful sales clerk. However, I knew Madison deserved better than this. Part of me wanted to storm in there and break up this unsettling visual, but Madison would have been pissed at my intervention. Her submissive persona around the wealthy men who could afford Tom Ford suits undoubtedly increased her commissions, but it was being the object of their desire that floated her boat.
Madison would never have admitted it, but she loved seeing an older man develop an erection as she adjusted his collar like a dutiful girlfriend, or knelt before him to hem his pants. They all desired her, wanted to possess her, even if for just one evening, but she just wanted one of them to impregnate her, and most were wise to her game. Surely, she must have noticed, as word of her hidden agenda circulated around Newport Beach, that these older wealthy locals were only interested in oral or anal-sex with her, as they tried to ensure their lineage wasn't extended by Madison.
When I entered the store, she looked up, and we locked eyes, albeit for a few seconds. Madison's achingly beautiful blue eyes peered up at me through her perfect blonde bangs, and she smiled at me. Seconds later, she averted her gaze, concentrating her attention back on her wealthy client. After she had pinned the hem of his pants, she made no attempt to get up from her knees, remaining demurely at his feet, with her palms flat on her lower thighs, as she looked up at him adoringly. They spoke like this for several moments, Madison hanging on his every word, before he finally extended his hand and invited her to stand, thereby controlling every part of their interaction.
Once she was on her feet, standing way too close to him for normal social contact, he placed one hand on her lower back and she allowed him to escort her to the cash register. She rang up an impressive array of suits, shoes, shirts and accessories before he handed her a Black American Express Card. His hand rested on the small of her back, just above her upturned butt-cheeks the whole time.
"Thank you, Mr. Clarkson," she said seductively, as she took the coveted Black card from him, her perfectly manicured nails highlighting her femininity.
"You are welcome babydoll," he responded condescendingly, seemingly enjoying her submission to him.
His hand had moved to her ass now, and I watched jealously, wondering if he could tell she was wearing a garter-belt under her bespoke suit.
He seems very comfortable manhandling my girlfriend, I mused, before terminating that train of thought. Whatever history Madison and I had, she definitely wasn't my girlfriend, nor was I about to allow that to happen. Madison and the older guy were flirting incessantly now, stoking my jealousy as I watched her playfully engage with him. He glanced at me a couple of times, seemingly trying to size up my relationship with Madison. Her relaxed demeanor towards me, coupled with the fact that she had made no attempt to engage me as customer, was a clear indication that I was either a current, or potential, boyfriend. Once he had signed the receipt, he asked her to help him carry his purchases to the car.
This seemed a little unnecessary, as he only had four or five bags of newly acquired clothing, but Madison seemed delighted to help. There were no other customers in the store, which is fairly typical for high-end men's clothiers, that often work on an appointment only basis. Besides, I was there, and could greet any other customers that happened to walk in. Madison and her older friend walked towards the front door of the store with his packages in tow, and he held the door open for her, as if they were on a date.
She flashed him a broad smile and he made eye-contact with me and smirked at me. Then he followed right behind her, casually resting his hand on her ass as they walked towards his car. I watched intently to gauge the level of intimacy in their interaction, but also because I was very curious what car he drove. They ended up standing next to a beautiful Lipstick Red Porsche Cayenne SUV, and even though it was brand new, as evidenced by the Newport Beach Porsche dealer inserts in the license plate holder, it felt like a victory having pulled up in my Aventador.
In fact, part of me wanted to go out to my car under the pretense of getting something from it, just to let him see that I was a bigger baller than him. Years later, as my wealth increased exponentially, from both the continued access to my trust-fund, and some phenomenal investments that I was advised to make by my financial consultant, I realized that the overt display of wealth through cars, boats, watches and other similar accoutrements, was something that older guys often grew out of.
However, at the tender age of eighteen, with my self-confidence growing daily, my car was a huge part of my identity, and a bright Orange Lamborghini Aventador clearly trumped a Porsche SUV. This confidence that I was the better man because I had the more expensive car, was one of the reasons that it felt like such an affront when I saw them flirting incessantly within the open driver's door of his SUV. He whispered something in her ear, which made her throw her head back and laugh. Then Madison leaned in and kissed the older man. It wasn't a Euro-style kiss on the cheek either, but rather a very sensual open-mouthed kiss on the lips. She made no attempt to hide it from me either, and if I hadn't know better, I would have thought it was designed to make me jealous.
Truth is, it was an attempt on his part to make me jealous, and he was succeeding. He was leaning against the side of his driver's seat and she had moved herself between his open legs. They appeared to be dry-humping as they made out, although I didn't think that Mr. Clarkson was going to blow his load in his tailored pants the way I would have done under her sensual advances. They parted lips after several moments of passionate kissing, and he looked over her shoulder and smirked at me, enjoying my jealous reaction. Clarkson whispered something in her ear and she looked directly at him and nodded her agreement.
Then in a move that was equal parts sexy and flirtatious, she slung her handbag over her shoulder, and walked around the rear of his SUV, getting in the passenger seat, as he looked smugly at me. After she closed the door he entered the vehicle and pulled his door tightly closed. The rear three windows of the SUV had a light tint applied to them, but in the bright Californian sunshine, I could clearly make out their silhouettes. I watched in despair as they leaned towards each other and continued to kiss.
There were still no customers in the Tom Ford store, so I had moved towards the front door to gain a better vantage point. A few seconds later I recoiled as I saw Madison's head disappear from view, slowly descending into his lap. What the fuck? Were they messing with me?
Unfortunately, I got my answer almost immediately as Clarkson put his right arm around the passenger head-rest, and reclined his head back on his own leather support. If I had any doubts about what was happening within the cabin of that sumptuously appointed Porsche, they evaporated as the car began to rock gently. Madison was apparently giving the older man a blowjob, and he took way longer to come than I did when Olivia had performed fellatio on me.
Madison sucked the older man for several minutes, until he finally threw his head back and grabbed the passenger head-rest with his right hand. After he ejaculated, she remained in his lap, hidden from my view for several moments more, until her silhouette finally reappeared in the rear window of the SUV. She didn't seem in any hurry to leave his car either, as she used the vanity mirror to reapply her lipgloss. Finally, after several minutes of post-orgasmic small talk, her car door opened and she emerged from the Porsche looking picture perfect.
As she walked back towards the Tom Ford Store, she had her handbag in one hand, and a large La Perla shopping bag in the other, presumably a gift from Clarkson. She never looked back as she walked seductively into the store, and she approached me to greet me.
"Nice Porsche," I said, lost for words but trying to stay cool and to contain my jealousy.
"Brand new," she taunted, as if she was trying to get under my skin. "But it's not an Aventador," she added with a giggle as she approached me and hugged me warmly.
My body reacts a certain way to Madison, and there is nothing I can do to prevent it. Today was no exception, and as soon as I smelled her pheromones, my cock hardened. She noticed immediately, and chastised me.
"You are such a little boy," she said condescendingly. "No control of your bodily functions."
"Hi Madison," I responded, "nice to see you too. How have you been?"
"Living the dream," she joked. "I just made four hundred dollars commission for spending fifteen minutes on my knees in front of a wealthy older man."
I knew she was joking but her attempt at humor stirred my jealousy immediately, and it didn't feel good at all. Particularly as she seemed to gloss over the fact that she had given him a blowjob in his brand new Porsche.
"I looked for you in the bar," I said weakly, laying all of my cards on the table.
"I heard," she teased. "George told me that you came in the next night and were a good boy. However, when I wasn't there two nights in a row you left with that skank Olivia?"
I shuffled around uncomfortably, feeling a mixture of guilt and stupidity at my decision to fuck Olivia.
"It's okay, baby," she assured me. "Relax, you are a wealthy young guy, you should play the field."
I wanted to tell her that I loved her and I didn't need anyone else, but we were in different phases of our life, and she apparently didn't feel the same way.
"Did you lay the pipe to Olivia, too?" she asked. "How much did she charge you?"
I must have had a confused look on my face, because Madison laughed and started back in on me.
"Everybody knows she is a working girl, baby," she said. "You have the pick of Newport Beach, and you choose a hooker," she taunted me.
Madison and I continued our flirtatious banter, interrupted only by the arrival of her boss just before noon. She informed me that she was about to go to lunch, if I wanted to join her. I accepted immediately, asking her where she would like to go, but she told me to follow her, and we ended up in the employee lunch room.
Employee lunch room was a bit of a misnomer, it was actually a store room, with a microwave in it, which was adequate for that particular branch of Tom Ford, as it only had two employees, Madison and the Store Manager. I was very comfortable with Madison, and I sat on one of the dining chairs by the microwave, as she bent over at the waist and rooted through the fridge.
Madison knew I had the hots for her, and never missing an opportunity to tease me, she hiked up her skirt, and lowered herself onto her knees by the fridge. Looking over her shoulder she asked seductively.
"Do you see anything you fancy?" knowing full well the spell she cast on me.
I arose tentatively from the dining chair, my erection tenting in my pants, the curse of being eighteen years old, and perpetually horny. As soon as I reached where Madison was kneeling she turned to face me, her lips inches from my cock. For a few moments, I fantasized about her blowing me, but then I remembered our disparate agendas, and her desire for me to impregnate her. I felt guilty knowing that we were about to fuck, Madison undoubtedly hoping that this would be the time that I inseminated her, while I was safe in the knowledge that my vasectomy would prevent such an unwanted occurrence.
Madison must have seen the lust and desire written on my face, because she cut me some slack, on her knees in that lunch room. She extended her dainty fingertips to my crotch and caressed my throbbing erection through my pants. I let out a whimper of pleasure, which she took as consent. She moved her manicured nails towards my zipper, and slowly undid my jeans.
Knowing that she had just blown Clarkson made me stiffen involuntarily, and Madison looked up at me for clarification.
"Can I suck you off, baby?" she asked with a practiced innocence.
I wanted Madison to give me a blowjob more than anything at that moment, but my uncle's words of wisdom about using protection to prevent catching a sexually transmitted infection were ringing in my ears. Before I could censor myself I blurted out my concerns.
"Do I need a condom, Madison?" I began. "Clarkson..." my words trailed away.
"I don't have unprotected sex with other guys," she assured me. "Clarkson wore a condom so that you don't have to. You never have to with me," she continued, "for oral, vaginal or anal."
Like I said, the thought of getting a blowjob from Madison was top of my list of priorities, and as soon as the perfunctory objection was voiced and responded to, I was good to go. I nodded my head meekly and she removed my erect cock from my underwear.
Then, as I looked on in adoration, Madison took my cock-head between her lips, and started to gently suck my cock. Her mouth was warm and inviting, and the way she bobbed her head ever so slowly up and down my shaft, as she looked up at me with her baby blues, made me want to come almost immediately.
"Madison, I am not going to last long," I whispered hoarsely, "You are just too beautiful for me to resist."
Madison smiled up at me, as if to give me consent to come in her mouth, and a few seconds later I erupted with a roar, and blew my load between her lips. My legs were shaky beneath me as I emptied my nutsack, and I looked down admiringly at Madison as she fulfilled one of my fantasies. After I composed myself, she arose slowly from her knees, adjusted her skirt and gave me a peck on the lips. I watched to see if she spat my semen into the sink, but she had already swallowed my load.
We ate a light lunch of cheese and crackers, and before long, our conversation took an embarrassing turn.
"That reminds me," Madison began, "I left a pair of La Perla underwear at your house. Can I pick them up after work? I don't want a skank like Olivia stealing them. That is a $135 pair of panties."
"I took them to the dry-cleaners," I lied, embarrassed that I had jerked off on them multiple times. "I will pick them up tomorrow for you."
"Ok, don't forget," Madison instructed me, "I only have a few pairs in that color."
"A few pairs?" I asked incredulously. "How do you afford underwear that expensive, Madison?"
"First of all," she said, "you shouldn't ask questions that you might not want to hear the answer to. That said, my La Perla underwear, like almost everything expensive that I own, were gifts from men. You, young man, should only have one question when it comes to my underwear," she teased, pausing for effect.
"Which is?" I asked, my cock twitching in my pants, as I considered the only reason why a man would buy a woman underwear.
"Do I have enough sexy underwear that you and I could fuck every day, and you would never see the same panties twice? And, the answer is yes," she said with a giggle.
That was all I needed to hear. Madison was a sexy bitch and she knew how to get into my head. She reached over and grabbed my cock through my jeans, and upon learning that I was hard again, she reached under her skirt, grabbed the waistband of her panties, and pulled them down over her knees. As soon as her panties hit the floor, she handed them to me.
"Dry clean these too," she told me. "Blowjobs make me wet."
I took the silky panties from her as I processed her words. I would have preferred to hear that giving me a blowjob had made her wet, but the way she had phrased her physical reaction to oral-sex, made me question whether blowing me or Clarkson had made her self-lubricate. She seemed to enjoy keeping me in the dark, as far as her true feelings towards me.
Madison scooted forward until she was up against a pile of boxes, that extended from the floor to about waist height. She leaned forward, supporting her weight on her forearms, and wiggled her ass.
"Hike my skirt up," she invited me, "and blow your load inside me."
I ended up fucking Madison from behind, over a box of Tom Ford shoes. I am not sure how comfortable she could have been bent over the way she was, but to my surprise she ended up having two very vocal orgasms.
Hearing her squeal and cry out with pleasure did wonders for my self-confidence and I began to wonder how I compared to some of her other lovers. Even though I was just eighteen years of age, I was apparently blessed with a large cock and the ability to get Madison off whenever we fucked. As sexually inexperienced as I was, I was just beginning to discover what turned me on. I closed my eyes and recalled the image of Madison's head disappearing into Clarkson's lap as she thanked him for his continued patronage.
As I pictured her sexual encounter with Clarkson, I felt a tingling deep in my nuts. To my horror, the idea of her with another man aroused me, and I involuntarily shared my thoughts.
"Does Clarkson have a big cock too?" I asked shyly.
Madison was a seasoned courtesan and wasn't going to be shocked by the inner workings of my mind, no matter how depraved. She had seen and heard it all before, and knew instantly how to react to my fantasy.



"Clarkson has a massive cock," she said, as she looked over her shoulder at me with a huge smile, her baby blue eyes twinkling as she taunted me. "Much bigger than yours."
I moaned reflexively at her response, and we both knew exactly where this was heading.
"He has incredible stamina too, for an older man," she continued, as she wiggled her ass and flexed her vaginal muscles.
That felt otherworldly, and combined with her verbal teasing was going to get me off very quickly.
"How often do you guys fuck?" I continued, my voice shaking with desire.
"Hardly ever," she said wistfully. "He stops by the store once a month and spends a few thousand dollars on clothes for himself and gifts for his family. I walk him to his car and normally give him a blowjob, as a token of my appreciation for his custom. We fucked a couple of times when we first met, but I was sore for the rest of the day, which made for a long day at work."
"Jesus," I whispered through my ragged breath, as she continued to taunt me.
"Is he married?" I enquired, trying to establish if there was any chance of a future between Madison and Clarkson.
"Unfortunately, for me, yes," she said with an exaggerated pout. "Another reason why I always require him to wear protection. It is a real shame really. He would be the perfect husband for me."
As she continued to extol his virtues, I felt my balls tighten and Madison turned her head back to face forward, threw her head back so that her long blonde hair cascaded down her back and taunted me to release.
"The lingerie I am wearing was a gift from Clarkson," she added with a flourish. "He gave it to me the last time I sucked him off. The panties you are holding too."
That was all I needed to hear and just before I ejaculated, I leaned over her back, raised the wet panties to my nose and inhaled her scent. Seconds later I cried out her name and erupted inside of her. It was a very powerful orgasm, as it always is when I am with Madison.
I know she got her jollies thinking about whether or not this would be the occasion that I impregnated her. Once again, as our agendas converged, she was blissfully unaware of my vasectomy. Madison stayed bent over the stack of boxes for several minutes, presumably to encourage my sperm to swim deeper inside her. I was very content to remain conjoined, trying to milk every last second out of my sexual encounter with Madison.
For her part, Madison continued to try and get inside my head, presumably hoping to elevate my pleasure in future encounters.
"It seems like you enjoyed hearing all about the blowjob I gave Clarkson," she whispered seductively. "Does it turn you on when I tell you about my exploits with other men?" she continued.
My inexperience prevented me from realizing that there was a time and place for this kind of sexual talk. After I had ejaculated, I didn't want to discuss Clarkson, or his oversized cock any more, and Madison picked up on this. As we remained coupled, she changed the subject and we talked about the upcoming events that we had scheduled. We chatted amiably for several minutes, and I agreed to meet her in two days to return her freshly dry-cleaned panties.
I felt my cock twitch slightly and as my refractory period began to end, I wanted to hear more about her older lover.
"Does he pay you, Madison?" I asked, inhaling her scent as my cock started to stiffen again.
"He is a very generous man," she said coyly, avoiding the question. "I have a charge account at LaPerla that he settles up each month, in addition to the gifts he brings me each time I see him."
I couldn't stop thinking about Clarkson getting into his brand new Porsche and driving down to the Tom Ford store for a blowjob. Yes, they engaged in a choreographed routine that made it appear less like sex for money, but at the end of the day, that is what it was. Madison would kneel before the older man, adjusting the length of his hem and telegraphing her submission to him. She would flatter and cajole him into purchasing thousands of dollars of clothing, smiling up at him broadly from her knees. Once he was erect, he would pay for his purchases, and she would help him carry his bags to his car, and suck him off as part of the deal. The lingerie was just the icing on the cake, and they both seemed happy with the arrangement, although by her own admission, Madison would have been delighted to have married him, even though he was old enough to be her father.
I was rock-hard again now, and began to rock slowly inside her. I just couldn't get enough of this woman.
"I have to get back to work," she said quietly, shattering my dreams of staying inside her for round two. "Be a sweetheart and pass me my handbag."
Madison looked in the general direction of the table, and just beyond it was a
Louis Vuitton bag. I slowly withdrew from her tight vaginal cave, regretting my departure the second my cock left the warm environs of Madison's pussy. Reaching for her bag, she opened it and withdrew a spare pair of panties. Seemingly for my benefit, she grabbed her perfume and sprayed a liberal dose of her intoxicating scent all over the silky garment.
"Be right back," she said, waving the aromatic panties under my nose.
As she disappeared into the restroom, my curiosity got the better of me, and I peered inside her designer bag. I am not even sure what I was looking for, but the first thing that caught my attention was her paycheck, or rather proof of automatic deposit of her paycheck. I wish I hadn't looked, the second I opened it. Even though I was aware of the financial component of our relationship, learning the true extent of the gulf between us, was a reality check.
I had never seen an actual paycheck. For reasons that I had little control over, I never worked a day in my life, being pampered in luxury until the accidental death of my parents, just before I turned seventeen. My trust, released to me in stages, beginning on my eighteenth birthday, currently paid me one hundred and sixty thousand dollars per month, deposited electronically on the first of each month.
Madison appeared to earn twenty-two hundred dollars her last pay period, which presumably was one week. There were other numbers on the paystub that I didn't understand the significance of, so I took a quick photo of the check, as it rested within her Louis Vuitton bag. Moments later, as I backed away from her handbag, Madison emerged from the restroom, having put her underwear on and freshened her lipgloss from sucking me off.
She looked impeccable again, every bit the purveyor of high priced men's wear. She had spritzed herself with my favorite perfume, and smelled intoxicating.
Madison leaned into me, gave me a cheek to cheek air-kiss, and reached for her designer bag. My heart was pounding in my chest as she opened the clasp and peered inside. Apparently she had no clue that I had snooped around inside her bag, although she looked me directly in the eyes as she spoke, which was disconcerting, to say the least.
"Do me a favor, sweetheart," she said with a twinkle in her eyes. "Toss this in the trash once you get outside the store."
It seemed like such an innocuous request that I gave no thought to what it was she wanted me to discard. It wasn't until her dainty hand emerged from her Louis Vuitton bag holding a used condom between her thumb and forefinger, as if it were toxic, that I realized exactly what she was asking of me.
If I had been ten years older I would have reacted with much more pushback, but Madison had controlled virtually all of our interactions, and as she held the Magnum condom aloft in the space between us, I obeyed her directive, and extended my upturned palm. The semen-filled prophylactic felt heavy as it landed on my hand, but I had very little time to process what was happening, as Madison started to leave the lunch room. I closed my fist around the luke-warm rubber, and was grateful to learn that the open end had been tied off into a knot.
I felt my cock stiffen at the indignity of being asked to dispose of her lover's used condom, and I think Madison knew exactly what she was doing because she stopped abruptly as we got to the top of the stairs. Reaching back she grabbed my erection through my jeans, gave it a playful squeeze and taunted me one last time.
"That belongs to Clarkson in case you are wondering," she said, seemingly stating the obvious. "As you can see from the lipgloss stains all over it, I made him wear protection when I sucked him off in his new Porsche."
I let out another whimper and Madison looked very pleased with herself.
"Duty calls," she said cheerfully. "Back to work for me."
As we walked down the stairs to the Tom Ford showroom, I was about to ask Madison when I could see her again.
"I get off at six tonight. Meet me here then," she said as we reached her work station.
"Can I get your number, Madison?" I asked nervously.
"I will give it to you the next time I see you," she said, leaving no room for further discussion.
As I stood there feeling like a total loser, Madison walked away from me, her ass swaying seductively in her designer suit, as she approached another wealthy looking guy.
"Bronson," she exclaimed excitedly, as if she was happy to see him, "have you been waiting long?"
"Five minutes, baby," he said in a deep, masculine voice. "Your boss said you were coming back from lunch. You are well worth the wait."
Madison walked towards him and gave him a peck on the lips, showing less concern for the appearance of her lipgloss, than she had when she gave me the air-kiss.
"Why didn't you text me?" she asked, "I wasn't doing anything important. Just having lunch with a friend upstairs."
Her words stung, dismissive as they were of our relationship, if you could even call it that. Plus, he had her phone number, so why didn't I?
Bronson, seemingly encouraged by Madison's indifference to me, began to size me up. I could see the disdain on his face the second we made eye-contact, which was surprising to me. At that moment in time, with my recent sexual encounters fresh in my mind, and my four hundred thousand dollar car parked just outside the showroom, I saw myself as a total stud.
Through Bronson's eyes I was a boy, not yet fully developed, standing there awkwardly with my erection visible in my jeans and my right arm hanging limply at my side, which became more noticeable as he stepped forward and extended his right hand to greet me. Immediately after I raised my right hand I remembered that I was clutching a used condom. I probably could have transferred it to my other hand without Bronson even being aware of it, but Madison cleverly interceded to save me the embarrassment.
"Pete has just recovered from the flu," she said without missing a beat. "I think fist bumps are in order."
Bronson extended his fist to mine and we touched knuckles as way of introduction.
"I'm Pete," I said, with as much confidence as I could muster. "Nice to meet you..." I added, my words trailing off as I waited expectedly for one of them to tell me his first name.
"Pete, this is Mr. Bronson," she added cheerfully, adding nothing to what very little I knew about this imposing individual.
"I stopped by earlier," Bronson continued, ignoring me completely. "You were busy entertaining Clarkson," he said without a hint of jealousy. "Looks like he got another new Porsche."
"Which is exactly why you should come at the appointed time, Bronson," Madison teased without any shame. "Not showing up an hour early and stalking me in the parking lot."
"You got me!" Bronson said good naturedly, throwing his hands up in the universal surrender gesture. "Guilty as charged."
I faded into the background as Bronson and Madison flirted incessantly, their body language leaving no doubt that they had been lovers at one point. I moved slowly towards the exit door, hoping that Madison would acknowledge my departure and say goodbye. However, when I looked back over my shoulder as I exited the showroom, I was shocked to see the two of them ascending the staircase to the stockroom. They were still laughing and carrying on, and the straps of Madison's garter-belt were peeking from beneath the hem of her exquisitely tailored skirt, as she climbed the stairs.
When I got into the sanctity of my car, I tried to gather my composure. I was breathing heavily which I initially attributed to rage at Bronson's dismissive attitude towards me. However, as I took stock of my body's other reactions, I noticed that my face was flushed and I had a massive erection. Madison had a profound effect on me sexually, but I doubted that the sight of her garter-belt straps would have aroused me so intently. My heart sank as I realized that it was her interaction with Bronson that had excited me. I had yet to learn the word "cuckold" but it was a fitting description for my new found sexual identity.
I raised my clenched fist and opened it to allow the used condom to hang freely from my thumb and forefinger. The weight of the copious load within it stretched it, and as it hung before me I questioned whether or not Clarkson only orgasmed once a month, during his regular visit with Madison. The volume of semen contained within the condom would certainly have supported this theory.
It was huge, too. I had only used a condom twice before and they had looked nothing like this after I had completed my business. Granted, my used prophylactic went straight into the trash as soon as I removed it from my softening cock, so I never really got to examine it, the way I was checking out this Magnum rubber. Clarkson's thirty-day load, as I referred to it, in order to make myself feel less inadequate, filled the bulbous tip of the condom.
As it hung from my fingertips, I also noticed that it was covered with traces of peach lipgloss, identical to that which Madison had worn when she exited the brand-new Porsche. One would expect to see lipgloss at the tip of a condom that had been worn during fellatio, I mused, but she had transferred her preferred color of lipstick to the entire length of the rubber. At the time, this didn't make much sense to me, but a quick question posted to a Reddit thread devoted to oral-sex, opened my eyes to such previously unknown sex acts as frenulum teasing, ball worship and deep-throating, all of which Clarkson had apparently been treated to in the front seat of his Porsche.
Disturbingly, I couldn't deny my reaction to the visual of the used condom as I held it skyward, jealously eyeing it. My cock throbbed as I contrasted the loving cock-worship session that Clarkson had enjoyed, to the abbreviated vanilla blowjob that I had been treated to. I wanted to jerk off in my Lamborghini and had to remind myself that I was a man with options. I almost called Olivia to take the edge off, but ended up firing up the obnoxiously loud V12 engine and without considering the ramifications, tossed the used condom into the minuscule glove compartment, and sped out of the parking lot.
After I left the Tom Ford showroom, I called my uncle. It had been a few days, and I needed a debrief, and a pep talk.
A few minutes later, as I debriefed with my uncle, my education began. As we dissected my performance, from the evening that I met Madison at the bar, I went from feeling like a porn-star to realizing Madison had played me. Coached, and encouraged by my uncle to remember the specifics, I recalled that there were some noticeable physical differences between the orgasms Madison had experienced when she was writhing in ecstasy on my teenage cock, and the ones I had witnessed her rub out.
My uncle was very patient as he guided me through her deception, and as the truth unfolded I felt like a chump. Madison had faked the orgasms that had occurred when we were coupled. As I replayed the moment in my head, I realized that there had been no flexing or tensing of her abdomen, no perceptible change in her breathing, no noticeable increases in wetness caused by self-lubrication.
"Madison faked her orgasms, at least during sex," my uncle informed me. "Don't feel bad. A lot of women fake climaxes, particularly if they want something from you. It is a form of flattery, as every man likes to think that they are a great lover."
"Fuck," I exclaimed dejectedly. "Madison was the best sexual experience of my life, and I thought there was some reciprocation on her part."
"Best sexual experience of your young life," my uncle corrected me. "Are you up to three partners now, stud?" he teased.
"Four," I said proudly, "I fucked this chick Olivia, although she is a hooker."
"In your financial situation, working girls are one of your better options," he said without judgement. "Look I know you really like this chick, Madison, but at her age she is only with you, because she wants something from you. Sorry to be so blunt. Have you given her any money?"
"She hasn't asked for any," I said, jumping to her defense.
"The good ones won't," he assured me. "But that wasn't my question. Have you given Madison any cash?"
"One hundred dollars," I admitted, "the first night, for cab fare."
"Maybe, she doesn't need your money," my uncle mused, "maybe she is independently wealthy."
I went on to explain that Madison was a salesperson at the Tom Ford store, and that I had seen her paycheck. I tried to describe the numbers on the paystub, but there were a lot of different figures on there, and as I had never seen a paycheck before, it didn't make sense to me. I ended up sending my uncle the photo I had taken of it.
"First of all," he said with a chuckle, "the twenty-two hundred is her gross pay. She actually deposited a touch over eighteen hundred dollars. Secondly, that amount was for two weeks, not one. She definitely needs a little financial assistance, and if you don't give it to her, some other Newport Beach schmuck will. It's okay to spend a little money on her," he advised," just remember to spend it on something you will enjoy, like lingerie or a manicure. And always get something in return."
I felt much better after my debrief with my uncle, and at the end of Madison's shift, I showed up to take her for a drink. The store Manager had already left for the day, leaving Madison to lock up. After, she secured the front doors, she invited me back upstairs.
"To the lunchroom?" I enquired naively.
Madison gave me a smile, her blue eyes sparkling as she processed my innocence.
"I have a little closet up there," she admitted. "I want to get changed before we head out."
Madison led me upstairs and we went past the store room and into another smaller room, that had a small daybed and a beautiful cedar closet. Madison started to remove her custom-fitted suit, and when she was down to her lingerie and heels, she turned to face me.
We made eye-contact for a few seconds, which was long enough for my cock to stiffen in my pants. Madison moved closer to me, and we began to kiss. I was respectful in the way I touched her, lightly caressing her shoulders and neck as we made out. She was anything but, groping and squeezing my nuts, cock and ass, unzipping me as we kissed.
Once my cock was freed from my jeans, she turned away from me, slid her silky panties to one side, and grabbed the tip of my cock. She looked over her shoulder as she lined my cock-head up with the entrance to her pussy.
"Don't worry, baby, I am on the pill," she assured me, as if she had forgotten that she had already told me that.
As I entered her impossibly tight vaginal-cavity, I wondered how many guys she was fucking, for her to forget our birth-control discussion. However, as her warm, wet pussy enveloped my cock, it felt so good, that who else she was fucking ceased to matter.
"Fuck, yeah, baby," Madison exclaimed with pure delight, "that feels so good."



Even though I had enjoyed more sex in the last three days, than I had in the last six months, I knew I wasn't going to last long. Madison was just too beautiful, too perfectly scented, dressed in her alluring lingerie, as I took her from behind. Her La Perla panties, which she had pulled to one side, rubbed against the side of my shaft as I slid in and out of her tight pussy, the silky material adding another level of stimulation to my experience.
"Blow your load inside me, baby," Madison squealed excitedly, as she appeared to approach orgasm.
She looked back over her shoulder, locked eyes with me, and came all over my cock, an orgasm that I now recognized as having been faked. A few seconds later, as she begged me to unload my nuts, I erupted with a loud roar, and ejaculated deep inside her.
My head was still spinning when she asked me to excuse her, and she stepped into an adjoining room. Moments later, I heard the sounds of a shower running, and Madison began to clean herself up.
As I waited patiently in her makeshift bedroom, I noticed that her handbag was still on the side table, partially opened. I couldn't resist taking a peek inside, curious as I was about her birth-control. As I looked inside, keeping one ear open in case the shower stopped running, I noticed a wad of cash lying on the top of her purse. I reached in to grab it, fanning the crisp hundred dollar bills open to assess the amount. I estimated there was about three grand in cash, an amount that was quickly confirmed when I saw the deposit slip wrapped around the outside of the wad.
The deposit slip, which Madison had torn from her check-book, gave me some additional information on the mystery woman. I learned her full name was Madison DuPont, she lived in an apartment in a seedy part of town, and she was about to deposit thirty-two hundred dollars in cash, into her personal checking account, the account and routing numbers of which were emblazoned on the pre-printed deposit slip. I took a quick picture of the deposit slip and moved away from her bag.
My interest turned to the LaPerla shopping bag that rested on top of a pile of boxes. As I peeked inside it I noticed several items of expensive lingerie. There were a few pairs of panties, some garter-belts and a beautiful silk babydoll in an exquisite shade of yellow. I couldn't help noticing that all of the price tags were still attached, and I wasn't sure if this was to enable Madison to return the items if she needed the cash, or if it was Clarkson's way of putting a price on her services.
There was an unsealed card inside the bag too, and my curiosity got the better of me and I ended up opening it. Inside the card was one thousand dollars in cash, in crisp hundred dollar bills and a small handwritten inscription.
"Thanks for Christening my new car babydoll. See you next month."
I felt my cock throb at the notion that Clarkson had paid Madison a grand to suck his cock, in addition to the gift of several pieces of very expensive lingerie. I wanted to total up the retail cost of the LaPerla items, but only got about halfway through when the shower stopped running. There must have been at least two thousand dollars worth of intimates in that bag, for fuck's sake.
Madison emerged from the bathroom a few moments later, in a completely different, but equally alluring set of lingerie. She sat at the beautifully lit make-up mirror by her closet, and started to apply her makeup. We chatted as she got herself pretty for our evening out, and once her make-up was done, she approached me, looking absolutely stunning.
She kissed me on the lips, and we began to make out, enjoying an extended, open-mouthed kiss. My cock stiffened involuntarily, and it was not lost on Madison.
"Would you like a little release before we head out?" she teased, lowering herself to her knees without waiting for an answer.
You have to remember that I was only eighteen years old, in a constant state of arousal, and capable, under the right provocation, of multiple orgasms per day. As Madison knelt before me, ten years my senior, and a seasoned manipulator of men, my cock throbbed in my jeans, leaking profusely into my briefs.
I know my erection was visible, straining as it was against the confines of my undies. Madison stroked me through my jeans, and looked up at me from her knees.
"Are you always erect?" she asked innocently, her blue eyes sparkling as she teased me.
"Around you," I stammered.
"Oh, I am sure Olivia got you hard too," she said cruelly, "I hear some good things about that girl."
I clammed up, but as Madison untucked my shirt from my jeans, it was apparent that she wasn't holding any grudges. Madison removed my shirt and my Apple Watch, my questioning look evoking a response from her.
"I hate blowing guys when they are wearing a watch," she said, giving me an uncharacteristically detailed insight to her life. "I always feel like I am on the clock. Take your time, baby. There is no rush."
Madison touched her perfectly glossed lips against my stomach, and I almost jumped out of my skin. I was so infatuated with this woman, that every time she touched me it felt out of this world. Her lips were just above the tip of my cock, fighting as it was with the waistband of my briefs to escape. She licked my stomach just below my belly button, heading steadily south. She had me right where she wanted me, and we both knew it.
Occasionally I would look down, just to make sure I wasn't dreaming. A lean, toned, tanned goddess came into view as I did so, her blonde hair spilling down the length of her back, as she knelt before me in her lingerie, her glossed lips glued to my stomach, just above my pelvic region. When she rubbed the palm of her hand across my erection, I expelled a large glob of pre-cum, my briefs dampening immediately.
Madison knelt before me, lips and tongue teasing my stomach, perfectly manicured fingernails raking across my leaking cock, for several minutes. My breathing was ragged now, my eyes closed in anticipation of another of her world-class blowjobs. I imagined coming on her face, my semen splattered all over her lips and nose, as she looked up at me, smiling through her baby blues.
"Have you ever given a woman a facial?" Madison asked, seemingly able to read my mind.
As she applied more pressure to my cock, through my jeans, I felt my nuts tighten and I knew I was approaching orgasm.
"I would love it if you came on my face," she teased, looking up at me and licking her lips.
The continuous pressure of my over the jeans handjob, combined with Madison's expert verbal stimulation, conspired to push me over the edge, and my face reddened with embarrassment, as I convulsed and blew my load in my pants. It was a tremendously satisfying orgasm too, which was surprising, as I would have expected it to be tinged with disappointment at the lost opportunity of getting some real action from Madison.
Madison was unflustered by my premature ejaculation, and remained kneeling before me, in no hurry to get up. She unzipped my jeans, pulled them down around my ankles, and admired her handiwork, contained as it was within my soaked briefs. I think if she had jumped to her feet and left me standing there alone, I would have felt extremely self-conscious, but as she remained kneeling before me, in just her lingerie, my cock stirred as I considered the possibilities.
Madison removed my jeans and then pulled my underwear down, before removing them, and tossing them on top of the pile of my clothes.
"Take a shower," she instructed me, "then we will head out."
I am not embarrassed to admit that I got another erection in the shower. I thought about jerking off, but it seemed like Madison was going to take care of my needs, so I tried to hide it with my towel, after I got out of the shower. Madison noticed right away, grabbing the towel from me, and teasing me as I stood naked before her.
"Fuck, don't you ever stay soft?" she teased. "Get dressed, I am hungry."
I knew this was payback time. We were going to end up in some very expensive restaurant, Madison ordering truffles by the gram, and bottles of Dom Perignon. To be honest, that didn't even bother me. I could afford to spoil her, especially after how she had treated me. I reached for my jeans and my underwear, when she spoke.
"I want my boy-toy commando tonight," she ordered, as I left my underwear on the floor, and shoehorned my erection into my jeans.
We left shortly after, Madison grabbing me a long Tom Ford leather coat for modesty.
"Leave the price tags in," she told me, "I will return it tomorrow."
As I tucked the price tags inside the collar, I saw that the coat cost a little over four grand. Again, within my comfort zone, although I tried to stick to my uncle's advice of only spending money on things that would feel good. To my surprise, when we got in my Lambo, Madison wanted to go to the place where we first met, and eat on the patio. This was a very modest restaurant, and it made me question whether Madison was into me, solely for my money.
Madison and I enjoyed a great dinner, and I noticed more female eyes on me, with each passing hour. I don't know if word had got around the bar that I was an eighteen year old trust-fund baby, or if it was pulling up in an outrageously loud Lamborghini, but it was clear I had no shortage of options in that bar. Madison ended up ordering a chicken Caesar salad, and two glasses of wine and when the bill came it was less than sixty dollars. She was very appreciative when I paid, and as we sat enjoying our cocktails, she was absentmindedly stroking my cock, through my jeans.
"Madison," I whispered hoarsely, "I don't have any underwear on. My wet spot will show in my jeans."
"Then don't come in your pants this time," she said with a giggle, "save some for me."
After we left the bar, I walked Madison to my car, using the full-length leather coat to conceal my hard-on. We pulled out of there, a crowd having assembled around the bright orange exotic car.
"Where to?" I asked innocently, hoping to prolong the evening.
To my surprise, Madison asked me to take her to a drive-thru Bank of America ATM.
"I need to deposit some cash," she informed me nonchalantly.
When we got to the ATM, she handed me her card and the wad of cash. I grabbed a deposit envelope, sealed the cash inside it, and slid her card into the machine. After she shared her PIN with me, I started to process the deposit.
"How much?" I asked.
"Thirty-two hundred," she said, without any hint of emotion.
After the deposit was accepted, I handed her the receipt, which she balled up and tossed in my coin tray.
"Let's go to your place," she directed me, "I want to fuck."
Even though I was only eighteen, I knew enough about women to know that they didn't need to have sex multiple times a day. Madison had a hidden agenda and now that I had picked my uncle's brains, I knew that she was trying to get me to impregnate her. Sure, she would toss in a few handjobs and the occasional blowjob to placate me, but the vast majority of our sexual interludes would involve me blowing my load inside her.
I decided to play along, knowing that my vasectomy indemnified me from any risk. When we got to my place, I hung up my Tom Ford leather coat, and went to use the restroom. Madison, feeling ever more at home, poured herself a glass of wine, turned on some music, and stripped down to her lingerie, which was an exceptionally pretty shade of dusty rose.
When I returned to my living room, I gave her the quick once over. Taking in the details of her La Perla lingerie and Christian Louboutin shoes, I calculated that she was wearing about two thousand dollars worth of clothing, in her scantily clad state. About half of her monthly pay from Tom Ford. Something didn't add up and even though I knew Clarkson was sponsoring her, I needed to find out what other sources of income she had. Maybe she had millions in the bank?
I excused myself, telling Madison that I had left my phone in my car. As I lifted the scissor door to my Lambo, I went straight for the crumpled up Bank of America ATM receipt, from earlier. The receipt indicated a pending deposit of thirty-two hundred dollars, and a current available balance of about sixteen hundred dollars. I am no financial forensic scientist, but knowing that her paycheck was deposited two days ago, and being the second to last day of the month, her rent was probably due in two days, this woman was living paycheck to paycheck, and someone was helping her out.
I knew it was none of my business, but if Madison was playing me for some kind of long term gain, I needed to know. I really liked her, and I needed to know how much it was going to cost me to keep her in my life. I could afford her, whatever the price, but I needed to know the amount. When I returned to my living room, Madison was laying on her back on my white sheepskin rug.
She had removed her panties, tossed them on top of mine, and was masturbating.
"Kneel there and watch me," she instructed, as she approached her orgasm.
It was incredibly sexy to watch Madison bring herself off using just her fingers. She was still wearing the La Perla lingerie set, a half-cup bra that raised her perky tits up, and a silk garter-belt with exquisite detail around the straps, which supported the silk stockings. Her Louboutins adorned her feet, the heels digging into the sheepskin rug as she arched her back and approached climax.
My cock swelled in my pants as Madison pleasured herself. After four or five vocal orgasms, she told me to unzip my pants. As I followed her instructions, I removed my cock and knelt next to her transfixed by the show she was giving me.
"You may jerk off on me," she offered, "but here are the rules. Don't touch my head or face while you are masturbating. When you are ready to come, shoot your load below my tits."
With that very specific set of instructions issued, Madison resumed her showtime for me. I started to jerk off following her instructions to the letter. I was permitted to fondle her breasts, as I understood it, and so I did so.
"Tell me when you are close, baby," she implored me.
I knew it wouldn't take long, and a few moments after Madison enjoyed another powerful climax, I told her I was close.
"Come on me, baby," she whispered seductively. "Soak me with your jism. Blow your load on my shaved pussy to mark it as yours."
I threw my head back, cried out her name, and erupted all over her stomach and pelvic region, as she looked at me with her innocent blue eyes, and talked dirty to me. It was a fantastic release on my part, and once I was done coming, she patted the sheepskin rug, and I collapsed next to her.
"Holy fuck," I said, through ragged breaths, "that was hot, Madison!"
"Worth three grand?" she asked me, in response.
I didn't really understand the question, so Madison expanded on it.
"I don't want to hide anything from you," she began ominously. "I deposited my three grand in cash in front of you, hoping that it would invite questions from you, but you don't seem that concerned, which is a good sign, I guess."
"Concerned?" I repeated, a little confused. "Madison, should I be concerned?"
"Not from a standpoint of contracting an STI, or from me having penetrative sex with other men," she added candidly. "However, I don't make enough money to pay my bills, so I supplement my income with the occasional sex show. What you experienced tonight is typical. Nothing risky, nothing intimate, just mutual masturbation."
"That's how you got the three grand?" I asked. "From a bunch of guys jerking off on you?"
"Two guys," she corrected me. "Two Asian guys took me for drinks at our patio a few nights ago. They were in Newport Beach on business and wanted to blow off some steam. They had a limousine and I left with them. One thing led to another and I ended up dancing and masturbating for them on the floor of the limousine."
"And they jerked off on you, Madison?" I asked, trying to process what I was hearing.
"I invited them to," she clarified. "Gave them the same set of rules that you just followed."
As it sank in, and my initial shock dissipated, I quickly came to terms with it. The risk of pregnancy or STIs was very low. They were on vacation, so I wouldn't have to ever meet them. I was okay with this. Then it dawned on me, there must have been others.
"How many men have paid to jerk off on you, Madison?" I asked, dreading the answer.
"A few," she said, being intentionally evasive.
"Anybody I know?" I asked reflexively, before I could stop myself.
Madison smiled at me before she answered, and I knew right then that she was deriving some pleasure from my discomfort.
She hesitated for dramatic effect and then whispered, "Are you sure you want to know?"
I was a kid. A jealous eighteen year old who had just been treated to the sexual highlights of my life, by this alluring older woman. Even though it would change absolutely nothing, I wanted to know.
"How many?" I repeated, hating myself for getting an erection during this conversation.
Madison observed my stiffening cock, reached the palm of her hand over to it, and rubbed my cock-head as we lay together. My pre-cum was evident to her touch, spread as it was all around the tip of my cock.
"Does it turn you on to hear about me with other men, baby?" she taunted me, knowing that she was getting into my head.
I let out a whimper, too embarrassed to admit that I found this arousing.
"I will take that as a yes," she teased.
Madison toyed with me for a few seconds and then asked me to mount her.
I just couldn't stop myself. As if in some trance, I rolled over on top of her, and she opened her legs and invited me inside her. I slid right in, and let out a whimper of pleasure as her tight pussy enveloped me. Madison put one hand on my ass, pulled me into her, and we started to fuck.
"My boss, of course," she began, as if every cute woman in Southern California let their boss jerk off on them.
"At work?" I asked, needing to know every detail, as I increased the speed and depth of my strokes.
"Yes, baby," she cooed, "every day at work."
What the fuck? Every day? I struggled to process that idea, and then she spoke again.
"That is why I have a daybed and a closet full of lingerie at my work," she added, as I pounded into her. "My boss enjoys jerking off on me almost every single day," she taunted. "Although we have never fucked, baby," she assured me, as if this made everything cool.
I had closed my eyes by now, trying to visualize Madison's Store Manager stood over her with his dick in his hand, as she reclined on the daybed in her expensive lingerie. If I hadn't already come so many times in the last forty-eight hours, I would have busted a nut by now. This was new to me, being inside a beautiful woman as she taunted me with her exploits with other men. Somewhat humiliating but definitely titillating and helping me towards my release.
"Who else?" I whimpered, knowing that any additional revelations would probably put me over the edge. "Who else, Madison?"
"Bronson," she said, enjoying watching me squirm and writhe with pleasure inside her. "Bronson is one of my regulars. He enjoyed me right after you left, although I had to give him a little extra play today, because I kept him waiting five minutes."
"Extra play?" I asked shakily, as I knew I was almost there.
"Don't worry, baby," she assured me, "you are the only one of my lovers that actually gets to fuck me."
"Madison," I exclaimed, "I am close."
"I know baby," Madison said condescendingly, "I know. Men always start whimpering and shaking when they are close. Bronson loves to..."



That was enough verbal stimulation for me. I arched my back so that I could admire Madison's breasts, pushed up as they were by the expensive lingerie, and stare into her blue eyes. Madison wrapped her legs around my ass, digging her Louboutins into my butt-cheeks as I thrust into her.
"George, too," she whispered, right as I cried out, and began to unload inside her. "Although I only charged him three hundred, because he is a bartender."
I came so hard as Madison regaled me with the tales of her paid encounters. It was one of the most intense orgasms of my life, fueled by one of the most unlikely reasons to get a man off. After I came I felt a mixture of jealousy and shame. I did consider the possibility that Madison was talking dirty just to get me off, but that idea was quickly squashed, as Madison spoke up again.
"The older guy, Clarkson, that I was kneeling in front of, when you showed up at my work, too!" she added playfully. "I spend a lot of time on my knees in front of him."
I had heard enough and started to pull out of her. Madison tightened her legs around my waist and signaled her desire for us to remain coupled.
"What's your hurry?" she asked, with a huge smile on her face. "It is my turn to come, now. Have you heard enough?"
She knew that she had me, when I neither stated that I had heard enough, nor tried to uncouple from her. She started to kiss me tenderly, and rake her fingers through my hair, as she occasionally whispered another name, adding to her list of jerk-off buddies. By the time she had finished, we had a prodigious list of guys that paid her for the privilege of jerking off on her, and I had another erection.
Madison bit my earlobe gently, and encouraged me to start fucking her again. It took me ages to come this time, and Madison experienced two orgasms, both of which passed the test of authenticity. After she came, her vagina was nice and moist from her self-lubrication, and I ejaculated inside her shortly after she said she was completely satisfied.
As we lay there snuggling and kissing, me still buried inside Madison, I started to reflect on the financial divide between us. Madison made around fifty grand a year, which was about what my trust disbursed to me every nine days or so. Yet, in her day to day life, Madison had some expensive tastes, far beyond her own financial capabilities.
I looked across at our underwear, my Target briefs that I had paid twelve dollars for a pack of three, intertwined with her one hundred and thirty dollar La Perla undies. I knew that she owned dozens of pairs of those expensive panties, presumably paid for by men that enjoyed jerking off on her.
I should have been thoroughly disgusted, but I was as aroused as I had ever been, at the thought of Madison laying in front of another man as he masturbated until he ejaculated all over her.
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My libido, as an eighteen year old boy, was off the charts. I don't know why I kept Madison's panties, but in her absence they were the next best thing. To be honest, just the sight of them got me hard.
I hit the bar with the patio several nights in a row after our dinner date, but there was no sign of Madison. I kept imagining her on the floor of a limousine, or on a King Size bed in a First Class hotel getting jerked off on, for cash.
Not knowing what she was up to was driving me out of my mind with jealousy, but it was also stoking my desire for her, and I had a permanent erection as I fantasized about her with other men. Each time I entered the patio bar I was hopeful that I would encounter Madison. I would park my Lamborghini in the valet-parking area, clearly visible to all of the patio patrons, enter the bar and approach George for any intel on Madison.
I think he could tell just how worked up I was because he was very sympathetic as he informed me that he hadn't seen her. I was starting to wonder how long it might be before I bumped into her again, and I cursed my lack of assertiveness in asking for her phone number. As I circulated the bar and the outdoor patio area, I was approached by several young women, with various degrees of aggressiveness.
A few of them were stunning, Newport Beach "tens" in their own right, but chemistry is a very difficult thing to quantify, and I wasn't feeling it with any of these young hotties. I had to marvel at the approach some of them took, and wondered if I would have had the same level of celebrity, had I driven my Ford truck to the bar. A few of the young girls blocked my path to initiate conversation, some of them asked me to join them for a drink, a couple even asked me to take them for a spin in my car. Occasionally, I did invite one of the beautiful women to join me for a drink, but as we spent time together it only highlighted how much I liked Madison.
Madison was classy, educated, articulate, opinionated and knew how to hold my attention. In contrast, even though some of the young Newport Beach hotties were model-quality, I felt no chemistry towards them. A couple of times I was tempted to take one of the babes home, the relaxed attitude towards random hookups that pervades today's young people, making sex a sure thing. However, on each occasion I left the bar alone, and ended up masturbating furiously into Madison's silky scented panties.
I came close to taking Olivia up on her offer of a repeat encounter twice, but fortunately for me my big head took control of my little head on both occasions. To my surprise, my body reacted favorably to Olivia, which gave me hope that I would find sexual interest in somebody other than Madison, in the future.
The first time Olivia propositioned me for a repeat visit, she was wearing her black leather pants and her dog collar, the visual bringing back vivid memories of the way she had allowed me to dominate her. We enjoyed a couple of drinks together and she offered to come home with me, at the reduced fee of five hundred dollars, with everything included. I took this to mean that I could urinate on her again and was tempted to take her up on her invitation. However, at the last minute I had a change of heart, preferring to stay faithful to Madison, even though I had no clue whether or not Madison was being a good girl.
Olivia made it very clear to me that anything I desired was available, but she could tell I was hung up on Madison. So, being a resourceful and enterprising courtesan, she engineered a scenario that I just couldn't refuse. I don't know how she was able to pull it off, but a few nights later, as I sat home alone enjoying a cocktail, I got a text from Olivia.
"Madison is here," the text began. "And she is looking good!"
The text was accompanied by a photo of my girl and she was definitely looking good. I don't know who had taken the picture, but it was taken from above and behind, as Madison was playing pool in the games area below the main bar. She was bent over the table, wearing one of her trademarked tailored suits, the hem of the skirt rising up her shapely legs exposing the straps of her ever-present garter-belt. As she leaned over the rails of the pool table, she had raised her right leg from the floor to maintain her balance, the red sole of her color-coordinated Louboutin shoe, confirming her identity, even as her face was hidden from view.
Seconds later, as my cock stiffened in my pants, my phone rang.
"Get your ass down here Pete," Olivia said cheerfully. "Grab your girl before someone else does."
I had imbibed a couple of vodkas already and decided I need to get a cab to the bar. Having an Orange Lamborghini was a great way to meet girls, but it also garnered a ridiculous amount of attention from law enforcement. I had been pulled over multiple times by the Newport Beach Police Department because I am eighteen years old, and am an unlikely owner of such an exotic car. For this reason, I told Olivia I was going to call a taxi, but she offered to come and get me instead.
The bar was only about one mile from my house, but most of the taxis in my area are dispatched from the Santa Ana Airport, so I figured it would be much quicker if Olivia came and got me. She arrived less than ten minutes later, during which time I took a quick shower, and pounded another vodka.
I was very excited at the prospect of seeing Madison again, and the alcohol had lowered my inhibitions. When Olivia got to my front door, she waited just outside the threshold, presumably for an invitation to enter my place. Even though we had some history, and were comfortable around each other, our relationship was definitely a professional one, that of client and provider. For this reason, she didn't come in until I extended my hand and asked her to wait inside.
My hair was still wet as I had dressed hurriedly, in an effort to ensure that Olivia was not kept waiting. She ruffled one hand playfully through my hair.
"Let me fix that for you, Pete," she offered sweetly. "You need to look your best for Madison."
Once we entered my bathroom, and I could see Olivia reflected in the ceiling to countertop mirror, I realized just how cute she was. She had straightened her hair, and had applied her makeup in a more feminine, less goth manner. The dog collar and leather pants were gone, replaced by a short, pleated, plaid mini-skirt, with matching tights. She had on a tiny black spandex crop-top, over which she had worn a black mesh top that was completely see through. Knee-high black leather boots completed the ensemble, and made her look dominant, in a feminine way.
Olivia twirled slowly, allowing me to check her out, and presumably trying to secure some future business.
"Hairdryer?" she asked, once she was done displaying her wares.
"Top drawer," I responded, pointing towards my bathroom cabinets.
As Olivia dried my hair, we chatted amiably, although I developed, and maintained an erection the entire time. This was a very good sign, as I had been so totally consumed with thoughts of Madison that I wondered if I would ever feel sexual attraction to another woman again. After Olivia dried my hair, she opened the top drawer of my cabinets to return the hairdryer, and emerged with my styling paste.
I felt a strong connection to her, as she stood in front of me and teased and styled my hair, the way I always imagined a girlfriend would. My hair looked great when she was done, a little edgier than I normally would have chosen, but we looked like a stylish, chic couple. Olivia placed the gel on my countertop, and under the guise of a few last styling tweaks, positioned her petite body between mine and the countertop.
"Perfect," she said quietly, as she moved between my legs. "You look hot, Pete."
We were inches apart as she spiked the front of my hair, and I reflexively leant into her. I felt my lips graze hers, in the lightest of touches that sent a shiver of excitement through me, and caused my cock to dance around in my underwear. Olivia responded in kind, returning my amorous advances by putting one hand behind my head and extending her tongue into my mouth.
I definitely felt the chemistry as we kissed, and even though I was acutely aware that she was an escort, I think she experienced the connection too. Olivia was a fantastic kisser, tender and gentle, but at the same time able to transmit her desire for me. She drew in closer to me, and I parted my legs slightly to encourage her. As our genitalia touched, albeit through our clothes, we began to rock slowly against the countertop, simulating the motions of sex. We engaged in a gentle grinding movement, which seemed to impart much more respect and mutual admiration than the more aggressive, purely sexual, dry-humping typically favored by young people.
Once she knew she had my undivided attention, Olivia withdrew her hand from the back of my head, and placed it on the shaft of my erect cock. I let out a whimper, and emboldened by my response, Olivia gave my cock a gentle squeeze. I felt an immediate expulsion of pre-cum into my underwear, and an overwhelming desire to make love to her. I moved closer to her, encouraging her to continue teasing me through my jeans. The vodka was starting to really take effect, lowering my inhibitions and defenses against this seasoned courtesan.
At the time, at eighteen years of age, with four sexual partners to my name, I didn't have the experience to realize that Olivia was not acting as a courtesan in that exact moment. She was reacting candidly to an unexpected moment of tenderness and mutual attraction between two young adults. Unbeknownst to both of us, money would exchange hands between us in the future, and we would have several fantastic paid encounters. However, as my cock throbbed, and my breathing quickened under her delicate touch, I viewed her more as my equal, and vowed never to treat her disrespectfully again.
I let out another quiet moan as she rubbed the palm of her hand along the length of my cock.
"You make me so excited, Olivia," I whispered, as our lips parted briefly. "I think you are a very beautiful and sexy woman."
Olivia smiled broadly, and in that moment I could tell the feelings were mutual. We were two, young, reasonably attractive kids, and we were into each other. Just in case I had any doubts that Olivia was experiencing the same response to our make-out session, she removed her hand from my cock, and it disappeared under the hem of her mini-skirt. A few seconds later, her hand emerged from between her legs, and she rested her middle finger on my top lip, right under my nose.
I felt the wetness about the same time that I smelled it. As she brushed her finger across my lip, there was a transfer of her vaginal secretions, and her scent of arousal permeated my nostrils. She slowly moved her finger down across my upper lip, and as I opened my mouth slightly, she inserted the soaking wet digit inside it, and instinctively I began to suck it clean.
"You make me wet, too, Pete," she whispered. "More than you know. However, I need to get you to the bar. You have some unfinished business to attend to."
Holy shit! Madison! I had completely forgotten about her under Olivia's tender advances. I reluctantly withdrew from my embrace with Olivia, and we shared a moment as she wiped her vaginal fluids from my lips.
Once we got into her car, I buckled up, and as Olivia shuffled in her seat, I found myself staring at her toned legs. Her plaid mini-skirt had ridden up her thighs, and it was then that I noticed that Olivia was wearing stockings and a matching plaid garter-belt, not tights.
"You like?" she asked seductively, as she lifted the hem of her skirt a couple of inches higher.
"I love!" I responded, looking every bit like the horny teenager that I was.
Olivia smiled appreciatively, any self-doubt that I had seen in her eyes the night that I dominated her, having seemingly evaporated.
I voiced no objection when she rested her hand on my inner-thigh as she drove me back to the bar. I was already in a heightened state of arousal, and I continued to whimper quietly as Olivia raked her nails up my inside leg and began to gently squeeze my nuts through my jeans. Her tender caresses felt fantastic.
As we pulled into the bar, she rubbed the palm of her hand across my erect cock, expelling some more pre-cum into my underwear.
"Are you ready for Madison?" she asked sweetly, skillfully suppressing any jealousy she might have been feeling.
Arousal is an interesting beast, especially in an eighteen year old male, because under Olivia's sustained and expert teasing, I had once again forgotten about Madison, and I contemplated asking Olivia to suck me off in her car. My immediate sexual needs were at the forefront of my mind, and the alcohol had lowered my resistance. In addition, I justified enjoying a little play from Olivia as a way to take the edge off, so that I would be less desperate around Madison.
Her dainty hand danced around in my crotch, squeezing, rubbing and fondling my nutsack, before she raked her manicured fingernails up the shaft of my cock. I let out another moan of desire and leaned in to kiss Olivia again. Even though she initially responded, a few seconds later we parted lips, and she refocused on the task at hand, delivering me to Madison.
The alcohol was kicking in now, the last vodka that I had pounded surging through my veins. I got out of her car, a little uneasy on my feet, and made my way into the bar. Olivia had apparently fulfilled her duty because she disappeared, leaving me to fend for myself. I entered the bar and made a beeline for the games area. When I arrived at the pool table, there was no sign of Madison, and I moved out onto the patio to try and find her.
She wasn't there either so I did a quick check of the bar area, with no success. Olivia showed up a few moments later, and handed me a vodka on the rocks. She had a Cosmos in her hand and we clinked our glasses together, before I took a large swig of my drink. Apparently she hadn't told George, the bartender, that this drink was mine because it was very strong, not the usual non-alcoholic beverage he typically pours me. As I sipped my drink and surveyed the bar for signs of Madison, Olivia disappeared into the crowd.
Long story short, as the reality that I had just missed Madison sank in, and the alcohol continued to affect my judgement, I began to consider my other options, principally Olivia, wherever she had gone.
I made small-talk with a couple of Newport Beach babes, but they didn't give me the time of day. In fact, one hottie completely ignored me, which was very uncharacteristic of the way I was normally treated in this place. It dawned on me that arriving in a Lamborghini probably drew the attention of girls in a bar like this, but having arrived in the passenger seat of an older Nissan Sentra, I was invisible to most of these gold-diggers. So, I finished my drink and having made my decision to leave, I went to find Olivia.
As it happened, she was looking for me too, and when we bumped into each other near the main entrance, I started to ask her for a ride home, but she cut me off.
"Pete, I found her," she said excitedly. "I found Madison. Follow me."
Instinctively I followed Olivia as she led me through a set of double doors marked "Staff only." We ended up walking through the coat-check area, which was barely utilized in the balmy climate of Newport Beach, and down a corridor that led to a gender-neutral restroom.
I smelled her scent before I even opened the door. The intoxicating smell of her preferred perfume permeated the air, evoking memories of Madison spraying her LaPerla panties with copious amounts of my favorite fragrance. My cock throbbed in my pants as I entered the large restroom, and to my surprise Olivia followed me inside.
The lights in the restroom were lowered prompting me to realize that they must have been on a dimmer. Madison was leaning over the marble countertop, bent at the waist and supporting her weight on her elbows. She was facing away from me, her long blonde hair cascading down her arched back. Her skirt was hiked up several inches, exposing the straps of her garter-belt where they attached to her expensive color-coordinated silk stockings. The stockings were Cuban style, a single thick line extending down the back of each leg, in a dead straight line, from the garter-belt strap to the heel of her Louboutins.
As I admired her toned calves, I noticed that she had already removed her panties, or at least lowered them to her ankles. The tiny piece of silky material was stretched between her legs, her vaginal secretions clearly visible in the crotch.
She couldn't have made herself any more available to me, at least until she began to shake her ass seductively. As the alcohol surged through my veins, I threw caution to the wind and stepped forward to take what I perceived to be rightfully mine. Olivia reached around from behind me and unfastened the top button of my Levi's. She snuggled in behind my ear and nibbled my lobe.
"Madison wanted to apologize for her aloofness," she teased. "Go on, Pete. Give it to her. You know you want to."
As Olivia slowly lowered the zipper to my jeans, I averted my gaze upward to take in Madison's reflection in the counter to ceiling mirror. She had her head bowed slightly towards the mirror, positioned in such a way that I couldn't see her beautiful face.
I can't tell the exact moment that I realized that the girl bent over the bathroom counter wasn't Madison, but by the time I had figured it out, it no longer mattered. Olivia had apparently engineered this surprise to take my mind off Madison, and it was working. Olivia had my jeans down around my ankles, and was busy lowering my underwear. Once my briefs were just below my knees, she placed her foot in the crotch and pushed them down to my ankles. Then in one fluid motion she grabbed the base of my T-shirt and pulled it over my head. Tossing my T-shirt onto the marble countertop, she sank slowly to her knees and untied my sneakers. She slipped them off and then slid my jeans and underwear over my feet.
"Who are you?" I said tentatively, as Olivia lined my cock up against the anonymous, already lubricated vagina.
"My name is Samantha, and I am Olivia's gift to you," she began, in a girly voice. "I am over eighteen years of age, and you have my consent," the young girl added, the latter of which were really the two answers I was looking for.
Samantha raised her head and made eye-contact with me. Whoever she was, and however Olivia had procured her, she bore a very close resemblance to Madison, both in facial structure, eye-color and hairstyle. I thought momentarily about declining this freebie, but the alcohol had diminished my judgment, and I wanted to ejaculate inside this young girl, especially as my vasectomy indemnified me from the risk of any future involvement with her.
Money had apparently already exchanged hands, and Olivia had purchased Samantha's teenage pussy for my enjoyment. In addition to this, they had dolled her up in some fancy designer clothes for my visual delight. I shot Olivia a look of gratitude, and she smiled broadly at me, as if to give her approval.
"My treat!" she mouthed silently, and at that moment I made up my mind, and I thrust my hips forward slightly.
Olivia grabbed the tip of my leaking penis and having lined it up at the entrance to this girl's pussy, eased me inside her. She was very wet, warm and extremely tight, and as we started to fuck, she looked me right in the eyes in the mirror, with a huge smile on her face. She was a very beautiful young woman, about Olivia's age I guess. She had very light blonde hair, blue eyes and a cute upturned nose. She was too young to have had any cosmetic surgery, and too pretty to have needed it, and as she smiled agreeably at me, she began to egg me on.



"Don't worry about my needs, Pete," she cooed. "Right now is all about you. I want you to bust a nut inside my tight teenage pussy."
"Oh fuck," I whimpered, "I am not going to last long."
Upon hearing this, Olivia tapped the inside of my knees and I reflexively spread my legs further apart. Lowering herself to her knees behind me, she dragged the tip of her tongue lazily up the length of my inner-thigh, from my knee to just under my nutsack. She gave my scrotum a gentle nibble, and then placing one hand on each of my butt-cheeks, she slowly spread them apart, and her moist tongue disappeared between my ass-cheeks.
This would end up being a life-changing moment for me, as I enjoyed my first rim-job. It was an otherworldly experience being balls-deep in a teenager I had just met, while simultaneously having my ass eaten by Olivia. Most men remember the day that they lost their virginity, and I suspect a few can recall their first blowjob, but for me this was the seminal moment in my ongoing path to sexual self-awareness. From that day forward, analingus became my favorite sexual activity, and the more I shared my proclivities with other men, the more apparent it became what a lucky bastard I was.
Nearly all of my friends were sexually active with their wives or girlfriends, most of them enjoyed the occasional blowjob as a treat, and a few of them even enjoyed anal-sex once in a while. However, once the subject of rim-jobs reared its ugly head, most of them admitted that it was an unrealized fantasy, one in fact which most of them would be reluctant to even broach with their significant others. Learning that the act was taboo made it even more appealing to me, and from that day forward, it was a deal-breaker for me if I encountered a woman that wasn't willing to eat my ass.
Of course, as an eighteen year old trust-fund baby I recognize that I had more options than most men, other than maybe rockstars or professional athletes. Every woman I ever met took one look at my Lamborghini Aventador and determined that I was marriage-material. Normally, their next realization was that they had a lot of competition, and shortly thereafter they would recognize that they needed to stand out from the crowd to have any chance of an easy life on my dime. The average eighteen year old man has a fairly simple hierarchy of needs, and sex sits right on top of that pyramid. So, it stood to reason that the serious contenders worked very hard to keep me sexually satiated.
The younger women, eighteen to twenty-five, were far more malleable and accommodating when it came to sex. Rimming has emerged as a much more mainstream sexual activity among young people, and, in general, young girls were much less resistant to my requests. It was the older generation that found it more repugnant, and I really got a kick out of taking a thirty-something year old woman completely out of her comfort zone.
The more direct my approach, the more successful I was, although I did occasionally get slapped for my candor. However, with the overwhelming odds being in my favor, I learned to be brutally honest, with every woman that I dated. It really turned me on to watch a thirty-year old, college-educated woman, invariably reared on the notion that they didn't need a man, grapple with the fact that I was willing to help them out with their rent, if they were amenable to the idea of sticking their snooty little nose deep between my butt-cheeks.
Olivia was cut from a different cloth and didn't need much coercion to eat my ass. She was a working girl and we already had some history, the most recent being a true connection and undeniable chemistry in my bathroom that night.
She got paid to facilitate men's fetishes. Rimming was on her menu of options, though she took great pains to ensure that I was always clean in my nether regions, before she stuck her tongue in my asshole.
Evidently my wet hair provided sufficient evidence that I had just showered, because as I got balls-deep inside Samantha's tight, teenage pussy, I felt Olivia's tongue brushing gently across my taint. She was barely grazing it, the moist tip of her outstretched tongue, stimulating this very sensitive area, as I rocked slowly in and out of Samantha. I locked eyes with the young blonde, taking in her cherubic young face and appreciating quite how beautiful she was. Judging by her accommodating nature, and her agreeable demeanor, she was not a virgin, but she had a look of innocence plastered across her youthful face.
She smiled sweetly at me, her blue eyes twinkling, even in the half-light of the bathroom. I felt my nuts constrict, a sure sign that I was on the road to orgasm, and Olivia immediately recognized my involuntary reaction to their joint efforts.
"Pete's getting close," she informed the young blonde. "He's going to blow his load soon."
"Yeah," Samantha exclaimed excitedly. "Come deep inside my tight pussy, Pete."
I let out a whimper of pleasure and increased the speed of my thrusts slightly, my upcoming orgasm becoming the most important thing in the world to me at that exact moment. Olivia, being totally in tune with my body, dragged her tongue across my taint and raising her head slightly, adjusted its position so that the tip of it encircled the entrance to my asshole. I stiffened reflexively, and let out a low guttural moan.
Olivia's tongue flicked rapidly across my anus, eliciting an otherworldly response from the myriad of nerve endings concentrated in that highly sensitive area. I felt goosebumps on my ass and lower back as I steadily approached my orgasm. My hands were resting on Samantha's hips, both to facilitate my balance and to control the pace of my thrusts as we fucked. I could feel her garter-belt through the material of her suit, and as I got close I slid one hand under the tailored skirt and hooked my thumb in the strap.
"You can pull my hair if you want," Samantha invited me, as she looked at me adoringly in the mirror.
The contrast between Samantha's beautiful innocent face and her lewd actions made me let out another whimper, and recognizing that I was close, Olivia forced her tongue through my sphincter and deep into my anal-passage. As Olivia wiggled her tongue inside my asshole, I grabbed a fistful of Samantha's hair and pulled her head back sharply. As she egged me on with her angelic smile, I unloaded my nuts deep inside her tight pussy.
It was a profoundly pleasurable experience, made even better by the fact that neither of the young women seemed in any rush to disengage. Samantha remained bent over the bathroom countertop, panties on the floor, her head tilted backwards as I kept my fist embedded in her blonde locks. Olivia continued the ministrations of her tongue, extended fully as it was and buried deep inside my anal-passage. I continued to rock slowly inside Samantha, ensuring that every last drop of my seed was drained from my nuts.
Once I was completely satisfied, I released my vice-like grip on Samantha's hair and slumped forward over the young blonde. She turned her head to the side and we began to kiss tenderly. She was very receptive to my advances and I felt an immediate connection between us. I am not sure if Olivia felt we were ignoring her, or if she was jealous of the tenderness between Samantha and I, but she removed her tongue from my asshole and rose to her feet.
Olivia moved in to kiss Samantha, but in a clear indication that Samantha viewed rim-jobs as repulsive, she wrinkled up her cute little button nose, and turned away from Olivia. This clue that Samantha was not on board with eating ass made me more determined to take that from her, and while I allowed the young blonde to exercise her right of refusal in that gender-neutral restroom, my plan was to get her snooty little nose between my butt-cheeks as soon as possible.
At this point in my life I was still keeping score of my sexual partners, and Samantha was the fifth girl that I had made love to. As my self-confidence and sense of entitlement increased with every passing conquest, I was determined not to let her slip from my sphere of influence without enjoying her tongue in my ass. I would eventually stop counting my lovers at the age of twenty-three, the drug and alcohol fueled orgies that I frequently attended, rendering an accurate count all but impossible. It was about this time of my life that I started going to frat-house parties, and some of the glory-hole games, that involved oral, vaginal and anal sex with anonymous partners, made it difficult to know exactly who I was busting a nut into.
I was frequently the guest of honor at these crazy events, mainly because I would procure the alcohol. Being one of the few guys over twenty-one, and thus legally allowed to purchase alcohol, I would drive my Ford truck to the local liquor store and load up on kegs of Budweiser or Coors light. At around ninety dollars per keg, and with each barrel containing fifteen and a half gallons, I could get a decent size frat-party wasted for less than three hundred dollars.
For my investment of three hundred bucks, I got to go first on the glory-holes. Better yet, once the fraternity got to know my sexual preferences, it was my ass rather than my cock that I inserted through the hole cut in the sheet, or drilled in the plywood, which ever method they were using that night to provide the drunk sorority girls with anonymity. There were no shortage of volunteers too, the alcohol dimming their inhibitions, and rim-jobs having emerged as a fairly mainstream sexual practice among college kids.
I literally lost count of my sexual partners and focused more on ensuring that every single young lady I hooked up with, got a taste of my bunghole. As I previously mentioned, my direct approach got me slapped occasionally, but nonetheless provided me a very high closure ratio when it came to my preferred sexual activity.
As I kissed Samantha, I felt my cock start to soften inside her. I slowly withdrew from her warm love-canal, and impulsively wiped our combined juices from my cock, onto the back of her skirt. Samantha was still bent over the bathroom countertop and was none the wiser, but Olivia looked surprised at the liberties I was taking with the young blonde. I shrugged at Olivia and she nodded her consent as she recognized my indifference.
I wasn't trying to be a dick, but Olivia had paid good money for Samantha and her designer label suit, and I needed a place to wipe my cock. If I was being an asshole I would have cleaned myself off using her hair, something that I did many times in my twenties, just because I could. It did occur to me that I would never have even considered such a disrespectful act with Madison. She would have clipped my nuts if I had compromised her impeccable appearance in any way.
After I put my cock back in my pants, I started working on a plan to ensure that Samantha gave me a rim-job before the night was through. My thought process was a little disjointed thanks to the vodkas I had consumed, but I mentioned a night cap at my place, and dangled the prospect of five hundred dollars in front of Olivia if she made it happen. A few moments later, after we made ourselves presentable, the three of us were heading out to the parking lot, arm in arm, feeling no pain.
That is until we literally bumped right into Madison. As soon as I saw her, I fell right back under her spell, my universe realigned, and any thoughts of a connection with Olivia seemed laughable. Madison was looking exceptionally well put together tonight, and I felt my cock stiffen in my jeans, even though I had just busted a nut.
Samantha and Olivia were hanging all over me, and I had Samantha's lipgloss on my face from our extended make-out session. Madison glared at me as I struggled to form my words. I stood upright and began to apologize to her for my inebriated state, but she wasn't interested in my excuses, and looked at me with contempt in her eyes.
Olivia had come to the realization that she was too intoxicated to drive, and went with Samantha to the valet-parking area to ask them to call us a cab. I made small-talk with an increasingly hostile Madison, and despite my apologetic nature I was getting absolutely nowhere. In fact, as I watched Olivia and her young friend making a complete ass of themselves, Madison appeared even more classy and mature, and it highlighted the gulf between a true woman, and a couple of drunk girls.
Madison was not going to allow me to disrespect her, and in a move that would forever change the dynamic between us, she approached the valet-parking area, her Louboutins clicking on the cement, as she eyed up her options. There were two or three Porsches, a Dodge Viper and a Ferrari 488 Spider parked up front, on display for the bar patrons on the patio. While this would be an unusually exotic assembly of sports cars in many parts of the world, this was a regular Monday night in a Newport Beach cocktail bar. Madison knew enough about cars to recognize that the Ferrari was the true exotic of the group, but in a fateful twist, a brand new Ferrari LaFerrari Aperta pulled into the parking lot, its middle-aged owner presumably trolling for young pussy.
Madison flashed me an icy stare, and seeing that the Rosso Corsa hyper-car had a single male occupant, flagged it down before it even made it to the valet-parking area. An older grey-haired gentleman emerged from the driver's seat in a beautiful bespoke suit, smiling like he had won the lottery.
I recognized him immediately, Steve Baldwin, a retired casino executive, who had recently relocated to Newport Beach from Las Vegas. He was known around town as a cock-hound, and I had seen him at a few local car meets, always with a different young blonde. As wealthy as I was, he was in a different stratosphere, and this compounded my jealousy as he strode confidently towards my girl.
After a very brief conversation with Madison, during which she pointed my way several times, the older man escorted her around to the passenger seat, lifted the butterfly door and helped Madison over the raised sill and into the deep bucket-seat.
She made a big fucking exhibition of it too, hiking her short skirt up several inches to flash me a glimpse of her garter-belt, just so that I knew exactly what I was missing out on. In the brightly-illuminated valet-parking area, I could see that her silk stockings and the garter-belt that held them up, were a matching shade of turquoise, a delightfully feminine and undoubtedly expensive ensemble, probably paid for by one of her lovers, maybe even Clarkson. Her Louboutins were turquoise too, the long slender heel extended seductively as she pulled her toned legs into the car.
Steve closed her door remotely and returned to his side of the car. As he passed the incredibly bright LED headlights, I could see he was sporting an erection, which he was making little attempt to hide. As he settled into the driver's seat of his exotic, Madison was shuffling around in her seat, and I wasn't sure if she was struggling with the five-point safety harness that the owner had optioned on the vehicle, or if she was trying to pull down the hem of her skirt, to retain some modesty.
There was no way I could have known what the hell my girl was doing fidgeting around in the front seat of that hyper-car. In fact, it wasn't until the LaFerrari stopped right next to me, and the passenger window slowly lowered, that I realized that Madison had removed her matching turquoise panties.
"I won't be needing these," she said coldly, as she extended her perfectly manicured fingernails, the tiny silk undergarment held aloft between her thumb and forefinger, which I noticed were painted the exact same shade of turquoise. "See you around Pete."
Reflexively I took her panties, eliciting a laugh from Baldwin, piloting the multi-million dollar car.
"What time do you want me to bring your girlfriend home in the morning, Pete?" he asked with a huge smirk on his face.
Olivia and Samantha showed up right at that moment, their youthful wasted exuberance contrasting with Madison's poise and desirability, and for me at that moment, complete unattainability.
Madison gave Samantha a look of contempt, and as the two of them came into my view, I realized what a second rate stand-in the young blonde had made. Madison's bespoke tailored suit fit her like a glove, highlighting and flattering every curve of her toned body. The skirt, hiked up though it was to facilitate the removal of her LaPerla panties, was pressed to perfection, and looked brand new. By contrast, Samantha's off the rack knock-off suit, wrinkled as it was from her extended session bent over the bathroom countertop, also had a large semen-stain on the rear of it. Even though the splatter had partially dried, and was now presenting itself as a flaky residue, I hoped that Madison didn't notice it.
Of course, as perceptive as Madison is, she was unlikely to miss this obvious fashion faux pas, and she crooked the index finger of her left hand and beckoned me forward to her. I moved towards her instinctively, unable to resist her. As I got close, I smelled her intoxicating scent. Even though Olivia had heavily spritzed Samantha using the same perfume, it had a much more appealing fragrance when worn by Madison. It was as if it had interacted chemically with her pheromones, creating the perfect aroma.
"I think your bitch sat in some ice-cream," she said quietly, causing Baldwin to laugh out loud again.
It was such a spiteful put-down that I had no comeback for it. I inhaled Madison's scent and looked down at her slender toned legs, checking out her garter-belt straps as they peeked from beneath the hem of her short skirt. This inappropriate glance didn't go unnoticed by Steve Baldwin. Sensing my obvious desire for Madison, he extended his hand and placed it on her exposed upper-thigh, which served to delineate what he now considered his territory,
I backed up slightly, still clutching Madison's LaPerla panties in my hand as if they were to be my final memory of her. Baldwin revved the Ferrari aggressively, invoking an incredibly loud response from the V12 engine, which brought a few more admiring bystanders over. Madison was reveling in the attention, but it was Samantha that induced a chuckle from the crowd of mostly young males.
"Wow, two Ferraris in the same parking lot," she said with way too much enthusiasm, highlighting the fact that she was from a small Mid-Western suburb. "Our cab just arrived."
I felt compelled to point out to her that one was a mass-produced, albeit still desirable car with a production run of over ten thousand units, whereas the other was a multi-million dollar hyper-car, of which only 210 units were ever made. Costing two million dollars new, the Aperta traded for much more than that on the pre-owned exotic car market. However, I didn't want to stroke Baldwin's already out of control ego, so I kept that knowledge to myself.
I felt like a total pussy standing there with Madison's panties in my hand, as Baldwin continued to assert his financial superiority over me, by flashing his Patek Philippe Nautilus watch in my face. The stainless steel blue-faced timepiece cost more than Madison made annually, and I knew that the display of wealth was not lost on her. She got off on this kind of thing, and now that she had willingly removed her panties, and was probably self-lubricating at my humiliation, there was very little to prevent Baldwin from getting balls-deep in my girl tonight.
I heard the repeated honking of my taxi, and to my despair a white Toyota Prius pulled up alongside the red Ferrari. Baldwin had seen enough, and having moved his hand further up Madison's perfectly sculpted thigh, in an overt sign of ownership, roared away in his hyper-car, garnering the approval of most of the patrons of the patio, who were documenting his departure on their cell phones.



I took Olivia and Samantha home with me that night, although my mind kept drifting to what Madison was up to. As a seasoned courtesan she was an expert in men's pleasure, and I am sure Baldwin got his money's worth, if any actually exchanged hands. Maybe she fucked him just to get back at me. I will never know. However, it damaged our relationship irreparably, and forced me to grow up far quicker than I wanted to.
Someone else was forced to grow up much quicker than they wanted to that night also. Samantha Jane Thompson, as her Missouri Driver License identified her, made the transition from innocent Mid-West teenager to sex-worker, in the opulent surroundings of my ocean-front condominium that evening. I trusted Olivia enough not to set me up with an underage girl, but my curiosity got the better of me, and under the pretense of serving Samantha alcohol, I demanded age verification. Her hand was trembling as she held out her ID for my inspection. I took a photo of her License, and the girls excused themselves to go and freshen up.
Samantha's Driver License not only provided me with her birthdate, but also gave me additional insights into her situation. The fact that she had not yet surrendered her Missouri License for a California one, was a clear indicator that she had recently relocated to the area, as California requires new residents to do so within ten days of arrival. A quick google search on her address, informed me that she lived in the wealthy St. Louis suburb of Compton Heights, and as I perused her social media, I learned she had attended a private parochial school. If Facebook was to be believed, she also had a loving family, which begged the question what had she been doing bent over the counter of a public restroom with her panties around her ankles.
I heard the girls laughing as they entered my oversized shower enclosure, and I instinctively decided to join them. I was determined to have Samantha give me a rim-job before the night was over, and having seen that her objection seemed to be hygiene based, figured the shower would be the perfect environment for her first foray into ass-eating.
When I entered the shower the girls were very receptive to my presence and the three of us started to make out. Even though it was a paid encounter, there was a connection between us, and it didn't feel mechanical or forced. I wanted to assuage any concerns that Samantha had about hygiene, so we spent several minutes playfully soaping each other up. Once I was covered in suds, I put my foot up on the shower step, and shaved my asshole, taint and nut-sack. I made sure that my cock, balls, taint and asshole were squeaky clean and hair-free, before I used the shower extension to hose myself off. Once I was prepped for my upcoming rim-job, I hosed the girls off.
After I turned the water off, we kissed for a few more minutes and then Olivia sank slowly to her knees before me. The heater was on in my bathroom so it was nice and warm in there, and Samantha and I continued our tender make-out session, as Olivia started to suck my cock. I had already promised her five hundred dollars to come home with me, and she was prepared to earn it. Olivia is a very talented cocksucker but I wanted more so I rested my hands on Samantha's shoulders and applied some light downward pressure.
Even though she was only eighteen years old, and not a seasoned pro like Olivia, Samantha did understand the universal signal to kneel, and did so upon my request. The two girls began to take turns blowing me, Olivia giving Samantha guidance on how I liked to be pampered. At some point, Olivia began to nibble my nutsack, with Samantha following suit shortly after. I looked down occasionally, enjoying the sight of two young girls kneeling before me, working in tandem to pleasure me.
When I spread my legs further apart, Olivia understood my subtle hint, lowered her face beneath my scrotum and began to lick my taint. Samantha resumed her tender blowjob, as Olivia worked on my under-carriage. Even though I had already fucked Samantha, I definitely wanted her to give me a rim-job before this night was over, and the shower seemed like the most likely location for this to occur. So, I decided to take the bull by the horns and make it happen.
"Get behind me Olivia," I instructed the young girl. "You know what I like."
This limited set of instructions was enough for Olivia, and having already some knowledge of my sexual proclivities, she scooted around the back of me, and parted my butt-cheeks with her dainty hands. I gasped with pleasure as I felt the tip of her tongue graze my asshole, and as she began to eat my ass, Samantha continued to blow me. If I hadn't been so resolute in my quest to have every single one of my sexual partners eat my ass, I would have just enjoyed the combined efforts of the two young hotties, and blown my load down Samantha's throat.
However, I wanted Samantha's cute, upturned nose between my buttocks so I told her so.
"Switch places girls," I said, in a tone that did not invite discussion.
Olivia cheerfully emerged from between my ass-cheeks, scooting around to the front of me, and taking the tip of my cock between her moist lips. Samantha, for her part, obeyed my directive, and scooted behind me, but she was much less enthusiastic about her new role. In fact, as Olivia threw her heart and soul into my blowjob, Samantha began to half-heartedly nibble my buttocks. While it felt divine to have a girl that had recently graduated Catholic High School, giving any kind of attention to my rear end, I wanted more, and asked Olivia to intercede.
"Show Samantha what I like," I said firmly, trying to maintain control of the two of them.
Once the two of them were behind me, I could sense Samantha's reluctance to fully engage in ass-play. To her credit, Olivia was offering words of encouragement to the young blonde, and I hoped that she was softening her up to the idea.
"He's clean, Sam," Olivia said sweetly. "Freshly-shaven too. Honestly, there is no odor or taste back there."
Samantha clearly still had some reservations, and I wondered if it was due to her strict religious upbringing. She did start to lick my ass-cheeks which was a step in the right direction, but her overall demeanor was tentative, to say the least. Olivia continued to encourage Samantha and finally I felt her tongue graze my taint, which felt fucking fantastic.
"Good girl, Sam," I said appreciatively, "right there, that feels great, baby."
Surprisingly enough, that seemed to lower some of her inhibitions, and as I continued to shower her with positive affirmations, she extended her tongue and caressed my taint gently with it.
"Yeah, baby, you got this," I said sweetly, "that feels awesome."
"Raise your head up slightly, Samantha," Olivia instructed her young protégé, "extend your tongue until you feel the entrance to his asshole."
In Samantha's defense, she was on her knees behind a guy that she had just met, being asked to stick her tongue inside his butthole, so I didn't begrudge her tentative approach. However, my financial situation, and the myriad of sexual opportunities that it afforded me, had made me quite demanding when it came to the actions of young women. I was done with her "good Catholic girl" act, and reached around behind my butt and grabbed the back of her head. Once I had her skull cradled within my large hand, I applied some forward pressure, and slowly forced her face towards my asshole.
Samantha put up some token resistance, but as Olivia held my ass-cheeks apart, she allowed me to place her exactly where I wanted her. Once her nose was touching my asshole, she raised her head slightly, extended her tongue, and began to lick my ass.
"Good girl, Samantha," I said as she began to lick me more enthusiastically.
This was the first time I had ever forced a woman to do something sexually for me, and I was emboldened by the positive outcome, more than I was regretting my actions. Later on in life, I would learn that a small percentage of women need to be forced into certain sexual acts, in order to assuage their guilt. Samantha was one such woman, her repressed Catholic School upbringing causing her to look at every intimate act as something to be ashamed of.
As it turned out, Olivia had coerced her into having sex with me in the gender-neutral restroom, by offering her a roof over her head if she got with the program. Samantha had arrived in Los Angeles as a teenage runaway, with no money, no contacts and no place to stay. She had encountered Olivia at a local coffee shop, and Olivia had sensed her desperation and channeled that into a free sexual encounter for me. She had even taken Samantha shopping for an outfit to closely resemble Madison. Olivia had promised Samantha five hundred dollars and a place to stay if she let me fuck her, and Samantha had folded like a pack of cards, rather than call her parents for help.
Now as Samantha was being forced to eat my ass, Olivia stepped up once again to help me out.
"Pete will pay you extra if you act like you are enjoying yourself," she said firmly, trying to convince Samantha to put a smile on her face.
"How much?" she countered, clearly interested, as she removed her face from between my ass-cheeks.
"Samantha, I will pay you one thousand dollars if you act like you are having fun rimming me," I offered.
Truth is, I was sick of watching the look of disdain on her face every time I looked over my shoulder and made eye-contact with her, and it would have been well worth a grand to see her smiling. Seasoned hookers know the importance of keeping smiling, no matter the assignment. In fact, as I would later learn, most won't engage in sex-acts that they find truly repulsive, for fear that they won't be able to keep smiling throughout. However, this decision is made prior to such engagement, and most hookers only facilitate a man's fetish if they know they can keep smiling throughout its duration.
The promise of an extra payday spurred Samantha into action, and for a few moments she was grinning broadly as she rimmed me.
"Look at me girl," I ordered her, as I looked down over my shoulder.
To her credit, Samantha was a quick learner, and as she looked up at me adoringly, with a huge smile on her face, my experience was transformed and I felt myself on the path to my release.
"Fuck yeah, Sam," I said, in awe of her improved attitude. "That is perfect."
Samantha let out a little giggle, winked at me, and stuck her tongue deep into my asshole. I turned back to look down at Olivia, made eye-contact with her as she blew me and mouthed the words, "thank you."
A few moments later as the two of them focused solely on my pleasure, I felt my nuts constrict and told Olivia I was close. I ended up blowing my load down her throat, as Samantha wiggled her tongue around just inside my anus.
I could sense some shame on Samantha's part after I ejaculated, and she struggled to look me in the eye. The three of us climbed into bed shortly after I came, and I drifted off quickly as the girls lay there whispering to each other.
In the morning as soon as I woke up, like most people I grabbed my phone to check my messages. I had a text from Madison which I opened with baited breath. I was hoping that she was going to apologize for her bitchiness last night, and to assure me that she hadn't hooked up with Steve. My heart sank as I looked at the two pictures she had attached to the text. The first one, taken from the passenger seat of his Ferrari, showed Samantha walking away awkwardly in her high-heeled Louboutins, unaccustomed as she was to wearing such footwear. The photo was purposefully unflattering, highlighting Samantha's ill-fitting suit, replete with numerous creases in the skirt and the dried "ice-cream stain" on the back of it, just above the hem.
The second photo, artfully posed, and presumably taken by Steve, showed Madison draped over the rear lip spoiler of his multi-million dollar Ferrari. She was bent at the waist, her hands resting on the transparent engine cover for support. Her skirt was hiked up several inches, revealing her garter-belt, and the fact that she still wasn't wearing any panties. Her long blonde hair cascaded flawlessly down her back, and as she looked back over her shoulder, her body language seemed to invite the lucky bastard that took this picture, to get balls-deep inside her.
Her perfectly glossed lips were slightly parted, as open an invitation for a blowjob as you are ever likely to see. Her blue eyes twinkled as she smiled back at the camera, seemingly encouraging him to take her over the back of his car, while simultaneously evoking envy in everyone else who viewed the picture, including her primary target, me. The photo was captioned "the real deal."
I hated everything about this fucking photo, but to my horror, my cock stiffened involuntarily as I gazed at it. Realizing that Olivia was still naked in my bed, I rolled her over onto her stomach and entered her from behind. Less than five minutes later, exercising my right as a paying customer to focus solely on my needs, and with the image of Madison etched into my brain, I ejaculated deep inside Olivia's young pussy. I took a quick shower and then went to join the girls for breakfast.
As often is the case when young men have overnight guests, I wanted to get rid of them sooner than later, so I was relieved when I learned that Samantha had already gone. That is until I saw Olivia holding a note that she had left on the breakfast table. Apparently her Catholic upbringing had made her question her actions of the previous evening. In fact, as she described her feelings of disgust at some of the sex acts she had performed "under the influence of alcohol," and detailed her dismay at having accepted cash in exchange for such acts, it was evident that she was not cut out for the big city. She had crumpled the hundred dollar bills up and left them with the note, and I watched with amusement as Olivia swooped up the cash with a promise to send it to her friend.
I spoke to Samantha briefly just before she boarded her flight to St. Louis. She harbored no ill-will towards me, but had decided that her teenage rebel runaway episode was over, and she was returning home to her parents, and enrolling in the local community college, until she figured out her long-term plan. I felt like I had done my bit for society, by setting her back on the straight and narrow, much the same way the "scared straight" program realigns the priorities of young offenders. I wished her luck and told her to let me know if she ever needed anything, although I extended this offer solely to reduce any potential malice she might feel towards me in the future. I had, after all, pretty much forced her to eat my ass.
I never spoke to Samantha again, although I followed her on social media for several years after our one-night stand. She really was a beautiful woman, although she was never going to reap the benefits of her genetic blessing, living in Missouri. Truly gorgeous girls have the world at their feet, and had Samantha remained in Southern California, she could have snagged herself a wealthy husband, and enjoyed a life of privileged luxury.
However, in the suburbs of St.Louis, with its lowered expectations and diminished opportunities, she ended up marrying a young man who was in the military, and working at the local Walmart. Shortly after she returned to the Mid-West, Samantha posted some pictures of herself wearing the suit that I had fucked her in. My dried semen-stain was clearly visible on the back of the skirt, once again highlighting the difference between her and Madison, who never left the house without being impeccably dressed. Years later, as I checked in on her Facebook page, Samantha had lost a lot of her allure. She was still good-looking, but her crappy Ford Escort and charity-shop clothing did little to showcase her beauty.
I made the mistake of liking one of her pictures once, and was surprised that she sent me a PM. Even though the tone was friendly, there was an undertone of blackmail contained with the pleasantries. She did accept that our sex was consensual but her assertion that she "was a very young girl" seemed to imply some kind of veiled threat.
I was in my mid-twenties by this time, and had been the subject of more than one blackmail attempt, which comes with the territory of being a promiscuous, wealthy young man. Experience had taught me to address the problem head-on, and I immediately sent Samantha a photo of me holding her Missouri Driver License that provided incontrovertible evidence that she was of legal age, at the time of our hookup.
Even though I had refuted her suggestion that she was underage at the time of our encounter, I still felt the need to quash any suggestion that she was coerced into anything, even though I had clearly forced her into analingus. My condominium was equipped with a state of the art security system, that included multiple CCTV cameras throughout the space. I had designated the master bedroom and bathroom as areas of surveillance, which meant I had a 4K camera concealed in the ceiling of each room. I reviewed the security footage from my night in the shower with Samantha and Olivia, and selected one screen-shot from the video I had surreptitiously shot.
Much of this video depicted her resistance to the demeaning sex-act that I was requiring her to perform, and was actually quite hard to watch. Samantha was a breathtakingly beautiful young girl, with an angelic face. Not only did she not deserve to be on her knees with her tongue between a man's butt-cheeks, but she did not look old enough to be engaging in any intimate acts. The entire time she was back there, her face bore a look of disgust or shame, her youth and lack of experience contributing to her reticence to object. She could barely make eye-contact with me, even as I looked over my shoulder frequently and continued to offer her words of encouragement. This clearly was not a consensual sex-act.
If the authorities had viewed the film in its entirety, especially the part where I had manhandled the young blonde's face between my buttocks, they would have recognized that I had coerced Samantha into eating my ass. However, separated from the rest of the footage, and taken completely out of context, this screen-shot was very damning to Samantha, and completely refuted her claims of being forced.
In the picture I am standing naked in the shower looking admiringly over my shoulder at Samantha, as she knelt behind me with her tongue in my ass. The look of despair that she had been wearing for much of the rim-job had dissipated momentarily, and as she looked up at me, her blue eyes peeking through her blonde bangs, she actually had a huge smile on her face. I knew that she was smiling because I had just offered her a thousand dollars to pretend that she was enjoying herself, but again, taken out of context there was no way that she could claim that she wasn't willingly engaged in analingus.
Once I had refuted the suggestion that she was either underaged or acting under duress, I threatened to post the photo on an open Facebook group for St. Louis military wives, that I knew she contributed to. Her tone changed immediately after my warning, becoming much more conciliatory, and after a few more pleasant exchanges, I never heard from her again.
I learned a couple of valuable lessons the night of my threesome with Samantha and Olivia, and they shaped the way I viewed random hookups moving forward. Firstly, from that day forward, I regarded each encounter as the last time I would ever see the woman. Viewed from that perspective, with my primary sexual goal being to receive a rim-job from every woman that I was intimate with, I made sure that it happened on the first date.



If you are reading this with a hint of skepticism, remember that as a single, reasonably good looking, trust-fund baby, I had far more opportunities than the typical twenty something male. Most women viewed me as marriage-material, and did whatever I asked sexually, without much pushback.
As I matured, my game improved exponentially, my self-confidence increased, and each year I gained a significant amount of net worth. This encouraged me to prioritize my sexual fulfillment in relationships. I wasn't completely selfish in bed, but my primary focus was my pleasure, and I enjoyed rim-jobs. In fact, the only thing I liked more than having a young girl willingly eat my ass, was coercing someone that found the act demeaning or repulsive, into sticking her tongue up my ass.
The second thing I learned from that night was the importance of documenting my partners' ages, particularly if they looked younger than twenty-five. I always required photo ID prior to engaging in any sexual activity, and was constantly reminded how many beautiful woman under the age of twenty-one, were trolling in bars.
In the morning, after Olivia and I had eaten breakfast, I settled up with her. I never minded paying her, in fact she was the one exception to my rule of spending as little as possible to get laid. I gave her one thousand dollars for her company, knowing full well that she had no intention of forwarding Samantha's cash to her. She also gave me the receipt for Samantha's suit, purchased from the sale rack at Nordstrom, the lingerie and shoes that the young blonde had worn to replicate Madison's look, and the bottle of Madison's favorite perfume, that Samantha had been heavily spritzed with as she waited for me, bent over the bathroom countertop. Money well spent, I thought, as I handed it over, rounded up to the nearest hundred.
After Olivia left my place, I felt a pervading sadness as I realized that I had possibly blown it with Madison. She still hadn't given me her phone number, but I didn't want too much time to elapse before I tried to patch things up. For this reason, I decided to stop by her work unexpectedly, which didn't go well.
Bronson was there, flirting shamelessly with my girl, as she rang up his latest purchase.
I don't know if Madison and Bronson were fucking with me, but he rested his hand on her ass for the entire time that she processed his order. Madison hardly acknowledged me, and I stood there like a third wheel as they flirted incessantly. She drove me crazy with desire for her, and made me insanely jealous at the same time.
Madison seemed to really enjoy Bronson's attention, and was laughing playfully at his banter and constantly toying with her hair. I know men respond to girlish behavior and Madison's was downright coquettish. As he left he kissed her on the lips and they said their goodbyes.
"See you tonight, gorgeous," he said in his deep, masculine voice, as he strode confidently out of the showroom.
"Phil," he said, acknowledging me as he passed.
I wanted to respond, "Benson," giving him the same disrespect by getting his name wrong too. I wasn't sure if his mistake was inadvertent or intentional, but either way, being called the wrong name is a kick in the nuts.
After Bronson left, Madison turned on me.
"What the fuck are you doing here, Pete?" she asked angrily. "I am working."
Standing up for myself was a skill that I would acquire later on in life, but at the tender age of eighteen, I wasn't going to engage with Madison.
"I wanted to apologize for last night, and I don't have your phone number," I responded, recognizing how lame I sounded, as soon as the words left my lips.
Madison didn't acknowledge that she had never given me her phone number, and changed the subject.
"Did you get my panties from the dry-cleaners yet?" she asked, "the La Perla ones I left at your place."
"Yes," I lied.
I hadn't even taken them yet, as I was using them to jerk off in Madison's absence, multiple times. I guess my plan was to replace them with a brand new pair, but I hadn't given it much thought, and I shuffled around nervously in front of her under this line of questioning.
Madison made eye-contact with me, and I could tell that she knew I was lying. I was an eighteen year old sexually inexperienced boy. She had fucked my brains out and left me her panties as a souvenir. Of course, I would jerk off on them.
"I will get them the next time I see you," she said, raising the possibility that we could reconcile. "Keep Olivia's thieving hands away from them."
"I won't be seeing..." I began, before she cut me off.
"I don't care how often you and Olivia fuck," she said without expression. "You and I are both single, free to fuck whoever we want. I just don't want that skank stealing my expensive underwear."
This seemed like the right time to ask her about Steve Baldwin, but the second I mentioned the events of the previous evening, she cut me off.
"Like I said, Pete, we are both free to fuck whoever we want."
Suppressing my jealousy, I changed tact.
"Can I see you tonight, Madison?" I asked, the desperation evident in my voice.
"I have plans tonight," she began coldly, "with Bronson."
"Cancel them, Madison," I began assertively, "let me take you out tonight."
"Cancel?" she responded incredulously. "I can't afford to. Bronson is paying me seven hundred and fifty dollars for tonight. I have bills to pay, Pete."
"Please," I added lamely.
"I would love to see you tonight, baby," Madison said, softening her tone towards me, as she moved into my personal space. "Believe me, I love spending time with you, but tonight is work, and I need the money."
It took me a second to digest that Bronson was going to enjoy my girl tonight for the measly sum of seven hundred and fifty dollars. At the same time, my uncle's words rattled around in my brain.
"The good ones don't have to ask you for money."
I knew I was making a big mistake the second I asked her, setting a precedent by altering the nature of our relationship from casual sex, to that of a paid encounter.
"Will you cancel Bronson and go out with me, if I pay the seven hundred and fifty dollars?" I asked.
"You don't have to do that, baby," she said sweetly. "I am free Monday night, we can go do something then."
It was Friday afternoon, and Monday was four nights away, which meant Madison had plans the next three nights. As I struggled to come to terms with the fact that three guys were going to jerk off on her this weekend, my jealousy surfaced and I reiterated my desire.
"Cancel Bronson, Madison," I said, trying not to sound too desperate. "I will give you his fee."
In that fateful moment, our future was cemented, as a pay per play relationship, and Madison immediately softened towards me.
"I would love that, sweetheart," she said enthusiastically. "I love spending time with you. Let me call Bronson."
Before I had a chance to realize that I had fucked up, or to change my mind, Madison called Bronson. She engaged in a very flirty, several minute long conversation with him, during which she made apologies and excuses for not being able to join him tonight.
"I will make it up to you, baby," she cooed, stoking my jealousy.
Right before she hung up, she even had the audacity to say, "No, baby, it has nothing to do with Phil," not bothering to correct his misuse of my name.
After she hung up, Madison told me to pick her up from work at seven that evening.
"I get off work at four," she informed me, "but it will take me a while to get ready for my hot date!" she teased.
It did seem odd that she asked me to pick her up from work, rather than her place. However, I knew from her paycheck stub that she lived in a shitty part of town, so I assumed that she was embarrassed for me to see her place. I was excited at the prospect of upgrading Madison's living arrangement, if I could just persuade her to move in with me.
As luck would have it, my uncle called me right as I was leaving the Tom Ford store. I started to bring him up to speed on the events since we last spoke and after a few minutes, he cut me off.
"Something is not right," he said. "I smell a rat. Let me call you back."
Less than an hour later, my uncle called me back. He did warn me that I was not going to like the news he had for me, before revealing incontrovertible evidence that Madison was trying to scam me. Apparently, on a hunch, my uncle called the Tom Ford flagship store in Beverly Hills and asked to speak to Bronson. A few seconds later, a masculine voice answered, identifying himself as Bronson, head buyer for Tom Ford.
"Bronson is a co-worker of Madison's," he revealed, much to my surprise.
Emboldened by his initial success, my uncle called back and asked for the Store Manager of Tom Ford, Newport Beach. Posing as a vendor for custom store lighting, my uncle first tried to see if he could arrange a meeting to discuss the potential of upgrading the lights in the Fashion Island Store. As soon as the Store Manager explained that those decisions were made at the corporate level, my uncle offered to bribe the Store Manager to "grease the wheel" as it were.
"I told him I would treat him and his wife to lunch at Fleming's Steakhouse, if he could facilitate a meeting," my uncle began. "He told me that he was a Vegan, and that his boyfriend would kill him if he stepped foot in a steakhouse."
"Madison's boss is gay?" I responded.
"Like most men in the custom clothier industry, yes. Would appear so," my uncle said quietly. "But, wait, there is more. I had a buddy of mine call the Store Manager back, claiming to be from a courier company trying to deliver Madison's replacement passport. My friend asked if it would be okay to deliver the important document to Madison's work, because she needed to sign for it. The Manager let it slip that Madison was living at the store, and as long as it was delivered during the opening hours, someone could sign for it."
"Madison lives upstairs at the Tom Ford store?" I asked incredulously.
"That is what her Manager said," my uncle assured me. "I don't know why," he continued, "but Madison is playing you."
As soon as I had confirmation that at least two of Madison's supposed pay for play encounters were fabricated, I thanked my uncle, and headed for the bar, where we had met. George was there, cleaning glasses and preparing for the evening rush.
After a brief hello, I got straight to business, holding out a crisp one hundred dollar bill for him to salivate over.
"No judgment, no drama, George," I began in a friendly manner. "Have you ever had a sexual encounter with Madison?"
I knew he was telling the truth, the moment he responded, without hesitation, and making eye-contact with me the entire time.
"Not unless you count me rubbing one out thinking about her," he began candidly. "Madison is a sexy bitch, and I would fuck her in a heartbeat, but she is way out of my league, bro. Unfortunately, we both know it," he added wistfully.
"Thanks George," I said, handing the hundred dollar bill to him.
"The two Asian guys in the limo," I continued, handing him another hundred in good faith. "What's their story?"
"High stakes poker players," he said without missing a beat. "They take Madison gambling with them quite regularly. They say she is a lucky charm, but in truth, she counts cards, for a cut of the winnings. She asked me to pretend she was escorting them, said she would make it worth my while, but she never came through."
After I left the bar, I had some decisions to make. I had an explanation for all four of Madison's supposed jerk-off sessions, the wad of cash she had deposited, and her attempted manipulation of George. I needed confirmation of one more thing before I confronted her.
I ended up driving to the address on her paycheck, which was a ramshackle apartment building in a seedy part of town. When I located her unit, there was an eviction notice on the door, dated about a week ago.
I called my uncle again with the latest news, and he ran me through my options. I thought he would advise me to never see her again, but instead he told me to meet her tonight, as planned.
"Pay her the seven-fifty," he advised, "and do everything you have ever wanted to do to her, before you cut the bitch loose."
It was with a heavy heart that I hung up the phone. I knew my uncle was right. Madison had tried to hustle me from the second she met me, pretending to be into me, when she was really just trying to get into my wallet. Once I knew definitively that she was playing me, it evoked a response in me to want to dump her. However, it weighed heavily on me that despite our torrid love affair, she hadn't given me a rim-job yet. I knew I would regret it forever, if I let that opportunity slip through my fingers. So, with this in mind, I called her shortly after I spoke to my uncle, to modify our plans.
"Something came up, Madison," I lied. "Can you grab a bite to eat before I pick you up? Then we can go straight to my place for a drink."
Madison was agreeable, and now that I knew the gravity of her financial situation, it made sense. She was no doubt focusing on the seven hundred and fifty dollars, more than the events of the evening. After I hung up with her, I drove to the La Perla store and replaced her soiled panties. I removed the tags, gasping at the one hundred and forty dollar price. Then I went home and poured myself a stiff vodka. This led to two more drinks, and once I realized that I couldn't drive, I booked a Lincoln Town Car to pick Madison up at work, and bring her to my place.
Madison looked phenomenal when she arrived at my ocean-front apartment. The sun was just setting and it was the first time she had seen the view from my place in daylight. Although my apartment was, in itself, a panty-dropper, the view was absolutely incredible. Madison seemed completely unimpressed, no doubt her enthusiasm jaded by having been in so many rich guys' houses.
The sun was reflecting on the blue Pacific Ocean as it set, highlighting the beauty of Madison's eyes, as she kissed me on the lips and smiled at me. My cock throbbed the second I inhaled her scent, such was my sexual attraction to her.
"I have something for you," I said handing her the La Perla panties that I had purchased that day. "Freshly laundered."
After I handed her the panties, I spoke again.
"I have your fee, too," I added, handing her seven hundred and fifty dollars in cash.
"You don't have to pay me up front, silly," she scoffed. "I trust you!"
"Working girls always get paid up front," I said coldly, setting the tone for our evening.
Madison took the money reluctantly, and awkwardly tucked it into her purse. I moved forward to kiss her, and for the first time since I laid eyes on her, I saw self-doubt on her face.
In the past, I had always allowed Madison to take the lead. She was older, much more sexually experienced, and a natural leader when it came to sex. Now that I had paid for the privilege of being with Madison, it felt different. I felt entitled to get what I wanted, get my money's worth, treat her more like I treated Olivia. I started to kiss Madison, much more aggressively than normal, telegraphing my intent to be the dominant partner today.
She responded favorably to my advances, and began to rub my cock through my jeans. As always, I was in an elevated state of arousal in Madison's company, her pheromones, her perfume and her general state of desirability, conspiring to make my cock leak. She was applying the perfect combination of pressure and rhythm to make my cock throb, and I was on the road to my first orgasm.
I had blown my load into my jeans before, under Madison's expert touch, but today I wanted more. I say I wanted more, but as I had paid for this encounter, I felt like I actually deserved more. I was really surprised when I heard my voice, unwavering and full of confidence.
"Get on your knees, Madison. I want you to suck me off."
Madison looked at me with some surprise in her eyes, seemingly trying to assess my level of seriousness. I put one hand on her shoulder, and applied a little downward force. She allowed me to push her onto her knees, and once she was in my desired position, she began to fumble with my zipper.
Ordinarily, Madison was very composed but I had unnerved her. I lowered my gaze and watched as she undid my jeans. Her gentle teasing strokes had caused me to leak a considerable amount of pre-cum into my briefs, a visible wet spot having formed at the front of them. Madison hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my underwear, and pulled them forward over my erection.
Once my cock-head was exposed, she looked up at me for direction, her gorgeous blue eyes reflecting the setting sun. Madison always used her stunning looks to manipulate men, but now that I had purchased her for the evening, she was going to do my bidding.
"Suck my cock, Madison," I ordered, "nice and slow as if you are honored to blow me."
To her credit, once we had established exactly who was in control, Madison followed direction very well. She began to gently kiss and lick the tip of my cock, giving my cock-head a loving tongue bath. I maintained control of her, dictating the pace of her ministrations, as she nibbled the shaft from top to bottom, before turning her attention to my nuts.
As she enveloped my scrotum In her warm mouth and gently sucked my nuts, I gave her my approval.
"Good girl, Madison, right there baby," I said condescendingly.
Madison looked up at me for approval a couple of times, her beautiful blue eyes peeking out from my nutsack, as the her nose and mouth lay underneath it. I grabbed the tip of my cock and pulled it skyward, while simultaneously spreading my legs further apart.
"Taint," I said assertively.
Truth be told, I was expecting some pushback. Girls as beautiful as Madison presumably didn't have to perform such degrading acts. However, Madison obeyed immediately, her moist tongue moving deeper under my nuts, until I felt the tip of it brush my taint. I let her lick me there for several moments, enjoying her submission to me. I am not sure how much time Madison had spent licking a man's undercarriage, in the past. She was way too pretty to have to engaged in such demeaning acts, but I think she was spurred on by the promise of an easy life, on my dime.
I did fantasize about the prospect of sharing my life with Madison, but my uncle kept trying to get me to realize that I held all of the cards, when it came to my love life. The truth was, Madison tried to trick me into a committed relationship by pretending to allow other men to jerk off on her, for money. Now that I understood that she was a dirty, conniving whore, I intended to treat her as such.
I looked down occasionally, trying to reconcile her femininity and model-looks, with the demeaning sex-act she was being asked to perform.
I was apprehensive about quite how to broach the subject of Madison giving me a rim-job. By the time I was twenty-two years old, as my confidence grew, and I learned how little pushback most women would give me, I modified my approach to that of a much more assumptive one. Once a young lady was in the position that Madison was, kneeling between my thighs with my nuts in her mouth, I would rest my hand gently on the back of her head, and direct her into position.
Most of the time they would get the hint, although occasionally my date would struggle to repress their revulsion, and I needed to be more forceful and apply greater downward pressure to the top of their head. I never asked any woman to perform analingus on me unless I was squeaky clean, and my preferred location for this act of submission was the shower.



Years later, as my success rate reinforced my belief in the process, I started to verbalize my desires. This added the additional visual component, as I got to see the woman's reaction as she processed my request. I use the word request to accurately characterize my early experiences of asking my dates to eat my ass, although emboldened by the lack of pushback, I began to demand, rather than request, the rim-job, in my late-twenties.
I loved watching a breathtakingly beautiful woman recoil in shock as they processed my directive, especially when they asked for clarification, and I got to describe the act in more graphic detail. I could see the bewilderment in their eyes as they realized what they needed to do, if they wanted to see me again. Sometimes, particularly if we had just emerged from the shower, I would let my towel fall to the bathroom floor, and resting my hands on her shoulders would apply downward pressure. I imagine nearly every woman has been in this situation, and most responded by lowering themselves into a kneeling position, for the inevitable blowjob. Once my date was on her knees, I would turn my back on her, and incline slightly over the marble countertop.
Most of the time, after a few seconds in which they made the fateful decision to accommodate me, I would feel the otherworldly sensation of a moist tongue lapping away at my asshole. Occasionally, I needed to make eye-contact with them in the mirror, to snap them out of their trance with a calm, but assertive direction to eat my ass.
As Madison knelt between my thighs, her soft tongue alternating between my nutsack and my taint, I struggled to find a way to transition her into a rim-job. I was an eighteen year old boy, with a sexual history of five partners, three of which I had exchanged money for companionship with. I knew I was going to break up with Madison after tonight, and I didn't want to part company with her until I had experienced her tongue between my butt-cheeks, even if she had never done such a degrading act before.
I decided to take the subtle approach, and scooted slightly forward on the sofa, so that my balls and asshole were exposed, and thus accessible. Madison looked up at me with a confused look on her face, and for a second I thought she was going to refuse me.
To my surprise, she smiled agreeably, and knowing that hearing about her supposed exploits with other men made me come hard, she started to taunt me.
"What is it with men and rim-jobs these days?" she goaded, as if to suggest that all men took this liberty with her.
Emboldened by my response, which was a whimper of pleasure accompanied by some expulsion of pre-cum, she continued her verbal assault.
"Steve Baldwin was into rim-jobs," she said seductively. "Although he came hardest from the prostate massage."
My cock throbbed at this revelation, and more pre-cum was expelled from the tip. Madison began to slowly jerk me off, using my seminal fluid as a makeshift lube. Then as I looked into her beautiful blue eyes, she nodded her consent, and slowly dragged the tip of her tongue towards my asshole.
I had clearly under-estimated Madison's experience and talents in the rimming department. As she utilized her tongue, lips and right hand in perfectly co-ordinated and intensely pleasurable foreplay, I felt myself on the road to orgasm.
As my release got closer, I wanted to hear all about her night with Steve Baldwin.
"Is this what you treated Steve to?" I asked, my voice trembling with excitement.
"We treated Steve to a little bit of everything," she responded, looking up at me from under my nutsack. "A guy like that gets exactly what he wants," she added.
"We?" I moaned, as Madison disappeared under my nuts. "Who is we?"
I stiffened involuntarily as Madison traced her tongue slowly around the rim of my anus, before she began to probe and eventually penetrate my sphincter. Once her tongue was inside my anal-passage, she began to wiggle it around, as she continued her slow edging hand-job.
I was fixated on her as she ate my ass, the contrast between her refined beauty and the lewd act that she was committing, turning me on immensely. Occasionally, she would look up at me from under my swollen nutsack, her piercing blue eyes twinkling as she brought me closer to orgasm.
I let out another whimper as I looked into her eyes, captivated by her breathtaking beauty. I wanted to hear more about Steve.
I whispered hoarsely, "Jesus, Madison, I am close. Is this how Baldwin came?"
Madison, recognizing that my orgasm would be enhanced by her verbal taunts, removed her tongue from my asshole, and immediately replaced it with the index and middle fingers of her left hand. She had lubricated the entrance to my ass with her saliva, and they slid right inside me, up to the third knuckle. Once she was buried inside my ass, she bent the fingers towards herself, quickly finding my prostate, and began to gently caress it.
"Steve came several times," she informed me with a smirk on her face. "We fucked all night. That guy is an Alpha male."
As Madison stimulated my prostate and slowly jerked me off, she taunted me about her evening with Steve Baldwin. A few seconds later, as she told me that she had sucked him off in his multi-million dollar LaFerrari as they drove up Pacific Coast Highway, I exploded all over my stomach, an incredibly powerful and satisfying eruption, that completely drained my nuts.
At the time, at eighteen years of age, with five lovers to my name, it was the highlight of my sexual life. Undoubtedly, the single most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced, and I realized at that moment that I loved Madison, and I wanted her in my life, whatever the cost.
In what would be the first of many changes of heart on my part, I began to consider the pros and cons of dating Madison. At my age sex was the most important thing in my life, and Madison rocked my world between the sheets. Without actually issuing me an ultimatum, she had managed to convey clearly to me that she expected more from me in exchange for a monogamous relationship. Whether that meant co-habitation, marriage, or an agreed upon monthly stipend hadn't been established. However, it was obvious to me that my other options were to either break up with her, or to continue our current arrangement, in which she could fuck other guys and get her kicks by rubbing my nose in it. I was in a horrible predicament, handcuffed to her by virtue of the otherworldly sex that she constantly provided me.
I think Madison knew that she had me too, my youthful inexperience making me an easy mark for a talented and manipulative older woman. She didn't leave it there though. As I struggled to compose myself, she continued the three-pronged teasing session. In a co-ordinated effort to get me hard again, she was massaging my prostate, extolling Steve Baldwin's sexual prowess and overall superiority to me, and gently sucking and nibbling my deflated nuts.
To my complete surprise, my cock began to twitch and we both knew that she had me exactly where she wanted me.
"Steve has a remarkable refractory period, for a fifty-year old man," she taunted. "Although there were three of us working to get him ready to go again," she added with a flourish.
"Three girls?" I grunted, as I got hard again. "Baldwin had three women at once?"
"Well, two girls and a woman," Madison teased. "Jody was only nineteen years old and the other girl had just turned twenty. Believe me, I was the only woman in his bed that night."
Madison had moved her lips to my taint now, and had locked her baby blue eyes onto mine as she teased me. Finally, I reached under my nuts and grabbed one of her ears. I slowly extracted her from my taint, allowing her extended tongue to drag across my nuts and the base of my cock.
"Suck my cock, Madison," I whispered. "I am ready to come again."
Madison hesitated for a split-second, as if to decide if she really wanted to allow me to dominate her, and then, presumably focusing on her path to an easy life, she parted her glossed lips and allowed me to enter her warm mouth. Madison had sucked my cock once before, in her living space above her work. However, it was a rushed affair, borderline mechanical, and I had come very quickly. I wanted a loving, protracted cock-worship session, and I found the courage to tell her.
At first she seemed a little disjointed that an eighteen year old boy was being so demanding, but her financial circumstances were such that she needed to earn this seven hundred and fifty dollars, so she began to lovingly tease me. She licked and nibbled every square inch of my cock, and brought me close to orgasm several times. Each time I got close, I slowed her down by placing my hand under her chin and removing her lips from my cock. I whispered increasingly demeaning commands to her each time I slowed her progress.
"Not yet baby. You haven't earned my load yet," was the last thing I said, met with zero pushback from Madison.
If I was getting under Madison's skin she wasn't showing it. I imagine she was focusing on getting out of there with her seven hundred and fifty dollars, and trying to get a little relief from her bills. It made sense now that she was broke. George told me that she hung out in the bar drinking water until someone bought her a drink. She had been evicted from her scummy apartment, the rent of which couldn't have been much more than twelve hundred per month, which is nothing in Orange County. She had latched on to me, an inexperienced eighteen year old boy with nothing to offer her except a way out of poverty. She was at the end of her rope, and I was her lifeline. For this reason, the beautiful woman continued to try and "earn my load."
I kept that bitch on her knees for nearly thirty minutes, an eternity for me to maintain control and prevent my orgasm. Finally, as I could delay it no longer, and without affording Madison the courtesy of any warning, I unloaded my nuts down her throat. The shock of my unexpected release caused her to choke and gag, but I held her in place by the ears, until I had emptied my nuts.
When I let her go, she pulled her head back reflexively, gasping for air. She had tears in her eyes, and some of her eye makeup was running. It felt good to blow my load in her mouth, and as always happened right after I came, I felt a renewed sense of confidence that I could escape the hooks she had in me.
As she knelt before me, breathing heavily, she had lost some of her composure, and with it some of her allure to me. However, I wanted plenty more from Madison tonight, both sexually, and in the form of answers as to what it would take to have her commit solely to me. First off though, I felt like I owed her an apology for my aggressive behavior.
"Oh baby, that was amazing," I told her. "I am so sorry I lost control. You drive me out of my mind with desire."
Madison didn't respond immediately, but as I observed her body language I could see that her nipples were fully erect, and she was visibly flushed around her neck and chest area. She was also still breathing heavily, and when she finally spoke, her voice was trembling.
"I like being used by men," she said shakily. "That was hot!
Once again her choice of words was designed to make me feel insecure. I wanted to hear that she liked being used by me, not that she was a willing fuck-toy for any dominant wealthy man. However, as I pictured her on her knees in front of Clarkson, flattering him as he decided which suits to purchase, before sucking him off in the front seat of his Porsche, I knew that she was a true submissive. She had given Steve Baldwin a blowjob within ten minutes of meeting him, as they sped up Pacific Coast Highway in his multi-million dollar hyper-car, submitting willingly to his dominant approach. Madison didn't want my apology, she wanted me to assert myself over her.
Her revelation that she liked being used, increased my desire to have a monogamous relationship with her, and I moved towards her and helped her to her feet. After she had wiped her eyes, and freshened up her makeup, I asked her to come and sit with me. Then, moving completely out of my comfort zone, I began to lay out my aspirations for our relationship.
"Baby, I really love being with you," I began. "What would it take to make you stop working and be with me exclusively?"
Madison had obviously anticipated this question, from somebody at least, if not me. She had formulated a well put-together and tempting offer, and to my surprise, it involved neither co-habitation or matrimony.
"I can make seven hundred and fifty dollars per day," she began, "a touch over twenty-two grand a month, plus tips."
She paused for effect to let the number sink on. Twenty-two thousand was a lot of money to pay for a girlfriend, although, Madison was model-quality and exuded sexiness from every pore.
"I was thinking six thousand per month," she said, "for an exclusive, monogamous, all access to every orifice, twenty-four hours a day, guaranteed to keep your nuts drained, total girlfriend experience. I will fulfill all of your fantasies."
I chuckled at her confidence in her ability to manipulate men. However, as soon as Madison identified herself as a hooker, by putting a price on her wares, I was no longer interested. I kept close to a hundred grand in my wall-safe, but Madison didn't need to know that.
On the spur of the moment I decided to play along with her cash for ass scenario, in the hope that I would get my money's worth out of tonight's encounter, before I cut her loose in the morning.
"All things considered, Madison, that sounds fair," I said. "Can I write you a check for the first month, or would you prefer I get cash on Monday?"
I knew the answer to that before I even posed the question, and Madison told me I could pay her on Monday.
"I trust you," she responded sweetly, as she slowly rose from her knees.
"Come here, baby," she said enthusiastically, "You must be ready to come again."
I couldn't wait to have sex with Madison and as she lowered herself onto the white sheepskin rug, I laid on top of her, supporting the majority of my weight on my forearms. We kissed and whispered sweet nothings to each other. Inevitably, as she sought to get me erect, the conversation turned back to her encounter with Steve Baldwin. She was very forthright, telling me all about how the three of them took care of the older man.
"Jody is stunning," she added out of nowhere. "Like a younger version of me."
I had lowered my defenses as we chatted amiably, and when the subject of my evening with Olivia and the mystery blonde came up, I answered Madison's questions honestly, and without censorship. In retrospect, this was a dumb move, but I was a naive eighteen year old boy, trying to gain brownie points by being honest. As soon as I admitted that I had fucked Samantha, without protection, Madison's vibe changed completely.
In fact, she asserted that she would no longer have unprotected sex with me until I had undergone a full battery of STI tests. I was lying of top of her, with a raging boner, the tip of my erection, right at the entrance of her vaginal cavity. I could feel the warmth emanating from her pussy, as she denied me unprotected access to it. I was an eighteen year old boy, and didn't have a bunch of condoms lying around in my condominium, and Madison claimed to be fresh out too, which seemed unlikely seeing as she was an escort.
I begged and cajoled Madison to cut me some slack, but she had evidently made up her mind to punish me to prove a point, and dug her heels in.
"You can jerk off on me if you want," she offered with a sneer, enjoying the control she had over me. "But I don't want your semen anywhere near my pussy until you have been tested."
I was beside myself with frustration, but I was not sober enough to drive and the nearest liquor store was about a ten minute walk. Madison resolutely refused to drive me to buy condoms, preferring to punish me for my indiscretions with Samantha.
I don't know at what point I remembered that I had discarded Clarkson's used rubber in the glove compartment of my Lamborghini, but in my desperate state, it seemed like an option, albeit a decidedly unappetizing one.
In what would be one of the low points of my sex life, I ended up retrieving the used prophylactic from my car, and as Madison looked in in amusement, I laid out my case for being allowed to enter her, wearing her other lover's used condom. Madison was thoroughly enjoying my abject desperation, and finally relented once I got on my knees and had begged her sufficiently.
"I will never forget this moment," she said with a laugh, "you on your knees pleading with me to allow you to re-use Clarkson's condom. I want a picture of this."
I only followed her direction because I desperately wanted to bust a nut. As Madison posed me for the camera, I felt completely humiliated. The picture would end up being worth a thousand words, and she made me convey my desperation as she snapped a few shots. I was kneeling on the sheepskin rug, fully erect in anticipation of getting balls-deep inside this goddess. She made me hold the used condom up in the air right next to my face, the bulbous end of it swelling with the contents of Clarkson's prodigious release. Traces of her peach lipgloss were all over the used prophylactic, evidence that she had lovingly coaxed this load from his nutsack. The look on my face, directed and encouraged by Madison, was one of proposition, as if a light had just gone on in my head, as I realized I could re-use Clarkson's rubber, to protect Madison.
Madison had tied a knot in one end of the Magnum, and even though I tried initially to untie it, she suggested simply cutting the end off.
"The Magnum brand will be way too big for you, baby," she mocked. "If you cut three inches from the length, it will be way more size-appropriate. It will need cleaning too."
Once the end was removed, I went to pour the congealed contents into my trash can, but Madison stopped me abruptly.
"Don't you dare waste a drop of that man's precious seed," she instructed me. "Pour it into your ice-cube tray."
I knew she was toying with me just for the sake of it, but I was about to get my rocks off, and at that point I would have eaten the contents of that fucking condom if that's what it took to get back inside of Madison. I poured the congealed mess into my ice cube tray and then inserted a wet-wipe to remove most of the remnants of Clarkson's semen from the interior of the used rubber. It was a disgusting job and if Madison hadn't been taunting me constantly about how I failed to stack up against the well-endowed Porsche owner, I would have lost my erection. As it was, fifteen minutes later, with the used condom protecting Madison from any potential STIs from my dalliance with Samantha, she gave me a quick inspection before she decided whether or not to allow me to mount her.
Even with the top three inches cut off, the Magnum condom was still too big for me, both in length and girth. The base of it extended all the way down my shaft, covering my nuts. Even though the interior was still slightly sticky from the remnants of Clarkson's semen, it was the exterior surface that revealed the most clues about the first time it was utilized.
There were traces of peach lipgloss all over the large prophylactic, and Madison took great delight in explaining to me the techniques that she employed to help Clarkson bust a nut once a month, after his Tom Ford shopping spree.
"It is cock-worship, at its finest," she teased, as I waited patiently to see if she was going to let me enter her. "The epitome of a protracted edging blowjob. I know how to rock that man's world," she boasted, as I listened on jealously.



Judging by the number of contact points of her lips on the condom, she certainly had taken her time to pleasure him. She had apparently stimulated his cock-head, frenulum and nutsack, in attempt to get him to bust a nut.
"I basically edge him the entire time," she informed me, "he is whimpering like a little girl by the time I allow him to come."
This was way more information than I needed, but as was the case every time Madison regaled me with tales of her sexual exploits with other men, my cock was rock-hard. Finally, after I waited patiently with my pre-cum leaking in a steady stream, joining Clarkson's seminal fluid inside the used rubber, she made her decision.
"I have decided to allow you the privilege of an orgasm," she said magnanimously, enjoying her total control over me. "After I wipe my lipgloss from Clarkson's condom."
As always her choice of words was exquisite, designed to elicit the whimper from me that was my only response. By referring to the prophylactic as Clarkson's condom, she had effectively delineated the hierarchy between us, and this made me want to fuck her even more. Madison extended her perfectly manicured hand and took the proffered wet-wipe from me. Then, as I knelt there, willing myself not to come prematurely, she gently wiped every trace of her peach lipgloss from the exterior of the already enjoyed condom.
Because she is a seasoned courtesan, each cleansing pass was accompanied by a descriptive explanation of what particular pleasure Clarkson would have derived from the attentions of her soft lips. That day, under her expert yet tormenting tutelage, I learned more about the art of edging, than I could have ever learned from Pornhub.
"This is the frenulum," she informed me, as she wiped numerous traces of peach lipgloss from this area. "A particularly sensitive area of a man's penis, and one from which an orgasm can be induced with the lightest of sustained stimulation. Relax your pelvic muscles, Pete," she instructed me. "That is key to the eventual release."
Even though I had anticipated having sex with Madison to achieve the privilege of an orgasm that she had just granted me, I was also game to experience a frenulum orgasm. Madison held my cock at the base, and without applying any force or pressure on the opposing side of my shaft, began to lightly caress the underside of my shaft, just under the cock-head using the pad of her thumb. Even with the condom on, this felt heavenly, and I struggled to keep my pelvic muscles relaxed, as my desired response was to start thrusting in reaction to her stimulation. Madison gently brushed her thumb across my frenulum, in a light but continuous motion, and with absolutely no other stimulation from her, I felt myself start down the path to an orgasm.
"This takes a long-time," she informed me, "at least with Clarkson. Sometimes, I edge him for thirty minutes before he blows his load. I am not willing to spend that kind of time or effort on your release," she added coldly, "although I have a feeling you would come much more quickly than he does."
With that disappointing proclamation hanging in the air, Madison abruptly stopped my frenulum massage, and continued to clean the traces of her lipgloss from Clarkson's condom that I was preparing to reuse.
"Oh, he likes this too," she added as an afterthought, as she lowered her face to my shaft and began to rub the tip of her nose gently over my frenulum.
Madison let out a giggle as I stiffened reflexively under her new stimulation. That felt fucking fantastic, and I knew I would have been a very easy come had she kept that sustained teasing up.
"Seems like you do too," she added, cheerfully.
As I looked on in frustration, she removed her cute little button nose from the underside of my cock-head, and moved her attentions to the tip of my cock. There was quite a concentration of lipgloss traces around this area, evidence that she had kissed and nibbled Clarkson's glans repeatedly as she slowly edged him to his eventual release. Madison wiped this area clean, and finally moved to the shaft of my cock. She knew exactly what she was doing as she wiped her lipgloss from my condom using a repeated up and down motion, simulating a handjob.
My breathing quickened under her gentle teasing motion and for a split second I though that I was going to have my orgasm earlier than anticipated.
"Nice and clean," she announced as she removed her hand from my shaft, and positioned herself on her back, on top of my sheepskin rug.
As soon as she was on her back, I tried to mount her but she slapped me once really hard across the ass, which got my attention.
"On my signal," she said firmly, as she grabbed the tip of my cock and lined it up with the entrance to her pussy. "Nice and slow. I don't want you to break the condom, God knows Clarkson already stretched the fuck out of it."
Unlikely as it was that Clarkson, or indeed any man, had exceeded the mechanical limits of a Magnum condom, I knew this remark wasn't literal, but was designed to emasculate me. I let out a whimper of satisfaction as I slid inside her tight, warm, vaginal cavity.
"Saving Clarkson's rubber was a real stroke of luck," she taunted, as I started to rock rhythmically inside her. "I am going to make you keep all of them in the future, in case you fuck up again and need protection."
The prospect of being handed a used condom containing Clarkson's thirty day load, for use in case of emergency was emasculating enough, but as we fucked Madison continued to taunt me.
"I can't wait to tell Clarkson," she mocked as I increased my pace under her sustained verbal assault. "That is the epitome of sloppy seconds."
Madison was a seasoned courtesan, so it wasn't surprising that she was able to get into the head of an eighteen year old boy, and rock my world with every encounter. In what would be some a sustained pattern during our torrid love affair, Madison would regale me with the sordid details, in excruciating specificity, of her numerous hookups with other men.
After I came, or in the cold light of day when she wasn't around, I hated the thought of her fucking other men. In fact, more than a few times, especially after consulting my uncle, I made the decision to get out of this toxic relationship and dump Madison. I was a young, good-looking trust-fund baby, with options galore. I didn't need Madison in my life. However, as soon as I was balls-deep inside this goddess, and on the road to orgasm, I liked nothing more than to be taunted by her, particularly as she liked to dwell on my physical and sexual shortcomings. I would come so hard as she shared how well-endowed Clarkson was, how much stamina Bronson possessed, or how completely and utterly fulfilled Madison was the night that Steve Baldwin fucked the crap out of her and the two young girls that had spent the night with him.
After I ejaculated inside the used condom, adding my load to the remnants of Clarkson's, Madison made me withdraw immediately. I was accustomed to us remaining coupled long after I came, as we basked in our post-orgasmic bliss, kissed tenderly, and whispered sweet nothings to each other. However, due to my indiscretions with Samantha, Madison wanted no part of our typical post-coital intimacy, and was determined to limit her potential exposure to STIs by kicking me out of the warm environs of her pussy, the second after I came.
This overt rejection caused me to soften almost immediately, and as she mocked my lack of staying power, she told me to kneel in front of her and took a few pictures of me, with my limp dick hanging forlornly between my thighs. She adjusted my position occasionally, as she continued to take snapshots. At some point she told me to remove the condom and hold it up next to my face.
"Smile for Clarkson," baby, she told me cheerfully.
Dissatisfied with my attempts to look happy, Madison took multiple photos until she had the look she was trying to capture. I had forced a smile on my face although my primary emotion was one of abject emasculation, as she documented the stark difference between our semen production capabilities.
She sent me three of the photos, with the caption, "the difference between a man and a boy."
The pictures painted me in a horrible light, and were embarrassing enough to view, until I realized that she had created a new group to receive the text, which included Clarkson and Olivia. I frantically scanned the photos to see how damning they were, and if they gave away any additional clues that I didn't want to share, especially with Clarkson.
The first picture, taken before we modified the condom, was emasculating enough when viewed on its own. It depicted me holding Clarkson's condom up in the air, as Madison and I looked upon it with wonderment and a palpable sense of admiration. The Magnum rubber, stretched as it was from the weight of Clarkson's load, hung several inches below my thumb and forefinger, as they gripped it by the end that had been knotted. The bulbous end swelled from the impressive pool of ejaculate contained within it. Traces of peach lipgloss were visible all over the tip of the condom, making it obvious that this particular load had been coaxed from Clarkson's nuts by Madison's lips.
Anyone observing the lewd photo would have concluded that Madison had given the lucky wearer of the condom, a loving and protracted extended blowjob. Judging by the sheer number of times her peach-glossed lips made contact with the rubber, as it encased his impressive cock, she had apparently engaged in a full-on cock-worship session. There were traces of the lipgloss on the tip, all up and down either side of the shaft, and all the way down to the very end of the Magnum, which would have been nestled against his swollen nuts. Even the knot that had been tied in the end of the condom to safeguard its contents, had traces of lipgloss all over it.
Yes, one could safely conclude, this lucky bastard had been treated to a world-class blowjob, an unrushed, life-changing edging experience that every man hopes to enjoy once in their lifetime. Unbeknownst to me at that exact moment, as I held the huge load high in the sky, and Madison and I looked upon it with admiration, Clarkson actually enjoyed this once in a lifetime event, every single month, in the front seat of his car, outside Madison's place of employment.
If the first picture invoked envy from all who viewed it, the second photo only inspired one emotion, commiseration. Viewed directly after the first picture, the one that encapsulated the potential virility of an Alpha Male, this pitiful snapshot, made the viewer feel genuine compassion for the poor impotent bastard who could only muster this puny load, under the same sexual provocation. Although, upon closer inspection of the condom, which though designed as a single use contraceptive device, had been cleaned and made smaller to accommodate the second user, it became apparent that the hapless sloppy seconds guy, had not been treated to the same sexual stimulation as the first.
Firstly, some of the tactile sense surely must have been diminished by the poor fit of the modified prophylactic, the open end having been unceremoniously hacked off. Also, there was no evidence that the second user of the condom had been treated to any of the delights of the extended cock-worship session, that the first guy had enjoyed. There were no traces of lipgloss on the exterior of the condom that would suggest that Madison had teased his cock-head, frenulum and nuts the way she had the first lucky guy.
That aside, there must have been an explanation for the disparity in the size of their loads, as they were displayed side by side. The typical, and much overused justification of the Alpha Male over the Beta was an over-simplification of their incomparable semen-producing capabilities. Yes, Madison had undoubtedly put much more effort and love into coaxing the load from Clarkson's nuts, but that in itself couldn't account for the fact that he ejaculated four or five times the volume of seminal fluid into the same condom.
The last question a casual observer might have had as they digested the two photographs, was could the two cum-shots possibly belong to the same young man that was holding the condom aloft? A reasonable assumption at first glance, maybe the first load represented his first orgasm in several months, and emboldened by the impressive load, he decided to blow a second wad into the condom, presumably having vastly overestimated his recovery period.
This assumption was rendered unlikely, the moment one looked more closely at the facial expressions of Madison and I, as we observed the two offerings. The first condom, bulging at the seams with Clarkson's load, was being looked upon with admiration by Madison, and envy by me. It was as if I was viewing it, as something to aspire to.
The second puny dribble of semen barely filling the deflated tip of the Magnum, was looked upon with disdain by the gorgeous blonde, while my face was unable to hide my embarrassment, leaving no doubt that I was responsible for the second sperm deposit. My heart sank as I digested the photos, and I prayed to God that Clarkson was too busy to waste time looking at them.
A few seconds later, when Madison's phone chimed in unison with mine, I knew he had responded.
"Pathetic," his one word text read.
My first thought was that Olivia would see his disparaging comment, and this compounded my embarrassment. What I didn't expect though was a fairly rapid response on her part. Less than five minutes after Clarkson kicked me in the nuts, Olivia shared her thoughts.
"I am calling bullshit on the first picture," she said emphatically. "There is no way one man came that much. Samantha thinks it is photoshopped," she added, suggesting that my picture had already gone viral.
A few seconds later, as our phones chimed again, Clarkson added, "I can assure you the first load is all me. Sloppy seconds at its finest for Pete. Fucking cuckold!"
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The following day Madison insisted that I get tested for STIs, even though I knew that my encounter with Samantha hadn't exposed me to anything. She was an eighteen year old runaway, a recent Catholic High School graduate, who had allowed me to fuck her for five hundred dollars out of desperation. I couldn't tell Madison that, of course, as the financial component and the fact that Samantha was eighteen, would have infuriated her.
Madison accompanied me to the clinic, which made the experience much worse for me. When I had my vasectomy, I had undergone a complete STI panel, a simple non-invasive, completely painless event that consisted of a blood and urine sample, and a mouth swab to check for HIV. Madison flirted incessantly with the Doctor, identified herself as my next of kin and got directly involved in the process, which didn't bode well for me. When they disappeared for a few minutes, he returned looking flushed and disoriented. I don't know if she blew the Doctor or bribed him, but suddenly my test involved a swab of my urethra, instead of a urine sample.
I couldn't object to his methodology without tipping Madison off that I had been through this before, so I suffered through it. It wasn't excruciatingly painful but it was definitely unnecessarily invasive, and seemingly orchestrated by Madison to punish me for my perceived infidelity. As expected, my results were all negative, which made the whole ordeal seem like a total waste of time.
After my appointment was finished, Madison engaged the Doctor in conversation about the necessity of using protection during sex. As an escort, I figured that she knew the importance of this, but she had one very specific question, and giggled when the Doctor asked her if she needed privacy.
"He's going to want to hear this," she said dismissively, looking in my general direction. "What is the likelihood of catching an STI from performing oral sex on a man?" she asked the Doctor.
"While I would recommend using a condom for all sexual encounters," he began, "in order of importance it would be anal sex, vaginal sex and lastly oral sex. There is a very low statistical probability of a woman catching an STI from a man solely from performing oral sex. If a man had something transmissible, it is highly likely he would know about it within hours or a couple of days. The chance is reduced even more if the man is not promiscuous."
"So," Madison intoned slowly, looking at me as I squirmed uncomfortably under this intolerable line of questioning. "If I understand you correctly, Doctor, I can safely assume that I pose myself no significant health risks by sucking off an older businessman friend of mine, once a month. He is married, not engaged in sexual activity with anyone else, other than his wife, and has a strong preference to getting blown bareback. Do you approve?"
If he had seemed bemused before, Madison's attempt to get his approval for her monthly bareback blowjob session with the older businessman, caused him to shuffle awkwardly and blurt out a totally unprofessional response, which elicited an excited giggle from Madison.
"I approve," he said with a big smile on his face. "Of blowjobs in general, and of your periodic tryst with your older friend," he added inexplicably.
Just when I thought that there was no possible way that this could get any more uncomfortable, Madison told me to go and wait in the car. Issued in a dismissive tone, her directive left no room for discussion.
"You can go, Pete," she said authoritatively. "I need five minutes alone with the Doctor. I promise I won't be long."
I felt my face redden as I shuffled towards the exit, but Madison had moved on. As she placed her beautifully manicured hand on his arm, she spoke softly.
"Do you make house calls, Doctor?"
I wasn't sure what the fuck she was up to, but as I left the examination room, I heard the door close behind me, and the unmistakable sound of it being locked. I knew that she was fucking with me, extracting her pound of flesh as punishment for my indiscretions with Samantha. Even worse, as I exited through the crowded waiting room, I felt as if all the eyes in the room were upon me, questioning the whereabouts of the fantasy blonde I had entered the facility with.
I kept looking at my watch as I sat in my Ford truck like a total fucking pussy, waiting for my girlfriend to emerge from the medical facility. What the hell was she doing in there? And why was it taking so long?
At times like this I loved and hated Madison, in equal measures. I detested her for constantly stoking my jealousy, in an attempt to gauge her worth to me. It was infuriating to sit there counting away the minutes, trying to guess the extent of her flirtatious behavior behind that locked door.
At the same time, I loved her. As my cock throbbed in my underwear, and an ever-increasing wet spot dampened the inside of my jeans, I couldn't help thinking that I loved the effect that her constant flirting, and the associated threat of infidelity had on me. I felt a tingling in my nuts as I imagined what she was doing with the Doctor.
Madison had prior history with medical professionals, having dated numerous Doctors in the past, most notably the Chief of Staff of a mental health facility, and a couple of surgeons. However, these guys were making over a million dollars per year, and could afford Madison's expensive tastes. In contrast, the Doctor at this Sexual Health Clinic was not in her preferred financial demographic, and almost certainly didn't meet her minimum fiscal requirements.
After what felt like an eternity, I glanced again at my watch, only to notice that two minutes total had elapsed since I sat in my car. I closed my eyes again, trying to imagine what a more assertive version of myself would have done.
In what I can only describe as an out of body experience, I threw my truck door open and strode confidently into his medical suite. All eyes were upon me as I entered the crowded waiting room, although the looks of commiseration were gone, replaced with admiration as I ignored the receptionist's pleas that the Doctor was busy, and burst through the second set of doors.
When I got to his medical examination room, the "room occupied" sign was displayed, although under the circumstances, with the Doctor likely balls-deep inside my girlfriend, maybe a "Madison occupied" sign might have been more appropriate. Even better, why not just hang a pair of her LaPerla undies from the door handle, so that the entire medical office knew what was happening behind the door. I tried the door handle, which unsurprisingly was locked.
In my escalating rage, I instinctively raised my right foot, and planted it squarely in the middle of the door. Unlike in most police drama television shows, in which a burly police officer pounds incessantly against an unyielding door, before summoning the battering ram to open it, this door flew open on the first kick, the frame splintering upon impact, causing the door to hang precariously from one hinge.
I went barreling into the room and to my horror, the bespectacled Doctor was sat at his desk, up to his elbows in paperwork, with a fresh cup of coffee by his side. He looked up through his glasses, in equal parts shock and astonishment at my violent intrusion.
"Oh my God," I said weakly, stammering out my apologies. "I will pay for the door."
I was so embarrassed as I turned my back on him and headed for the exit. When I got to the demolished door frame, I turned back towards him to convey my regrets one last time, and that is when I noticed the unmistakable red soles of Madison's high-heeled Louboutins visible under the front of his desk. As I processed the inevitability of what was occurring in that medical examination room, I found myself rooted to the spot. The silence was deafening, ringing in my ears, until after several seconds, it dissipated and was replaced by lewd slurping sounds from under the table.
The Doctor, any shock that he had exhibited having now been replaced with a self-congratulatory smirk, smugly rolled his chair away from his desk as Madison followed him, crawling on her knees with his cock in her mouth. I slowly approached the desk, and as she bobbed her head rhythmically in his lap, I noticed that he had eschewed wearing a condom, and was thoroughly enjoying an unprotected blowjob. In typical Madison style, she had managed to get lipgloss all over him, traces of the bright red lipstick that she was wearing evident on his glans, his shaft, his nut-sack and the waistband of his scrubs, which she had presumably lowered using just her mouth.
It was a much more rushed affair than Clarkson enjoyed once a month, and as I looked again at my watch, I was aware that less than five minutes had elapsed since Madison instructed me to wait in the car. My presence didn't seem to deter the Doctor, in fact quite the opposite, it appeared to embolden him. He placed both hands behind Madison's head, thrust his hips forward aggressively, tensed up and ejaculated into her mouth with a guttural roar.
"Swallow my load, you fucking slut," he said disparagingly, as he blew his load into my girlfriend's mouth.
I couldn't watch any more, and closed my eyes reflexively to blot out the image of him using my girlfriend as a cum-receptacle. The sights and sounds of their impromptu hook-up faded, immediately replaced with a loud rapping on my truck window.
"Pete, for fuck's sake," Madison said in an aggravated voice, "wake the fuck up."
When I opened my eyes, I was sat in the driver's seat of my Ford Raptor, and Madison was trying to get inside. Her appearance was unruffled, makeup flawless, and she showed no sign of having been violated, as she entered the passenger side of my truck. She leaned over to give me a peck on the lips, but my jealousy flared up and I had to know the truth. As our lips grazed together, I extended my tongue and aggressively forced it between her slightly parted lips. My tongue darted around inside her mouth in pursuit of any evidence of semen remnants, but all I could taste was the spearmint gum that she was chewing.
"I love you too, baby," she said, laughing at my spontaneous open-mouthed kiss. "Are you okay? I was just renewing my birth-control pills."
The realization that I had imagined this entire scenario, forced me to face some harsh realities about my own mental health. Madison had burrowed deep inside my psyche, threatening to undermine my sense of self-worth, while simultaneously forcing me to fantasize constantly about her involvement with other men. I knew deep-inside that this poorly compensated medical professional couldn't afford a woman like Madison, a fact that was quickly confirmed when we passed a late model Honda Civic parked in the space marked "Reserved for Doctor." However, part of me wanted some kind of sexual interlude to happen between them. I wanted to taste his ejaculate when I French-kissed her, knowing that she had taken his advice about bareback blowjobs to heart, and thanked him for his medical advice by giving him some unprotected oral action.
"Good news about my negative test results," I said cheerfully, "and about the relatively low risk associated with bareback blowjobs," I added, grabbing her hand and placing it on my erection.
"Hopefully you have learned your lesson, to keep your dick in your pants," she responded with a dry smile, as she stroked my cock through my jeans. "I am cutting you off for three days," she added dispassionately.
"Madison, I am clean," I started to say in my defense. "I am no threat to your health."
"Your three day celibacy is a punitive measure not a preventative one," she told me with a straight face.
Madison would use the threat of enforced celibacy repeatedly during our relationship, cutting me off from sexual release for the slightest infraction or perceived slight on my behalf.
"Of course," she would inform me, "I still have needs and intend to get them met."
During these times of celibacy, Madison would fuck whoever she wanted to, although she never deviated from her commitment to engage in protected penetrative sex. However, now that she was armed with the knowledge that it was extremely unlikely to catch an STI from oral sex, she would frequently suck guys off without requiring them to use a rubber. I would be forced to wait in the car as she visited Steve Baldwin's office to offer him some oral release, or I would watch the Tom Ford showroom as she went upstairs and took care of Clarkson's needs. My period of celibacy was punishment enough for whatever minor fuckup I had made, but knowing that she would be pleasing other men was torture, and I tried extremely hard to comply with her every wish.
Unsurprisingly, my efforts were never enough, and I found myself being cut off from all sexual release at least once a month. The first time was probably the hardest, as it was completely new to me. As we drove home from the Sexual Health Clinic, Madison teased me incessantly, keeping me erect until we got to Newport Beach. I was leaking profusely by the time we got back to my place, and was in desperate need of some release.
Madison was resolute in her desire to keep me hanging for three days, during which time she managed to keep me constantly hard. Through a combination of skilled touches, a continuous verbal assault of taunts, and an ever-changing parade of sexy outfits, she finally broke me on the third day. I was eighteen years old, in an elevated state of arousal, and accustomed to getting my rocks off several times a day. Madison was sunbathing on one of my ocean-front balconies, wearing a tiny thong bathing suit that did little to protect her modesty.
She kept me naked for the entirety of my periods of forced celibacy, both so that she could continually observe my state of arousal, and to enforce the hierarchy of our relationship. I was trying to busy myself around the house, but couldn't stop admiring her tanned, lean form as she lay almost naked in the sun. Madison beckoned me to bring her a glass of wine and as she relaxed on her sun-lounger, she asked me to apply some sunscreen to her back.
Predictably, one thing led to another, and as I lovingly applied the protective oil to her back, she ended up taking off her bathing suit top, and turning over onto her back. Madison had fantastic breasts, having had breast augmentation surgery on at least two separate occasions, that I was aware of.
Prior to becoming an escort, Madison had paid her bills by stripping in a local Gentleman's club, and one of her regular clients, Barry, had allowed her to live at his Newport Coast mansion, rent free.
Of course the term "rent-free" is a bit of a misnomer, as the concept of a totally free ride does not really exist for beautiful young women. Madison paid her rent on her knees most mornings in the shower, as her older boyfriend prepared for his busy day as a prominent defense attorney. She ended up living with him for two years, during which time he paid for her first breast enhancement, a pair of obnoxiously in your face 38Ds, which must have looked comical on her lithe 115 pound frame.
To hear Madison tell it, Barry never had penetrative vaginal sex with her, preferring blowjobs during their initial period of cohabitation, and switching to titty-fucking her once her post-surgery breast swelling subsided. His preferred way to come was on her face, although he later paid for her to have lip augmentation, so that he could fuck her mouth, using it as one would use a vagina. Barry was very controlling, and became borderline abusive as he tired of her. Madison didn't have anywhere else to go so she put up with his games, even as they got continually more degrading. It was at this point that she identified as a submissive, and this emboldened Barry to take more liberties with her.
He made her change her hours at work from the more lucrative night shift, to the more lunch-focused day shift. This had the effect of significantly decreasing her income, as the horny, alcohol-infused night crowd were much better tippers. Becoming increasingly dependent on Barry, he offered her a lifeline by bringing his fellow lawyers to her place of employment for lunch. As Madison hustled for tips, Barry would turn a blind eye as she gave his co-workers lap dances, and the occasional hand-job in the VIP room.
Shortly after Barry made partner at the law firm, he started to allow his subordinates protected vaginal sex with his live-in girlfriend as a perk of the job, and she was passed around the upper management team as a bonus. Madison has always struggled with her mental health, and after one particularly demeaning incident, in which Barry allowed one of his junior law clerks to fuck Madison for his birthday present, she ended up getting hospitalized for depression.
Even though Doctor/patient fraternization was strictly frowned upon, Madison used her looks and sex appeal to tempt the Chief of Staff, John Thompson, to cross the line. Over a period of a few weeks, as she recovered in a mental health facility and he treated her through regular counseling sessions, she enticed him into a sexual relationship. Initially, it was a twice-weekly blowjob, but as the medical practitioner became more enamored with her, she moved in with him, once she was discharged.
Seeking to keep his relationship with her clandestine, due to the potential blowback on his career, the good Doctor kept her as a virtual recluse in his Laguna Beach compound, where she often wouldn't leave the house for weeks at a time. John was obsessed with her sexual history, and ended up paying for her vaginal rejuvenation, even though she was only twenty-three years old at this point. He ass-fucked her regularly during her recovery from surgery, and ended up making a few other cosmetic adjustments to her, even as she was too emotionally fragile to really object.
John wanted to make her look less like a stripper, so he returned her cartoonish blow-job lips to their natural state, and had her undergo a breast reduction, returning her to a 36C cup, that matched her taut, lithe frame perfectly. He also made Madison cut her hair into a bob, and color it a mousy shade of brown, a huge departure from her long platinum locks. She was kept in a gilded cage like a bird for the two years that she lived in his private enclave, and then one day John came home with a young college girl, and unceremoniously kicked Madison out.
He only gave her an hour to pack, as his new girlfriend waited by the swimming pool to be shown to her new accommodation. Madison didn't have much to her name at this point, but had the foresight to steal two of the Doctor's brand new Tom Ford suits, that still had the tags attached to them. She entered the Tom Ford Store in Newport Beach later that day, with the intent of returning them. Posing as the Doctor's girlfriend, she was convincing enough that the Store Manager agreed to give her a cash refund, after first clearing it with the Corporate office.
In a stroke of luck, as the Store Manager was on hold with corporate, an older male entered the store, and assuming that she worked there, made a beeline for Madison. Even though her appearance had been somewhat toned down by John, she still exuded sexuality, and as the Store Manager waited on hold to garner approval for her refund, she engaged the older businessman, and ended up selling him five suits and a plethora of accessories. The Store Manager had to terminate his call with the corporate office to ring up the multiple items of clothing, and after the customer left, he made the unilateral decision to refund Madison in cash, and he offered her a job.
That is how she began to work at the upscale men's clothiers, and with a renewed sense of purpose, and the constant positive affirmations that the predominantly male clients constantly heaped upon her, she nursed herself back to a healthy place mentally. She used the cash refund from the suits to secure herself a cheap apartment, and to purchase long, platinum blonde hair extensions. It took less than two days for her to get propositioned, and she fell right back into paid sexual encounters, as an escort. It would be about five years later, that she would identify me as an easy mark, as I entered her preferred bar in my four hundred thousand dollar Lamborghini.



I was an eighteen year old boy, and was no match for the manipulative blonde. She used her sexual allure to completely engross me, and as hard as I tried to terminate the relationship, I could not have imagined life without her. The sex with Madison was all-encompassing, utterly fulfilling and she kept my nuts completely drained at all times. It was all I could think about. In fact thoughts of Madison occupied my dreams most nights, and in the morning I would always wake up with a raging boner. I slowly came to the maddening realization that I was never going to be able to leave her. I was destined to put up with all of her torturous actions, as no matter how much I provided for her, unless I was willing to marry her, she had decided she was going to have other lovers. Of course, I was expected to be a one-woman man by this point, and Madison was punishing me for my indiscretions with Samantha, by forcing me to endure three days of celibacy, while she teased me incessantly.
After Madison had removed her bikini top, she invited me to rub sunscreen all over her perfect breasts. I was naked at this point, having been instructed to remain so during my three day period of forced abstinence. Once her surgically-enhanced tits were sufficiently lubricated, she sat up in her sun lounger, and told me to kneel next to her. As I struggled to get comfortable on the granite tiles of my balcony, she leaned in towards me and began to fuck with me.
As my erection danced around right under her chin, she lowered her head slightly, to hold it in place. As the tip of my cock touched her neck, some of my pre-cum was transferred to her skin, and she let out a giggle.
"Someone is horny," she said stating the obvious.
As I knelt before her, breathing heavily and leaking seminal fluids, she thrust her breasts skyward, thus enveloping my cock between the recently oiled mounds. Once my cock was wedged between her tits, she slowly lowered her head and began to barely graze the head of my penis with the tip of her outstretched tongue. This was absolute torture, as she had made it abundantly clear that I was not going to get any release until the following day.
Madison maintained eye-contact with me as she kissed and licked the tip of my cock, and I began to thrust between her oiled breasts as she held them together.
"This was Barry's favorite way to come," she taunted me. "Back when I had 38Ds."
Madison knew that I responded favorably to hearing about her exploits with other men, and I let out a whimper of frustration as she parted her lips slightly to facilitate my entry into her warm mouth. She allowed me a couple of deeper thrusts, and then removed her lips from my cock.
"Don't torture yourself, baby," she said seductively. "You don't want to have an accident and blow your load all over my tits."
With that sage advice dispensed, she allowed my cock to slip from between her oiled tits, and moved away from me.
"Madison, please," I begged through my ragged breathing, "I am so horny."
"I am horny too, Pete," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "I am going to fetch my vibrator. I want you to go down on me, while I masturbate. Wait here on your knees."
Madison got up from the sun-lounger, and as I shuffled around uncomfortably on my knees on the hard granite tiles, she walked gracefully into my condominium. When she returned a few moments later, she had her vibrator in one hand, and a glass of chilled wine in the other. After she got comfortable, she removed a large ice cube from her wine glass, and handed it to me.
"I am hot," she informed me, "use this to cool me down."
We had played with ice cubes numerous times before, and Madison enjoyed it when I ran one all over her breasts to chill and stimulate her nipples, before warming them up with my mouth.
"Good boy," she said condescendingly, as I took the ice cube from her, and began to trace it across her breasts and around her nipples, until they hardened under the stimulation.
Under Madison's tutelage, I teased her with the ice cube, running it across her taut stomach, and eventually gently grazing it across her clitoris which elicited a great response. As the ice cube finally began to melt, leaving the first drops of liquid on the folds of her labia, she took it from me, and inserted it inside her. She let out an audible gasp, presumably from the cold sensations that were now inside her body. Then she picked up her vibrator, and as she touched the rounded end onto her clitoris, she grabbed me by one ear and lowered my face between her legs.
Between her cordless sex-toy and my eager tongue, we brought her to climax several times, as the ice cube started to melt inside her. I did notice that her pussy was unusually salty, but she had just used the restroom so I thought it was maybe traces of urine.
By the time I realized that Madison had semen leaking from her pussy, I was too horny to care. I knew that it wasn't mine, and I began to wonder who the hell had deposited a load inside my girl, and when? We had been together for most of the last two days, so things weren't adding up. Madison enjoyed another very vocal release on my tongue, as I continued to ingest the semen leaking from her. At some point I made eye-contact with her, and I must have had a confused look on my face, because she clarified the situation for me.
"Clarkson's," she said with a giggle. "From the used condom that you guys shared a while back. Make sure you eat every last drop, and then I will let you fuck me."
While I wasn't enthralled with the idea of eating another man's semen from my girlfriend's pussy, the promise of sex was all I could think about. I did my best to clean the last remnants of his load from her as the ice cube continued to melt. Madison was enjoying my submission to her and came twice more on my face. I heard her vibrator drop to the ground, which signaled that she was satisfied. She put one hand behind my head and pulled my face deeper into her sex.
"Open wide," she said cheerfully, and as I obeyed she squeezed her Kegel muscles and expelled the small remains of the ice cube into my mouth.
"Mount me," she instructed.
I wasn't going to need a second invitation, and within seconds I was in position on top of her. My oral attention had caused her to self-lubricate, and in my state of readiness, I was able to slip right inside her.
Once I was buried balls-deep inside her, I lay motionless awaiting her permission to fuck. This was our routine, established by her preference to be in charge of my every movement. Her pussy felt unnaturally cold and less inviting than usual, which was probably by design, a punishment for my encounter with Samantha that started my whole enforced celibacy.
"Ok, baby," she whispered gently into my ear, as she patted me on the ass. "Eat the ice cube containing Clarkson's load while you make love to me. Nice and slow."
I began to rock slowly inside of her, and felt my orgasm building almost immediately. It had been two full days since my last orgasm, during which time Madison had kept me naked and teased me relentlessly. As I sucked on the ice cube containing the remains of Clarkson's ejaculate, and slid in and out of her cold pussy, Madison started to taunt me.
"I can't wait to tell Clarkson that you got sloppy seconds again," she whispered as she nibbled my earlobe. "He will love that we used his semen as lubrication."
A few moments later I ejaculated deep inside Madison's vaginal cavity, which had warmed to almost body temperature by this time. I came so hard that I almost passed out, a combination of the almost three day enforced celibacy, and the humiliation of another man's semen acting as both my lubricant and my protein snack. Madison let me rest on top of her after I came this time, her unspoken gesture acting as an acceptance of my apology for my screw-up with Samantha.
For me, it was a turning point in our relationship. Even as she confused me by vacillating between submission and dominance, the sex was so good that it set me right back to square one, the day I met her. I knew at that moment that I would never be able to leave her, no matter what she put me through.
Despite Madison having quantified the amount of financial support that she would need from me, in order to be monogamous, I never really came through for her money-wise. At least not in the sense that I handed her a regular monthly stipend. I had made peace with the idea of giving her six thousand dollars a month in exchange for monogamy and "unrestricted access to all three of her holes," as she so eloquently put it. However, even though I got virtually unlimited sex, the monogamy was now contingent upon us getting married.
I needed some impartial advice, so I ran it by my uncle one day, when my nuts were completely drained and I wasn't thinking with the little head.
"Personally, I think you are crazy to settle with one woman with the amount of options available to you," he started, before softening his approach slightly. "However, if you feel that you must compensate Madison for her time, treat her to some sexy lingerie or give her the occasional bonus in cash. Whatever, you do, don't obligate yourself contractually to anything, don't even establish any discernible patterns of financial assistance. Promise me you will require her to keep working at least, so that she can be shown to be capable of self-sufficiency."
This made sense as soon as he verbalized it. In the event that we split up, if Madison sued me for breach of contract, the court would have a far more favorable view of her claim for continued support, if I had paid her rent, or her car insurance every month. Probably even more so if I agreed to her request for a monthly stipend of six thousand dollars per month. However, if I gave her the occasional piece of lingerie, or gifted her cash once in a while, it would be far less obvious that I had agreed to support her. Particularly if she still had a full-time job.
Madison began to stay at my place with increasing regularity, and she began to bring more of her clothes over. At first it seemed like it was done out of convenience, particularly as she was there three or four nights a week. However, once the walk-in closets in the master suite were completely full of her belongings, and she started to commandeer the storage space in the second bedroom, I realized that she was staking her claim to what she considered her territory. I never really snooped through her closets, but a couple of times I went in there to bring her some additional hangers, and immediately noticed two disturbing trends.
Firstly, her wardrobe was comprised predominantly of lingerie, designer shoes and handbags, with a few expensive tailored women's suits, the latter of which I assume she wore to work.
Secondly, as I looked more closely through the packed drawers of LaPerla lingerie, I noticed that she had numerous duplicates of the same item. She had arranged the intimates in such a way that the identical items were buried at the bottom of the cedar lined drawers. Interestingly enough, many of the tremendously expensive items still had the price tags affixed to them. It appeared that Madison had positioned herself in such a way that she could return the items if she needed the cash. I am sure that outside of the LaPerla store, this might have been the largest collection of these pricy intimates in Southern California.
In addition to filling the closets in two of my bedrooms, Madison also had her makeup and beauty products clearly visible in the master bathroom, again staking her claim to her territory.
She didn't need to do that as I never had other women over. After my fuck-up with Samantha, I was subjected to a very invasive and uncomfortable urethra swab, after Madison got involved and dictated this unorthodox approach to my STI testing. Once I got home, I was also given a three day forced sobriety, a period of time to reflect on my misdeeds. This one-two punch was enough for me, and from that day forward I eschewed other women, declaring my commitment to Madison by being totally monogamous with her.
It would have been really nice if she had opted to treat me with the same respect, but Madison wanted more than a couple of closets and my unwavering gesture of faithfulness. I had to respect her candor, even though her words cut me to the bone.
"Until such time that you decide that this relationship is the one, I intend to exercise my right to fuck other guys," she informed me matter of factly. "As a courtesy to you, I will use protection for vaginal and anal penetration," she added coldly, as my cock stiffened at her provocative words. "Although not for blowjobs," she added as a final kick in the nuts.
"You are my soul-mate, Madison," I said, completely believing this to be true. "Please have a monogamous relationship with me."
"Being your soulmate doesn't pay my bills," she said on more than one occasion. "If you truly cherish me enough to want me as your own, step up to the plate and do the right thing."
Even though she never specifically mentioned marriage, it was evident that it would be matrimony, or at least the promise of it through a widely announced, and very brief period of engagement, that would stop her fucking and sucking other men.
I could never be quite sure what bills she kept referring to, as she was paying no rent splitting her time between my place, and the small space that she called home above the Tom Ford store. She had no car payment, or any other transportation related costs, as she had parked her beat up Honda behind her work after her registration tags expired. I offered to pay for her car registration, but she rebuffed me, because as I discovered later on, she had numerous unpaid parking citations. However, I ended up adding her to my insurance and letting her use my Ford Raptor as her daily driver.
I think Madison felt like unlimited sex with me was a fair trade for her greatly upgraded living accommodations, and life-style improvements, and we settled in to a routine. Madison was available sexually to me twenty four hours a day, and to her credit never refused my advances. However, about once a month, but not on a strict enough schedule that I would ever know the exact date, she would flatter and cajole Clarkson into a large purchase at Tom Ford, and then suck him off in his car as a way of showing appreciation for his custom.
Initially she kept the timing of the event secret from me, but this created a significant amount of stress in our relationship, particularly as the date approached on our calendar. I guess I asked too many questions one day, and Madison, feeling that our current status afforded her the right to service Clarkson as she pleased, reacted in a particularly assertive fashion.
"From now on," she told me forcefully, "not only will you know when my date with Clarkson is, but you will be on restriction for the day that I suck him off."
I knew I had pushed Madison into a corner with my incessant grumbling about her continued encounters with Clarkson, and no matter how much I begged her to reconsider, she had made her mind up. For his part, Clarkson loved the idea of my forced celibacy on his big day, and would let Madison know two or three days prior to his visit. She would take great pleasure in marking the date on the calendar hanging on our refrigerator, initially with a large red X, but later on by kissing the calendar while wearing the exact shade of lipgloss that she intended to use to fellate him. I struggled with jealousy when it came to Madison, and she got her jollies from stoking it whenever she could.
After her conversation with the Doctor at the Sexual Health Clinic, she relaxed her requirement that Clarkson wear a condom for his monthly blowjob, which undoubtedly increased his enjoyment of her edging, teasing suckfest. Occasionally, because he is an asshole and an Alpha, he would ask her to slip one of his Magnum condoms over his blood-engorged cock, just before he ejaculated. I know he did this to fuck with me, as the used prophylactic, would usually end up in the glove compartment of my Lamborghini for me to discover. This never took long, as the lack of interior space within the exotic car, meant that I had to store the key within this tiny compartment whenever I drove it.
I was pissed the first time I discovered his semen-filled rubber in my four hundred thousand dollar car. I came flying out of my garage holding the Magnum rubber between my thumb and forefinger, livid at the indignity of finding it and yet in awe of the weight of the load held within it. Madison reacted to my jealous outburst by taking it from me and hanging the lipgloss covered prophylactic on our fridge, using a large magnetic business card. Not any business card either, but one emblazoned with the name, Clarkson's Hazmat and Environmental Clean-up. Displayed in such a way that one could compare the lipstick kiss on the calendar, to the traces of lipgloss all over the used rubber, this was even more of an indication that she had sucked off another man, presumably Clarkson.
I immediately asked her to move it back to my car, figuring at least this kept her infidelity between us. However, she waited one whole day, until both the personal trainer and our cleaning lady had a chance to digest her indiscretion, and figure out by the mark on the calendar that it was premeditated.
Had I been a few years older, I would have kicked her to the curb. However, at the tender age of eighteen, and having unlimited access to phenomenal sex, I was willing to put up with a lot of crap from her, in order to preserve the status quo.
Madison was playing us both, pleasuring Clarkson in exchange for his generous financial support, and keeping me in a perpetual state of turmoil, by alternating between the best sex of my life and the insanity of my unbridled jealousy. I knew the way out involved agreeing to marry her, but I continued to fight the inevitable.
I tried to keep my jealousy in check, but would routinely make discoveries that inflamed it. Once, when Madison was soaking in my Japanese bathtub, I snooped through her purse, only to discover the depth of Clarkson's financial assistance. When coupled with mine, Madison was living a very nice lifestyle.
She lived rent-free in my opulent oceanfront condominium, and had my brand new Ford Raptor as her daily driver. In her wallet were two LaPerla charge cards, one bearing my name and one in the name of Clarkson. She was also listed as an authorized user on his Black American Express Card, which was a very trusting move on his part, in the absence of any credit-limits. I had also given her a credit card which was intended for day to day incidentals, like gas or the occasional lunch with friends. Of course, Madison being Madison, and her definition of incidentals being considerably different from the rest of the Western Hemisphere, she spent an inordinate amount of money on manicures, hair extensions, massages, Botox and tanning salons.
I never gave her any pushback, especially as most of the stuff she spent money on, contributed to a more enjoyable sexual experience for me. I loved her tanned, lithe frame, and as she knelt before me with her long platinum hair extensions cascading down her back, and her freshly manicured nails grazing across my stomach, my money seemed well spent. You would think I knew exactly how much Madison was costing me a month, but my finances were fairly convoluted, with the automatic deposit of one hundred and sixty thousand dollars per month, dwarfing my expenditures. My bills were on auto-pay, and I had more important things to worry about than Madison buying a few extra garter-belts. I never really even totaled up how much she was spending, assuming it was far less than the six thousand dollars she had asked for in exchange for our exclusive three-hole arrangement.



Furthermore, on the rare occasion that I did question one of her more extravagant purchases, she would present the item to me in a purely sexual context. After she had my complete and undivided attention, she would turn on the charm and grind any resistance out of me. By the time I was about to blow my load, I would be in total agreement of the wisdom of the purchase. One such example was when she spent three hundred and fifty dollars on a Cheerleader Uniform from Trashy Lingerie, just before Halloween.
"Madison, surely you could have bought a less expensive costume from one of the numerous pop-up stores that appear this time every year," I exclaimed, referring to the ubiquitous costume shops that materialized right before Halloween.
"It's not for Halloween silly," she said seductively. "I got a cheap nurse costume for Halloween from costume city. I got the Cheerleader outfit just for you," she added with a pout.
"For me?" I added incredulously, "that still seems like a lot of money for a costume."
"Why don't I try them both on?" she said cheerfully, "if you still think the Trashy Lingerie costume is too expensive, I will return it," she assured me.
I knew from experience that she was about to justify the three hundred and fifty dollar expense to me, and my cock stiffened in my jeans at the thought of it. A few moments later, Madison emerged from our bedroom wearing a Nurse Uniform that looked every bit as if she had paid twenty dollars for it. This mass-produced, cotton-blend, white costume was only available in three sizes, and even though Madison had purchased the smallest one, it was way too big for her slender frame, and hung lifelessly from her skinny hips.
The white two-piece uniform had a Red Cross on the front of it, and came with a white Nurse's cap that also bore the Red Cross symbol. My first opinion was one of abject disappointment, both at the lack of authenticity and the absence of any accessories, which could have made it fun, and quite possibly, with a fair amount of imagination, even sexy.
"That's the one you should return," I said, without censoring myself.
"I could exchange it for their Cheerleader Uniform," she offered, "it is essentially the exact same outfit, but in the blue and yellow LA Rams colors. It would save us some money," she said sweetly, although I knew she was being sarcastic.
To be honest, that crappy costume-store outfit wasn't worth half the price she had paid for it. However, I couldn't possibly see how the Trashy Lingerie outfit could be worth three hundred and fifty dollars either. Plus, when would Madison get the opportunity to wear it, if not on Halloween? I think Madison had changed her mind too, realizing that she had got caught up in the moment and made a dumb, impulsive purchase, which is easy to do when you are not spending your own money.
She was taking forever to get ready, and even though I wasn't going to rub it in her face, I felt a sense of satisfaction that she had come to her senses, and realized the folly of her impetuous purchase. Three hundred and fifty fucking dollars for a Cheerleader Uniform, I said begrudgingly, albeit under my breath.
That thought evaporated immediately, the second I saw Madison walk down the hallway between our master bedroom and my open-plan living area. It was replaced instantly with lewd thoughts of how first to enjoy this goddess, dressed as she was in such an overtly provocative costume. Madison had obviously taken more time to prepare herself for this second outfit, and her flawless makeup and long, platinum, perfectly straight hair, definitely added to the allure.
This Cheerleader Uniform fit her perfectly, showcasing her toned frame and accentuating all of her best physical attributes. This was due to the fact that Trashy Lingerie offered a multitude of sizes, skirt lengths, and cleavage options. Custom alterations were even included in the price.
The attention to detail was phenomenal, and it took me a couple of minutes to notice, and appreciate all of the included accessories. The two-piece uniform was in the Green and Gold colors of my favorite NFL team, The Green Bay Packers, with the pinstripe accents in white. The pleated skirt, beautifully constructed of a stretch-silk material, was obscenely short, and would have been wildly inappropriate for a Halloween party. It was held up by a matching short petticoat, and lay around her in a flouncy, extremely feminine manner. The skirt had a white accent running around its hem, and the number 69 embroidered suggestively on the front.
"I got this added for you," she said cheerfully, "I know David Bagdadi is your favorite player, and he wears this number."
While Madison had butchered David Bakhtiara's name, he was indeed my favorite member of the Pack. He was an offensive tackle who had worn the number 69 since he joined Green Bay. However, as my eyes scanned the rest of her uniform, noting that the number 69 adorned it in no less than four different places, I made the decision that no other man could ever see her in this, the sexual implication of this number being too obvious to ignore.
Even though the skirt was ludicrously short, the waistband sat well below Madison's belly-button, and the small crop-top that comprised the second part of this two-piece ensemble, left a considerable amount of her taut stomach visible. I considered this to be one of her best attributes, and as she strutted around my living area, I could see her abs flexing under her beautifully tanned skin. The crop-top, constructed of the same stretch silk fabric, was very tight around her chest. While this served to showcase her phenomenal tits, the elastene embedded within the silky fabric was being stretched close to its limits, and Madison's surgically-enhanced breasts appeared to be on the verge of busting out at any minute.
No bra was necessary as the crop-top forced her C cups forward and skyward, for all to visually appreciate. The number 69 was adorned on her right cup, although once my attention was on her breasts, the thought of oral-sex was replaced by the notion of tit-fucking her to release. I let my eyes wander slowly down her taut stomach, until the top of her slender toned legs came into view.
Madison typically never leaves the house without wearing a garter-belt and stockings, and always makes its inclusion in her outfit obvious, by selecting a sufficiently short skirt, that the garter-belt straps peek from beneath the hem with the slightest movement. This provocative Cheerleader Uniform had color-coordinated Bobby Sox in lieu of stockings, and their inclusion greatly enhanced the authenticity of the look. The ankle-length, green and gold silk socks were a very feminine touch, particularly as they had a white silky ribbon tied around the top of each one. Madison had chosen high-heels over the expected sneakers, the stilettos being a matching gold color, that contrasted beautifully with the silk socks.
My cock was erect now, throbbing in my jeans and leaking pre-cum into my underwear. Madison, however, was not done with the fashion show. She rotated slowly to her left, the short petticoat elevating the rear of her skirt, as if to invite me to enter her from behind. The back of the uniform was even more revealing, as the crop-top was reduced to a few stretchy straps that criss-crossed her lean back. Her long blonde platinum hair, straightened through the use of a flat iron, had been arranged beautifully into pigtails, which highlighted her youthful beauty. Feminine green and gold bows adorned each individual pigtail, and there was a green butterfly hair accessory visible on the top of her head.
I wanted to bend her over my piano, lift up her petticoat and fuck the crap out of her, such was my initial response to this alluring costume. I wouldn't have lasted long, but at least that would have justified the three hundred and fifty dollar price tag. Once she had rotated the full three hundred and sixty degrees, my attention moved to her makeup. Flawlessly applied, she had also painted the number 69 on her right cheek, and had a cute Green Bay bow clipped onto the top of her platinum locks. There was a similar ribbon around each wrist, and in her hands were green and gold Pom-Poms, which were the perfect finishing touch.
Madison raised her fantastically toned arms, and waving the Pom-Poms enthusiastically around in front of her, broke into a cheer routine extolling the virtues of Green Bay. I moved slowly towards her, transfixed by her femininity and overt sexuality, until we were inches apart. Madison had spritzed herself with my favorite perfume, and I felt an involuntary expulsion of seminal fluids into my underwear, as I inhaled her intoxicating scent.
"I can return it if you think it is too extravagant," she cooed seductively, knowing full well that this was the last thing on my mind.
"No, Madison, I love it," I whispered hoarsely, trying to decide how I wanted to have my first orgasm. "You look incredible, baby."
Madison flashed me a broad smile and then guided me over to my favorite recliner, positioned as it was in front of my eighty-inch television screen.
"Sit," she said softly. "I want you to see what you are in for this season."
After I was comfortably seated, Madison knelt between my thighs and started to stroke my cock through my jeans. I sat there leaking profusely in my underwear, as she looked up at me with her beautiful big blue eyes.
"This is going to be your best football season ever," she said quietly, as she started to undo the top button of my jeans. "I promise!"
The NFL was a big part of my life, and as an avid Green Bay fan, I watched most of their games live on Sunday. They were having a decent season so far, and I fully expected them to qualify for the playoffs this year, especially as they had reached the Conference Championship game the last two seasons. However, unless they made some remarkable mid-season adjustments, I couldn't see how this could be their best season ever. However, as Madison slipped her manicured fingertips through the zipper of my jeans, I had no reason to argue with her.
"I know you love football," Madison continued, "and if your team qualify for the playoffs this season, I thought we could watch the games together as a couple. I bought this uniform to show support for your favorite team. I will wear it to all the Packers' playoff games, and I will suck you off at half-time if you want. You can relax with an ice-cold beer and I will give you a loving, edging blowjob."
As she continued to promise me all kinds of sexual delights, I closed my eyes and tried to visualize Green Bay up by thirty points at half-time, as Madison fetched me an ice-cold beer from the fridge, before kneeling and applying her Packers' Green lipgloss to her alluring, perfectly formed blowjob lips. A lot of her words never got absorbed into my brain, the blood supply rendered in short supply, by the more immediate need of blood flow to my genital area.
When I opened my eyes a few moments later, my jeans were around my ankles and Madison's lips were inches from my cock, as it tented in my underwear.
"Did you hear what I said, baby?" she asked, with an agreeable smile on her face. "If Green Bay get to the Super Bowl, you can invite your guy friends over. I will wear this Cheerleader Uniform, and I will serve your friends whatever they need for the entire game."
I flashed Madison an icy glare, my jealousy inflamed immediately, even as my cock danced around in my underwear at the mention of her serving my friends, whatever the fuck that involved.
"Beer and snacks only, baby," she quickly clarified. "Unless of course you are feeling particularly generous that day."
I let out a whimper at that last remark and Madison's eyes twinkled with delight as she lowered her glossed lips to the tip of my cock, protruding as it was through my ever-dampening underwear. Even though it was pure delight having her nibble and suck me through my briefs, I wanted to come and after much moaning and whimpering on my part, she finally extracted my throbbing erection from the confines of my underwear.
"How would you like to come first?" she whispered seductively, as she lowered her soft lips onto my cock.
You would think at some point I would develop an immunity to Madison's beguiling ways, and be able to last at least long enough to ensure that the pleasure was mutual. However, at this point in our relationship she could still break me at will, and as she began to slowly bob up and down on my cock, I felt my nuts constrict.
"Oh, fuck, Madison," I whispered, "I am close."
With that warning issued, she removed her lips from my cock, arose slowly from her knees, climbed up onto the oversized recliner, and straddled me. She was already wet, presumably having self-lubricated from sucking my cock, and I slipped right inside her. A few moments later, as she bounced up and down on my lap, and continued to promise me the world if Green Bay reached the playoffs, I ejaculated deep inside her tight, warm pussy.
I cried out with pleasure as I emptied my nuts inside her, and after I was finished ejaculating, she leaned towards me and began to whisper in my ear.
"Trashy Lingerie has lots of other exciting costumes that I would love to wear for you," she began innocently enough. "They have a very cute Nurse Uniform with lots of sexy accessories. I would wear a garter-belt and stockings with that one though," she assured me. "They have a naughty schoolgirl uniform too, and an authentic looking Playboy Bunny outfit. I could serve you drinks wearing that one."
As soon as I felt my cock start to stiffen, I knew that she had me. I truly found her irresistible, and she used that to manipulate me. I am not sure what excited Madison more, the thrill of having men desire her, or the monetary compensation that often accompanied said desire. Either way, the knowledge that she had once again managed to shorten my refractory period, had caused Madison to self-lubricate, which combined with the huge load I had just deposited inside her, made for a very wet pussy.
As soon as I was hard, she began to bounce slowly up and down in my lap, the squishing sounds an indication of a well-lubricated vaginal cave. At one point my cock slipped out of her, and as she ceased her up and down motions, it rested against her rosebud.
"Did you know most of the Playboy Bunnies engaged in anal sex with Hugh Hefner?" she asked me, an agreeable smile on her face, as her blue eyes twinkled mischievously.
"Really?" I said, connecting the dots between the act of anal sex, and her desire to own the Trashy Lingerie Bunny costume.
"Would you like to fuck my ass with me dressed up like a Bunny?" she continued unashamedly.
Even though Madison had alluded to the fact that her asshole was on the menu for me, we had never engaged in anal sex. I think our disparate agendas had something to do with it, as Madison's goal was for me to impregnate her, and so she sought to end most of our encounters by me shooting my wad inside her. Even when she blew me, or asked me to tit-fuck her, we would still end up coupled, either right before, or immediately after I ejaculated. I didn't try and fight this, as I was protected from the risk of pregnancy by virtue of my vasectomy, and it felt really good to get balls-deep in her and relax after my orgasm.
Today, however, she wanted something from me, and was offering her anal cavity in return. My cock was resting right at the entrance to her anus, heavily lubricated from the combination of our secretions, and at that moment I made the decision to fuck her in the ass.
"Why don't you let me ass-fuck you first, Madison?" I suggested. "After I come, we can order your Playboy Bunny costume."
The sheer audacity of such a quid pro quo proposal made me tense up, and I half-expected her to slap me for the impropriety of it. However, Madison was a materialistic courtesan, and was apparently very comfortable with the transactional side of the business, because she relaxed her sphincter, and started to lower herself onto my cock. I was expecting much more resistance than I encountered as I slipped inside her, and before long I was balls-deep in Madison's anus.
Truth be told, it wasn't any tighter than her pussy, which was contrary to everything I had read on porno websites. At eighteen years of age I didn't have much frame of reference, although as I engaged in anal sex more frequently in the coming years, I would look back on Madison's asshole as one of the most stretched-out that I had ever fucked. I couldn't tell if it was from being overused by paying customers, or if it was because she had endured vaginal reconstructive surgery twice, and this had reduced any noticeable difference in the rigidity of the two canals.
It didn't take long for me to come inside her ass, especially as she started to taunt me about the fact that Steve Baldwin had sodomized her the night she flagged down his Ferrari.
"I think he fucked Jody in the ass, too," she added. "An ignominious start in Newport Beach for a runaway eighteen year old," she added dispassionately, "losing her anal-cherry to an old man. She squealed like a little pig too," Madison added with a giggle, once again creating the perfect visual for me.
I had no clue what Jody looked like, however the thought of an eighteen year old runaway trading her anal-cavity for a warm place to sleep, resonated with me, and I came hard inside Madison's asshole. After I ejaculated, Madison and I kissed tenderly in my recliner until my cock softened, and finally slipped out of her.
"Take a quick shower, Pete," she suggested, "I will make us something to eat."
Once I was clean, I returned to the kitchen and the two of us enjoyed a nice lunch. I offered to do the dishes, and Madison excused herself. I was in a very contented state for an eighteen year old man, having a full stomach and an empty nut-sack, and at that moment in time, I felt like I wanted for nothing.
I picked up her scent before I saw her, that intoxicating blend of her favorite perfume and her pheromones that I found completely irresistible. I caught myself reflexively inhaling and to my surprise, I felt my cock twitch in response. Madison entered the room seconds later, with her laptop in her hand, although it was her outfit that captured my attention.
She was wearing a white stretch crop-top that tied underneath her tits, and barely contained them. As I lowered my gaze I noticed the red plaid garter-belt attached to some matching plaid stockings, complete with a red thong that she had put on over her garter-belt straps to facilitate its removal. Her look was complemented by a pair of bright red Louboutins, that served to elevate her to almost six feet tall, and showcase her beautifully toned legs.
As she passed me, she extended one of her dainty hands and lightly brushed the tip of my cock, causing it to slowly rise. Then with a seductive wiggle of her tight ass-cheeks, she moved over to my desk, opened up her laptop and beckoned me over.
"I want you to see the detail of these fantasy costumes," she said sweetly. "They are incredible."
As she stood against the leading edge of my desk, I sidled up behind her, taking in her aroma as I kissed the back of her neck. I put both of my arms around her, and looking over her shoulder, I began to view the Trashy Lingerie website. I hadn't seen many websites of this kind, preferring much more hard-core offerings on the occasions that I turned to porn for my release. In fact, my only frame of reference was the Victoria's Secret catalog that I had retrieved from my previous girlfriend's trash can. This high-quality, glossy publication, was artfully crafted in every way. From its use of actual fashion models, to the playful seduction utilized in the way they posed, it was very titillating, if not overtly sexual. The Angels, as they were collectively known, attended charity events, and routinely appeared on talk shows and on breakfast morning television. Their names were internationally known, Adriana Lima, Kylie Jenner, Bella Hadid.



By contrast, the Trashy Lingerie website was anything but artful. Much more graphic in nature, offering an eroticized, almost fetishized display, it showcased breathtakingly beautiful women as sexual objects of desire. The models on its highly sexually charged homepage were famous in their own right, but were tattooed, pin-up girls like Dita Von Teese. Whereas the Victoria's Secret Angels were photographed engaging in pleasurable pursuits such as playing tennis, having picnics or visiting the local art gallery, the Trashy Lingerie girls were depicted as being completely available for sex.
They were posed in highly erotic positions, often kneeling while looking up submissively at the camera, or in the doggy-style position with their head looking back over one shoulder, as if anticipating which hole was about to get violated. In fact, in one of the provocatively arranged photos that were featured on the homepage, a tattooed woman dressed in a skin-tight latex catsuit, was on all fours with her face emerging from a stainless steel bowl that rested on the floor. The bowl, stenciled as it was with some cute cat paw-prints, was filled with whipped cream, and as the woman lifted her face from the creamy contents, the photographer managed to capture the exact moment that she licked her lips. She had a large dollop of whipped cream on the end of her nose too, the implication being too overt to ignore.
"You like?" Madison asked with a giggle, as she felt my cock rise against the rear of her thigh, depositing traces of my pre-cum on her plaid stockings.
"Amazing," I said quietly, "that is so fucking hot."
"Wait until you see the Schoolgirl Uniforms," she said seductively, "they are incredible."
As we stood against the edge of my desk, me spooning her as we perused the website, I knew I was going to get hard again. The combination of the suggestively posed models, and Madison promising me the world if I bought her the Schoolgirl Uniform, was too much for me at my tender age, and my cock slowly stiffened. Madison leaned forward slightly, in a barely perceptible motion, and reached one of her soft hands behind her back. She began to rub her thumb across the tip of my cock, smearing my pre-cum all over my glans, as I watched in awe as she scrolled through the website until we reached the Trashy Schoolgirl page.
This page was right up my alley, photographed as it was using an angelic-looking platinum blonde, with no tattoos or piercings, seemingly chosen for this photo shoot for her youthful innocence. There were dozens of different options and accessories, so much so that it was overwhelming.
"They offer a Reform Schoolgirl option and a Prep Schoolgirl option," Madison informed me cheerfully, her familiarity with the website leading me to believe she had spent a lot of time here.
We did check out both options, but the Reform Schoolgirl was more hardcore, incorporating leather into the "bad girl" uniform, while the Prep School option wasn't as detailed, a bit more of a Halloween costume than a fantasy outfit. The cherubic innocence of the Trashy Schoolgirl uniform was more my style, so we quickly returned to that page.
As I scrolled through the predominantly red-plaid items, I noticed that there were tennis skirts, garter skirts, pleated skirts, short sleeve front-tie spandex tops, and too many accessories to contemplate. Madison sensed that I was overwhelmed by the choices, and closed her laptop momentarily so that we could regroup.
"I want you inside me," she whispered, as she grabbed the tip of my cock and positioned it on her taint, the inference being that either hole was available.
"Pussy," I said weakly, my desire interfering with my ability to communicate.
Madison slid her tiny thong panties to one side, and I slipped right inside that tight, warm orifice. As we stood against the desk, I began to rock slowly inside of her. Madison opened her laptop, signed in, and navigated to the Trashy Lingerie check-out page.
"I saved a Schoolgirl Uniform in my basket," she said helpfully. "I think you will like it, Pete."
With that proclamation issued, she bent further over my desk, positioning herself in such a way that I could look at the computer screen as I fucked her. As I checked out the items that she had saved for future purchase, the first thing I noticed was the total price, five hundred and sixty dollars.
"That includes the shoes, baby," Madison offered, as if she read my mind.
As she scrolled slowly through the pictures, the attention to detail and inclusion of every conceivable accessory rendered the price immaterial. I wanted to see her in that fantasy costume, whatever the cost. Fantasy costume it was too, the way she had optioned it out. The red-plaid skirt that she had selected was the shortest one available, and barely covered the buttocks of the gorgeous young woman who was modeling it on the website. Pleated, like a tennis skirt, but affording much less modesty, it was paired with a white spandex crop-top, the plaid collar and under-boob ties, contrasting beautifully with the white stretchy material of the tiny garment.
Madison had pre-selected a plaid garter-belt, not unlike the one she was currently wearing, but with much more attention to detail. Tiny red bows adorned the top of all four straps, and there were two matching bows on the front of the stretch-silk lingerie. There were matching stockings, and a garter, plaid hair bows, plaid gauntlets and some very sexy high-heeled black ankle boots. These shoes had red plaid accents around the top, and a clip-on plaid bow attached to the toes of each one. A red choker completed the ensemble, which was the icing on the cake.
"What do you think baby?" she asked innocently, "can we afford it?"
I picked up my pace a touch, and began to thrust more deeply inside Madison's pussy as she continued to build value in the ludicrously expensive outfit.
"Please, baby," she said, changing her tactics from teasing me to begging. "You won't regret buying it. I will let you bend me over your desk and fuck my ass, while I wear it," she promised.
I let out a whimper at the thought of that, and stared intently at the pictorial of the Schoolgirl uniform, depicted on the website.
"Only thing is," she added dejectedly, "you won't be able to come inside my tight little pussy. I am home from college for the summer break, and my parents would freak out if I ever got birth-control pills, so I only let guys ass-fuck me, or I give them blowjobs."
"Oh, Madison, I am getting close," I whispered, her words doing an effective job of breaking me.
"Don't come inside me, Pete," she said in a girlish voice. "My parents will kill me if I get pregnant. Pull out before you orgasm. You can blow your load on my ass."
With her final words ringing in my ears, I waited until the very last second, stepped back abruptly, and grabbing the tip of my cock, began to jerk myself furiously. Madison threw her head back, her long platinum hair almost reaching the garter-belt that she was wearing. She had a pronounced arch in her toned back, and my first rope of ejaculate splatted almost halfway up it, landing mainly in her hair.
"Come all over me, baby," she said cheerfully, as I continued to blow my load in her platinum locks, and all over her tight butt-cheeks.
I was panting when I finished my orgasm, in a state of elevated arousal, almost euphoria, and it took me several moments to compose myself. I slumped across Madison's back, struggling to catch my breath, as she continued to tease me verbally.
"Something tells me you are going to love having a naughty schoolgirl around your place," she said with a giggle. "Can I order it, Pete?"
In typical Madison style, over the course of the next two hours, as she coaxed two more loads from me, we spent my brief recovery time between orgasms, perusing the Trashy Lingerie website. As Madison alternated between flattering and pleasuring me, she changed my position on the value of such high-priced custom made costumes, and I ended up spending nineteen hundred dollars on five additional fantasy ensembles. In a scene that would be repeated numerous times over the course of our tumultuous relationship, she got exactly what she wanted, in exchange for completely draining my nuts.
The costumes arrived about a month later, during which time Madison made two trips to the Trashy Lingerie store on La Cienega Blvd, in Los Angeles, for adjustments and custom fittings. The store was just south of Melrose Avenue, a famous shopping street in LA, and Madison ended up buying some more fantasy clothing and accessories during her time there.
I was losing track of her spending but it just didn't matter. I had already paid last month's credit card bill, and the nineteen hundred dollars she had spent on fantasy costumes had been long forgotten. My bank account received a healthy infusion of cash on the first of the month, as the next trust-fund disbursement of one hundred and sixty thousand dollars was released to me.
In fact, it took the intervention of my uncle before we finally calculated that she had spent in excess of ten grand of my money in the last thirty day period. That revelation didn't bother me, and my uncle had to agree that it wasn't much in the grand scheme of things. However, when I shared the fact that Madison was also an authorized user on two of Clarkson's credit cards, he became much more concerned.
"Why on earth would she still have access to his credit cards?" my uncle asked with incredulity. "And what is the monthly limit?"
Truth was, I had no clue how much Madison was allowed to spend per month on Clarkson's credit card, and I answered that question honestly. I did know that the other card was a LaPerla charge card, and that he settled it each month without any discussion of what she had spent. When I told my uncle that, he reacted predictably.
"Pete, something is wrong with this picture," he said as I squirmed on the other end of the line. "A man doesn't purchase lingerie for another man's woman, without good reason."
I wasn't about to tell him that Madison sucked Clarkson off once a month in the front seat of his car. Or that during this particular regularly scheduled event, I was on sexual restriction. I couldn't let him know how pussy-whipped I was, so I played dumb, which only stoked his curiosity. He ended up driving over to my place the following day, when Madison was at work.
"First of all, son," he said, addressing me the way he often did since my Dad's premature death, "I am proud of you for making Madison continue to work full-time. That is a very smart decision on your part."
Niceties dispensed with, we began what would end up being a detailed inventory of Madison's possessions, and an in-depth forensic financial analysis of her spending habits. We went through her closet first, which in itself yielded some surprises. I was already aware that Madison had numerous duplicates of LaPerla lingerie piled high in her closet drawers, the majority of which still had the tags on. What I didn't know was that this duplicity extended to her regular wardrobe too.
She had numerous Tom Ford suits that still had the tags affixed, duplicate silk blouses, and other high-end designer clothes and handbags that she hadn't cut the tags from. Even her beloved Christian Louboutins were separated into "indoor" and "outdoor" shoes, the assumption being that she could return any of the pairs that showed no evidence of wear on the soles.
"Did you buy her all of this shit, Pete?" my uncle asked me, holding up a mint green thong, with the one hundred and forty dollar price tag still attached.
Under this line of questioning, I had to come clean. I told my uncle that to my knowledge, Clarkson and possibly Steve Baldwin were still helping Madison out financially, although I disavowed any knowledge of either bring a pay for play relationship.
"Well," he continued patiently, "which of these garments did you buy her?"
I was getting flustered now, as I realized I wasn't able to differentiate between the lingerie I had purchased for Madison, and the silky intimates her other lovers had treated her to.
"This is fucked up Pete," my uncle continued, anxiety palpable in his voice. "It is one thing to buy your girl the latest iPhone and allow her to call who she pleases. However, this is different, this is lingerie. It should be personal."
Years later, my uncle's words would make sense to me. As I developed healthy, monogamous relationships, lingerie came to represent a very personal and intimate connection between my partner and I. On more than one Valentine's Day, I went shopping for a particularly enticing piece of women's underwear, and ensured that it was beautifully wrapped and presented, before giving it to my girlfriend. The intimacy stemmed from the fact that I had taken the time to shop personally for the gift, and that she would later reveal it to me, and wear it for my pleasure as much as hers.
Madison on the other hand had two individual LaPerla charge accounts, both of which appeared to have no actual pre-set spending limit. In contrast to the way that my future partners and I shared the intimacy of a beautifully constructed silk gift, Madison merely acquired them en masse, and viewed them as interchangeable. She put zero effort into separating our respective purchases, and if the truth was known, I probably couldn't have separated our gifts, even if I had wanted to. There were so many duplicates, in addition to the fact that there were multiple pieces that still had the price tags affixed to them.
My uncle was spurred on by what he perceived to be the gravity of the situation, and with renewed vigor, we began to search her closet. The first unexpected discovery was a shoebox full of cash, that in my uncle's estimation contained thirty to forty thousand dollars, in mostly used hundred dollar bills. Shortly after this discovery, we came across almost two years of credit card statements, issued in Clarkson's name, but clearly identifying Madison as an authorized user.
"This will help establish which clothes he bought her," my uncle said, without enthusiasm, "although it will be a lot of work."
Using the SKU numbers on the tags still affixed to the clothes, and the sticky labels on the soles of her shoes, we were able to find most of the charges on the credit card. Clarkson had indeed paid for most of her designer handbags, suits and Louboutins. Judging by the amount he allowed her to charge over the last two years, they must have had a very fulfilling sex life. Shortly after this discovery, we found the LaPerla charge card statements. Using the same methodology, we came to the conclusion that Clarkson had purchased much of her lingerie, and that Madison had lumped our gifts in together, with no effort made to distinguish them.
"You realize what this means, son, don't you," my uncle began, trying to respect the fact that I loved Madison.
I shook my head in acknowledgment, not wishing to verbalize what we were both thinking. Thankfully, my uncle never forced the issue, and left shortly after, leaving with me with my thoughts. After he left, I tidied up her closet, poured myself a cocktail and sat quietly digesting these new revelations.
What it meant in simple terms was that on more than one occasion I had fucked Madison while she was wearing lingerie that another man had purchased for her. However, this was a double-edged sword, because it also meant that with a great degree of certainty, Clarkson had enjoyed my girlfriend while she wore something sexy that I had paid for. I wondered if she had ever worn one of my intimate gifts when she gave him his monthly, edging blowjob, and if so did they share a laugh about it?
I had a fleeting memory of fucking Madison over a pile of Tom Ford boxes in the storeroom above her work. She had taunted me that Clarkson had paid for the sexy underwear that she was wearing, claiming that he had gifted it to her the last time she sucked him off. At the time, it had contributed to my otherworldly orgasm but in the light of day, it was disrespectful, to say the least.
I called my uncle later that day to thank him for taking it easy on me.
"I know I have made a lot of mistakes when it comes to Madison," I said quietly. "I am just so in love with her, that I am willing to put up with a little crap. Sex is amazing with her, too," I added, my youthful exuberance shining through.
I never confronted Madison about my discoveries when she got home that night, my unwillingness to rock the boat, forcing me to deal with it later on down the road. I did try and pay more attention to the items of lingerie that I bought for her, often asking for a fashion show when she got home from LaPerla. One afternoon, when she returned from the upscale lingerie store, she showed me a beautiful mint-green chemise that she had just purchased. It looked fantastic on her, the thin silk straps highlighting her beautifully sculptured shoulders, and the underwired front lifting and thrusting her boobs together. I wanted to titty-fuck while she wore it, and the thought of blowing my load all over the four hundred dollar garment, kept me hard all evening.
However, when we turned in for the night she was wearing a light peach garter-belt and matching half-bra, and as if she had read my mind, had brought a bottle of KY lubricant to bed.
I didn't give the green chemise a second thought, as Madison unhooked the front clasp of her bra, propped her head up on a silk pillow, and began to seductively lubricate her breasts. She applied a generous helping of the silky liquid to her tits, keeping me fully engaged the entire time with her playful and flirtatious mannerisms. Once her "C" cups were slick with the KY liquid, she squeezed them together and invited me to mount them. As I straddled her, the tip of my cock emerged from between her pert tits, just two inches from her soft lips. At this point, I understood the purpose of the pillow beneath her head, as it positioned her mouth perfectly for me to fuck, should I so desire.
In typical Madison style, she had glossed her lips with a matching light-peach shade of lipstick, and her makeup was flawless, which I took as an invitation to give her a facial.
"Hold my tits together, baby," she told me. "Let me lube you up too."
I placed my hands either side of her surgically enhanced breasts, and as I held them in place, Madison poured most of the rest of the bottle of lube onto the shaft of my cock, which seemed a little excessive.
"I got it, babe," she said cheerfully, as she squeezed her tits tightly around my erect cock. "You can fuck them now."
As soon as I began to rock slowly back and forth between her oily mounds, she extended her tongue and began to lick the tip of my cock. I no longer deemed the amount of lubricant that she had poured all over my cock to be excessive, but rather the perfect amount to create a well-oiled cavity for me to fuck. Madison looked up at me with her beautiful blue eyes, flashed me a broad smile, and slowly parted her glossed lips.
"Fuck my mouth, Pete," she offered. "I want to swallow your load."
At eighteen years of age, this kind of sexual provocation got me off every time, and I felt the familiar churning in my nuts, as she verbally teased me. I began to thrust deeper between her oily mounds, the tip of my cock disappearing between her peach-glossed lips with each forward stroke. Traces of her lipgloss appeared all over the head of my cock, my glans slowly changing color from its natural pink fleshy tone, to light peach.
"I am close, Madison," I warned her, the gentleman in me wanting to give her some notice before I blew my wad.
"I know baby," she cooed. "Men never last very long this way."



She knew exactly how to get me off, and as I started to tense up, she closed her lips around my cock-head, enveloping it within her warm, moist mouth. Her eyes were twinkling as she egged me on, and moments later I blew a huge rope of ejaculate into her mouth. A second cumshot, which seemed equally powerful, was ejected from my nuts a split-second later. Madison had no difficulty swallowing my load, but after my second spurt, she pressed her head deeper into the pillow and my cock fell from between her pursed lips.
Free from the confines of her mouth, my ejaculate spurted all over the place, and she let out a playful squeal as the next rope shot into her hair. As my subsequent cumshots started to lose power, they didn't have as much velocity, and the next one splatted on her nose and cheeks. The last two eruptions ended up hitting her under the chin, and pooling all over her neck.
"Fuck yeah, Pete," Madison squealed delightedly, "that was hot!"
As luck would have it, the Russian finish she allowed me was premeditated, in an attempt to drain my balls sufficiently so that I could handle the events of the following day. When I woke up in the morning and entered my kitchen to grab a cup of coffee, the first thing that greeted me was the sight of that fucking calendar. As it hung on the front of the refrigerator, with a big mint-green perfectly-formed lipstick kiss marking today's date, it served as a stark reminder that I was on restriction for the day, and that Clarkson was due his monthly, edging cock-worship session, that was by now, condom-optional for him.
I hated this one day a month, but as Madison often reminded me "not enough to put a ring on it," which would have guaranteed me a monogamous relationship with her. Even though she had allowed me to tit-fuck her and explode all over her face, I still woke up with a hard-on. Madison completely ignored it, setting the tone for what would be a long, frustrating day for me.
After breakfast, she took a shower, and asked me to bring her a fresh razor blade, the implication being that she was going to shave her pussy. I knew not to ask Madison any questions, as she loved to torture me with tales of her exploits with other men. However, having a freshly-shaved vagina didn't seem necessary if she just planned to blow him. I suspect that she was fucking with me, and this was confirmed when I observed that the mint-green chemise that I had purchased for her the previous day, was hanging up in her dressing room, accompanied by some matching Louboutins, and a garter-belt and stockings.
The SKU tags, indicating a retail price of three hundred and ninety nine dollars, had just been cut from the chemise, and lay discarded on the floor of her dressing room. This blatant attempt at humiliating me did invite my questions, and I spoke up intending to hold my ground.
"Are you wearing that to work today, Madison?" I asked, with as much authority as I could muster.
"Yes," she responded seductively. "Be a sweetheart and help me put it on. The straps on the back need to be perfectly straight."
"But," I stammered weakly, "I just bought that for you. I was expecting you to wear it for me."
"And I was expecting to be engaged by now," she responded coldly. "You can't always get what you want, Pete."
Normally, I would have slinked away after such a complete put-down, but I was pissed at the liberties she was trying to take with me. I had just paid four hundred dollars for that beautiful mint-green chemise, and I wanted to be the one to take Madison first in it.
"Madison," I added lamely, "can't you wear something different to see Clarkson today?"
"Why didn't you mention this earlier?" she responded angrily. "I put the mint-green lipstick mark on the calendar yesterday, and already sent Clarkson a photo of it, so he knows what to expect. I can't change my outfit now and disappoint him."
"Babe, please," I whined, "don't wear that today. You have a closet full of beautiful lingerie. Surely you can find something else he likes."
"I have already made my mind up," she said forcefully. "The last time Clarkson and I were together we went on the LaPerla website, and he told me he liked that particular shade of green. We are just about to celebrate our four-year anniversary of being friends," she added cheerfully.
"Friends," I scoffed, almost choking on the words. "Blowjob buddies," I added, unable to contain my jealousy.
"Don't interrupt me mid-sentence," she said, elevating her voice. "We are celebrating four years of friendship, and I want it to be special for him."
This whole concept of celebrating the anniversary of a friendship was a relatively new phenomenon, driven by Facebook and its relentless pursuit of photo opportunities. It was a ridiculous idea, but people embraced it, and they flocked to post pictures of their first encounter, at a wedding or a concert, or some other memorable event whose date could be recalled by both parties of the friendship. This celebration clearly was not intended to extend to the first time you blew your lover in his car.
"Special," I said contemptuously. "How so?"
"I just wanted to buy him something as a thank you gift," she responded, enjoying the fact that she was getting under my skin.
"Using my credit card?" I responded incredulously.
"Pete," she said softly, lowering the tension in the room, "this is happening. Deal with it. I know you purchased this beautiful ensemble for me, and I greatly appreciate it. However, this is Clarkson's favorite color, and today is his blowjob day, so I am definitely going to let him enjoy me first in this particular outfit. As a courtesy to you, I won't let him know you paid for it. I will pretend that I bought it for him out of my own money."
"That is worse, Madison," I cried out in frustration. "You take home eighteen hundred dollars every two weeks. Do you really want him to think that you spent two days of your hard-earned wages on something cute to wear for his monthly blowjob?"
Madison had heard enough.
"This conversation is over," she said emphatically. "Go and wait in your bedroom while I apply the finishing touches to Clarkson's blowjob outfit. I want to look really cute for his special day."
As I slinked out of the room, I was hit with a certain realization. Being a cuckold is an unnatural state of existence for a man, and causes you to react differently than you would imagine. As I digested the reality that Madison was going to suck Clarkson off, wearing lingerie that I had paid four hundred dollars for, my immediate response was that it felt like an affront, a kick in the nuts. This was undoubtedly my pre-programmed reaction, ingrained in the male psyche, and honed over hundreds of thousands of years of human evolution. My natural state was to maximize my reproductive success by mating as much as possible. Clarkson was cock-blocking me and it triggered me to pushback against this perceived intrusion.
However, my reality, as a cuckold, was much different. As I digested the fact that Madison was making herself available for another man's enjoyment, while simultaneously putting me on sexual restriction, my cock stiffened in my jeans, and the very thought of it was incredibly exciting to me. Madison knew this of course, and was acutely aware of how far she could push me before she ran the risk of alienating me.
For this reason, a few minutes later she called out to me from the living area.
"Pete, I am leaving. Come and wish me luck."
This was my least favorite part of "restriction day." I knew exactly what was expected of me, and I stripped naked before joining Madison by our front door.
"How do I look?" she asked, thoroughly enjoying my misery as I took her in.
She looked phenomenal and she knew it. She was attired from head to toe in mint-green, Clarkson's favorite color apparently. His wouldn't be the first cock to rise under the visual stimulation of her outfit, I thought, as mine stiffened involuntarily at the sight of her. As I ran my eyes over her, I couldn't believe the attention to detail, the exquisite color-coordination involved in the entire ensemble.
Madison was wearing a mint-green silk blouse that was transparent, and showcased the LaPerla chemise that embraced her lean upper torso like a second skin. This particularly exotic piece of lingerie had cost me four hundred dollars and yet Clarkson was going to be the first man to enjoy her in it. Had I known that he and Madison had been surfing the LaPerla website, trying to find a suitable outfit to celebrate their four year anniversary as blowjob buddies, I would have told her to find an alternate way to purchase the outrageously expensive silk garment. However, as she rotated slowly, just to fuck with me, the four hundred dollars became the least of my issues.
The rear of the chemise, as viewed through the completely see-through blouse, was a series of thin silk straps that added an element of eroticism to the beautifully constructed piece of lingerie.
"Are my straps straight?" she taunted. "Clarkson is a stickler for the fine details."
I couldn't offer her an audible response, such was my combination of jealousy and rage, so I nodded my head meekly. Upon my affirmation that she looked perfect from the rear, Madison hiked up her short, tailored silk skirt, revealing her matching garter-belt and stockings. Being from the same collection at LaPerla, they were a perfect match, color wise. As my gaze drifted down her toned legs, her Louboutins came into view, again a very desirable shade of mint-green.
"Do you think he will like it?" she asked with her practiced innocence.
Again, as my cock danced around between my legs at the thought of another man about to get a blow-job from my girlfriend, she gave me a sympathetic smile.
"Wouldn't it be easier for us to just get married, Pete?" she asked, offering me a way out of my continued torture.
I shuffled around uncomfortably trying to evade the question, and Madison seized on the moment, kicking me in the nuts once again, for my continued lack of commitment.
"Well Clarkson appreciates your indecisiveness," she said coldly. "I had better get moving."
I inched forward to give her a hug, but taking one look at my leading appendage, dripping as it was with pre-cum, she extended her right arm fully to block me.
"Don't you dare leak on me," she said angrily. "That is the ultimate act of disrespect to have another man's semen visible on your clothing prior to engaging in an intimate act."
Blowing a customer in the front seat of his car, in the parking lot of your work, is hardly an intimate act, I thought. The sunset picnic we had on Malibu Beach a few weeks ago, after which we made love on a blanket by a fire-pit, was an intimate act. The time we checked into the Ritz-Carlton for the weekend, and had a champagne toast on our balcony, before I drew you a bath and pleasured you orally, was an intimate act.
"Thoughts?" Madison said expectantly, as I stood naked before her, swimming in them.
"No, Madison," I said quietly, my voice steeped in resignation.
With that battle won, Madison stepped up to the mirror by the front door, applied some mint-green lipgloss, affixed a very feminine, color-coordinated, silk ribbon in her hair, and gave herself a healthy spritz of my favorite perfume.
"I will be home by 4.15pm," she said matter of factly. "Don't do anything foolish."
I watched her intently through my Nest security camera as she walked down my driveway towards my Ford Raptor, which was running with the air-conditioning on. She looked like a Newport Beach Trophy Wife as her Louboutins clicked against the polished concrete slabs of the imposing entrance. She grabbed a long, black, Tom Ford trench coat from the rear seat, which answered any concerns I had about how she was going to work in such an exposed state of dress.
After she pulled out of my driveway, I lingered in the hallway by my front door for several moments, inhaling the last remnants of her intoxicating scent, before it finally dissipated and was no longer detectable in the air. I was butt-naked, facing my twenty-four hour sexual restriction with a mixture of frustration and excitement, at the thought of her servicing Clarkson.
Sometimes my state of arousal caused me to miss some of the dialogue between us, and as I collected myself I remembered what she had said when I asked her to wear something different to entertain Clarkson.
"I put the mint-green lipstick mark on the calendar yesterday, and already sent Clarkson a photo of it, so he knows what to expect. I can't change my outfit now and disappoint him."
As I digested her words it occurred to me that she had sent him a photo. What the fuck? I went to my computer and logged into the iCloud. Madison possessed a very rudimentary knowledge of technology, and I was able to access the photos on her iPhone with ease. As I scrolled through the photos that she had sent Clarkson, I noticed a distinct pattern emerging. It appeared that she sent him a photo of the calendar on our fridge once a month, just prior to his monthly blowjob. The pictures showed the date of his upcoming oral treat, marked clearly on the calendar with a kiss, that also served to let him know what color lipgloss Madison planned to wear.
While her monthly arrangement with him was infuriating enough, it was an additional kick in the nuts to know that he got to spend some time anticipating the color of the traces of lipstick that she would leave all over his stomach, inner-thighs and genitalia. I am not sure if he chose the color for the following month, or if she simply rotated through her extensive lipgloss collection, to ensure a constant variety for him. As I went back through the photos, I was assaulted by the picture of the bulbous condom covered in traces of bright red lipgloss that I had found in the glove compartment of my Lamborghini. This oversized Magnum prophylactic was bursting at the seams with his load, and was hanging precariously from my stainless steel fridge, as it was supported by a large magnet bearing the name of Clarkson's Hazmat Disposal business. To compound my humiliation, the particularly bright shade of red matched the lipstick kiss on the calendar exactly.
I logged off the iCloud shortly after that disturbing discovery, and began to busy myself trying to wile away the hours until she got home. I got a text around 1pm, which I assume was right after Madison gave Clarkson her monthly token of appreciation for his continued patronage.
"Baby, he loved it!" it read, referring to her new mint-green chemise, I assume.
Madison got home right on time, and I greeted her at the front door the way I always did. She did a cursory check to gauge the level of my arousal, but as soon as she gave my nutsack a playful caress, I dripped pre-cum on the entryway floor, and she was satisfied that I had not masturbated in her absence.
"I have a surprise for you," she said seductively, as I followed her into our master bedroom. "Kneel."
Madison sat on the edge of our King Size bed, and as I knelt naked before her she kicked off her Louboutins. She lifted up her stockinged foot and nestled it right under my swollen nutsack. The expensive silky material felt divine as she rubbed her toes under the base of my shaft, causing me to leak copiously onto her feet.
Madison reached into her designer purse, and extracted a sealed envelope, that bore the simple inscription, "Pete."
It was with trepidation that I opened it up, and inside was a thank you card containing four crisp one hundred dollar bills. The card was pre-printed with the words "Thank you for your thoughtful gift," and was signed "Clarkson." His business card was in there too, "Clarkson's Hazmat and Environmental Clean-up" and on the back he had written "nice to have someone else on clean-up duty for once," a veiled reference to my ingestion of the melting ice cube, I assume.
I tossed the card and the hundred dollar bills across the King Size bed, annoyed that he felt the need to fuck with me, by offering to pay for the mint-green chemise that she had sucked him off in. Madison tried to calm me down, insisting that it was a genuine token of appreciation on Clarkson's part, but it felt like he was trying to humiliate me.
"No baby," she assured me. "He even asked me to forgo your restriction period this week," she added cheerfully. "You can have an orgasm if you like. Kneel there while I prepare myself."
While on the surface this appeared to be fantastic news, I met it with a certain degree of skepticism, based on my history with Madison. Nothing was ever as simple as it seemed with that woman, and so it was no surprise to me when she returned with an empty glass containing a single ice cube. I knew exactly what the ice cube was comprised of the second I saw it, and a cursory look at its milky complexion confirmed my fears.
Madison alternated between seduction and taunts as she climbed onto our King Size bed, reclined on some comfortable pillows, and spread her legs wide open. In the beginning of our relationship, Madison routinely faked orgasms in order to trick me into thinking I was a better lover, thus increasing the connection between us. Now she made no bones about the fact that I was a premature ejaculator, and we both knew that the only way that I could get her off, was with a prolonged oral session, preferably in conjunction with her vibrator. Madison placed her cordless massager on her clitoris, and I put my tongue between her legs. She came twice on my face before she decided it was time for my release. As I watched on intently, she picked up the ice cube and slid it inside her well-lubricated pussy.
Grabbing me by the ears, she pulled my face back between her thighs, and with a certain amount of trepidation, I extended my tongue until it came into contact with the melting ice cube, containing Clarkson's load. I could taste the familiar salty residue of another man's semen, but far from making me want to throw up, it made my cock throb with desire. She kept my face between her thighs until the ice cube had melted sufficiently that she deemed me ready to enter her.
Apparently Madison had chosen to disregard her initial assertion that it was extremely disrespectful to wear lingerie that was soiled with another man's semen. As we started to fuck in the missionary position, I noticed it first on her silky shoulder straps, the flaky residue having dried and giving me a clear indication that Clarkson had eschewed the condom for today's session.
Out of disgust I averted my gaze from her shoulders, and lifting myself further up on my elbows, I looked down to admire her surgically-enhanced breasts. I couldn't help but notice that his ejaculate was matted in the lace that supported and uplifted her breasts. This was supposed to be a monthly blow-job to thank him for his continued patronage, not a multi-orgasmic session that include both oral-sex and tit-fucking in his car.
It was tough for me to focus on my own orgasm, when the evidence of his, was so "in my face." I raised my eyes to Madison's and she looked completely disinterested, like she was going through the motions. She had already had her orgasms, and she was just laying there as I struggled to reach mine. Her pussy was chilled now, the ice cube that Clarkson had instructed her to insert, having done a very effective job of making her vagina cold and uninviting.
"Do you want me to suck you off, Pete?" she asked. "Clarkson said you can have whatever you want tonight."
Once again, Madison had me teetering on the brink of madness, as I struggled between the joy of knowing that I was about to get some release, and the torture of knowing that it was at the behest of Clarkson, and his new-found generosity.



"Doggy-style," I said, through gritted teeth, wishing that I had the intestinal fortitude to decline her offer, and tell her to go fuck herself.
Truly sensual women have a lightness about the way that they move, and as Madison seductively positioned herself on all fours, there was nothing more in the world that I wanted at that exact moment. Once she was in my desired position, she shook her head from side to side, and then threw it back so that her blonde platinum locks cascaded down her back.
I was absolutely powerless to resist her, and I climbed up onto the bed on my knees behind her. She gave me a quick wiggle of her hips, a sign of her willingness to accommodate me, and I lined the tip of my cock up against the entrance of her vagina. I couldn't feel any heat emanating from it, as the ice cube continued to chill it, and this somewhat diminished the anticipation that I normally felt, right before easing into the usually warm, and tight environs.
Madison looked phenomenal in that mint-green ensemble, and even though I was the second man that day to enjoy her wearing it, I was still extremely excited as I started to fuck her in a slow, rhythmic cadence. Within moments I began to increase my pace, recognizing the signs of my imminent orgasm as it built within me. I was addicted to Madison, the way I imagined a crack-head forgoing everything else in exchange for drugs. Sex with her was all I could think about, and as soon as I was balls-deep inside her, nothing else mattered.
I was fucking her furiously now, with little regard for her needs, focusing solely on blowing my load deep inside her. She continued to wiggle her ass seductively, occasionally looking over her shoulder at me, her blue eyes twinkling as she saw my face contorted with pleasure. I had my hands resting on her hips, both for support, and to give me some control as I pounded into her. As I approached my orgasm I was admiring the back of her long platinum locks, and as my eyes drifted across the beautiful mint-green ribbon that was affixed to her hair, I noticed that it also had remnants of Clarkson's semen splattered across its silky surface.
I averted my eyes in disgust, and as I looked down at the bed, four crisp one hundred dollar bills assaulted my vision, Clarkson's reimbursement for the lingerie that my girl had worn to pleasure him earlier that day.
"Did he take long to come?" I whispered hoarsely, as I felt my nuts constrict.
"Who?" Madison answered, without any hint of sarcasm, as if she had serviced multiple men that day.
"Clarkson," I said with exasperation, "did Clarkson take long to come?"
My release was imminent now, and my desire to hear some of the lewd details of their coupling in order to improve my release, was significantly elevated.
"Which time?" Madison asked, torturing me, right as I got to the edge.
Predictably, that was all it took. One perfectly timed, exquisitely worded, suggestive remark from Madison, and I let out a low guttural moan, and unloaded my nuts deep inside her tight, wet pussy. Madison taunted me the entire time that I was ejaculating, and I ended up having a fantastically satisfying orgasm, after which I slumped forward onto her back. Madison let me rest on her until I had gathered my composure, after which we rolled over and she announced that she was going to take a shower before bed. Alighting from the bed, she grabbed the four crisp hundred dollar bills, and in a move reminiscent of her days as a stripper, stuck them down the front of her chemise, where they protruded from between her ample breasts.
That night, after Madison fell asleep, I googled Clarkson's Hazmat and Environmental Clean-up, trying to get an assessment of how he stacked up against me financially. Based on our mode of transportation, my Lamborghini clearly trumped his Porsche SUV. However, as I would learn repeatedly over the next few years, some older guys grew out of the display of material possessions game, preferring to use their wealth to work for them, or for philanthropic endeavors. Clarkson was the sole proprietor of his company, and they had a gross annual income in excess of three hundred million dollars per year.
After I went to bed I ruminated on the numbers, and the fact that he was so wealthy, yet felt no pressure or desire to showcase it, made me even more jealous of him.
As luck would have it the Green Bay Packers did make the playoffs that year. Madison followed through with her promise, and every Sunday during the playoff season, she dressed up in her three hundred and fifty dollar Trashy Lingerie Cheerleader Costume, and sucked me off at half-time. It was a fantastic time in our lives, and in addition to giving me something to look forward to all week, I felt very connected to Madison.
Incredibly, we actually got to the Super Bowl, and my best friend scored me fantastic tickets for the game in Miami. Madison was not happy when I told her that I was going out of town for a couple of days, but didn't overreact, which I was grateful for. We were playing the Patriots who were overwhelming favorites, and the team everyone loved to hate. A few days before the game, I noticed that Madison had increased her tanning regimen and was looking particularly brown, which really suited her lithe, taut frame, and made her platinum blonde hair look even lighter, almost white.
I complimented her hair color, and she responded with gratitude and informed me that she had just had it lightened again. I didn't think much more of it until the morning of my flight to Miami, when a mobile cosmetologist arrived at my condo, and proceeded to give Madison a full Brazilian wax treatment. An hour later a nail technician arrived to do her nails and when I went into her dressing area to put her running shoes away, I noticed that her Trashy Lingerie Cheerleader Uniform was hanging on the outside of her closet, in an opaque dry-cleaning bag.
I am a naturally jealous person, and Madison derives intense pleasure from stoking it, and while I didn't want to get into a fight just before I boarded my plane, her actions did invite some questions. Predictably, I couldn't contain my curiosity and I asked her about the Cheerleader costume.
"I have Super Bowl plans too," she said cheerfully, without much elaboration.
"What kind of plans, Madison," I said, trying unsuccessfully to suppress my jealousy.
"I have been invited to a party," she said smiling broadly, but still not offering me any illumination.
"What kind of fucking party, Madison?" I snapped, finally losing my cool.
I only had about thirty minutes before my Town Car was due to arrive to take me to the airport. I didn't have time for this bullshit.
"Well," I said expectantly, "What kind of party?"
"Steve Baldwin has invited me to his house to cheer on his team," she taunted, her blue eyes twinkling with delight at the reaction she was getting from me. "Go Patriots!"
As she stuck her hands in the air, in an exaggerated girlish cheer, I noticed that her freshly manicured nails were painted in the colors of the New England Patriots. In a split second everything fell into place, and I realized that the almost white hair, complete with color matched extensions, her Brazilian Wax treatment, and her bronzed skin were all for Baldwin's visual delight. Madison was a very skilled courtesan, and always made sure every single detail was perfect, so it was highly unlikely that she planned to cheer Steve's Patriots on, wearing the Blue and Gold Packers Cheerleader Uniform.
I could feel my jealousy rising uncontrollably as I walked briskly into her dressing room. Madison followed me in there, a smug look of satisfaction on her face as I ripped open the opaque dry cleaning bag.
"What the fuck, Madison?" I exclaimed as her New England Patriots Cheerleader Costume hung from the exterior of her closet. "How much did this cost me?"
"Steve paid for it," she said way too cheerfully for my liking. "Steve paid for everything."
"Including you?" I asked incredulously.
"Baby, you know I am not for sale," she cooed, as she stepped closer to me and tried to cool my rage with her seductive ways. "Although he is paying us thirty grand for our company."
"Us?" I responded angrily. "Us? Who the fuck is us?"
"Don't you have a flight to catch, baby?" Madison teased.
"Madison, please," I begged, "who else is going to be at Steve's Super Bowl party?"
As time ticked away before my car arrived, Madison released the details of her invite piece by piece, and by the time my car arrived, and was honking in my driveway, I was not at all comfortable with this arrangement.
Steve Baldwin was paying Madison and Olivia thirty grand to entertain him and twelve of his friends, at his annual Super Bowl party. I had one last look at my watch and knew it was decision time. For me and Madison.
"Madison, don't do it please," I begged her. "I don't trust that fucker."
In truth, there wasn't much to worry about as far as Steve was concerned. He already had history with Madison, after she had offered herself to him in the parking lot of our favorite bar, during one of our fights. I never asked her the specifics of her night with him, simply because she loved to tell me the sordid details in excruciating specificity, most of which I assume were embellished to stoke my jealousy. However, I do know that Madison and two teenagers spent the night with him, so I have to assume he already had intimate carnal knowledge of my girlfriend. My overriding concern were his friends, all twelve of them.
I knew from experience that people tend to surround themselves with like-minded people. I had drifted away from my High School friends by virtue of our disparate financial situations, preferring to associate with older, more established men, who had the leisure time and disposable income to do fun things. Surely, Steve Baldwin was in the same boat, his inner social circle comprised of wealthy Alpha Males. I shuddered to imagine the liberties that would be taken with Olivia and Madison, once these self-entitled pricks were liquored up.
I heard my car honking in the driveway, and for a brief moment contemplated missing my flight.
"Call me from the car," Madison suggested, clearly enjoying my turmoil.
It wasn't the way I wanted to spend my car ride to the airport, but after much give and take, primarily give on my part, and take on Madison's, we hashed out a compromise. Madison agreed to change the location of the Super Bowl party to my condominium, which eased some of my concerns. My exclusive condo complex had strict security in place, starting with a gate-guarded enclosure. As I headed towards the airport, I informed the guard house that Madison was having a party the following afternoon, and they agreed to require a copy of each guest's driver's license. This was done under the pretense of age-verification, as alcohol was to be served, but it also ensured that each participant's identity would be noted, upon entry. I figured that this alone would discourage anti-social or aggressive treatment of the two young women, but, in addition, security agreed to check in on the women every thirty minutes.
As an additional security measure and deterrent against unwilling advances against the girls, my condominium was equipped with a state of the art CCTV system. I hoped that the flashing red lights that were embedded in the eye of each camera, would keep each invited guest in check. I had disabled these lights in the cameras in my master bedroom and master bathroom several months ago, so that I could surreptitiously record any sexual encounters in the privacy of my suite. I left the bathroom one off, but at the last moment I activated the one in my bedroom. I figured that none of the guests would be presumptuous enough to violate the sanctity of my personal space, but in the event that they did, the flashing red light might deter them.
Surprisingly enough, Madison agreed to the conditions without a fight, and texted me right as I boarded my flight to Miami.
"Thanks for always protecting me and providing us with a safe environment for tomorrow's party," it began.
I was feeling quite magnanimous and was just about to respond, when she dropped a bombshell.
"Great news! Jody is joining us for the party! Now that we have relocated to a more controlled environment, the promise of ten grand for a few hours work was too much temptation for her to resist."
"Jody?" I asked, my curiosity having been piqued.
"Jody, one of my cute friends," she said evasively.
"Fantastic," I said, less than enthusiastically, my concern being that a new girl might be amenable to exchanging sexual favors for tips, thereby changing the dynamic of the gathering.
"Less work for you if split it three ways," I added, referring to the constant drink replenishment and cigar lighting that I envisioned would be the majority of their duties.
Even though Madison had taken the gig to get back at me for going to Miami instead of enjoying her oral delights during the Super Bowl, I knew it was going to be harmless fun. I wasn't ecstatic about the idea of Olivia being there, and the potential can of worms that she might open up. However, at least the party wouldn't get out of hand at my condo, with the additional security measures in place. Right as my plane was about to get cleared to taxi, it occurred to me who Jody was. It suddenly made sense why Madison was so evasive.
"Where do you know Jody from again?" I texted, realizing that it was too late for me to change my mind and disembark my flight.
"I told you baby," came the response, as she continued to prevaricate. "One of my cute friends."
"One of your cute friends that helped you drain Steve Baldwin's nuts the night you left with him in his LaFerrari?" I responded, unable to contain my jealousy. "The Jody that surrendered her anal-cherry to Baldwin? The one that squealed like a pig?"
As the flight attendants made the final announcement to turn off cell phones and other electronic devices, I tossed my iPhone into my travel bag, and tried to think of something else.
Try as I might, within the luxurious confines of my first-class cabin, and despite the flirtatious behavior from the young, all-female cabin crew, I could think of nothing else but that fucking Super Bowl party. Madison had engineered another evening with Steve Baldwin, although this time he had the run of my place, the services of Olivia the escort, assisted by two women he had already been intimate with, and twelve of his buddies to egg him on. How could this possibly go wrong?
The Super Bowl ended up being very exciting, although predictably the Patriots won quite easily. I texted Madison several times during the game but she responded sporadically and finally sent me a text, asking me to stop bothering her.
"I am working baby," she texted, after my first few attempts to reach her. "Earning my ten grand!"
I didn't think much more about Madison, until I was on the return flight from Miami. I called her from the car but she didn't respond, and that caused me to worry about her all the way home. I needn't have concerned myself, because when I finally let myself in my front door, Madison was fast asleep on the sofa in my living room. Olivia and Jody had apparently left already, and other than a few bags of trash outside my front door, there wasn't much evidence that a party had occurred.
At least until I stepped foot inside my master bedroom. I wouldn't characterize the place as trashed, but it was if some teenagers had decided to party in my room, and then made a half-hearted attempt to clean it up. There was an ashtray on the end table by
the side of my bed, with a half-smoked cigar in it, that I knew didn't belong to any of the girls. Apparently, one of the male guests had taken the liberty of relaxing in my King Size bed and enjoying a leisurely smoke. I could feel my rage start to surface at the cheek of it, but at this juncture I had no one to point the finger at.
My bed was disheveled, and had been used at some point during my two-day absence. I did consider that perhaps Madison and one, or both of the other girls had slept in it, but Madison knew that I was a clean-freak, and would have undoubtedly made the bed in the morning. It was when I entered my bathroom, that I realized that somebody was fucking with me, presumably one of the guys from the Super Bowl party, taking advantage of the fact that I wasn't home.
There was a pair of men's briefs hanging over the frameless glass wall of my shower enclosure, and, to my disgust, a used condom discarded on the floor. I picked it up using a paper towel, and when I discarded it in my bathroom trash can, I noticed at least two additional prophylactics were in the trash. They had also been ejaculated into, and one of them bore traces of bright red lipgloss. My toilet seat was up, and somebody with very poor aim had evidently attempted to urinate into it.
I had seen enough, and went to wake Madison up. Before she had even opened her eyes and gathered her composure, I was on her.
"What the hell happened at the party, Madison?" I said angrily. "And who the fuck was in my bed?"
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I couldn't tell if Madison was genuinely out of it, or if she was fucking with me, but as she continued being evasive, completely avoiding direct answers to my incessant questions, I decided to take a different approach. The half-smoked cigar in the ashtray in my bedroom, and the men's briefs over my shower were not particularly incriminating, in and of themselves. Even the used rubbers only proved that somebody got their rocks off, although with Olivia and Jody both actively working as escorts, it made sense that it was with one of them.
It was little disrespectful, yes, but if someone had fucked Olivia, or enjoyed a blowjob from Jody, before taking a shower and then relaxing with a cigar, it wasn't the end of the world. If I was honest with myself, it was exactly what I would have done had I been left alone in Clarkson's or Baldwin's house, with a hot chick. Those guys were masters at the art of mind games, and so I decided to ignore the not too subtle clues.
That didn't last long, my jealous streak surfacing to torture me, as I kept imagining Baldwin and Clarkson team-tagging my girl in the shower, before one of them relaxed in my bed with a cigar, as Madison sucked him to a second orgasm. Eventually, my curiosity overwhelmed me, and I decided to check out the security tapes from my CCTV system.
Even though I had plenty of time on my hands, I wasn't planning to watch the security footage in its entirety. My condominium had several high-definition 4K cameras situated throughout, ensuring that there were no blind-spots anywhere within my extensive living space. My plan was to fast forward through the tapes, stopping only if I saw something titillating.
Madison was a very manipulative woman, and the thought of her freshening up drinks for the wealthy guys, dressed in a Patriots Cheerleader Uniform, as they shuffled uneasily in their seats, trying to control their erections, was amusing to me. Knowing her, she would get the guys horny, and then offer the two young working girls as an outlet for their release, all the while splitting the tips three ways, as they had agreed.
My first insight into the party was from my front door camera, which had captured the guests coming up my driveway. While I couldn't clearly identify all of the attendees, they arrived within a few minutes of each other, and I recognized a couple of the cars. As I watched Baldwin's LaFerrari pull into my entryway, it seemed like the dick-swinging contest had already started. That prick owned at least a dozen cars, and he had to show up at my place in the car that Madison sucked him off in.
There were a couple of McLaren exotics, Clarkson's bright red Porsche, and another Lamborghini Aventador. As impressive as it was in White, it looked muted compared to my eye-ball searing Arrancio Argos, bright Orange car. Two unidentifiable men arrived in a limousine, and the driver waited in the car as they entered my place. Shortly after that I switched to the interior cameras.
Once all of the guys were seated, Madison, Olivia and Jody emerged into the open living area. To my surprise, all three of them were identically dressed in Trashy Lingerie Cheerleader Uniforms, although while Madison was wearing her brand new Patriots colors, Olivia and Jody had been dolled-up in the Green and Gold of the Green Bay Packers.
Even though Madison totally rocked my world, and I couldn't imagine having a more fulfilling sex-life, I was an eighteen year old boy, and as such, I craved variety. As I admired Jody from afar, I began to imagine getting balls-deep in her tight, teenage pussy. She truly was a stunning young girl, and I found myself comparing her to my girlfriend. Other than the difference in the colors of their respective teams, they appeared to be dressed identically. They looked absolutely phenomenal, every man's dream of how a Super Bowl server should appear.
There was one other difference between Madison's new Patriots' uniform and her old Green Bay outfit, the deletion of the number 69, that had been embroidered in several places in honor of my favorite player, David Bakhtiari. Inexplicably this had been replaced by the number 68, which was of no special significance to me. I still had the program for the game in my possession, and a cursory glance at the roster confirmed that the Patriots didn't have a number 68 on their squad. Jody and Olivia also wore the same number, and Baldwin was the first to remark on it.
"Gentlemen, you may notice the inclusion of the number 68, neatly embroidered on several places of the Cheerleader Uniforms," he began. "Madison's boyfriend initially used the number 69, which was both an homage to his favorite Packers' player, and a lazy double-entendre, which he no doubt felt made him seem more worldly," he added, to a smattering of laughs.
"What is the meaning of 68, you may ask yourself?" he continued. "It is also a play on words, albeit a more sophisticated one. Just as the number 69 depicts simultaneous oral-sex, 68 is a more accurate description of what is on our menu for today. Jody?" he said quietly, leaving the literal translation up to the youngest member of Team Baldwin.
The angelic blonde stepped forward, and with her practiced innocence completed the explanation.
"68," Jody said demurely. "I'll blow you, and you can owe me one."
"Perfect explanation Jody," Baldwin said condescendingly. "Good girl."
Jody was beaming as she went and stood next to Baldwin, and he rested his hand on her ass, and gave it a playful squeeze.
Other than the host, I really had no clue who the male attendees would be at this party. Based on what Madison had told me, there were going to be twelve or thirteen guys that I knew, in some capacity or another. The Newport Beach millionaires are a fairly tight group, particularly the ones with enough time on their hands to be hanging out with hookers on Super Bowl Sunday. A lot of the successful guys in town were happily married, but these guys were perennial bachelors, or married guys that hadn't allowed the sanctity of marriage to prevent them from continuing to be cock-hounds.
As I scanned the room of salivating men, I did recognize a few of their faces, guys that I had met at exotic car shows and at charity functions. Steve Baldwin continued to be front and center, holding court like he owned my fucking place, which was annoying because the last time I saw him, he had commandeered my girlfriend for the night. Right by his side was Clarkson, co-conspirator of this event, which pissed me off.
Evidently not content with a monthly cock-worship session from my girlfriend, he had decided to join the party, presumably to see what else was on offer. Knowing that he was worth tens of millions of dollars made me a lot more jealous of him, and I made a mental note to fast-forward through the parts of the video that he was involved in.
There were a couple of men that I recognized as being very generous patrons of the Orange County Performing Arts Center, their portraits prominently displayed at the venue and all over the website, for their philanthropy. I knew one was recently divorced, and I suspected he might be pushing for extras from the three Cheerleaders.
My next major surprise was seeing the Doctor that had administered my STI tests there. I hadn't seen his late-model Toyota Camry enter my driveway, so maybe he rode with one of the other guys. Any questions that I had about his unlikely inclusion in this exclusive group evaporated once Madison introduced him.
"I hope you enjoyed the limo, Doctor," she said cheerfully, as he shook hands with the guys.
"It was fantastic, Madison, thank you," he gushed appreciatively. "What a way to arrive."
Once I had established that he was there at Madison's request, and had arrived in a limousine that I had apparently paid for, things made even less sense.
He was obviously there in some official capacity, because he was wearing his scrubs. However, as he circulated and made small talk with some of the guys, it was evident that he had an erection. I am not sure what kind of payment plan that he had negotiated for his services, but he was clearly excited at the prospect of what was in store for him. At some point I realized that he had his medical bag with him, and as he kept leaving the communal area accompanied by a single male guest, it occurred to me that he was conducting live STI testing.
I switched cameras immediately upon this revelation, and as I zoned in on my third bedroom, I watched him administer a full battery of STI tests, to an older man that I didn't know. The results were almost immediate, and the Doctor gave the guy an enthusiastic thumbs-up.
"You are good to go, buddy," he said cheerfully, as he stamped the guy's forearm with indelible ink. "You can get balls-deep in whichever available orifice you desire."
I wasn't sure if I had heard that last remark correctly, so I rewound the tape for twenty seconds, and began to question what the expectations were, once I realized that it was exactly what the Doctor had said. I watched two more older guys enter the bedroom, undergo the brief testing procedure, and get the green light.
When I switched back to the footage from the open-plan living area, I was surprised to see that George, the bartender from the patio bar, was there. I guess it made sense for Madison to hire him to dispense drinks, as he was a known and trusted entity, and I didn't have any concerns about having him in my house. My ambivalence about his presence soon dissipated, as the Doctor returned to the main living area, and invited him to get his STI testing done.
George certainly didn't fit the demographic of the rest of the guys at the party, as he was a minimum wage barkeep, hustling for tips. However, as he emerged from the testing room with a big smile on his face, and a visible ink mark on his forearm, I realized that he wasn't there for his ability to make cocktails. It occurred to me that Madison had invited him there, in order to make good on her promise to hook him up, after he fabricated the story about her and the two Asian guys in the limousine.
I didn't understand the need for privacy with regard to the STI testing, particularly as there was some healthy banter going on between the guys. As Madison, Olivia and Jody worked the room taking drink orders and lighting cigars, I came to the realization that the three of them were blissfully unaware that the guys were being tested. This was my first clue that the guys and girls had disparate expectations for the evening, the girls expecting a little frivolity and the opportunity to earn some tips, while the guys were planning on enjoying as many of the nine available orifices as possible.
Even though it was Steve Baldwin's party, in this room full of Alphas, it was anyone's guess as to who would be the first to assert themselves, and attempt something out of line. I had to trust Madison to keep the men in check, although with ten grand each for the girls on the table, I figured that they would cut the guys some slack.
It was a very light-hearted start to the festivities, as the guys enjoyed the pre-game show. Someone suggested a football pool, and everyone wanted to play. I had heard about these before, although I had never participated in one, as they were normally an inter-office affair, and I had never worked a day in my life. Using a board with one hundred squares, each participant purchases one or more of them until they are all spoken for. Typically, one or two dollars per square, the winner is determined by the score at the end of each quarter. Of course, with a room full of wealthy Alphas looking to impress the girls, the betting didn't stay at two dollars per square for long.
In fact, as they sought to one-up each other, the stakes reached five hundred dollars per square, before Madison suggested that there was enough money at stake for it to mean something. All of the squares were quickly snapped up, and even George joined the game, although being in a different league financially than the rest of the guys, he reluctantly parted with five hundred dollars, buying just one square, which put his odds of winning at just one percent.
With fifty thousand dollars available between the four lucky winners, the guys had made their point, and it was the girls who appeared to be salivating, at the ease with which the guys parted with their cash. I watched on fast forward as the girls freshened drinks, flirted incessantly, and generally made themselves available to cater to the wishes of the older men. As the alcohol flowed freely, lowering the inhibitions of the assembled crew, I was aware that they were a bit more touch-feely with the Cheerleaders. Continuing their flirtatious behavior, Jody sat sideways on Baldwin's lap, their prior sexual history removing any awkwardness between them.
Despite their forty year age difference, they were being very amorous, and he kept whispering in her ear, no doubt encouraging her to give him a little extra play. Recognizing that he was one of the Alphas of the group, and having already witnessed his capacity for financial assistance, Jody played along with him, and her hand kept disappearing into his lap, where I assume she was teasing him through his linen pants. He had one hand on her knee, and she offered him no resistance as he moved it slowly up her toned leg, until it disappeared under the hem of her Cheerleader skirt.
She let out an audible gasp at one point, followed by an embarrassed giggle, but still made no attempt to slow his roll. In fact, she parted her thighs slightly to accommodate him, and her eyes widened moments later in response to whatever the hell he was doing. His hand was hidden beneath her pleated skirt, but judging by the look on her face, he was pleasuring her with his fingers. Not in the way that young, inexperienced college guys clumsily finger-bang chicks either, but rather a sustained stimulation of her clitoris that was having the desired effect on her.
She dropped her head to his shoulder, and let out another gasp of pleasure as he continued to toy with her. No-one was paying much attention to Baldwin as he felt Jody up, but as I watched the security footage, I felt like he had her on the road to orgasm. Then, inexplicably, he withdrew his hand from under her skirt, as she lifted her head from his shoulder, and gave him a disappointed pout. He raised his middle finger to her youthful face, and smeared her vaginal secretions across the tip of her cute upturned nose.
As I processed the fact that he had been knuckle-deep inside this goddess, she parted her lips slightly, and took his moist finger into her mouth. It was extremely arousing to watch her suck her own juices from his fingertip, and as she closed her lips around it, he wrapped his other arm possessively around her, as if he was staking his claim.
Even with the most casual observation of the scene, one would have quickly established that with three young girls and thirteen men, there would be no staking claim this evening. A certain amount of sharing was inevitable, particularly because Madison was solely there to stoke libidos and facilitate the sex-acts, rather than to actually participate herself. Right before kickoff, Jody scooted off of Baldwin's lap, and after a final refresh of the drinks, the three seductively attired Cheerleaders knelt in the middle of the floor awaiting further instructions. The change in their attitude was palpable, almost as if they were conveying a unified message that the complimentary flirting was over, and any future contact would need to be paid for.
I fast forwarded the security footage through the first quarter as the action in the room didn't warrant a second look. The Cheerleaders remained on their knees, arising periodically on request to fetch ice, or replenish snacks. Given the choice I would have taken Madison, as our chemistry is off the charts and she embodies everything that I find sexy in a woman. However, Jody was an incredibly beautiful young girl, a lithe blue-eyed blonde with an undeniable sex appeal, and as I watched the way she moved, I began to fantasize about her sucking my cock.
She was one of those rare women that had the natural foundation to be an absolute goddess. In fact, if one of these millionaires had taken her on as a project, and was willing to invest the money into her surgical improvement, she could have been a Newport Beach ten. She had a great attitude too, being an out of state runaway, with diminished expectations and a willingness to please a man, in exchange for a roof over her head.
Years later, after I dumped Madison, Jody was exactly the kind of girl I gravitated to. Blonde, young, recently arrived in Southern California, with no family, friends or safety net, often fleeing an abusive partner or toxic family situation, and just looking for a soft place to land. I offered that in spades, my ever-improving financial situation affording me the opportunity to spoil young women, in exchange for unlimited access to all three of their holes.
Even though I always stayed right on the water in Newport Beach, as my monthly trust-fund disbursements increased, I upgraded my living arrangements numerous times, until by the time I was in my late twenties, I had a fifteen thousand square foot mansion sitting on the sand. I often had two or three eighteen year old runaways crashing there, and found that allowing multiple girls in my house simultaneously, reduced the demands on me for my time, as they tended to amuse themselves as a group. However, after the sun set over the Pacific Ocean, and bedtime loomed, healthy competition ensued, and I would find myself getting promised all kinds of delights in exchange for sharing my bed with one of them.
I was in my late twenties, a multi-millionaire, my self-confidence having grown from years of positive affirmations from young women. I had my premature ejaculation under control and considered myself a capable lover. For this reason, even though I listened to their impassioned pleas with open ears, most nights I simply invited all of them to join me in my massive custom-made bed. I was still an aficionado of rim-jobs, and having three young women in my bed afforded me numerous options to bust a nut, while having a young girl's tongue buried in my asshole.
Olivia remained a close friend of mine for much of my twenties, although we stopped having a sexual relationship by the time I was twenty-five. I still took care of her financially, her relatively simple needs costing me less than four thousand dollars per month. For my fifty grand a year investment, I got access to her wealth of experience dealing with the endless stream of teenage runaways that flooded into Southern California in search of fame and fortune. The Golden State has done a fantastic job of marketing itself as the land of opportunity, and this endless self-promotion induces thousands of young women each year to relocate to this sun-kissed paradise, often arriving with little more than the clothes on their back.
Olivia knew the places that they gravitated to, and as a twenty-something goth chick would quickly gain their confidence. Of course, I was competing against numerous charities that actually gave a fuck about their welfare, but these places required the young women to abstain from drugs and alcohol, in order to be admitted. By contrast, I only required the women to be cute, and as the predominant lure of Southern California was show-business, which attracted models and aspiring actresses, there was no shortage of beautiful women knocking on my door.
I let them in unconditionally too, offering them a welcome package that included a toothbrush, some female sanitary products, and some ridiculously expensive LaPerla silk pajamas. After a good night's sleep, which for the majority of them was the first in months, I joined them for breakfast, where I would make it abundantly clear to them that I wanted absolutely nothing in return for my largesse. That they were welcome to stay with me until they got back on their feet. That I wanted nothing more than their well-being.



On more than one occasion, by the second or third night, I awoke to a soft tapping on my bedroom door. Acting concerned for their welfare, I would offer to have one of the other female occupants of my house attend to whatever was causing them distress. My altruism was often rewarded by the young woman, who in an attempt to demonstrate her appreciation for my generosity, would suggest that waking up the rest of the household was not the most prudent idea. That perhaps I could alleviate the symptoms of her angst, by allowing her to share my bed.
The young women knew what the deal was, and after a few days in the opulence of my ocean-front mansion, with no concerns about having enough to eat or a comfortable place to sleep, they were more than willing to offer me sexual favors in exchange. As my sexual partners increased, one on one encounters became too vanilla for me, and I struggled to finish without the added excitement of a second, or even third girl. The exception to this was rim-jobs, particularly if the girl was young and wholesome looking.
Some of the teenage runaways, especially from the smaller Mid-Western towns, were incredibly innocent looking, something that I had suspected for years as I followed the "Girls next door" series in Playboy magazine. Some of these angelic-looking eighteen and nineteen year olds, as yet unmolested by the plastic surgery industry, and without the skin damage common in Southern California, were absolute angels. Truly natural depictions of inherent beauty. They had often never been exposed to material wealth, and would enter my mansion in open-mouthed awe, too excited to suppress their amazement, and too naive to know that it made them look unworldly.
Samantha was the first of these innocent beauties to fall into my sphere of influence, and I had fond memories of her kneeling behind me with her tongue in my ass, a huge smile plastered across her face, as she tried to earn the thousand dollars I had offered if she looked like she was having fun.
Jody was the next in a long line of innocent looking girls that crossed the threshold of my home, and even though it was Baldwin and his rich buddies that were enjoying her coquettish charms, I developed quite an erection as I took in the sight of her kneeling in her Cheerleader Uniform, next to Madison and Olivia.
As the end of the first quarter drew to a close, the Patriots had already developed a good lead, and one of the Orange County Performing Arts Center benefactors won the first pool. Twelve thousand five hundred dollars is a significant amount to win on a football bet, but this guy seemed completely unfazed. To my surprise, after he was handed the cash, he fanned the hundred dollar bills, and looking directly at the three young girls as they knelt in the middle of the room, he made a proclamation that changed the course of the evening,
"Which one of you wants to make a shit load of cash for a few minutes work?" he said with a confident smirk, the clear inference being that he was comfortable with the prospect of paying to bust a nut.
Even though the young women had so far presented a united front, kneeling as they were in the center of the room, waiting for their next instructions, the prospect of twelve grand was too much for the two younger girls, and both Olivia and Jody rose from their knees and moved seductively towards the older man. He checked them both out as if trying to decide which one to enjoy, his cock visible in his pants as it stiffened at the thought of getting his rocks off.
"They are happy to share the money," Madison offered cheerfully, as the girls nodded their agreeable affirmations. "We haven't had any requests for refunds," she added playfully, the inference being that he would be more than satisfied with the two of them.
"That works for me, Madison," the benefactor to the Arts responded with a broad smile.
I don't even know what the going rate is for a blow-job from two beautiful, barely-legal girls. Olivia charged me seven hundred the first time we fucked, but she allowed me a considerable amount of latitude in the liberties that I took with her. Jody, at eighteen years of age and with much less mileage on her tight little body, could have conceivably charged more. Even so, that put the price of admission at two grand, tops. Which is why it was such a bold move, and an affront to all the assembled millionaires in the room, when Madison stepped forward and took the entire stack of cash from the hands of the Arts patron.
As the guys looked on in astonishment, Madison relieved the guy of twelve thousand five hundred in cash, and to my amazement he didn't even put up a fight. In fact, in a move that lightened the mood in the room, and set the tone for the rest of the night, he smiled at Madison, shrugged his shoulders and gave her an enthusiastic thumbs-up.
"Easy come, easy go!" he said, presumably referring to the fact that he had won the cash in the football pool.
Madison placed the cash in a large glass jar that sat on the table in the center of the room, and then returned to the visibly excited man.
"What's your name handsome?" she whispered softly, as she moved into his personal space.
"Bob," he stammered, as he realized that the girls were going to take care of him in front of all the other guys. "Bob Matthews."
"Well, Bob Matthews," Madison said gently, "Olivia and Jody love to take care of generous men. How would you like to come?"
"I like blowjobs," he said innocently, before inexplicably adding, "it's been a while though. My wife doesn't like them so much."
"Well, Bob Matthews," Madison cooed, her lips pressed against his ear as she stroked his stiffening cock through his pants. "It's your lucky day. Olivia and Jody love blowjobs, and your recent negative STI test qualifies you for a loving, bareback, two girl suck-fest."
As Madison sucked and nibbled Bob Matthews' earlobe, she motioned for the two young girls to approach him. They moved into his personal space, smiling agreeably and vocalizing their appreciation of his generosity.
"Hi Bob," Jody said with her practiced innocence, "I am so happy to meet you."
"Me too," Olivia said excitedly, "I was hoping you would be first."
I had to hand it to the three of them, they were making Bob feel like the most important guy on the planet, and as they continued to flatter him, I felt myself wanting to trade places with that lucky bastard. Bear in mind that I wasn't even there, I was watching the security footage several hours later, by myself, on my large tv. God only knows how much sexier it must have been to witness it in person, their identical perfume permeating the sexually charged air, Bob's breathing becoming noticeably more pronounced as they teased him, the collective sexual energy as the cocks of the twelve observers involuntarily stiffened.
Jody and Olivia stood before Bob in their identical Green Bay Packers Cheerleader Uniforms, and allowed him to take them in as they smiled agreeably at him.
"Are you ready to get sucked off, Bob?" Madison whispered, her voice barely audible on the tape. "Tell them to kneel."
"Kneel," Bob said shakily, the anticipation clearly getting the best of him and affecting his composure.
The two young girls lowered themselves slowly to their knees in perfect unison, and each extended one flawlessly manicured hand to his zipper, the Green and Gold of their nails contrasting with Madison's nails, which painted in the Patriots colors, were fumbling with the top button of his pants.
As the realization that they were going to suck him off in front of his buddies dawned on the room, you could have cut the sexual tension with a knife. It was a masterful decision on Madison's behalf, to have the blowjob occur in the same room as the football game. You would have expected Olivia and Jody to have escorted him to the bedroom, thus giving him some semblance of privacy. However, in all likelihood, once Bob Matthews had left the room, the remaining men would have returned to viewing the commercials, that on Super Bowl Sunday are wildly entertaining in themselves.
However, by conducting the blowjob right under their noses, Madison successfully engaged the remaining men, keeping them focused on the fact that they too could experience a little bit of nirvana this afternoon.
Once Bob's pants and underwear were around his ankles, Jody looked up admiringly at him, and maintaining eye-contact with him, lowered her teenage lips onto his cock. Olivia began to nibble his scrotum, and as Bob squirmed in ecstasy, it occurred to me that the visual had to be good for future business.
It had, indeed, "been a while" for Bob Matthews and in a scene reminiscent of my first few sexual experiences with Madison, he approached his orgasm with remarkable rapidity. The first clue was his heavy breathing, and then I noticed his legs start to shake, and I knew his release was imminent. Jody continued to bob up and down on his cock, in a steady rhythm, and Olivia disappeared under his nut-sack, presumably to lick his taint.
Bob let out a little whimper, and Madison resumed her verbal teasing, which he seemed to respond favorably to.
"Listen to your body," she whispered. "If you are ready to blow your load, don't fight it. As soon as you get hard again, we will take care of you. Your generous donation entitles you to as many orgasms as you can muster."
You could see the smiles on the faces of the assembled Alphas, as they processed Madison's assurance that any acts of generosity on their behalf would be amply rewarded. As I watched on in awe of Madison's ability to manipulate a roomful of powerful, wealthy men, Bob Matthews cried out in pure delight as he ejaculated into Jody's teenage mouth.
I am not sure how much extra-curricular activity Bob Matthews had enjoyed in his life, but if he had ever paid for a blowjob before, I was certain that it hadn't ended the way that this one eventually did. After he came, Bob backed up and reached down for his pants, resting as they were around his ankles.
"Take your time, handsome," Madison whispered, as she continued to suck his earlobe. "The girls will clean you up. Just relax."
As Bob released his grip on his clothes, and they fell back to the floor, Olivia emerged from under his nut-sack, and in conjunction with Jody, began to clean him up with their tongues. As much as Bob had clearly enjoyed his two-girl blowjob, he was really loving the tender ministrations of the two young women, as they licked all traces of his ejaculate from his softening cock, using tender motions of their soft, eager tongues. They appeared to be in no hurry, switching to wet-wipes after they had teased him for several more moments.
It was Madison who deemed him sufficiently clean after a cursory inspection, and at this point Jody and Olivia pulled Bob's underwear up over his cock, giving him a quick nibble through his briefs. Once his pants were around his waist, the two of them zipped him up, and fastened his top button. It was a fantastically attentive service, eclipsing anything I had ever seen, either in person, or in pornography. Bob looked completely and utterly satisfied, shocked almost at the tenderness that they had shown him, a total girlfriend experience combined with the fantastic visual of two young women working selflessly in tandem for his pleasure.
"Let me know when you are ready to go again, Bob," Madison whispered gently in his ear, which now bore the marks of her lipgloss all over the lobe.
I had a hard-on just watching her in action, which is pretty incredible considering that I got to fuck her numerous times a week. As the three women left the room holding hands to freshen up, Bob flopped into an oversized recliner, the experience having wiped him out completely. I switched cameras at that point, in order to watch the girls enter my master bedroom, to try and gauge their reaction to the blowjob they had just given Bob.
"Nice work girls," Madison opined, as Jody spat Bob's load into my sink. "Twelve grand in the pot already."
As the girls high-fived and congratulated each other on their windfall, I had to admire Madison's artful manipulation. It was a given that she was a master at influencing men, but it was amazing that she was able to extend this skill to coerce women too. Madison had just earned a touch over four grand without getting her hands dirty, so to speak. It was awe-inspiring, and I was very proud of my girlfriend as she corralled the young girls, and the three of them reentered the living area.
Mathews was still ensconced in my large recliner, probably reflecting on his world-class blowjob. He didn't seem to give a fuck about the twelve grand, an indication perhaps of his wealth, or at least his disposable income. As the game entered the second quarter, the girls knelt together in the middle of the room, having first ensured that everybody had a fresh cocktail. I googled Bob Matthews as I fast forwarded through the second quarter, learning that he was a retired business owner, and a Legacy Member of the Orange County Performing Arts Center, a distinction reserved for individuals who had donated more than two hundred and fifty thousand dollars to the organization. No wonder the twelve grand meant nothing to him.
As the second quarter came to a close, the young women asked the guys if they needed any drinks or snacks, and then announced the winner of the second quarter football pool. As luck would have it, George won, and as the other guys congratulated him on his unlikely stroke of luck, I could see the look of resignation on his face, as he weighed up the prospect of getting some action from the girls, against keeping, what for him was a much needed twelve thousand five hundred dollars. As he struggled with his decision, the girls left the room quietly.
"Enjoy the half-time show," Madison said cheerfully, as she exited the room behind the others.
As the guys settled in to watch Beyoncé perform, Madison was engineering a half-time show of her own, and as the first song came to its conclusion, she asked Baldwin to mute the television.
"Gentlemen, I present to you, for your visual delight, my bitches," Madison announced with a certain amount of theatrical flair, as she strode into the room with two long, black leather leashes trailing behind her.
I am assuming that Madison selected extra-long dog leashes for the additional anticipation that they provided, as it was several seconds before her bitches emerged from my hallway. Stripped from their matching Cheerleader Uniforms, and now dressed in skin-tight latex catsuits, they trotted along behind Madison, in the playful gait of a pair of puppies. They each had a black tail wedged into their assholes, presumably attached to a butt-plug. The way the tail entered their butts through a small hole in the rear of the catsuit, made it apparent that anal sex was on the menu.
I recognized Olivia's black collar from the night that I dominated her, and a smile crept onto my face as I recalled her scampering around my home chasing wadded up fifty dollar bills. Madison swept into the room, brought her bitches to heel with a single sharply issued command, and then led them on a couple of laps of my living area to demonstrate their complete submission to her. As the guys cheered her on, she made them sit, beg and roll over, Jody all the while smiling, as if she was having the time of her young life. Olivia for her part, remained cheerful, although when I paused the footage and zoomed in on her face, I could see the resentment in her eyes.
I knew the dynamic between Madison and Olivia well enough to recognize that the resentful look was not aimed at the men, but rather at Madison, the two of them having had quite a checkered history. I knew that one day it would culminate in an ugly confrontation, but for the time being, Olivia remained on all fours as Madison paraded her around the room on a leash, like she was trying to win a "Best in Show" prize.
Finally, as the laughter and merriment reached a deafening crescendo, Madison led her bitches into the center of my living area, and with a forceful tone, commanded them to "Sit." It was an awe-inspiring sight, to see my girlfriend stood there owning the room, a dozen or so men applauding her ability to control the bitches, while Olivia and Jody knelt silently on their haunches, either side of their mistress.
Madison even gave them a treat. Reaching into a small plastic bag, she retrieved several M&Ms, and after placing them in the middle of her outstretched hand, she allowed her puppies to lower their faces into her palm, and eat their treats. This elicited a second round of applause from the men, and another noticeable flash of resentment from Olivia, at the unnecessarily disrespectful treatment.
Madison handed the leashes to George, announcing his ownership of them to the entire room.
"Your prize, my friend. Enjoy!"
George wrapped the leashes around his fist, and in act of bravado for the other guys, gave them a sharp tug as he moved slowly around the living area, his bitches in tow, on all fours. As I watched the security footage, I could see a certain amount of trepidation, regret even, on his face. This was where the rubber met the road for him, one of the more difficult decisions he would have to make in his life, as he weighed up the prospect of butt-fucking the two young beauties, against keeping the twelve thousand five hundred dollars, which more than any of the guys in the room, he needed the most.
Madison decided to let him off the hook, and followed him to the center of the room. Leaning into him, she whispered softly, in a voice that was barely audible on the security tapes.
"Take your bitches into the master bedroom, George, I will be right behind you."
There was a resounding applause as George led his two newly-acquired puppies from the room, and I switched security tapes to my bedroom, as Madison followed in behind him. The four of them assembled by the side of my bed, and Madison patted the King Size mattress, which was the cue for the two leashed girls to hop up on it. She swiftly removed their tails, and as they wiggled their asses invitingly, George looked on in awe, licking his lips.
"Really?" he said, his voice quivering in excitement. "Both for me?"
"Two tight, Grade A, American asses, ripe for the taking," Madison assured him, as the puppies continued to wiggle seductively.
"As desperately as I want to do this," George said dejectedly, "I need the money more. I hope you guys can understand."
Of course, they understood. All four of them were hard working people just trying to make a living. Even though Bob Matthews could drop twelve grand on a blowjob without thinking about it, that represented three months pay for George, and he had bills to pay.
"We understand, George," Jody said sweetly. "We are all in the same boat, financially," she added, climbing off the bed and giving him a hug before looking directly into his eyes as if she was contemplating offering him a freebie.
"Well," Madison said quietly, "the other guys don't need to know what happened behind closed doors."
"Thanks for offering to save face for me," he said shyly. "The other guys will have a million questions for me."
"And we will have the answers for them, won't we girls," Madison added gently.
George excused himself to take a quick shower, and as soon as he left the room, the vibe changed.
"Well that show of dominance was a little excessive, don't you think, Madison?" Olivia said tersely, presumably referring to the way Madison had run them through a battery of obedience tricks.
"I just wanted all of the guys to see you as the bitch you are, Olivia," Madison responded coldly. "Before any more money exchanges hands."



"You know Madison," Olivia responded, giving as good as she got, "the last time I exchanged money for sex, was when I purchased Samantha's eighteen year old pussy for Pete to bust a nut into."
I recoiled when I heard that brutally honest revelation. Although there was no way I could take it back, I knew immediately that it was going to cost me.
Madison tried to maintain her composure, but she had two questions and she couldn't contain her curiosity.
"That bitch was only eighteen?" she blurted out, followed immediately by, "You bought that slut for Pete?"
Olivia was enjoying having the upper hand for once, and couldn't resist twisting the knife.
"I procured the beautiful young girl, dressed her up in a nice suit complete with a garter belt and stockings, spritzed her with your favorite perfume, and left her bent over the counter for Pete to discover," she added, slightly embellishing the truth, but accurately encapsulating the main elements of my brief encounter with the young runaway.
"You fucking bitch, Olivia," Madison spat at her.
"Pete said he imagined that was how you looked when you were younger," Olivia added, completely fabricating my remarks.
"You're a dirty skank, Olivia," Madison said venomously, lost for a better comeback.
"That little princess even ate his asshole in the shower once we got home," Olivia said with a huge smile on her face. "Pete was whimpering like a little girl when he finally came. He kept looking at Samantha and telling her how beautiful she was, but I know he was imagining you as a younger woman, Madison."
I really liked Olivia, and while I recognized that Madison had been unjustly cruel to her in the past, this outburst was going to get me in hot water. I could see the fire in Madison's eyes as Olivia continued to taunt her. However, it appeared to be a desire for revenge rather than any malice towards the bearer of bad news, and I knew that I was going to pay for my indiscretions with Samantha.
I thought their confrontation might get physical, but as the shower turned off, a remarkable thing happened between them. Recognizing that there was still twenty five thousand dollars to be won in the football pool, the two women extended the olive branch to each other, the prospect of relieving the lucky winners of the cash, evidently more important than their grudge.
"This can wait," Madison offered, as Olivia nodded in agreement.
Moments later, George emerged from the shower, with just a towel around his waist. I had only seen him in shorts and a polo-shirt before, so I knew he was athletic, but I had no clue how well-defined he was. The girls seemed pleasantly surprised too, as the twelve millionaires waiting behind the other side of my bedroom door, were anything but athletic.
"Why don't you two get changed back into your Cheerleader Uniforms?" Madison said sweetly, any evidence of her ill-will towards Olivia having evaporated.
As Olivia and Jody entered my bathroom to freshen-up and get changed, Madison invited George to lie down on the bed. He seemed confused at first, reiterating that he couldn't justify parting with his winnings, no matter what sexual delights were on offer.
"Don't worry about the money, George," Madison assured him. "I am going to give you a little release, to take the edge off. It is going to be a long evening, and I don't want you to be walking around with a perpetual hard-on, and have to watch all these rich pricks bust a nut."
As George laid down on the bed, Madison positioned a couple of pillows under his head, and after ensuring that he was comfortable, she beckoned Jody and Olivia back into the room. Under Madison's watchful eye and strict tutelage, the three Cheerleaders slowly divested the young bartender of his towel, and once he was naked they caressed him tenderly, using just their hands.
Under those circumstances, if I wasn't a trust-fund millionaire with lots of options, I would have folded. As the three of them worked on him, with the loving tenderness that only a true girlfriend could provide, I could feel his resolve weakening. I considered the possibility that this was an elaborate scheme to relieve him not of just his pent-up sexual frustration, but also his twelve grand, but knowing Madison's history with him, this seemed unlikely.
Once George was rock-hard, Madison gave the other two girls a barely perceptible signal, and they arose from the bed and returned to the bathroom that was adjacent to my master bedroom. They closed the door behind them, leaving George alone with his long-time crush. I wondered how often he had jerked off thinking about her in the past, and how much he had fantasized about this moment. Well, not this exact moment, one in which he was about to get some pity play, a quick release offered out of commiseration for the fact that he could not afford any of what was on offer. No, George would have imagined an intimate, extended love-making session with Madison, a one on one, unrushed, sensual affair, the primary focus being his release.
To Madison's credit, that is exactly what she provided the young bartender. As Olivia and Jody prettied themselves up for the second half of the Super Bowl, and the dozen guys in the other room watched the half-time extravaganza on the huge television screen, Madison grabbed a bottle of KY lubricant, and lay down on the bed next to George. He was already erect, visibly excited, and ready to go, some pre-cum having dribbled onto his stomach.
However, despite his apparent readiness to get on with it, she took the time to position him in such a way that the CCTV camera had a straight-on view. As I watched the security footage, I knew immediately that this was payback for Olivia's revelations about my indiscretions with Samantha. Using the blinking red camera light as a marker, Madison maneuvered herself so that she was also in the center of the frame. Then, after blowing a kiss at the fish-eye lens, thereby assuring anyone who was watching that her actions were consensual, and meant to be shared, she lowered her lips to his ear.
Recognizing that the verbal stimulation was as powerful as the physical, she began to whisper sweet nothings to him as she drizzled a copious amount of lube all across his cock, balls and inner-thighs. Once she had him covered in the slippery liquid, she let the KY bottle drop to the floor, and ran her manicured fingertips across his ever-tightening stomach.
As I watched her trace her nails across his lower torso, raking around the rim of his belly button before slipping under his swollen nuts, I remembered that she was my girlfriend, not his. She was creating such an illusion of intimacy between a loving, committed couple, that for a brief moment I forgot that Madison belonged to me. She had, thus far, managed to avoid any sexual contact with the partygoers, other than sucking and licking Bob's earlobes as the two younger women blew him. Now, in the comfort and privacy of my bedroom, and with no apparent financial motive or reward, my girlfriend was pleasuring another man.
As I watched her slowly envelop his cock and started to jerk him off, I wasn't sure what pissed me off the most, the intimacy with which she was performing the act, the way in which she appeared to pose for the camera, or her fucking fingernails, which painted in the colors of the New England Patriots, only served to enforce the fact that she was playing for the other team.
As I would learn in later life, one of the principle differences between a girlfriend and a courtesan, is the efficiency with which they coax an orgasm from your nuts. I had numerous girlfriends over the years, and it never ceased to amaze me how often a woman would quickly undress me, stick my cock between their lips, and work tirelessly for fifteen or twenty minutes to get me to release. Madison, on the other hand, would playfully remove my clothes, using this time to build my anticipation of what lay in store for me. Using the softest of touches, she would wait until my underwear was sticky with pre-cum, before removing them. Once I was naked, her dainty hands would roam freely across my body, caressing my erogenous zones, tenderly stroking my butt-cheeks and the sensitive areas between them, probing my taint and anal-cavity with the tips of her manicured fingertips.
Once I was leaking profusely, and whimpering under her ministrations, she would apply the appropriate lubricants depending on the form of release she had decided to offer me. A few moments of barely perceptible grazes on my shaft, frenulum and glans, would be all it took before I would be approaching orgasm. More often than not, she would slip her moist lips over my cock-head right before I exploded, thereby reducing the actual act of oral-sex to a few seconds of work for her.
Even though I knew, and accepted, that Madison was a courtesan, I took solace in the fact that there always appeared to be some distinction between the mechanical sex acts with a paying customer, and the loving, intimate way in which she skillfully brought me to climax. Even when she incorporated her vaunted GFE, for which men paid considerably more money, there was still a noticeable difference between her encounters with her clients, and her encounters with me.
However, as Madison appeared to still be processing the recent revelation that Olivia had procured Samantha's teenage ass for my enjoyment, she seemed hell-bent on payback. As she maintained eye-contact with my security camera, her blue eyes twinkled with delight, and as she worshipped the young bartender, it seemed as if she wanted nothing more than to rub my nose in it.
I am a naturally jealous person, but as I watched Madison treat George to all of the intimate touches that she typically reserved for me, and that I assumed to be our secret, I felt my jealousy raging through me. I have no fucking clue what she was whispering in his ear, the entire time that she was giving him such an exquisitely intimate and gentle hand-job. However, whatever the fuck it was that she was promising him, was driving him rapidly towards the edge of release.
As his breathing quickened, and his stomach muscles tensed, she removed her glossed lips from his earlobe, placed one feminine hand on the side of his face, and began to kiss him. Much to my chagrin, even their intimate, sensual kissing was almost identical to the way she made out with me. She was licking and nibbling his lips, the tip of her tongue darting in and out of his slightly opened mouth, as she grazed her fingertips across his temple.
The whole time that she was attending to his needs, her face conveyed a look of utter delight. It was as if she was simultaneously grateful for being allowed to pleasure this man, and also in awe of the experience, as if it were her life-long dream. I know that she was playing it up for the camera, but the vision of her seemingly deriving so much joy from servicing another man, was really pissing me off.
"Oh fuck, Madison, I am getting close," George whimpered.
"I know, baby," she cooed, "blow your load whenever you are ready."
When it was evident that George was about to come, Madison lowered her head slowly towards the tip of his cock. She parted her glossed lips, took his glans between them, and with a quick wink at the camera, to keep my jealousy elevated, began to suckle his cock-head as she lay motionless on his abdomen.
George, fast approaching his orgasm, and under the relentless and sustained provocation of her teasing, began to slowly thrust his hips. Despite the disrespectful move, Madison offered him zero pushback which apparently emboldened him to begin to fuck her mouth in earnest. I have never viewed Madison as a passive lover, but she laid quite still as George used her mouth, a large smile still evident across her face as she mocked me through the lens of the camera.
As he increased the speed and depth of his thrusts, he placed one hand on the top of her head to hold her in position. Madison flashed a look of mock surprise at the camera, and once again her blue eyes twinkled. As he held her in place, I realized that by doing so, he had reduced her options when he finally ejaculated in her mouth to one, that of swallowing. She seemed fine with it, remaining surprisingly compliant, not only offering him zero resistance, but also maintaining eye-contact with the camera, as he fucked her mouth.
George came in my girlfriend's mouth moments later, a copious load it appeared, judging by her harried attempts to swallow it. I can't imagine how good it felt for him to enjoy his fantasy girl, particularly as he had been quite candid about jerking off to the thought of her, when I pressed him for the details of their sexual history.
George had rolled slightly onto one side to provide himself more leverage as he face-fucked her, and after he was finished ejaculating, Madison rested one of her beautifully manicured hands on his ass, to prevent him from pulling out. She continued to suckle him for several moments, before she rolled him onto his back, and then gazing directly into the camera, she parted her lips slightly to allow his softening cock to slip from her mouth. As she did so, the combination of her saliva and his semen rolled out over her lips, across her chin and down her neck, drying as it coated her.
She gave her lips an exaggerated lick, blew an air-kiss at the camera, and then moved her head slowly up his body until their mouths touched, and she began to kiss him tenderly as if she truly loved him, and was honored to have been allowed the privilege of satisfying him orally. As they French-kissed, it felt like a kick in the nuts, and I knew that Madison felt like she had extracted sufficient payback for my encounter with Samantha. She didn't exactly rush from his arms either, and it was several moments later before she arose from the bed, kissed him tenderly on his forehead and entered my bathroom, the door of which was still closed to give them privacy.
Olivia and Jody emerged from my bathroom, attired in their matching Green Bay Packers Cheerleader Uniforms, and made their way back to the party. The guys greeted them with a raucous cheer, and I switched back the security camera feeds, just in time to hear the girls fend off any questions about what the hell the four of them were doing in there. Satisfied that the women had earned their twelve thousand five hundred dollars, the men stopped their interrogation and got back to the game, right at the start of the third quarter. Jody and Olivia resumed their game positions, kneeling submissively in the center of the room, waiting for drink requests.
As I flipped back to the footage of my bedroom suite, I noticed George and Madison, still flirting, exchanging the occasional kiss as she helped him to dress. Attired as he was in his customary shorts and polo shirt, this didn't take long, although his underwear was sufficiently slick with his pre-cum that she grabbed him a pair of fresh briefs from my underwear drawer. There was a brief awkward moment as Madison handed him his cash winnings, and George seemed to contemplate giving her some of it. However, in true Madison style, she repeated her assertion that what she had treated him to, was without charge.
"Truth is George," she said, as she smiled into the bedroom camera, "I have wanted to suck you off for years. I hope that you enjoyed it as much as I did. In fact, I need to change my underwear. Blowing you made me wet."
With that disturbing proclamation issued, Madison wriggled out of her one hundred and forty dollar, black LaPerla undies, and taking great care to ensure that the crotch was visible on the camera, showed George the evidence of her arousal. True to her word, there was a large slick patch of her vaginal secretions in the liner of the panties, although I have no doubt that it was triggered by the large amounts of cash that had been exchanged so far, rather than her oral servicing of George.
"Keep them," she offered. "A little reminder of our first hookup, until next time."
George did take her pro-offered panties, and followed her directive when she offered him a place to store them temporarily.
"Stuff them in my top drawer in the bathroom along with your cash," she said. "No-one else will be in there tonight."
I switched camera feeds as George entered my bathroom, and watched him nervously wedge twelve thousand five hundred dollars, and a pair of very wet expensive panties into the top drawer. Madison followed him in there, and as he closed the drawer, he turned to thank her one more time. He leaned in for a kiss, but she immediately shut him down. Claiming that she had just freshened her lipgloss, she ignored his advances, and even I was surprised at the change in her attitude towards him. They made uncomfortable small talk as she freshened up her mascara, and wiped his dried ejaculate from her chin and neck. Then she announced that they should return to the party.
George seemed confused, a little disappointed by her mercurial attitude towards him, but this was amplified when they went to leave the bathroom, and she placed his hand on her ass and snuggled in close to him.
"Walk me back into that room, as if you own me," she instructed.
Once they rejoined the party, George returned to his seat to a round of applause, and Madison took a quick bow, and then knelt in the middle of the room awaiting further instructions. I, too, was confused by her change of heart towards him, and ended up rewinding the security footage. As I switched between the cameras in the bedroom and the bathroom, it dawned on me. Madison had no clue that I had a security camera in my bathroom, and so didn't feel it necessary to hang all over George to make me jealous, when they were in there. I had disabled the red flashing light in the bathroom fish-eye lens, so that I could record surreptitiously, and Madison hadn't noticed the presence of the recording device.
Switching back to the main living area, I fast forwarded through a relatively uneventful third quarter, at least as far as the action that I was interested in. The football game was very exciting, with the Patriots extending their lead. However, I had seen the game live the previous day, and was way more interested in the sex. At the end of the quarter the Patriots had secured an almost insurmountable lead, and the Doctor was the lucky winner of the pool. The three girls descended upon him seconds after he was handed the twelve thousand five hundred dollars in cash, determined to pry it from his hands.
While the Doctor didn't have the pressing financial concerns that George had, he wasn't interested in blowing his entire windfall on one orgasm, and he began to negotiate. I found myself shouting at the tv monitor as I watched the event unfurl a day later, willing him to back away from the young Cheerleaders and negotiate from a safe distance. However, as they surrounded him, and began to caress, grope and kiss him, I could see his resolve weakening, which was completely understandable. He had three beautiful young girls, dressed as sexy Cheerleaders, offering him every possible imaginable option for release.
In the end, as Jody dropped to her knees and began to unzip his pants, he agreed to a blowjob from the young goddess, for two grand.
"What do you want us to do while she blows you?" Madison asked seductively. "We want to be part of your pleasure, too."
I think Jody recognized the dynamic between Olivia and Madison, because right before she slipped her teenage lips over the tip of the Doctor's cock, she made a suggestion that resonated with the medical professional.
"Have them put on a sex show, while I blow you," she whispered.
The other guys let out a raucous cheer at the thought of this, and Baldwin laid out their expectations, in his typical Alpha style.



"We want to see Madison fuck Olivia's ass, the way that the Patriots are fucking the Packers," he directed.
This seemed like a desirable scenario for the rest of the guys, and as they cheered their approval, I had to agree that it made sense. Madison was wearing the colors of the presumably victorious Patriots, while Olivia was decked out in the Packers uniform. Of course the losing team should be on the receiving end of it. Olivia tried to remain cheerful, but I could tell she was pissed at the turn of events. Rightly so, as she and Madison had already exchanged words earlier that evening.
Madison, ever the courtesan, got into character immediately, and seemingly willing to postpone any discussion of their compensation, turned her attention to Olivia.
"Kneel bitch," she commanded with way too much vitriol.
Olivia flashed her a defiant stare, and then recognizing that today was all about the money, lowered her gaze in submission, and sank slowly to her knees. Madison placed her hand on top of Olivia's head in an overt display of ownership, and then in one fluid motion, grabbed a fistful of Olivia's hair and dragged her over to my Steinway grand piano. You could feel the renewed energy in the room as Madison manhandled the younger girl, and every one of the men was watching their interaction with interest, except the Doctor, who had locked eyes with the teenage beauty Jody, as she bobbed up and down on his cock.
Madison retrieved Olivia's studded dog collar, and one of the black leather leashes, and forced the seemingly frightened young girl to rest her upper body across the top of my black leather piano stool, thus adopting the doggy-style position. After collaring her and tying her off to one of the legs of my grand piano, Madison removed Olivia's petticoat and panties, before kicking her legs wide apart, and issuing her a one-word command.
"Stay," she said authoritatively, as Olivia remained in her supremely vulnerable position.
From the security footage, it was tough to tell if Olivia was acting scared for the benefit of the men, who would have undoubtedly found her fear titillating, or if she was genuinely frightened. However, as she laid over the padded piano stool, she appeared to be trembling, and looked anxiously over her shoulder every few seconds.
Olivia was sneaking a peek when Madison finally returned to the room, although she immediately averted her gaze upon hearing the barked command.
"Eyes front," Madison growled.
All eyes turned towards Madison as she strode into the room as if she owned it. She was still dressed in her sexy Cheerleader Uniform, as the whole intent of the exercise was for the Packers to get fucked by the Patriots, as they were in the game. However, she had a black leather harness buckled around her waist, and affixed to the center of it was a large, intimidating looking, black dildo. She had a small black bag in one hand, which she put on top of my piano, before she did a lap of the room to showcase her strap-on.
A few of the guys involuntarily raised their hands to their mouths, evidently in shock that Madison was going to use such an enormous phallus to violate her young friend. This was supposed to be just an entertaining sideshow, a depiction of how badly the Packers were getting fucked. To my surprise, it was Jody who intervened. Removing her lips from the Doctor's cock, she arose from her knees and walked over to the piano stool.
"Let me lube you up, Olivia," Jody offered, "before you get your well deserved ass-fucking."
I wasn't sure of Jody's motives, as she opened the small black bag and retrieved a bottle of Anal-Ease lubricating jelly. I don't know if she had genuine concerns for Olivia's well-being under the threat of assault from that black monster, or if she feared that she was next, but she took her time to thoroughly prepare Olivia's anal cavity. It was an erotic sight watching Jody on her knees behind Olivia, as she was sprawled over the piano stool. Once Jody deemed Olivia sufficiently lubed, she turned her attentions to Madison, who had been stood over the younger girls, eagerly awaiting her turn to violate Olivia's ass.
As the guys looked on intently, Jody extended her dainty hand to Madison's phallus, and with a counter-clockwise half-turn, released the black monster from its harness. As she slowly stood up and moved towards the black bag on the piano, she spoke.
"Let's open her up slowly, Madison," the beautiful blonde suggested. "That way she won't be too sore if one of the guys wants a crack at her asshole when you are done."
Offered that way, Jody's suggestion was tough to ignore, and Madison stood there quietly as the young blonde selected a much smaller strap-on attachment, before falling to her knees in a show of submission that drew murmurs of approval from the guys. Jody attached the thinner phallus into the harness, an ominous click signaling that it was securely fastened, and remained on her knees looking up at Madison for permission to rise.
Even though it was clearly not choreographed, their interaction was sexually charged and all of the men looked on appreciatively. The Doctor, whose pants were still around his ankles, having been interrupted mid-blowjob, was still sporting an impressive erection, and I wondered if he had employed a little pharmaceutical assistance, given his easy access to drugs.
"Suck my cock, Jody," Madison ordered, as the men continued to voice their approval.
This impromptu blowjob, which was an unexpected bonus for the guys, also crystallized my desire for the teenage runaway. Ever since I first laid eyes on her, as I watched the footage of her and Olivia blow Bob Matthews, she had elicited a strong response from me, that of fascination, merged with lust. As she lowered her young lips onto Madison's strap-on, my cock stiffened in my jeans, and I decided that I was going to fuck this young goddess, regardless of the wrath that I might incur from Madison.
I could barely avert my gaze from the visual of Jody sucking Madison's strap-on, particularly as I switched to a different camera, that provided a straight-on view of the action. She looked so innocent, so submissive as she worshipped the smaller black phallus, maintaining eye-contact with Madison the entire time. On the rare occasion when I stole a glance at the assembled men, it was evident that they were in the same state of enrapture that I was, completely and utterly captivated by this cherubic teenager.
After several moments of the oral-worship, Jody incorporated the motions of a hand-job, and while it was done in conjunction with the blow-job, it soon became apparent that its purpose was to coat the strap-on with the lubricant that remained on her hands. Jody coated the fake cock with a generous application of lube, which when mixed with her saliva, was going to provide some much needed emollient for when Madison entered Olivia's asshole. I think Jody also recognized that she might be next in line to get sodomized, and was setting a precedent for a thorough application of lubricant.
Once the strap-on was sufficiently lubricated, Jody moved aside although she remained on her knees. Madison knelt behind Olivia, and lined up the tip of her dildo with the entrance to Olivia's asshole, which was glistening from the generous coating of lube. There was no love lost between these two women, and Madison seemed intent on punishing the younger girl for her recent revelation that she had purchased Samantha's teenage pussy for my enjoyment.
What ensued was a protracted, aggressive, ass-fucking as Madison relieved some of her pent-up aggression on Olivia, and the younger girl took it like a champ. She seemed determined not to let Madison get the better of her, and managed to remain fairly composed throughout the ordeal. At one point the Doctor intervened, presumably because he was hoping to be next. After requesting a brief pause in the action, he assessed Olivia's well-being.
"I am almost finished, Doctor," Madison said sweetly, using her dulcet tone to reduce the appearance of her brutality. "Then it will be your turn to fuck her ass. You still haven't busted a nut yet."
I had to smile at her continued manipulation of the man. He had felt some obligation to intervene, but upon learning that he was next, he opted to give Olivia some amyl nitrate, which would have relaxed her sphincter almost immediately, and mitigated some of the discomfort. After Olivia inhaled the poppers, Madison resumed the protracted ass-fucking, and both girls were visibly sweating by the time Madison withdrew from the younger girl's anal-cavity.
It was evident that Olivia's asshole had been sufficiently opened up for enjoyment by the other men, but as Madison got back on her feet, I noticed vaginal secretions on the inside of Olivia's thighs, incontrovertible evidence that she had enjoyed her public violation.
Even before she approached Jody, I knew that ass to mouth was next on the menu. As the realization dawned on the young blonde, she wrinkled her cute little button nose in disgust, before remembering that they were putting on a show for the men, and affecting a broad smile for their benefit. With a certain amount of theatricality, Madison bypassed Jody and walked around to the other side of the piano stool, where Olivia's head was positioned.
"Suck me clean, you fucking bitch," she said venomously.
I knew enough about high-class working girls to understand that they always prepare themselves for every eventuality. Olivia had given herself a thorough anal-cleanse prior to appearing at the party, so the only fluids that she sucked from the phallus, were lube, saliva and traces of blood. However, it was an unnecessarily humiliating situation to be put in, and deepened the rift between the two women.
Even though the Doctor had paid two grand for the privilege of a blowjob from Jody, she had thus far been unable to get him off, which was surprising to me. In the same circumstances I would have been a very easy come for the young blonde. Recognizing his unworldly stamina, Jody suggested that he finish in Olivia's ass, hoping that perhaps the change in stimulation would get him to the finish line.
"How much extra is that going to cost me?" he asked, highlighting the fact that he wasn't in the same financial league as most of the other men.
"It's not worth much," Madison said coldly. "Let's call it an extra hundred bucks."
"No way," Olivia interjected, the fear palpable in her voice, as she contemplated her continued violation, for a measly hundred dollars, which would be split three ways.
Even watching the security footage, I could tell that she was uncomfortable, if not actually injured. After a cursory medical examination of her rear end, the objectivity of which I had to question, seeing as the examiner was next in line to sodomize her, she was deemed healthy to continue.
Madison noticed the slick juices coating Olivia's inner-thighs, and immediately remarked on it.
"That bitch is fine," she said coldly. "She leaked all over herself. She actually enjoyed it. Go for it, Doctor."
"I will need a condom," the Doctor said matter of factly, well aware that anal sex increases the risk of transmission.
As Jody retrieved a prophylactic from the small black bag, and began to roll it over the tip of the Doctor's cock, Olivia looked fearfully over her shoulder, trying to assess the physical dimensions of her next assailant. Luckily for her, the Doctor possessed an average size cock, although judging by the fact that he had been rock-hard for the last thirty minutes, it was evident that he had ingested some kind of performance enhancing drug.
Jody took the time to ensure that the exterior of the condom was thoroughly lubricated with Anal-Ease, before she helped the good Doctor slip inside Olivia's asshole.
I could see Olivia relax as it became apparent that the Doctor's cock was significantly smaller than the strap-on that she had just been violated with. In addition, because he was making love to her for his pleasure and eventual release, rather than trying to punish Olivia and release pent-up anger the way Madison had, it was a much less brutal encounter. Jody knelt next to the Doctor and kissed him tenderly on the lips.
"Do you want me to lick your ass?" she asked, with her practiced innocence.
I felt my cock throb at this prospect, and vowed that one day Jody's tongue would be between my butt-cheeks. The Doctor let out a whimper at her offer, and appeared to edge closer to his release.
"You are way too beautiful to be eating a guy's ass, Jody," he responded, as he kissed her on the forehead.
She seemed to respond favorably to his compliment and the paternal way that he had shown his affection. However, tonight was all about business opportunities, and I knew she was playing him the second she responded.
"Wouldn't that turn you on to have such a pretty young girl stick her tongue in your ass?" she countered, trying to break him down. "It would be my first time," she added seductively.
My heart sank at the thought of that lost opportunity. I had no clue that Jody had never rimmed a guy before, and would have loved to have taken that from her. Baldwin flashed her a knowing look, as if to call bullshit on her claims of innocence, and it became apparent to me that she had rimmed him the night that he took Madison and the two teenagers to bed. Either way, for whatever reason, Baldwin didn't feel compelled to burst the Doctor's bubble, and Jody continued to manipulate him.
"I am going to get behind you, Doctor," she informed him. "If you don't like it, just tell me to stop."
He lowered his head, and let out another whimper of anticipation, as she gave him one more peck on the lips, allowed him to digest how stunningly beautiful she was, and then disappeared behind him.
I saw his eyes widen with pleasure, and he shuddered with delight as her soft hands parted his ass-cheeks. She lowered her head towards his buttocks, and extending her moist tongue, gave his taint a couple of tentative licks.
"Does that feel good, Doctor?" she asked, as he shivered with excitement.
Madison sensing a fresh business opportunity, moved towards the medical practitioner and began to suck on his earlobe. As he fucked Olivia's ass, and Jody teased his taint with the tip of her tongue, Madison went to work on him, utilizing her expertise in verbal stimulation.
"What are you doing to Olivia?" she asked him, as she sucked and nibbled his ear. "She seems to be loving it."
"Ass-fucking her," the Doctor said shakily, seemingly in disbelief that he had three girls working on him simultaneously.
"Yeah, buddy," Madison said enthusiastically. "You paid good money for that ass. Fuck the crap out of it. You own it."
"Oh fuck, I am getting close Madison," the Doctor whimpered. "Talk dirty to me, baby."
"What the hell are you making Jody do?" Madison asked in mock horror, as if the indignity was too much to believe.
"Jody is eating my ass," he replied, his voice growing increasingly shaky as he got closer to ejaculating.
"That dirty slut," Madison added, pretending to be shocked. "You know she is only eighteen, right?"
"Oh fuck," the Doctor moaned, "I can't believe that beautiful teenager is licking my ass."
It was a testament to Madison's skill at pushing men to their limit, before finally breaking them. It was both incredibly sexy, and extremely difficult to watch, because I knew from personal experience that the other shoe was about to drop. Madison had taken me to the brink of orgasm so many times, before abruptly halting the proceedings to ask me for something in return. She was an absolute master at this game, and the good Doctor was her latest victim.
"How much did you pay Jody to lick your taint?" Madison asked, a few moments before the Doctor climaxed.
"I gave her two grand," he said, through ragged breaths.
"No," Madison corrected him. "The two grand was for the blowjob that she gave you. And you paid an extra hundred dollars to fuck Olivia's not so virgin ass," she added, continuing to diminish Olivia's worth. "My question is, how much are you wiling to pay this stunning teenager to rim you until you ejaculate?"
The Doctor had already parted with two thousand one hundred dollars of his football pool winnings, and had apparently decided that this was more than ample compensation for his upcoming orgasm. Not only did he completely evade the question, but he began to accelerate his thrusting motions, trying to get release before they got deeper into his wallet.
As a man, and a perpetual victim of Madison's skillful manipulation, I knew exactly the sexual torment that he was about to experience. Madison placed one hand on his abdomen thus preventing any further forward motions on his part. This effectively halted his impending release, and put the girls in a powerful negotiating position. I had been in this position many times before, with my nuts churning and ejaculation the only thing on my mind. Even though I had often regretted it shortly after I blew my load, I had made countless concessions when I was in the throes of sexual delight.
Jody emerged from between his buttocks, and knelt on one side of him.
"Did that feel good, Doctor?" she asked him in a girlish voice. "Are you ready to feel my tongue inside your ass?"
"Tell us how you want to finish," Madison said seductively. "Whatever you want is yours. Don't be shy!"
"Why don't you fuck my ass?" Jody offered, her vulgarity seemingly in contrast with her angelic looks. "You can do me bareback."
As they offered him numerous different scenarios, you could see his resistance being worn down, and he verbalized part of his fantasy, in a trembling voice.
"I want Jody to keep rimming me," he informed them. "And I would like to take off the condom."
"Whatever you want, baby," Madison whispered, as she eased his cock out of Olivia's asshole, and deftly removed the sheath.
I empathized with the Doctor at that moment, as he had lost sight of the battle, choosing instead to focus on the exact fantasy scenario that he wanted for his impending orgasm. They had him right where they wanted him, and every single person in that room knew it, except the hapless Doctor. He had been right on the brink of orgasm when Madison pulled the rug out from underneath him. The head of his cock was swollen and throbbed involuntarily as he verbalized his desires to them. There was a large glob of pre-cum pooling at the tip of his erection, and several blood-engorged veins visible on the shaft. His cock looked warm to the touch, and his nuts were drawn tight against the base of his penis, which occurs just before the male release.
Madison's beautifully manicured hand rested on his stomach, moving in and out in concert with his abdomen under his labored breathing. They had brought him tantalizingly close to orgasm, before terminating any stimulation and turning their collective focus to how much he was willing to pay to finish. Jody extended her dainty hand, dipped one fingertip into the pre-cum that was gathered at the tip of his cock, and scooped it up. Looking every bit the teenage angel, she licked the seminal fluids from her finger, before offering Madison a taste. The girls devoured his pre-cum as if it was the nectar of the Gods, prompting another moan from the Doctor.
"I want to fuck Olivia bareback, while Jody worships my asshole," he admitted. "Madison, I want you to kiss me and talk dirty to me until I am right on the brink, and then I want to come in your mouth."
"Wow that sounds amazing," Madison squealed. "We would be honored to do that for you."
Even though I was watching this on a large screen television, Madison was getting me hot and bothered. I had been erect for most of the time that I had spent reviewing the security footage, and as they tormented the Doctor, I wanted to jerk off. The way they were manipulating him was impressive enough, but the dialogue, the way they chose their words so carefully was exquisitely erotic.



"Don't swallow all of his load, Madison," Jody implored. "Maybe the three of us can share it after he comes?"
Madison smiled broadly at that suggestion, and grabbing the end of the Doctor's cock, slowly eased him into Olivia's tight young pussy. He let out an audible gasp once he was balls-deep, and Jody leaned in closer to his ear.
"Are you ready for me to eat your ass?" she teased.
The Doctor was done talking, and just nodded his head as he struggled to contain himself. Jody got behind him, rolled over onto her back, and scooted under his nuts, head first. I saw his eyes widen and his mouth fall open, and can only assume that she had extended her tongue and started to pleasure him. The Doctor, understandably under the extreme sexual provocation, began to thrust his hips forward, but Madison put her hand on his chest and arrested his motion.
"Not quite," she said. "A couple of finishing touches for your visual pleasure."
As the Doctor remained motionless on his knees, breathing heavily and starting to perspire from the stress of the anticipation, Madison leaned over Olivia and untied her from the piano leg. Grabbing the handle of the black dog leash, she gave it a tug, which pulled Olivia's head back sharply, and caused her to arch her back. She handed the leash handle to the Doctor, with a smile.
"Take the reins to your bitch," she said cheerfully, "wrap the leather around your fist for greater leverage."
It was Olivia's turn to moan now, as the Doctor tugged aggressively on her leash, pulling her head all the way back.
"How does that feel Doctor?" Madison enquired. "Are you ready to come for us?"
As he nodded his head, unable to verbalize any more responses, I noticed an eerie silence in the room. The raucous cheers and sporadic murmurs of approval, had given way to the sound of twelve men trying to catch every one of the girls' spoken words, as they cajoled and teased the Doctor. All you could hear was heavy breathing and Jody's tongue lapping away at the entrance to the Doctor's asshole.
"You may proceed," Madison announced with some level of theatricality, enjoying her role as ringmaster for this circus.
The Doctor gave another tug on Olivia's leash, thrust his hips forward until he was balls-deep inside the young woman, and turned to kiss Madison. She let him enjoy three or four strokes, and Jody's tender ministrations on his undercarriage, before she told him to stop again. This must have been maddeningly frustrating for the guy, to be so close to orgasm, in his fantasy scenario, but Madison knew exactly what she was doing, and she had to have him almost insane with desire, to exact the highest price from him.
"I almost forgot," she whispered, "we never finalized our fee."
As he teetered on the brink of orgasm, the room fell completely silent. Even Jody had removed her tongue from the entrance to his asshole, as they started to negotiate.
"Two grand," he said shakily. "Two grand extra to finish this way."
"Two grand each?" she countered, "there are three of us totally devoted to your fantasy finish."
"Four grand total," he blurted out, his resistance having been completely worn down by the three young women. "Madison, please," he begged, "let me finish."
"For four grand you can finish," she said magnanimously, "you can blow your load in Olivia's tight young pussy, while Jody wiggles her moist tongue around inside your anus. However, if you want me to participate, you need to pay me too," she added. "For an extra two grand, you can come in my warm mouth, and the three of us will spitball your load."
The prospect of this visual was too much to pass up for Baldwin, and he yelled out in exasperation. "Just pay up, dude. You won the fucking money in a bet. Treat yourself."
The Doctor nodded his consent, and a cheer went up around the room. Apparently several of the assembled millionaires wanted to see the three young women share the Doctor's load.
"An additional six grand," Madison repeated for clarification.
The Doctor stammered a barely audible yes, and as the room fell silent, he gave Olivia's leash another more aggressive tug, and began to fuck her doggy-style. The sounds of Jody's tongue lapping away at the entrance to his asshole resumed, and finally, his whimper and wide-eyed look of ecstasy, signaled her invasion of his anal cavity. I had seen enough edging videos to know exactly what Madison had done, and felt that it truly was a stroke of genius on her part, to keep him on the brink for the entire negotiation session.
Predictably, it didn't take the Doctor long to come under the sustained sexual provocation of three young girls. I watched as his stomach tensed, and he closed his eyes, presumably trying to remember how stunning Jody was, as she wiggled her tongue deep inside his asshole. Right before he ejaculated, he loosened his vice-like grip on Olivia's leash, and Madison put her head on Olivia's ass, facing the Doctor with her lips slightly parted.
In a beautifully choreographed move, on a barely perceptible signal from Madison, Olivia, freed from the constraints of her leash, shuffled forward slightly, allowing the Doctor's pulsating cock to slip out of her warm pussy. Madison grabbed the tip of his cock and guided it between her slightly parted lips, whereupon the Doctor, without losing a single stroke, continued his thrusting motion, effectively using Madison's mouth in the exact same way that he had used Olivia's vagina.
I heard a faint humming sound emanating from beneath the Doctor, and realized that Jody had added the additional stimulus of vibration to his already otherworldly impending orgasm. I am not sure if Baldwin had taught her that trick, but to my knowledge he was the only other man that Jody had rimmed, and I am sure he had his own specific requests when it came to that sexual act.
The Doctor tensed up, opened his eyes to take in the visual component of his fantasy scenario, and then with a guttural moan, blew his load between Madison's slightly parted lips. Jody continued her low pitched humming as she wiggled her tongue around inside his ass, and Olivia turned her head back towards the Doctor, and began to egg him on.
"Unload your nuts, baby," she encouraged him. "Make enough for us to all share."
Right after he came he seemed to be in a suspended state of bliss. It lasted several seconds too, as he threw his head back, closed his eyes, and began to whimper. I wasn't sure if it had been a particularly long time since he had last ejaculated, or if it was the effects of whatever performance-enhancing drugs he had taken, but it was a stupendous orgasm, enjoyed almost as much by the onlookers as by the good Doctor.
Even though I know Madison to be an enthusiastic swallower of semen, she made good on her promise to share his load with the other girls. By the time he had finished unloading into her mouth, it was full of his come. She waited until he was done thrusting too, her overriding priority appearing to be his enjoyment of his release. As he slumped forward, he triggered a domino effect of motion from the three girls.
Madison lifted her head from Olivia's ass-cheeks, and scooted over to the center of the room, where she remained on her knees. Jody emerged from the Doctor's undercarriage with a proud smile on her face, as if she had just contributed to one of the most significant orgasms in history. The Doctor looked back over his shoulder when she came out from beneath him, as if he wanted one more look at her angelic face to assure himself that this innocent looking goddess really had just been underneath him with her tongue deep inside his asshole.
I had to double-take too, inconceivable as it was that such a stunning young girl would be rimming this older man. Jody crawled over to Madison on her hands and knees electing to remain in her submissive role. The two of them waited expectantly for Olivia, who was moving a little slower than the two blondes, thanks to her protracted ass-fucking. She limped gingerly over, before sinking to her knees next to her fellow Cheerleaders.
I had seen the occasional snowball video on Pornhub although it wasn't really my thing. However, with three such beautiful women involved, one of which was my girlfriend, it was sure to be an erotic sight. As Madison parted her lips, revealing the milky contents of her mouth, the two younger girls descended upon her like starving nestlings waiting to be nourished. It was an incredibly exciting visual to watch Madison lower her mouth to theirs, and allow the semen to flow into their willing orifices, in much the same way that a bird feeds its young some regurgitated offerings. They passed his load freely between them, stopping occasionally to kiss or touch tongues.
Several moments later, as the volume of semen had diminished through attrition and ingestion, they knelt together and holding hands in solidarity, looked straight at the Doctor, and simultaneously swallowed the remains of his load. There was an impromptu round of applause from the rest of the guys, and the three young women remained motionless on their knees for a few moments more, their lips, noses and chins coated with his seminal fluids.
Madison arose first, and once again, having issued a barely perceptible signal, was followed out of the room by the other two, Jody skipping along without a care in the world, as Olivia limped gingerly behind her.
It was the Doctor's turn to slump in the chair now, thoroughly wiped out from his three girl orgasm. The fact that he hadn't paid yet was not lost on Madison, and she returned to the room shortly after she left, to extract the cash from his hands. He gave it up very reluctantly too, and I suspect were it not for the peer pressure of the rest of the guys to settle his debts, and pay the eight thousand one hundred dollars he had committed to, he would have probably tried to renegotiate.
His reluctance to pay was not lost on the other guys, for whom eight grand was chump change. In fact, he lost respect in the eyes of a lot of them for being a "cheap Charlie" as they say in Thailand. Possibly only George, who had elected to keep all of his cash and forgo the pleasures of the flesh, would have understood the difficulty the Doctor was having parting with his cash.
After he handed her the wad of cash, she counted it in front of him, seemingly to rub it in his face that they had extracted so much from him, for one orgasm. It was only going to be one orgasm too, for the Doctor, his reticence to pay assuring that he never got the promise of unlimited releases, the way the first lucky recipient of the two-girl blowjob did, after he willingly parted with his entire winnings. You could see the wistful look on the Doctor's face after he recovered from his orgasm, like he regretted getting caught up in the moment. He was no match for Madison, and had he known that an hour ago, he would be eight grand richer.
With the game having apparently been decided, the guys started to lose interest by the start of the fourth quarter, and with their inhibitions lowered by the alcohol, sex became the focus of their attention. The three Cheerleaders returned to the room having just freshened up, and began to circulate to see if the guys needed anything. Madison seemed delighted when the Patron of the Arts informed her that he was ready to go again.
"Bob wants to get pampered again," she announced to the room, as she beckoned Jody and Olivia over.
The three of them eagerly surrounded the guy, and as the rest of the guys listened on intently, they sent a unified message that Bob's generosity was to be well rewarded.
"What are you in the mood for this time, Bob," Jody asked him, as she snuggled up close to him and rubbed his cock through his pants.
"I still like blowjobs the best," he said, "although I hope you don't think I am being boring."
"Of course not," Jody said, "we like blowjobs too, Bob. How do you want us?"
As I watched the security tapes, I couldn't blame the guy for choosing oral sex again. Not only is it the safest bareback option, according to my recent education from the good Doctor, but it requires the least effort and participation from the man. Bob Matthews wasn't in the greatest shape, and much as he probably would have wanted a crack at Jody's tight little asshole, or Madison's twice-rejuvenated pussy, he didn't want to exert himself in front of the assembled millionaires.
"On your knees," Bob answered, with virtually zero hesitation.
I wouldn't have viewed him as a man who could get off more than once in an evening, but as the three of them sank gracefully to their knees, and he began to tent in his pants, it just goes to show that under the right sexual provocation, anyone can get it up again. As it turned out, Bob's issue was not one of getting an erection, but rather of delaying his orgasm under the visual delight of the three young girls on their knees.
Even though they took turns blowing him, it was evident that this was not going to be a protracted oral-worship session. Bob enjoyed Jody, Madison and Olivia's eager lips for less than three minutes before he signaled his intention to come. His legs had already started to shake, which was one of his pre-orgasm indicators.
"He's close," Madison informed the other two young women, "any minute now."
Even though Bob had experienced an otherworldly orgasm earlier on that evening, the volume of his seminal discharge hadn't been momentous, and knowing that his second cum-shot would undoubtedly be weaker, Madison upped the ante for the generous benefactor.
"Come on our faces, Bob," she offered enthusiastically, "we would love that."
I wasn't ecstatic about this turn of events, as I consider facials to be a particularly demeaning sexual act. However, Bob seemed delighted by that idea, and as the girls tilted their heads back and looked up at him smiling, he started to jerk off, blowing his load across their upturned faces, a few seconds later.
Bob sprayed them all too, in a move reminiscent of a Peter North cumshot. He shot his wad on Jody's innocent face first, the teenager squealing excitedly as he coated her lips and chin. With a slight turn to the right, he got Madison next, his second shot landing on her nose. Olivia parted her lips for his final rope of ejaculate, before taking Bob's softening cock into her mouth, as my girlfriend and Jody sucked and nibbled his nuts. He looked down appreciatively as the three young women cleaned their combined juices from his cock, and then to my surprise, declared his intention to leave. The game wasn't even over yet, but Bob had decided that he was done and wanted to get home to his wife.
After Bob's departure, the mood in the room got more serious. Even though I wasn't there, from the security footage I could see the guys eyeing each other up as they processed the fact that there was only one football pool winner to be determined. There were twelve hard cocks remaining for the fourth quarter, and only one of them was going to get lucky.
Of course, George and the Doctor had already enjoyed a little release, but all twelve of them were ready to go if the situation arose. The game concluded a few minutes after Bob's Uber arrived and to everyone's chagrin, particularly the three young girls, the Doctor won the final pool. Even though I had no vested interest in who won the twelve thousand five hundred dollars, the Doctor would have been my last choice. He had disrespected the girls by continuing to negotiate right up to the point of his release, and shown his lack of character by his reticence to pay up immediately after he came.
The girls had treated him to his fantasy orgasm, choreographed and presented to him exactly the way he had detailed it. He should have happily handed them the agreed upon sum of eight thousand one hundred dollars, and now he was going to regret his earlier actions. As Madison handed him the cash, the three girls adopted a united front, making it very clear that their pricing structure had just dramatically increased.
They were nice about it, offering excuses about it having been a long afternoon, and intimating that the ratio of men to women was too much for them to accommodate.
"Olivia's asshole is sore, Jody is recovering from the shock of giving her first ever rim-job," Madison began, as if to justify the increase in cost. "George put the wood to all three of us in the master bedroom," she lied, doing a fantastic job of saving face for the other participant who couldn't afford to be there. "I think we are done for the day," she added, as the two other girls nodded in agreement.
"How much for Jody's asshole?" the Doctor asked, clearly not getting the hint.
"Seventeen grand," Madison said with a straight face, as the rest of the room began to laugh nervously.
"Seventeen thousand dollars?" he repeated incredulously, "are you joking? She offered it to me bareback for free, less than an hour ago."
As I did the math in my head, I realized that Madison had arrived at a number that would have relieved the Doctor of every last cent of his remaining winnings, and required him to fork over an extra hundred bucks of his hard-earned cash. I knew that she was a mercenary bitch, but I was left in awe of her mathematical acumen. A few seconds later, as the rest of the room did the calculations on their iPhones and Apple Watches, everyone was up to speed and was in on the joke.
"How much to fuck Olivia's ass?" he enquired, having purchased it for one hundred bucks at the last break.
"Seventeen thousand dollars," Olivia said firmly, just to demonstrate that the three of them were on the same page.
I had to smile at the way they stonewalled him. I have a feeling that had he asked for a hand-job, he would have been quoted the same fixed price, seventeen grand.
Recognizing that his day was done, the Doctor announced his intention to leave.
"Can your driver run me home, Madison?" he asked her, under the impression that the limousine was still at his disposal.
"Only if you stay until George leaves," she said with a smile on her face, enjoying messing with the cheapskate.
The Doctor got the message that he was persona non grata at the gathering, and called an Uber shortly after his exchange with Madison. As he said his goodbyes, Baldwin couldn't resist kicking him in the nuts.
"By the way Doc," Baldwin said with a condescending smirk, "today wasn't Jody's first time eating a guy's ass. I had the pleasure of her young tongue between my buttocks a few weeks ago."
The Doctor glared at Jody, and she made no attempt to deny it.
"Madison and I both rimmed you that night, Steve," she said with a broad smile, engaging Baldwin.
After the Doctor left, Baldwin was quite vocal about the inclusion of guys that couldn't afford it.
"No more poor guys allowed," he said authoritatively. "They upset the dynamic with their reluctance to part with the cash."
Recognizing that there was a bartender in the room, who had emerged from the master bedroom with his hand all over Madison's ass, and having been relieved of his football pool winnings, he qualified his statement.
"Not you, George," he said apologetically, "You had no problem paying for your orgasm."
"No offense taken, Steve," George said in a friendly tone, presumably thankful that only the girls knew that his cash was nestled safely in the top drawer of my bathroom, along with Madison's wet panties.
With the game over, Baldwin took over the room, electing to steer the conversation back to Jody's ass, or rather how much it would cost for him to fuck it.
"The Doctor left with sixteen thousand, nine hundred dollars that should have gone to these lovely ladies," he began. "Let's give them an opportunity to earn some extra cash."



"What do you have in mind, Steve?" Madison said seductively, as she moved towards him. "We would be happy to give you a token of our appreciation as the host of today's party."
I knew exactly what Madison was up to, and I really didn't want to watch it, but I just couldn't turn away. With another barely perceptible signal she beckoned Jody and Olivia over, and the three of them began to caress and stroke his cock through his pants.
"I am not looking for a freebie," he said dismissively. "Madison, you of all people should know that."
"What then, Steve?" she countered. "Whatever you want is yours."
"I want to auction Jody's ass to the highest bidder," he said with a smirk. "I will start the bidding at two thousand dollars."
"Three thousand," the divorced Performing Arts Center benefactor responded immediately, evidently having tired of watching from the sidelines.
If the attentions of the three girls had awakened Baldwin's cock, the prospect of selling Jody's asshole made him get fully erect, particularly now he had a new bidder. As Baldwin got hard, I understood immediately why Madison had told me that Jody had "squealed like a pig" when he took her anal-cherry. He had a very impressive looking member, and as it struggled against the confines of his underwear, and she eyed it nervously, I felt sorry for the young runaway.
Anal-sex is not without some discomfort for women on the best of days, but I imagine that there are other factors in play, when you engage in it for the first time. Jody had taken that monster cock between her tight little teenage buttocks in exchange for a place to stay, and her violation had been witnessed by two other young women, one of whom will one day be my wife. It was clear from the look on her face, that she was dreading a repeat performance, particularly as it would likely be witnessed by the entire party.
"Thirty-five hundred," Baldwin bid, his erection clearly visible in his pants.
"Four thousand," a voice from the back of the room offered, which I recognized as belonging to Clarkson.
I saw a cruel smile appear on Madison's face, and it took me a split-second to realize quite what she found so amusing. As I observed the two guys bidding against each other, it occurred to me that Jody was in for a rough ride if either of them won. Baldwin had already made her squeal like a pig, and I had handled enough of Clarkson's used condoms to know that he was hung like a horse, too.
Madison seemed to view the entrance of a third bidder as a financial opportunity, and in an attempt to increase the value of Jody's asshole, slowly lowered her petticoat to the ground, before the young blonde stepped out of it. The short Cheerleader skirt barely covered her tight buttocks and as Jody wiggled her ass seductively, another bid came in.
"Forty-five hundred," the recently divorced benefactor offered, lust evident in his eyes.
Jody really did possess the perfect ass, and I found myself fantasizing about being at that party, without Madison, and bidding on her. There was a short break in the action, time which Madison used to remove Jody's skirt, and give her a firm slap on her tight little butt-cheeks, which when uplifted by the high heels she was wearing, seemed to defy gravity. As the slap reverberated around my living area, there was renewed interest in the young blonde's asshole.
"Forty-seven fifty," Baldwin said with conviction.
Jody would have had no clue that Clarkson was well-endowed, but she seemed to genuinely fear a repeat performance with Baldwin, and as he currently was the highest bidder, she decided to strut her stuff and try and engage a few more contenders. As Jody circulated the room, practically begging guys to get involved in the auction, she was rewarded with the participation of two more men. The bidding quickly surpassed six grand, before Madison proposed a five minute break.
"Let us refresh your drinks," she said sweetly. "Then you guys can assess the value of Jody's not-quite virgin ass."
As the girls left the room, the remaining bidders gravitated towards Baldwin, peppering him with questions as to the validity of her claim that she was "an anal-virgin, once removed."
"I have no reason to doubt that," he said with a smirk, and the cocky assurance of a man that took her anal-cherry. "She was tight as fuck."
"With a cock like yours, all bitches feel tight," one of the guys opined.
You could feel the camaraderie in the room as the guys shared a laugh, but right as Jody walked into the room, holding a tray full of ice-cold beers, someone else spoke up.
"If Baldwin or Clarkson win the bidding, that young girl is in for a rough ride," the guy said to a raucous response from the group. "They are both hung like donkeys."
Jody placed the tray of beers on top of my piano, and after handing them out to the guys, grabbed Madison, and pulled her into my kitchen. They were out of sight and earshot of the guys, but I was able to change camera footage and watch their exchange.
"Is it true what they are saying about Clarkson?" she asked, her face sick with worry. "You should know, Madison, you guys get together once a month."
While I wasn't ecstatic that Jody knew about Madison's monthly encounter with Clarkson, I was glad that the young blonde was about to get some fair warning about the challenges she would face if Clarkson ended up sodomizing her.
"I wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy," Madison said. "I haven't had sex with him in years because he is too well-endowed. I limit my encounters with him to blow-jobs and titty-fucking."
Well, that was a kick in the nuts for me to hear. It was bad enough knowing that my girlfriend gave him a loving, edging, monthly blow-job, particularly as of late he had eschewed wearing a condom. However, to know that he also fucked her tits was distressing to me, although it did offer a reasonable explanation for the semen that was matted in the lace bodice portion of her new mint-green chemise.
"Really?" Jody said dejectedly. "He is that big?"
"I think he is bigger than Steve," Madison added. "He uses Magnums."
"Magnums?" Jody responded, her innocence suddenly on display. "I don't understand."
"Did Baldwin wear a rubber the night you, Rachel and I spent with him?" Madison asked the younger girl?
I had no clue who Rachel was, but putting a name to the third girl that spent the night with Baldwin, made it all the more real, and pissed me off.
"Not when we had vaginal sex," Jody, said shyly, "or when I sucked him off."
"How about for anal?" my girlfriend asked, as I was still processing Jody's comments and trying to figure out how many times Baldwin came that night.
"Yes," she said quietly. "He did use a condom when he ass-fucked me."
"Ok," Madison said. "What kind of rubber did he use? Did you put it on for him?"
"No," Jody admitted. "He made the decision at the last minute. He was fucking me bareback, doggy-style. Rachel was sucking his nuts while we fucked and I think you might have been in the shower. At one point his cock slipped out of me, and as he went to put it back inside me he asked me if I had ever had anal sex. When I admitted that I hadn't, he told me that he was going to take my anal-cherry from me."
"He told you, Jody, or asked you?" Madison said quietly.
"He certainly never asked for my permission," Jody responded. "Guys like Steve don't really ask, do they?"
There was a moment of silence between them and they exchanged a knowing glance, before Jody spoke up again.
"After Steve told me he was going to sodomize me, he told Rachel to fetch a condom and she put it on his cock for him. I never saw what type he used."
"Did you take the condom off after he ejaculated?" Madison continued. "Or see it on the bed or floor?"
"No," Jody admitted. "Right after he came he withdrew and told Rachel to suck him clean. She took one look at the soiled condom and removed it before she blew him. I never saw it after that."
"Did you see the packaging?" my girlfriend asked.
"Yes," Jody admitted, "I did see an empty condom wrapper on the bathroom countertop when I went to clean up."
"Magnums have a very distinctive packaging with a black circle in the middle," Madison informed her. "Did you see that?"
"No," Jody admitted, "no black circle."
"Baldwin ass-fucked me that night too," my girlfriend confessed, which was hard for me to hear. "I was in the shower and he came in behind me and entered my back-door. He was already wearing a condom so I didn't see the brand either. However, having had intimate experiences with both of them, I think Clarkson is bigger, and poses you a greater threat of discomfort if he ends up being the highest bidder, and winning your asshole."
"Oh fuck," Jody said dejectedly, "neither of those guys can win. Baldwin almost made me cry, and I was squealing like a pig just before he came."
With that proclamation issued, Jody returned to my living area, and in an attempt to avoid being violated anally by Baldwin or Clarkson, circulated the room practically begging guys to enter the bidding war. Even as she pulled guys aside to talk privately, I had enough security cameras in my place to eliminate any blind spots, and witnessed all of her attempts to influence the outcome of the auction.
Her initial course of action was to offer extras to each potential bidder, both in the form of the promise of future hookups, and the prospect of involving one, or both, of the other two girls. She managed to engage two other bidders, but once the price broke the nine grand threshold, they withdrew, demonstrating how much easier it was to blow football pool winnings on sex, rather than to spend your own cash.
As a last resort, Jody latched on to George, first of all practically begging him to buy her ass, and then as her desperation grew, offering him a full refund of his winning bid, thereby offering up her tight little asshole for free. There were still five guys actively involved in the bidding war, but the second George entered the ring, bidding an even ten grand, Baldwin bowed out.
"Out of respect for the working man willing to put up three months salary for a crack at Jody's ass", he said, as he raised his glass to toast the bartender.
Taking their lead from the Alpha of the group, the other guys folded immediately, and Jody skipped happily over to George, and gave him a huge hug.
"Thank you, thank you," she whispered repeatedly, as she led him into the master bedroom, her tiny thong the only thing between George and his prize, now that Madison had removed her skirt and petticoat. "You literally saved my ass."
While my generation was guilty of repeatedly misusing the word "literally," in this case it was the right descriptive and George knew it. The way the bidding had been heading, it was undoubtedly going to be Baldwin or Clarkson who emerged victorious, and even though they were both fabulously wealthy, neither man had got that way by being excessively charitable. Having parted with over ten grand of their cash, whoever won would have wanted to pound Jody's anus, which didn't bode well for her. George, had indeed, literally saved her ass.
He knew it too, and as she continued to offer her gratitude, he announced his intention to enjoy his brief moment as a winner.
"I am going to get balls-deep in your anal-cavity, Jody," he warned her. "I won the auction, and if you give me any push-back, I will let Baldwin know that you are scamming him."
"George, please," the young blonde begged. "I have only been butt-fucked once before and I hated it. How about I get on my knees and blow you instead? You can even come on my face if you want to."
Unfortunately for Jody, Madison entered the bedroom shortly after the two of them and put her support fully behind George. She told the young blonde in no uncertain words that she needed to fulfill her obligations to the bartender, and reached for a condom.
"Is red still your favorite color lipgloss, George?" she asked the bartender. "You often say that if we hooked up, you would like to see my red lipstick all over your cock."
As I struggled to process the context under which the two of them would have had that conversation, Madison reached into her makeup drawer and retrieved her bright red glossiest lip covering. With her practiced innocence, and George's erection visible in his shorts, Madison applied a liberal coating to her lips, and sank to her knees in front of him.
"You should probably use this time to lubricate your anal-passage, Jody," she said patronizingly to the nervous looking blonde.
As Jody removed her thong and began to apply Anal-Ease to the entrance of her butt-hole, Madison started to unzip George's shorts.
"One to make the boys jealous," she said with a giggle, as she planted a kiss right on the crotch of his shorts, leaving a perfectly formed, bright red, impression of her lips.
Once she had his shorts off, my girlfriend started to give him a loving, teasing blowjob, stopping once he was completely erect, to slip the condom on. George was certainly in no need of a Magnum condom, and Jody seemed to take some solace in this revelation.
"Do you want Olivia here too?" Madison asked him, once the condom was on securely.
"Fuck, yes," he responded excitedly, "the more the merrier."
As soon as Madison instructed Jody to go and get Olivia from the other room, I knew what she was doing. As the beautiful young blonde entered the main living area, she was a sight to behold, naked as she was from the waist down, other than her high-heeled shoes and her Bobby-Sox. Her pert butt-cheeks, delectable as they always were, seemed even more enticing, now that there was evidence of lubricating jelly all around her rosebud. I was surprised that one of the guys didn't take one look at her well-prepared asshole, and resurrect the bidding.
Olivia and Jody returned hand in hand, to a smattering of lewd comments, which ceased as soon as they shut the bedroom door behind them. Even though George was already hard, Madison blew him for a few minutes, answering my earlier questions about who had been wearing the lipstick-covered prophylactic, that I had discovered in my trash can on my return home.
As George looked down at her admiringly, she sought to involve Olivia, in her typical disparaging manner.
"Ah, the rim-job girl is here," she told him, lacking the decency to call Olivia by name, with the intent to continue to diminish her.
At this point I was not sure if Jody and Madison had informed Olivia that they were working for free, but seemingly undeterred, Olivia begin to give George an enthusiastic rim-job. As Madison sucked his cock, and Olivia ate his ass, Jody climbed up on to my King Size bed and got into the doggy-style position. She gave her ass a seductive wiggle when she was ready, and George pushed my girlfriend's face away from his cock, and sidled up behind Jody.
Madison grabbed the tip of his cock and lined it up with the entrance to Jody's asshole. George had a very smug look on his face, although I wasn't sure if it was because he was about to enjoy the attentions of three women, or if it was because Jody was offering him her ass for free, when other men had been sufficiently desirous of it to offer nine grand for the opportunity to fuck it.
Either way as he eased his way in, and Jody breathed a sigh of relief as she assessed his size, and adjusted to his invasion, it was evident that he planned to enjoy her tight little butthole.
"Spread your legs slightly, baby," Madison whispered. "Give the rim-job girl room to operate."
Olivia's facial expression was obscured by George's lower back, but I am sure she didn't react favorably to being continually referred to as the rim-job girl. However, shortly after George widened his stance, she lowered her head and her tongue disappeared between his buttocks. George's eyes widened under the ministrations of Olivia's tongue, and he let out a whimper. I saw his abs tighten, and knew immediately that he wasn't going to last long. I am not sure how much sexual experience that Jody had, but she had learned that her cherubic face made men come more quickly. Using this knowledge, as George increased the pace of his rhythmic thrusting, she looked back over her shoulder at him, and with an innocent look on her face, she bit her lip.
"I can't believe that you are butt-fucking me George," she said sweetly, "Do you want to come on my face?"
Unfortunately for George, he wasn't going to have time to take her up on that offer, because immediately after she said that, he tensed up, let out another whimper, locked eyes with my girlfriend, and exploded inside Jody's tight little ass. I could see the look of ecstasy on his face as he orgasmed, and after he had emptied his nut-sack, it was replaced by a look of desire, as he admired Madison.
"You can go again, if you can manage it," Madison offered him, recognizing that this was undoubtedly the pinnacle of his sex life.
"Kiss me, Madison," George asked my girlfriend, as he gained control of his breathing.
This was much harder to watch than any of the sex acts, and I contemplated fast forwarding through it. As George remained balls-deep inside Jody's anal passage, and Olivia continued to lick his ass, Madison leaned in towards the bartender. They were much closer in age than Madison and I, and I had to admit that they made a fantastic looking couple, but I could feel my jealousy surface as their lips touched.
I could sense a real connection between them. Madison was an expert at making men feel things that weren't real, and did a very effective job of faking intimacy, closeness, even orgasms. However, this was more than that, it was something that you couldn't fake, chemistry I guess you would call it. As they kissed tenderly, their lips barely grazing, it was reminiscent of earlier when she had given him a loving hand-job, allowing him to finish in her mouth.
The tips of their tongues danced around in each other's mouths, and I could see Madison's nipples harden. She placed one hand on his temple, which made the connection seemingly stronger. George didn't even notice when Olivia emerged from between his buttocks, and left to wash her face. Prior to Jody speaking, it was as if they were alone in the room.
"He's getting hard again," Jody announced, as George's cock swelled within her anal-cavity.
"Can I make love to you, Madison?" he whispered to her.
As Madison nodded her consent, Jody eased forward and his semi-erect cock emerged from her asshole. Jody turned to face George, and as he French-kissed Madison, the younger blonde removed the lipgloss-covered condom from his ever-growing cock, before joining Olivia in the bathroom. Left alone with his fantasy woman, George hardened completely, as Madison traced her nails across his nuts.
"What position do you want me in, George?" she asked.
I would have to think that most men would choose doggy-style in that situation, particularly as George had wanted to fuck her for years. However, based on the tenderness between them, I wasn't surprised when he said missionary.
"My favorite," Madison said seductively, although I knew she would have given that response, whichever position he chose. "The lovers' position," she added. "No condom necessary. I want to feel you inside me."
As she got comfortable on her back, George mounted her, slipping easily inside her self-lubricated pussy. Supporting his weight on his forearms, and cupping one hand under the base of her head, they began to rock slowly, in unison as they kissed. He ground his pelvis into hers as they made love, and the additional stimulation of her clitoris was having its desired effect, as she wrapped her feet around his ankles and let out a moan, muffled as it was by their open-mouthed kissing.



Madison got me off four or five times a day, but we rarely coupled in the missionary position. Prior to meeting her, I viewed it as the most boring of the three sexual positions that I knew. Madison taught me at least a dozen new positions, which further relegated the appeal of the missionary to me. Furthermore, in an attempt to keep me obsessed with her, she offered me blow-jobs several times a day, and most nights she allowed me to tit-fuck her before bed. Given the amount of variety that I was exposed to, I guess it wasn't surprising that we didn't engage in the most vanilla of positions that often.
However, as I watched her writhe around under George, his tender thrusting motions elevating her arousal with each passing moment, I wondered if it was perhaps her favorite position. A few minutes later, I got my answer as she intertwined her legs around his, and had a very vocal orgasm. Although on the surface it appeared similar in intensity and duration to the ones that she experienced with me, when we first got together, the principal difference was that this one wasn't faked.
I saw her stomach tighten right before she climaxed, and she stopped kissing George to stare into his eyes as she came all over his cock. Madison seemed lost in the moment as they maintained eye-contact, and a few moments later she had a second, equally powerful release. Remarkably, over the next ten minutes or so, as George demonstrated the control that I had lacked since the day I met Madison, he brought her to three more stupendous orgasms. Finally, she relaxed her grip on his legs, and let her arms fall limply to her side.
"Oh my God," she said with a giggle, "well I never. Holy shit."
Without actually saying anything, she managed to say everything, and she let out another satisfied giggle, as George remained buried inside her.
"I want you to come, baby," she whispered softly. "I am so wet. Too wet, actually. There is one hole you haven't enjoyed yet," she said suggestively.
George didn't need to be asked twice, and as he slowly withdrew from Madison's pussy, she called out for Jody. The young blonde opened the bathroom door, and emerged expectantly as if it was finally her turn. George showed zero interest in the beautiful teenager, and as Madison spoke her breathing was still ragged.
"Can you get me a condom, honey?" Madison said sweetly. "And some wet-wipes."
A few seconds later, Jody entered my master bedroom with Olivia in tow. They took one look at George's erection, covered as it was with Madison's milky-white vaginal secretions, and both broke into an admiring smile.
"Is it our turn, George?" Olivia asked the bartender. "We couldn't help overhearing what a great job you did."
"I need to pee," Madison informed the two younger women. "Can you clean George up and put a condom on him? I am going to let him fuck my ass."
As Madison entered my bathroom, Jody and Olivia descended on George with the wet wipes. As he knelt passively on the bed, they wiped his cock and balls clean, their feminine hands teasing him incessantly in the process. They were flirting with him too, and when Madison returned to the bedroom, Olivia was massaging his frenulum with the softest of touches, while Jody fondled his nuts.
"Ok, guys," Madison said in mock exasperation, "thank you for getting him hard. Put the condom on him so that he can finish up."
I am not sure how George resisted the wiles of the two younger women, but he seemed focused solely on Madison, even as Jody showed him her new party trick.
"Rachel taught me this," she said proudly, as she lowered her lips onto the tip of George's cock.
George sucked in air reflexively, as Jody bobbed up and down on his cock-head, before deep-throating him, and then emerging with a huge smile on her cherubic face. George was sporting a hard-on and it was now covered with a condom.
"Cool trick, huh?" Jody said proudly.
"Yeah great, Jody," Madison said dispassionately, "that will serve you well in a couple of years when you are working in a massage parlor."
Jody didn't take kindly to Madison's disrespect but instead of standing up to her, decided to turn her attention to George.
"Guys tell me I am way too pretty to give rim-jobs," she said with her practiced innocence. "However, I would be happy to help you over the finish line," she added suggestively.
I don't know how the hell he turned down that offer, but at that moment I considered him a better man than I. Under the same circumstances, with the offer of Jody's tongue in my asshole, I would have folded like a pack of cards. George, it seemed, only had eyes for Madison, and watched her intently as she climbed up on to my King Size bed, and adopted her usual stance for anal sex, the doggy-style position. She looked very inviting as she waited passively for George to enter her anal-cavity, which bore the signs of having been thoroughly lubricated. Jody laid on her back with an agreeable smile on her face, the inference being that she would scoot under him and eat his ass while he fucked Madison's.
Olivia wanted to be part of the action too, and waited eagerly on the sidelines for direction. When none was forthcoming, she posed the question directly.
"Where do you want me, George?" she asked seductively. "Do you want me to suck your nuts?"
Again, under that kind of sexual provocation I would have been unable to resist the two younger women, but George looked admiringly at Madison and verbalized his desires.
"I want you two in the bathroom," he began assertively, as if to remind them that he was calling the shots. "Madison," he continued, "can I finish in the missionary position, the lovers' position?"
Jody came back with one more suggestion, one which I would have instantly agreed to.
"Can we at least watch you put the wood to Madison?" she asked in a flirtatious manner.
"Bathroom. Now," he repeated, as the two of them arose from the bed, and left the room holding hands.
As I watched the two of them enter the bathroom and stand within the threshold, signaling their complete availability, I thought George was going to change his mind. However, demonstrating his desire for Madison, he climbed on top of her as she lay on her back, in his requested position. As he lowered his lips to meet Madison's, he told Jody to close the door.
Over the ensuing years, whenever I engaged in anal sex, intimate was just about the last descriptive I would have used to illustrate the sex-act. I used sodomy as a way to dominate and subjugate young women, relishing in their discomfort, particularly if I was taking someone's anal-cherry. After rim-jobs, subjecting women to a protracted fucking of their anus, was my favorite sexual activity.
By Jody's admission, and in her own words, Baldwin had made her "squeal like a pig" when he sodomized her. Her characterization resonated with me, and became my goal during this activity. I loved to hear a girl pretending to enjoy it, trying to suppress her urge to cry out from the discomfort. After I came, I loved to withdraw my cock from a virginal anus, and make the bewildered young woman suck my cock clean.
Before you judge me, remember that I was operating within a vacuum. I had no parental influence, and my only guidance was from my morally bankrupt uncle, who persuaded me to use and abuse as many women as possible. In addition to this, I was so fabulously wealthy at such a tender age, that most women gave me little to no pushback, agreeing to the most depraved and uncomfortable sex acts, in the hope that they would be the one. I submit to you, that most young men in my position would have acted in the same morally reprehensible way.
For this reason, and because sodomy is rarely depicted as an intimate act in pornography, I had no clue what the hell George was doing as he lay on top of my girlfriend, and asked her to line the tip of his cock up with the entrance to her asshole. As she guided him, he eased slowly inside her anus. Once he was balls-deep, he resumed his gentle, rhythmic rocking motion, and somehow turned the lewd act of sodomy, into an intimate one.
They kissed tenderly as he rocked slowly inside her, and even though she never experienced another orgasm, I could tell that she was thoroughly enjoying getting ass-fucked.
"Are you completely satisfied, Madison?" he asked as he approached his orgasm.
"Completely and utterly, George," she responded, as she kissed the end of his nose and smiled up at him. "Come in my ass, baby."
I watched as he tensed up, his broad muscular back flexing as he emptied his nuts inside my girlfriend's ass. He let out a quiet moan, and continued to rock inside her for several moments, as they kissed and whispered sweet nothings to each other. Madison made no attempt to rush him either, despite the men waiting in the living area, and they remained coupled long after he had ejaculated. It was as if he had single-handedly lowered her defenses, touched her soul and given her the defining sexual moment of her life.
Finally he withdrew, his softening cock drooping between his muscular thighs, and as he climbed off the bed, Madison knelt before him and lovingly removed his condom. She kissed the tip of his cock, and then licked it clean, before making a big show of glossing her lips with his seminal fluids.
"I can't wait to do that again," she informed him. "That was incredible. You are fucking incredible, George."
He helped her to her feet, and they kissed tenderly for a few more moments. I thought that they were going to go for round two but my bathroom door opened and Jody emerged butt-naked.
"Do you need any help with the clean-up?" she asked sweetly, licking her lips.
"You bitches are welcome to what's left," Madison said dismissively, handing Jody the semen-filled prophylactic. "I need to take a shower."
With that proclamation issued, Madison entered my bathroom, and Jody and Olivia approached the bartender. I heard the shower running, and as George looked on in bewilderment, Olivia shed her remaining clothes, and then the two of them sank to their knees and began to lick his juices from his now flaccid cock. He never got hard again, but enjoyed their tender ministrations for several minutes until Jody held up the used rubber containing the rest of his load. With a devilish smile, and the confidence that she was absolutely fucking irresistible, Jody raise her hand to her lips, and as George watched on in admiration, poured the contents of the condom into the palm of it.
"Let's eat," she said seductively, inviting Olivia to join her.
It was at that moment that I decided I wanted to fuck Jody. She was incredibly beautiful, insanely sexy and was a master at manipulating men.
That little vixen knew exactly what she was doing, as she lowered her face into her palm, simultaneously managing to coat her lips and the tip of her nose with George's semen. She lewdly slurped up a glob of his ejaculate, and with a look of mock horror on her face, raised her head slowly to look at Olivia. Her cute button nose was slick with George's seminal fluids, and her big blue eyes twinkled devilishly as she turned to kiss Olivia. I saw George's cock twitch to life as he watched on in awe, as Jody extended her tongue between Olivia's slightly parted lips, and spat the jism into her mouth.
There was a playful sexiness between them as they spit-balled his load, as if it was the most incredible delicacy that they had ever tasted. They were getting to George too, as evidenced by a noticeable increase in his rate of breathing, and his ever-swelling cock, which was impressive as he had already had multiple orgasms.
I couldn't tear my eyes away from the footage of Jody as she cavorted on her knees in front of the bartender, playing with his semen until Olivia and her had ingested it all. George had a semi-erection by now, the image of the two girls causing blood to flow to his crotch.
Shortly after the two-girl show, Madison emerged from the shower, also naked. As Olivia and Jody remained on their knees, Madison kissed George tenderly on the lips. In a testament to the chemistry they shared, his cock grew to its fullest, surprising the hell out of the two younger women, who had been trying to get him hard for the last twenty minutes.
In a scene reminiscent of a Bangkok soapy massage parlor, the three attentive young women fawned over him, caressing him all over with their fingertips, lips and tongues as they helped him to get dressed. When they finally managed to get his shorts zipped up, he was rock-hard again and it was Jody that sought to take advantage of his new-found sexual tension. Looking up at him from her knees, where she had remained in order to tie his shoelaces for him, her nose still coated with his ejaculate, she hit on him one last time.
"Do you want me to walk you to the limo, George?" she asked, as she caressed his erection through his shorts.
Just watching her offer herself up to him on a platter made me erect, and I have no clue how he managed to resist her.
"Thank you Jody," he said appreciatively. "I am going to make a move, but I can see myself out."
Turning to Madison, he added, "Thank you for tonight, that was the time of my life."
"Don't forget your stuff," she said cheerfully, as she retrieved his cash and her wet panties from the bathroom drawer.
As I watched on in disbelief, and the three girls steadfastly refused any of his attempts to pay them for their time, the most unlikely of scenarios had unfolded. The poorest man in that room full of millionaires, left that Super Bowl party in a limousine with twelve thousand five hundred dollars in cash, Madison's soiled panties, a completely drained set of nuts and the memories of a lifetime. He had been treated to a three girl hand-job in which he finished in Madison's mouth, entry into the hardly explored environs of Jody's ass, a loving rim-job from Olivia, and finally vaginal and anal sex with my beautiful girlfriend, all completely free of charge. Well, unless you count his initial investment of five hundred dollars, with which he parted reluctantly to buy one square of the football pool.
George stuck his cash in one pocket of his shorts, Madison's panties in the other, and with a satisfied smile on his face, and the three naked girls in tow, entered the main living area. As I switched camera angles, the first thing I noticed was the perfectly-formed red lipgloss mark on the front of his shorts, strategically placed there by Madison to evoke a response from the other men.
"You lucky bastard, George," Baldwin yelled enthusiastically, as he noticed the bartender with three seemingly compliant bitches in his wake. "I hope that was worth ten grand."
None of the other guys would have known that all of George's play was complimentary, and knowing his depleted finances, they probably wouldn't have cared. However, I knew, and as Madison and George exchanged one more longing glance, I realized that I had to do something to prevent them from hooking up in the future.



        Trust Fund Baby Pt. 06

        Madison fucks five guys in my bedroom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/trust-fund-baby-pt-06

Title: Trust Fund Baby Pt. 06

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Madison fucks five guys in my bedroom.

Tags: escort, dominant male, forced oral copulation, cuckold, gang bang, anal sex

Series: Trust Fund Baby


Almost two hours after the game ended, with about half of the men having already left and most of the cleanup taken care of, Olivia announced her intention to leave.
"Do you want me to stay and keep you company, Madison?" Jody asked.
"I am fine," my girlfriend responded. "I am comfortable with these guys. You can go ahead and leave too."
The two younger women left shortly after that brief exchange, each of them skipping happily out of my front door clutching approximately twenty one thousand dollars in cash, the sum total of their ten grand "appearance fee," and their share of the football pool winnings that was blown on sexual favors.
The alcohol had done its job, lowered the inhibitions and heightened the level of arousal in the room. A few moments later, sensing that the party was over, three other guys drifted away from my place. A cursory glance at the security camera revealed Baldwin, Clarkson, two other guys that had kept a fairly low provide, and the recently divorced Arts Center benefactor, were still in attendance.
Once the two younger women had left, it seemed to me as if Madison had exercised very poor judgement by remaining alone with five men, who were presumably liquored up. It was fairly obvious from the touchy-feely nature of the group, and the prominent erections visible in most of their pants, that they were ready for a crack at Madison. The subject of additional payment never even came up, but I think that the guys felt that she was obligated to get everybody off one more time, particularly as they all knew that so much money had already exchanged hands. As they groped and fondled her, telegraphing their intentions, she seemed resigned to accept her fate.
This resignation quickly turned to enthusiasm as Baldwin tossed a stack of hundred dollar bills onto the top of my piano.
"There's a ten grand bonus for you, sweetheart," he said condescendingly. "Why don't you dress up in something sexy, and take care of me and the boys?"
"Let's adjourn to the master bedroom," Madison suggested coyly, to an appreciative murmur of approval from the five guys.
The fact that Madison had asked the party to adjourn to our master bedroom confirmed that her sense of right and wrong was about to be overridden by the prospect of ten grand in cash. The guys followed her into my bedroom, and Baldwin spoke first, assuming control of the situation.
"Where do you keep your sexiest lingerie?" he asked her, "I want to see you in something cute and silky."
"How about that mint-green ensemble I tit-fucked you in?" Clarkson added. "You looked cute wearing that."
The men descended on her wardrobe, trying to reach a consensus of what they wanted her to wear to service them. After a couple of minutes of snooping through her intimates, during which most of the guys held up something cute for the group approval, Clarkson emerged with an unopened gift package. Contained within the signature silver box, with LaPerla stenciled in black writing on the front, it was packaging that every man in the room could instantly recognize. It was finished off with a pink bow and there was a card attached to the front of the box.
"Somebody has been a very good girl," Clarkson said condescendingly. "Good enough to get a gift. A very expensive gift by the look of things. Open it up Madison," he added assertively.
My heart sank as he handed Madison the box, and she began to open the card. Super Bowl Sunday is the first Sunday of February, and as such, always precedes Valentine's Day. After my conversation with my uncle about the importance of intimacy in a relationship, and the role that lingerie can play if treated as a private, and personal gift between two lovers, I had gone to LaPerla and purchased Madison a Valentine's gift. It was a beautiful silk and lace chemise in an exquisite shade of baby blue, to match her eyes. I really took my time with my selection, browsing through dozens of different pieces before finally selecting the one that I felt would look the best on her. The sales clerk had wrapped it beautifully, scented it using Madison's signature fragrance, and attached my card to the front of the box.
When I got home I hid it in the back of her closet, thus ensuring that it wouldn't get opened until Valentine's Day. I could barely watch the scene unfurl, as Clarkson grabbed the card from Madison's hands, and began to read it aloud.
"To my beautiful girlfriend," Clarkson began, as the other guys listened with mock interest. "Can't wait to enjoy a night with you wearing this, love Pete."
"Open it," Clarkson ordered. "We are going to have us an early Valentine's Day celebration."
I could see the reticence on Madison's face to open the beautifully packaged gift, and when her trembling hands were moving too slowly for their liking, the guys took the package from her and tore it apart like a pride of hungry lions.
Baldwin emerged with the prize, holding it up against her naked form as if to imagine her in it. It was exquisite, a mid-length chemise fabricated of the finest silk and lace, in the most beautiful shade of baby blue, to complement Madison's eyes.
"Put it on, Madison," Baldwin instructed her. "We want to see you all dolled up in your boyfriend's special Valentine's gift."
"Accessories too," Clarkson added, intimately aware that Madison possessed drawers full of garter-belts, stockings, chokers, hair bows, and high-heeled shoes, in a myriad of colors.
You could see the doubt in Madison's eyes as she retreated to my walk-in closet, in order to pretty herself up for the assembled men. Driven to please them by the prospect of the ten grand tip, she was nonetheless aware of the level of disrespect she would be displaying, by allowing several men to enjoy her while she was dressed in my surprise Valentine's Day gift. Once she was in the closet, she closed her eyes momentarily, as if she was on the precipice of a huge decision. I was praying that she would go back into the bedroom and throw the money back in Baldwin's face.
However, as she opened her eyes and took in a deep breath, I realized that she was preparing herself for the inevitable. This was confirmed when she reached into her extensive lingerie collection and began to remove color-coordinated accessories from the cedar-lined drawers. The LaPerla garter-belt was extracted first, and was, predictably, knowing Madison's attention to detail, an exact matching shade of blue. I noticed that the tags were still attached to the three hundred dollar piece of lingerie, and wondered if Madison was okay with forfeiting her ability to get a cash refund in the event she needed it.
The thong panties emerged next, and once I saw the tags were still attached to this piece, I knew it was by design rather than accident. I knew for a fact that Madison owned several pairs of these panties in every single color that LaPerla offered. The company would even email her when they introduced a new shade, such was her importance to them as a customer. It stood to reason then that Madison left the tags on so that the assembled men could unwrap her for their enjoyment, safe in the knowledge that nothing she was wearing had been viewed by another man. This was a kick in the nuts for me, but for Madison it was just another day at the office, justifying her exorbitant price tag.
Once she was ready, she emerged from the walk-in closet looking every bit the fuck-toy that the guys were expecting. When I dropped four hundred dollars on Madison's Valentine's Day gift, I was planning to be the one to enjoy her in it, but the sight of her being visually devoured by all of the men triggered something within me, and I felt my cock stiffen, against my will.
Madison did a quick twirl for the guys, and handed Baldwin a pair of scissors, evidently considering him the lead dog of this pack.
"I am yours to unwrap," she said seductively, as he moved forward and with a ceremonial flair, snipped the tags from her ensemble.
As I watched the tags flutter to the ground, signifying to the salivating guys that Madison was wearing over one thousand dollars worth of lingerie and accessories, in addition to the color-coordinated Louboutins, I was filled with regret knowing that my Valentine's gift to her was being unwrapped prematurely.
Madison flitted between the guys, and they took turns in feeling her up, under the guise of admiring the exquisite details of her outfit. As she stood there in her matching "fuck-me pumps" awaiting further instructions, her blue eyes sparkled, indicating her complete availability for whatever the men desired.
"If you were my girlfriend, I would have more respect for you than to pass you around Newport Beach like a joint," Baldwin said, to a round of laughs from the guys.
"Being available is my choice," she responded confidently, "Pete knows the price of monogamy is to propose to me."
I did know it too, although hearing her verbalize it was another kick in the nuts. As long as I dated her, no matter how much I elevated her life-style, she was going to fuck and suck other guys. At least she had been brutally honest about it. It would have been much worse for me had I been under the impression that my loving faithful girlfriend was waiting patiently for me at home, and I had discovered her about to engage in a gang-bang, after a routine check of my security cameras.
Even though Madison definitely wasn't waiting patiently for me, she was apparently prepared to wait for the assembled guys. After Baldwin told her to "get up on the bed and assume the position," she stayed motionless in the doggy-style pose, beautifully displayed in her Valentine's Day gift.
George had just enjoyed her asshole, and had made her orgasm several times, so her pussy showed the obvious signs of having self-lubricated, while her anus showed similar signs of having been manually greased. Predictably, in a group of Alphas, the men began to argue about the order in which they were going to take her.
Now that it had been established that everyone present was clean and free of STIs, it really didn't matter who went first. It was just like everything else in their lives that they competed for, the best table in a restaurant, the half-court seats at the basketball game, or the first new Ferrari model to be shipped to Newport Beach. They just wanted to be first inside Madison for the bragging rights.
Even amongst this well-established group of multi-millionaires, there emerged some more dominant males. Baldwin was one of them, emphatic that he deserved to be first, as he had put up the cash. There wasn't any argument with his assertion, and while a couple of the guys seemed prepared to wait their turn, others had clear motives for determining the order of succession.
"I just don't want to go after Clarkson," one of the guys remarked, to a chorus of laughs which totally broke the ice.
Apparently that was something that everybody understood and could agree upon. I had always suspected that Clarkson was hung like a donkey, particularly because I had the misfortune of handling his used Magnum condom on more than one occasion. However, after gauging the reluctance of the group to follow him in any act of sexual penetration, it was obvious that his friends were aware of his considerable endowment.
"The bitch has three holes," Clarkson said, in his own defense. "We don't all have to enjoy the same orifice."
That was just about the last thing I wanted to hear, as I watched the security tapes. As unappetizing as the prospect of my girlfriend having vaginal sex with five guys was, I really didn't want to witness her getting spit-roasted by two of these wealthy pricks at the same time. Even worse was the thought of her getting double-penetrated, and sucking a cock simultaneously.
This was apparently not my girlfriend's first rodeo because Madison, to her credit, waited patiently on all fours, as the order was determined. I would have characterized her actions as being totally passive, although she did wiggle her ass seductively a couple of times, as if to invite the first lucky bastard to step up and get balls-deep inside her.
Finally, after several moments of increasingly heated discussion, it was Madison that spoke up, the apparent voice of reason.
"Surely the host should have the first crack," she suggested. "No pun intended," she added demurely, to a chorus of laughs.
"Then it is decided," Baldwin said, as he stepped forward to take his rightful place at the head of the line.
And just like that, with the artfully chosen words that one would expect of a skilled courtesan, Madison broke the ice. Without alienating any of the men in the room, she managed to determine who at least was going to go first.
Judging by their level of familiarity, most of these guys had been intimate with Madison before. In a pattern that would be repeated over the years that she was my significant other, Madison and I would bump into one of the Newport Beach elite, and immediately upon the perfunctory introductions, I would be apprised of their dating history. I use the term "dating" loosely, as many of the encounters had been one-night stands, some had been threesomes, others even group-sex or gang-bangs. The only common thread was that money had exchanged hands, and that future encounters could not be ruled out, at least until I was engaged to Madison.
Baldwin sidled up behind Madison, and as if trying to decide which hole to take first, rested the tip of his cock against her taint. Madison seemed relieved that she had some say in the matter, and quickly reached around behind her ass, and guided Baldwin's large member into her wet pussy. She let out a loud moan of pleasure as he got balls-deep inside her.
I knew I should have fast-forwarded through this intensely difficult to watch scene, the second Madison began to squeal with delight, and approach her, albeit faked, first orgasm. To the uninitiated, her pleasure seemed real, and as she writhed and frolicked on his cock, one could certainly have been forgiven for believing that she was about to come. Not me though, I wasn't fooled for one second. I had witnessed that manipulating bitch fake multiple orgasms, and as far as I was concerned, this was just the next one in a long line of deceitful displays of feigned pleasure.
It seemed to encourage Baldwin though, that self-entitled prick slapping her ass and pulling her long platinum hair, that he had instructed her to bleach almost-white. He had ordered her to undergo an increased tanning-bed regimen too, before making an appointment for the Brazilian Wax Treatment to apply the finishing touches for his visual enjoyment. Now as he fucked her from behind, enjoying the total lack of tan-lines that her month long sun-bed schedule had achieved, he fast approached his release.
At this point in my young life, I had never participated in a gang-bang. I had experienced threesomes but had never shared a woman with other men. Despite my total lack of involvement in such activity, it did seem like there would be some basic ground rules, out of respect for the other participants. Judging by the vocal remonstrations from the other guys, Baldwin violated the most obvious of these rules by withdrawing his cock from Madison's pussy, and blowing his load all over the back of her chemise, and the tips of her platinum extensions.
Madison didn't complain, quite the opposite. She squealed enthusiastically, wiggled her tanned ass and egged him on, as he continued to rain his semen down on her lower back. Once he was finished ejaculating, he stood up and walked away.
"Sloppy seconds, anyone?" he said in a disparaging manner, as if he wanted to rub everyone's face in the fact that he went first.
I was hoping that Madison would recognize the potential for things to get out of hand, and call it a day, but she didn't appear ruffled in any way.
"Give me five minutes to use the ladies room," she said demurely, as if she was going to powder her nose, instead of wipe a man's ejaculate from her ass, back and hair.
A few moments later, as the realization dawned on these guys what the potential downside was of going last, and as my girlfriend resumed the doggy-style position, all four of the remaining men approached the bed. Clarkson, having over the last four years demonstrated a strong preference to be pleasured orally, stood in front of Madison's face and she began to fellate him.
I had always assumed that Madison treated Clarkson to a loving, edging blow-job, when they hooked up once a month. The traces of lipgloss all over the condom that he would periodically send home with her, bore witness to that. However, today, in the company of his fellow Newport Beach millionaires, Clarkson was showing off, and began to fuck her face in earnest. Madison struggled to breathe as he held her firmly by the ears and violently deep-throated her. There was nothing loving or intimate about this blow-job, which would more accurately be characterized as forced oral-copulation, and wouldn't have seemed out of place had it occurred in a prison cell.
The recently-divorced Arts Benefactor claimed her asshole, kneeling behind her as the other two guys looked at each other, figuring out that there were two dicks left, but only one hole. Madison couldn't really do much to encourage or assist the benefactor, but she did manage to wiggle her ass as he lined up with the entrance to it. Dispensing with the condom, he entered my girlfriend's anal passage bareback, and without giving her any time to adjust to his invasion, began to fuck the crap out of her asshole.
"My ex-wife fucked me in the ass," he said venomously, presumably referring to the acrimonious divorce he had been through. "Time for some payback."
Believe me, it is tough enough to watch a guy make love to your woman, but it was heartbreaking to watch Madison being pounded at both ends by a couple of misogynistic rich guys, who seemed intent on punishing her for her wanton behavior. Luckily the benefactor was a quick come, and as I watched him contort his face in ecstasy and blow his load inside Madison's asshole, I wondered if his sexual deficiency contributed in some way to the demise of his marriage. While he couldn't match Baldwin's theatrics of ejaculating all over her back, the benefactor did have one final act of disrespect left in him, and he wiped his cock clean on the back of Madison's four hundred dollar chemise.
Clarkson had no such issues with premature ejaculation, and as he withdrew his cock temporarily from Madison's mouth, so that she could change positions to accommodate the last two guys, he was still fully erect and nowhere near climax. Madison changed into the cowgirl position, and lowered herself onto the erect cock of one of the lower profile guys, as he lay on his back. The second lower profile guy pushed her upper body forward, and eased in behind her doggy-style, so that they double-teamed her. Once both guys were balls-deep inside Madison in their respective orifices, Clarkson, reentered her mouth.
Once again, presumably because he enjoyed Madison's oral delights once a month, Clarkson outlasted the two guys who were fucking her bare-back. They came within a few seconds of each other, and as she continued to fellate Clarkson, semen dripped from both of her holes. At some point, with the other four guys having recovered and now half-heartedly watching the show that he was putting on, Clarkson decided that he wanted to finish in my girlfriend's asshole. He didn't ask her either, knowing how much discomfort he had put her through four years ago when they first met, and he sodomized her in exchange for a twelve thousand dollar purchase at Tom Ford.
Clarkson simply released his grip on her ears, withdrew his cock from her mouth, and asked her where he could get a condom.



"Condoms are on the bathroom counter," one of the lower profile guys said, trying to be helpful.
"I need my own rubber, buddy," Clarkson answered dismissively, "the Magnum ones."
I could detect a hint of concern in Madison's voice as she answered, trying presumably to discern what plans he had that would require a prophylactic.
"Your Magnums are under my pillow," Madison said quietly, "I wasn't sure if you were planning to stay the night, again."
"I can't stay tonight, honey," he said, the regret palpable in his voice. "Next time Pete is away, perhaps?"
"I can't wait," she said, without any shame, even though their interaction was in front of several men.
Even though it made my blood boil to learn that Clarkson had spent the night in my bed with my girlfriend, it was more infuriating that he had made this admission in front of the guys. This news was sure to spread like wildfire around the wealthy Newport Beach social circles, and it could only serve to lower my status among my peers. I felt like I was having a panic attack as I watched them flirt with each other, and I ended up pausing the footage, and getting a glass of water.
I was racking my brains trying to remember when I had gone out of town recently, and then it dawned on me. I had gone to an out of state funeral in New York, about two months prior and had decided not to bring Madison. We had argued about it, with her being adamant that the first step in our road to matrimony, was her inclusion in my personal obligations, such as weddings and funerals. The last thing she said to me as I left for the airport was something along the lines of, "you are going to regret this decision."
At the time, I laughed at her seemingly idle threat, but by the time I got to my destination, I could see where she was coming from, and called her to apologize. My call went straight to her voicemail, and when she never called me back, I realized that she was still pissed at me. I was staying at the Peninsula in New York, and went down to the bar for a nightcap. To my surprise, a young Asian woman propositioned me, offering to spend the night with me.
I knew immediately that Koko was a working girl, even before the subject of compensation reared its ugly head. My experience with Olivia had taught me not to be shy, and I asked her what was on the menu for my money. To my astonishment, not only was the pricing structure comparable to the Newport Beach pay for play scene, at eight hundred dollars for the night, but apparently nothing was off-limits.
We shared a couple of cocktails at the bar, and I noticed an older, obviously wealthy man checking her out. As we walked over to a more private booth, I placed my hand possessively on her ass, and gave the guy a smirk. At this point it was just drinks, but he didn't have to know that.
As Koko got progressively more touchy-feely, rubbing my cock through my pants under the mahogany table, I felt my resolve weakening. As she catalogued the delights that she was prepared to offer me, she peppered me with questions, trying to learn my sexual proclivities.
"Do you like dirty talk?" she asked me, landing on one of my hot buttons almost immediately.
When I responded that I loved women to talk dirty, she pressed me for the details. I was reluctant to share that I came really hard when my girlfriend taunted me about her other lovers, but Koko was relentless in her pursuit of my specific kinks.
"The more honest you are with me, the better our session will be," she assured me. "Do you have a favorite type of lingerie? A special scent that arouses you?"
"Why, do you have them all in your travel bag?" I asked incredulously.
"No, of course not," she said playfully. "But we are within walking distance of the Rockefeller Center and they have just about any perfume you can buy. If you know what you like, I will scent myself for you. I have several wigs too, if you would rather enjoy me as a red-head or a blonde."
I remembered my bathroom encounter with Samantha, as she bent over the marble countertop, having been sprayed with the intoxicating scent that Madison always wore. It had been a close second to the real deal, and I was very tempted to enjoy Koko for the night.
"Rimming?" I asked, trying to suppress my shyness.
"I love giving rim-jobs," she said enthusiastically. "We just need to shower first."
As she continued to check off all of my hot buttons, I decided to go for it.
"I like expensive silky intimates, garter-belts, and Chanel No 5," I informed her, referring to Madison's fragrance of choice, and trying to customize my session for maximum enjoyment.
"You got it, Pete," she said agreeably. "I definitely have some cute lingerie in my room. Let's finish up our drinks and get out of here."
It was the picture that I have of Madison on my iPhone home screen, that made me change my mind at the last minute. I glanced at my phone to see what time it was, and was jarred back into reality by a head-shot of my girlfriend just after she had enjoyed a professional makeup session, and looking her very best.
Even though Koko had kept me hard for much of the last hour, the second I saw the picture of Madison, my arousal elevated and I knew I owed it to her to be faithful. I was apologetic and polite when I declined Koko, and I gave her three hundred dollars for her time and companionship, which eliminated any notion of time-wasting that she may have harbored.
"That distinguished looking gentleman in the expensive suit has been checking you out for the last hour," I said kindly. "Thank you for your time, Koko."
Koko arose seductively from the leather seating area, moving with the grace of a seasoned courtesan. She leaned into me, kissed me gently on the temple, and moved towards the older gentleman, who broke into a broad smile as he realized that she had unexpectedly become available. Koko and the well-dressed man chatted for less than two minutes, before he signaled the bartender and paid his tab. Moments later, it was his hand on her pert little ass, as they exited the bar together.
At the time, I was proud of myself for doing the right thing, and I sat in the booth for a few minutes to let my erection subside. I called Madison again but it went straight to voicemail, and being three hours ahead of California time, I went to bed before she could respond.
Now, as I digested the fact that Clarkson may have been in my home when I called Madison to say goodnight, my pride at doing the right thing turned into regret of a lost opportunity. Koko was a spectacular woman, and undoubtedly would have rocked my world had I invited her to spend the night with me. I had gone to bed alone in my suite with a erection that just wouldn't quit. It had taken me ages to fall asleep too, as I ruminated on the lost opportunity with Koko, and consternated over why it was taking Madison so long to call me back. Had I known that she was getting seduced by Clarkson, I would have made very different decisions that night in New York.
After I drank some water and did some breathing exercises, I felt my blood pressure return to normal. I am a naturally jealous person, although this state is elevated around Madison because of the pleasure she derives from stoking it. I am also slightly OCD, and the two character traits combined are not conducive to letting things slide. For this reason, I began to obsess about the exact time-frame of Clarkson's intrusion, and what Madison was doing that prevented her from answering her phone, twice.
I searched my outgoing phone history by logging onto the iCloud, and immediately learned the date and time of my calls to Madison. I knew I wouldn't be able to wait too long before I checked my security footage from those times, to establish whether Clarkson had been in my house at that exact moment. However, I wanted to see what happened next, so I pressed "resume" on the footage that I had been watching.
Madison had just informed Clarkson that his Magnums were under her pillow. He got up from the bed, and reached under my girlfriend's pillow, where to my astonishment she had stashed a multi-pack of the over-sized rubbers. Clarkson removed one from the distinctive looking box, and entered the bathroom.
"This you guys have got to see," Baldwin informed the group. "He is going to tear this bitch's ass up."
While I wasn't happy with Baldwin's use of the pejorative to characterize my girlfriend, I knew that this was how he viewed her. To him, a wealthy man with a multitude of options, Madison was merely a bitch. Jody, Olivia, Rachel, and Madison were interchangeable in his eyes, local Newport Beach hoes, that were available for him to use as cum-receptacles, whenever he felt like busting a nut.
After he voiced his suggestion, the other guys went from a half-hearted interest in the Clarkson show, to being fully engaged in what he was about to put Madison through. As I watched the security footage, I heard him taking a piss although judging by the splashing sounds he was the one who had the bad aim, and had urinated all over my toilet seat. A few moments later he emerged from the bathroom with a semi-erection, which answered my question about how difficult could it be to just urinate into the bowel. His massive member was sheathed by a Magnum condom, and had been coated with Anal-Ease.
Even though he wasn't fully erect, it was an impressive sight. He possessed the largest cock I had ever seen outside of interracial porn movies, and the rest of the guys watched on in awe as he approached my girlfriend. They had enough sexual history that she knew exactly what he liked, and as she rubbed his frenulum gently, he slowly stiffened until he was completely hard.
"Get on all fours," he instructed her, "on the edge of the bed."
Once she was in his desired position, he scooted over to the side of the bed, and remaining in a standing position, rested the tip of his cock against her rosebud. She was much less comfortable than before, as she waited for her impending violation. She kept looking nervously over her shoulder, and Clarkson seemed to relish her anxiety.
"Push back against me," he ordered, seemingly having decided to make her do all the work.
What happened next was excruciatingly hard for me to witness. With a look on her face that you would expect to see from a woman giving birth, Madison pushed back against the tip of his greased cock-head, and slowly impaled herself on it. It was a protracted struggle to get his entire length inside of her ass, and by the time he was balls-deep, she was sweating and in considerable discomfort.
Clarkson by contrast, had a smug smile on his face as Madison grunted and occasionally cried out in pain.
"Fuck yeah," he said, as he started to slowly withdraw, "just as I remember it."
I knew that he had sodomized her in the past, although my understanding was that it had been a limited number of times, due to his size. In fact, Madison had warned Jody about the danger she faced if Clarkson won her asshole in the auction. Now as my girlfriend was getting butt-fucked by this stallion, it was her to turn to suffer.
Clarkson used steady, rhythmic strokes to ass-fuck Madison, and after a few moments she began to bleed.
"That is why I wore a condom," he said to no-one in particular, as traces of blood appeared on the outside of the Magnum.
To her credit, even though Madison was clearly in distress, she allowed the older man to continue his assault on her anus, and a few moments later he came inside her anal passage. This was just sex for him, and he did not engage in any post-coital intimacy, but rather withdrew from her gaping butt-hole, and issued his next directive.
"Stay in that position, in case anyone else wants a crack," he instructed her.
As expected, no-one wanted to follow Clarkson, and as the remaining guys averted their eyes, he told Madison that she was excused. He watched her intently as she struggled to get up from all fours, his softening cock starting to droop between his legs. It was a different woman that alighted from the bed after his violation. Gone was the feminine allure, replaced by an awkward gait as she limped to the bathroom.
She emerged a few moments later, wearing a bath robe and forcing a half-smile as she asked them if they needed anything else.
"I think the party is over," Clarkson declared, "your cash is on the piano."
"I do need you to do one more thing for me," Baldwin said, as the smile disappeared from my girlfriend's face. "Bring me your new chemise."
Madison had apparently made the decision to obey his every directive, and sensing that her ordeal was almost over, fetched the baby blue garment.
You would have thought that complete sexual release would have been enough for Baldwin and his cronies. After all, they had totally violated my girlfriend, taken all three of her orifices, dressed her up like a little fuck-toy in the Valentine's Day gift that I had purchased for her, before Baldwin ejaculated all over the back of the four hundred dollar piece of lingerie. However, because he is a total asshole, he wanted to heap more humiliation upon me.
"Re-wrap your gift," he instructed Madison, to a round of sniggers from the men.
As the guys watched on intently, Madison folded the exquisite garment in such a way that the dried semen stains on the rear of it were not visible when she placed it back into the LaPerla box. It looked exactly the way it had when she first unpacked it, and Clarkson remarked that I would never know until Madison put it on. Truth be told, the fact that the tags were already removed would have instilled the same level of doubt in my mind, but Baldwin wanted more.
"I want him to know as soon as she opens it," Baldwin said. "Toss the condom on top of it."
As the three other guys looked on in amusement, Clarkson removed the Magnum from his flaccid dick, and laid it on top of the baby blue chemise. Some of his ejaculate spilled immediately from the used rubber onto the silky garment, turning it a darker shade of blue. Madison retied the ribbon, scented the box with her perfume and reattached the Valentine's Day card to the front of it. If I hadn't been watching it unfold on the security footage, I would have been treated to a truly disgusting surprise, and been presented with incontrovertible evidence of my girlfriend's philandering.
"Put it back where we found it," Baldwin ordered her. "And not a word until Valentine's Day."
"I don't know why the fuck Pete doesn't just marry you and put an end to this madness," Clarkson said, with a chuckle.
The five of them were having a laugh at my expense, which hurt almost as much as their sexual encounters with my girlfriend. As fellow Newport Beach millionaires, I considered these men my peers, and it was very humiliating to hear them openly mock me.
When it became evident that they were about to leave, Madison excused herself to freshen up, and Baldwin lit a cigar and laid on my bed. That prick acted like he owned my place, casually flicking his ash on my bedside table, before Madison emerged from the bathroom in a panic after smelling the cigar smoke in my bedroom.
"You can't smoke in this room," she said animatedly.
"I can smoke wherever the fuck I want, Madison," Baldwin responded arrogantly, prompting her to grab an ashtray.
As she placed the glass receptacle on the side table, she turned to Clarkson who was also lighting up a cigar.
"You pissed all over the toilet seat you dirty bastard," she admonished him. "I told you guys not to trash the place."
"I did that on purpose," Clarkson responded, as Baldwin started to chuckle. "I want you to leave it that way for Pete to find. As a man, he will understand the significance of it."
As a man I did understand the underlying meaning behind his disrespectful act. What I didn't understand was why the fuck Madison hadn't cleaned it up, after they left. Even though the security footage had been incredibly difficult to watch, I had the answers that I needed, and for the first time in months, I felt strong enough to kick Madison to the curb. Part of me was experiencing intense arousal, as the thought of all those other guys enjoying my girlfriend was titillating, but now that I knew that I was the laughing stock of Newport Beach, I realized that I had to end it with Madison.
I heard her stirring in the living area, and went in there with a renewed resolve to terminate our relationship. As soon as I saw her on the couch, I had the first tinge of doubt. She looked up at me with her baby blue eyes, and I felt my cock twitch in my pants. As she rolled onto the carpet, and began to crawl towards me, I could tell that she was still out of it.
"Did you have a lot to drink, Madison?" I asked, suspecting that she was still intoxicated.
"I hardly drank anything at the Super Bowl party," she said, as she struggled up onto her knees and reached for my zipper. "Unless you count George's semen," she added with a giggle. "I have lots to tell you, baby," she continued, as she freed my erection from my shorts.
In typical Madison style, unaware that I had already viewed the entirety of her misdeeds, she began to recount the events of the party, in excruciating detail, as she intermittently sucked my cock. I was powerless to stop her, infatuated by the combination of her world class blow-job skills, and her ability to get into my head with her lurid tales of infidelity. You would think I would have blown my load and then, freed temporarily from her web by virtue of my empty nut-sack, could have found the courage to dump her.
In fact, the exact opposite occurred. As I approached my orgasm, she invited me to come on her face, and I had a stupendous orgasm and pretty much collapsed onto my knees. She helped me over to the sofa, and told me to relax, before leaving the main living area. As I watched her limp gingerly from the room, making no attempt to hide the fact that she had been brutally ass-fucked by Clarkson, I felt my cock stir, and I knew that she had her hooks back in me.
Thoughts of banishing her disappeared, replaced by the contemplation of matrimony, to "end this madness" as Clarkson had so eloquently phrased it. A few moments later she returned with her makeup freshened up, and her platinum hair arranged neatly into pigtails. She wearing her new baby blue chemise, the Valentine's Day gift that the men had discovered and enjoyed her in.
"The guys found my Valentine's Day gift in the closet," Madison began, unaware that I had seen her get completely defiled in it, yet seemingly with nothing to hide. "They made me wear it to service them. I hope you don't mind. I know you were probably hoping that I would wear it for you first."
As I took her in I was fighting an internal battle, and my lust had the upper hand against my rational side. Madison made no attempt to hide the large semen stain in the chest area, and even offered an explanation for how it got there.
"Clarkson tossed his used rubber into the LaPerla box for you to discover," she said without a trace of regret. "His seed leaked all over it."
With that opening salvo fired, she twirled slowly in the exquisite garment, and my eyes took in the copious stains on the rear of the lingerie.
"Those are Baldwin's," she added, matter of factly, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "That asshole came all over my back."
My rational mind was screaming at me, telling me that this was fucked up, that I deserved better, that I should dump Madison and find myself a new partner. However, she had fully engaged my physical side, and as she continued to allude to the fact that the guys had given her a thorough seeing-to, I couldn't resist her. I moved towards her, as if on auto-pilot, until she was in my arms, and our lips touched with the gentlest caress.



"I brushed my teeth," she said cheerfully, as if that would make the blowjobs she had participated in cease to be of consequence.
"Madison," I whispered hoarsely, struggling to contain my arousal, "how many men did you fuck?"
Having seen the security footage, I knew every intimate detail, but it excited me to hear it from her. In a pattern that would be repeated over the entirety of our relationship, I entered her slick pussy and as she taunted me with the specifics of her infidelity, we began to fuck. She held nothing back either, going through the precise particulars of each encounter, with alarming accuracy.
As I listened on intently, I thrusted rhythmically inside her, thoughts of how George had made her reach orgasm in this exact same position. This wasn't going to happen for me though, as I felt my balls churning the second that we started to grind away.
"Jody and I sucked one of the security guys off during the first costume change," she added quietly, as she nibbled my ear. "He came the quickest out of all the guys," she whispered, with a giggle. "Embarrassing case of premature ejaculation."
"Security guy?" I said through my ragged breaths, as I felt my nuts constrict at the indignity of it. "You blew one of the security guys?" I added shakily.
Even though it was bad enough that the group of Newport Beach millionaires had violated my girlfriend for the entirety of the game, I had the option to avoid them if I so desired. I only ever really ran into them at the local exotic car shows, which were really just dick-swinging contests, a chance to show who owned the most expensive vehicles, and at the occasional philanthropic event.
However, if Madison had blown one of the security detail of my condominium complex, that would be a disaster. I encountered these minimum wage workers each and every time I went in and out of the gates to my secure residence. Even though I knew that they wouldn't rub it in my face the way Baldwin and Clarkson did, and more than likely would never even allude to the fact that it had happened, it would eat me alive to drive past them in my four hundred thousand dollar Lamborghini, and know that my girlfriend had been on her knees and sucked one of them off.
I had known these guys ever since the day I turned eighteen, and with the first disbursement of my trust-fund burning a hole in my pocket, had gone with my uncle to find an appropriately secure living arrangement.
"Don't worry," the senior guy had assured my uncle, "we will keep an eye on the kid. Make sure no unsavory types get through the gate."
I had always enjoyed a cordial relationship with these men, although I derived a certain amount of pleasure from the looks of envy on their faces every time they saw me drive in with Madison. She was so out of their league, so completely unavailable to men like them, that they could just admire her from a distance, their stiff cocks signaling their desire. I encouraged Madison to act like a total bimbo around them and to flirt incessantly and engage in non-stop sexual innuendo.
As I got to know them better, I would stop and make small-talk, I addressed them by their first names, and even gave them a generous gratuity at Christmas. They were always professional, although did little to hide their interest in Madison. Now to discover that she had blown one of them was a terrible revelation, one that made me briefly contemplate moving.
While this was unequivocally bad news, coming as it did on my path to orgasm I wanted to hear every sordid detail. Madison knew this too, and took an excruciatingly long time to answer.
"Yes baby," she whispered. "Jody and I got him off good. You are going to have to come up with a more inventive Christmas bonus this year."
"Oh shit, Madison," I cried out as I started to ejaculate inside her. "Where did it happen? I never saw it on the security footage."
In a pattern that would be repeated countless times during our fucked-up relationship, I had a very intense orgasm, as Madison taunted me about her sexual encounters with other men. I was still breathing hard, when she resumed her storytelling.
"They came to the side-door about thirty minutes after the last guest checked in," Madison began, "following your strict instructions."
"Which one knocked on the door, Madison?" I asked, dreading the answer.
"The black guy," she answered hesitantly, "I had never seen him before."
Even though I hadn't lived in my condominium complex for that long, I knew all of the security detail, and none of them were black.
"Black guy?" I said, with a confused look on my face. "We don't have a black security guy."
As luck would have it, even in the minimum wage environment of residential security, nobody wants to work on Super Bowl Sunday, and the regular crew of security guards had been granted the day off to watch the football game with their families. The replacement security detail had been apprised of my expectations of a thirty minute check-in, to keep my party from getting out of line, but Madison had apparently derailed those plans.
Ordinarily, Madison was more than happy to share the lewd details of her hook-ups with me, knowing that I got aroused by the stories. However, because I had just ejaculated inside her, she decided that the rest of the details could wait until I was ready to go again. My arousal was no longer driving me, and I felt a different emotion, disgust.
"I can't believe you blew a minimum wage security guy," I said angrily. "How the fuck did that even happen?"
Madison clammed up about her encounter with the young man, and I think she felt she had stooped too low, because getting information from her was like pulling teeth.
"Fuck it," I exclaimed angrily, my empty nut-sack no longer affecting my judgment. "I will check myself."
The guard shack at my condominium complex kept entry records electronically, and with my password I was able to view the exact time that my last guest checked-in. From there it was a simple matter of forwarding thirty minutes, until the time that the security detail first checked in on Madison.
As I reviewed the footage from my front door camera, I saw them coming up my driveway, a motley crew of misfits, if ever I saw one. Three teenage losers, resigned to working on one of the funnest days of the year, for minimum wage. As they approached my front door, the black guy stopped them and removed his iPhone from the pocket of his low-hanging black uniform pants. He seemed to check on some details, and then instructed the two other guys to head around the side of my place.
It was here, at the side door to my condo, that I was able to pick up the audio in addition to the video of their scheduled visit. It began professionally enough, Olivia answering the door with a pleasant smile.
"Is Miss Madison around?" the black guy asked politely. "We were asked to do a welfare check every thirty minutes."
A few seconds later, as the guys checked out Olivia's tight little ass when she turned tail and went back inside my place, Madison appeared in the doorway, still dressed in her Patriots' Cheerleader Uniform. The black guy kept his composure, even as the other two geeks openly ogled my girlfriend.
"Good evening, Miss," the black guy began. "Is everything under control here? Mr. Pete asked us to check in on you every thirty minutes."
"Yes, thank you, young man," Madison answered in her usual flirtatious manner, even though these three guys clearly had nothing to offer her. "Everything is fine. You don't need to check in on us anymore tonight."
The black guy seemed unintimidated by Madison, and corrected her without any attempt to censor or moderate his behavior.
"Mr. Pete was very clear in his expectations," he countered, with far less reverence than a homeowner could expect. "The Supervisor told us that Mr. Pete said he would make it worth our while to follow his instructions."
"Well," Madison responded, easing into the young man's space with the practiced fluidity of a seasoned courtesan. "I will match Mr. Pete's tip, and give you an extra hundred dollars if you leave us alone for the rest of the night."
I think Madison, recognizing that there was fifty thousand dollars in cash sitting on the football pool board, thought that her time would be better utilized inside with the wealthy men. She knew that between Olivia, Jody and herself, they could divert some, or hopefully all, of that cash into their money-grabbing hands. For this reason, she decided to up the ante, and immediately offered them three hundred dollars each, to split and leave her alone for the evening.
Two of the guys folded at the prospect of three days pay for nothing, and upon receiving their cash headed back to the guard shack. The black guy stood his ground, perhaps under the perception that it was unduly important to Madison not to be disturbed for the rest of the game.
"See you in thirty minutes, Miss," he said, with an affected politeness, as he turned to leave the side door.
"Young man," she said, with a hint of desperation in her voice. "How much to leave us alone for the night?"
"Maxwell," he said, cheerfully. "My name is Maxwell."
I could tell that Madison was losing her composure, as he was gaining his. He was a perceptive young man, and could see that his insistence on conducting a thirty minute welfare check was bothering her.
"Well, Maxwell," she repeated, with an edge in her voice, "how much?"
As I watched the video I didn't see any obvious sign or communication between them, and yet, as if they had already agreed upon the price that had to be paid, she stepped forward, grabbed his arm, and led him into my garage. As they disappeared from sight of my side door camera, I switched cameras and saw them enter my three-car garage.
Most young men would have been distracted by the sight of the bright Orange Lamborghini Aventador, but Maxwell remained focused on his prize. He leaned into my girlfriend's ear and whispered something inaudible to me, that caused her eyes to widen.
"Excuse me," she said in mock bewilderment, "you want me to what?"
Madison had been escorting for close to a decade by this point, and was beyond the point of actually being shocked. However, this young man's confidence belied his status within the condominium complex, and Madison asked him to repeat what he said.
"I didn't stutter," he began confidently. "For the last hour I have watched a steady stream of exotic cars and a limousine drop off close to a dozen of Newport Beach's most recognizable wealthy men. Your husband is out of town, and two beautiful young women answered the door in Cheerleader Uniforms. In addition to that, you want security to leave you alone for the rest of the night, despite specific instructions from your husband to check in on your gathering, every thirty minutes. In exchange for my co-operation, I want you and the other girl to suck me off."
"He's not my husband," Madison responded weakly, as if she was cool with the rest of the details. "And we don't have a lot of time," she added, trying to manage his expectations.
With the agreement in place, Madison texted Olivia to meet her in the garage, and she appeared almost immediately. As Madison introduced her to Maxwell, and explained the situation, an uneasy look settled upon Olivia's face. Bear in mind that this girl had allowed me to ass-fuck her on our first date, had invited me to urinate on her for an extra two hundred dollars, and was seemingly open to just about anything, no matter how depraved. So, it was a complete shock when she declined the request.
"Olivia, please," Madison said desperately. "It won't take long if we work together."
"I have my sexual preferences," she said firmly. "I don't have sex with black guys. No offense, Maxwell."
Even though Maxwell had clearly taken offense, Madison had other plans to remove future interruptions from the evening, so that she could focus on the fifty grand sitting on the living area table.
"Send Jody out here," she instructed Olivia. "That little cocksucker will do it."
As Olivia turned to leave the garage, Madison went into damage control mode, assuring Maxwell that Jody was a breathtakingly beautiful eighteen year old blonde, who would be more than happy to take care of his needs.
Maxwell looked disappointed as he watched Olivia exit the garage, but this look was temporary, replaced by a huge smile as Jody appeared at the door in her cute Cheerleader Uniform. The young blonde had perfected the art of looking absolutely delighted to meet new men, and she offered Maxwell the same practiced appreciation, as she stepped into his personal space. Jody hadn't been exposed to many black men in the Mid-West, and even though there was a sizable African American population in her community, the social norms regarding racial segregation were much more rigid than in Southern California.
However, shortly after she turned eighteen and became more rebellious, Jody had sucked off a couple of the local gang-bangers, in an attempt to piss her father off. For this reason, Jody didn't possess the inherent discrimination that Olivia did, and was not opposed to taking care of this young man, if Madison directed her to.
Maxwell extended his large black hand towards Jody, but she stepped forward enthusiastically and gave him a big hug. As she squeezed him tight, he let one of his hands fall to her ass, and it remained there for the duration of their embrace. For her part, Jody moved her hips into his, assessing the size and rigidity of his erection, as she gently ground into him.
Evidently, she liked what he had in his pants, because she lowered her dainty hand to his crotch and gave his cock a squeeze.
"What do you want from me, Maxwell?" Jody asked innocently, as she looked up at him, towering above her as he was.
"I want you bitches to suck me off," he said, crudely, "in exchange for me leaving you alone for the rest of the evening, with your rich men."
Jody didn't seem to need any more information. She had been summoned to the garage by Madison and was happy to accommodate any of the evening's guests, having been paid ten grand to do so. Maxwell was clearly enamored with the two beautiful blondes, and put his hand on Jody's shoulder, apparently intending to force her to her knees in the middle of my garage.
Jody had other ideas for this young man, and wanted this to be a memorable experience for him, instead of a rushed affair.
"Why don't you sit in the Lambo and we will both blow you?" she said sweetly, as Maxwell looked nervously across at the bright Orange, four hundred thousand dollar exotic.
"Don't be shy, Maxwell," Madison added encouragingly. "Sit in the driver's seat. Make yourself comfortable. Experience what these fat rich pricks enjoy on a regular basis."
As Maxwell shuffled in disbelief towards the Lamborghini, Madison clicked the remote, causing the scissor door to rise vertically.
"Take your pants off," Madison instructed him, "there's not much room to move once you are inside."
Maxwell dropped his uniform pants to his ankles, kicked off his shoes, and left his clothes in a pile by the side of my Lambo. He was visibly aroused, his erection tenting in his boxers as he climbed over the wide door-sill, and maneuvered himself behind the steering wheel.
"Man, it's tight in here," Maxwell said as he struggled to get comfortable. "Have you ever sucked your boyfriend off in this car before?"
"Not him," Madison said dispassionately, "but I blew my ex-boyfriend in that red LaFerrari that is parked in my driveway," she added inexplicably. "He was driving up PCH at the time, and that Ferrari cockpit is even smaller than this one."
"Fuck, your ex is a baller," Maxwell said much to my annoyance. "That LaFerrari costs five times as much as this Lamborghini."
It bothered me that she referred to Baldwin as her ex-boyfriend, as it had been more of a random hook-up, although on reflection there wasn't much that was random about the nature of their sexual encounter. Madison had simply selected the most expensive car in the parking lot, and thrown herself at the guy, blowing him as he drove her back to his house, before permitting him to fuck her ass. I am not even sure how she managed to suck his cock in that hyper-car, as the tiny passenger compartment was not conducive to such activity.
As I watched the security footage intently, I started to question the mechanics of a two-girl blow-job in such a confined space, but Madison had evidently done this before, because she directed Jody into position.
"Go around the other side, Jody," Madison instructed, as she remotely opened the passenger door. "Kneel on the ground and lie flat across the seat."
I hadn't thought of approaching the blow-job that way, with one girl either side of the car, but as Madison lowered herself gracefully to her knees, still wearing her Patriots Cheerleader Uniform, it made sense. Jody grabbed a small towel on which to kneel, and as Maxwell looked on admiringly, she removed her panties, sliding them over her toned calves.
"Something to remember us by," she said with a twinkle in her eye, as she handed them to Maxwell.
The young black man gave them a quick sniff, and then hung them over the top of my steering wheel, as Jody knelt on her towel. The two blondes descended upon Maxwell, their manicured nails working to free his erection from the confines of his underpants.
"Yeah, suck my cock," Maxwell ordered, as lewd slurping sounds emanated from my exotic car.
Maxwell sitting in a bright Orange Lamborghini, with two young white girls sucking his cock was reminiscent of a rap video, but even though he tried to remain cool, the stimulation was too much for the young man. Armed with the knowledge that unprotected oral-sex was a relatively safe practice, Madison and Jody worked in tandem to get Maxwell off. It was never going to be a protracted, oral-worship session, the way it was with Clarkson every month, but rather a rushed, somewhat mechanical blow-job, albeit by two very beautiful young women.
As they took turns to fellate him, he rested one hand on Madison's back as she knelt across him, and he wrapped the other hand in Jody's panties, sniffing them occasionally as he approached his orgasm. The girls were egging him on verbally, which seemed to speed things up.
Under different circumstances, they would have treated him with much more deference, but there was fifty thousand dollars in cash inside my home, and they wanted to get back to the party and relieve the football pool winners of their windfall.
"Come for us, baby," Jody said, as his breathing quickened. "Blow your load whenever you are ready."
That was all it took and seconds later Maxwell erupted, crying out as he blew his load all over his chest and stomach, as the blondes continued to jerk him off. As soon as he let out a sigh of relief, they were up from their knees, job done, and Maxwell out of their hair for the evening. Jody handed him the towel on which she had been kneeling, and he wiped his ejaculate from his upper body, before he exited my car, leaving her panties on my driver seat.
He was trembling as he got dressed, his bravado completely gone, the girls having reduced him to putty in their hands.
"Wow," he exclaimed with genuine enthusiasm, "that was unbelievable. I have never been with a white woman before."
"I hope you enjoyed it as much as we did," Jody said sweetly, as she reached inside the Lambo and retrieved her panties. "Keep these," she added, as she handed the tiny thong to the bewildered black man. "I wish we had more time to pleasure you."
As I watched Madison scowling at Jody, it encapsulated the difference between the two of them. Jody had an inherent desire to serve and please men, and it was not necessarily related to her reward, monetary or otherwise. Madison was an outright mercenary, using her sexual allure for her benefit, with no real regard for men. Jody continued to flirt with Maxwell, even though he had absolutely nothing to offer her, whereas Madison wanted nothing more to do with him, now that their transaction was consummated.



Less than ten minutes after Maxwell had first knocked on my side door, he was heading back down my driveway, his relaxed posture giving some kind of indication that he had got his nuts drained, clutching Jody's silky panties in his huge black hand. The two stunning blondes freshened up their make-up, and returned to the room full of millionaires to focus on the cash in play.
After I viewed the encounter between Maxwell, Jody and Madison, I had very mixed feelings. I was a little relieved that my girlfriend hadn't sucked off one of the regular security detail, and very disappointed that she had never sucked me off in my Lamborghini before. However, my overriding emotion was one of arousal, particularly watching that goddess Jody offering Maxwell her panties as a souvenir, right after she had sucked his black cock.
I was fully erect when I returned to Madison, and she was quite happy to accommodate me as I signaled my desire to enter her again. It is difficult to comprehend now, many years later, but at that time I was completely driven by sex, and Madison provided me with an inexhaustible supply of it. The second I entered her tight, wet pussy, she started up with the verbal taunts.
"They came back of course," she said with a giggle.
"Who?" I asked as my breathing quickened.
"The two dip-shits that didn't get any action," she said, as she caressed my ass with her soft hands. "The guys I paid to leave us alone."
"What happened?" I asked, as I felt myself on the road to orgasm.
"While they certainly didn't possess the confidence of Maxwell," she began, "the two minimum wage security guys stood their ground as I tried to shoo them away. Despite my protestations that they had been paid in exchange for leaving us alone for the rest of the evening, the fat guy was insistent that he wanted more."
"More money?" I asked naively.
"No," Madison said softly, "not more money. He told me in no uncertain terms that they wanted what Maxwell got," she added. "A two-girl blowjob, he added for clarification, his erection protruding in the front of his work-issue pants," she told me.
As she told me the story, embellished no doubt in her usual way, I felt my nuts constrict at the sheer audacity of the young minimum wage guys. Recognizing that it would probably take longer to argue with him than to get him off, she stepped forward and began to caress the bulge in his pants. According to her, it was very evident from the way the fat guy began whimpering almost immediately, that he had enjoyed very little female sexual contact in his life.
"You look like you are ready for us to suck your cock," she teased, as she stroked him. "Let me go and get Jody and then the two of us will blow you guys."
"Don't stop, Miss Madison," the fat guy implored. "that feels so fucking good."
Predictably, a few minutes later he ejaculated in his pants, looking like a total fucking pussy in front of his coworker. The greasy-haired, pimply-faced, young redhead, who had been contracted to work at minimum wage on the biggest party day of the year, had even less experience when it came to the wiles of the female. Sensing how excruciatingly embarrassing it must've been to prematurely ejaculate into your pants, he pulled back as Madison approached him.
"I just want an extra $200," he said with a shaky voice. "and you won't see me again for the rest of the night."
A few moments later, after she peeled off two crisp one hundred dollar bills, they were heading back down my side entrance, fully engaging in what she characterized as a walk of shame.
"I am sure the young guy went right to the bathroom and jerked off," she said quietly, as she nibbled my earlobe. "Probably borrowed Jody's silky panties from Maxwell to beat off into."
Inexplicably, the mere mention of Jody pushed me over the edge, and I tensed up and blew my load inside Madison. If she noticed my involuntary reaction to the gorgeous young goddess, she never mentioned it, but after I composed myself I made a mental note to avoid any conversations about Jody in the future.
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Even though I had made the decision to dump Madison, to exit the toxic relationship and start living life as a young Trust Fund Baby, she got me off four times that night. I just couldn't get enough of her, as she regaled me with tales of her exploits with the men. Initially, I thought that she was embellishing the lewd details, but as I viewed the security footage between orgasms, I came to the conclusion that she was actually holding back.
Olivia, Jody and my girlfriend had behaved like total fuck-toys for the lucky millionaires, and the two blondes had even serviced a young black man, as he sat in my exotic car. The sheer indignity of it made me come as hard as I ever had, and in the morning I awoke to Madison's soft lips on my cock.
She was so completely irresistible, that I knew in my soul that I would never leave her. At that point, marriage seemed like the most palatable option, and I considered driving her to Tiffany Jewellers that afternoon, and purchasing her a ridiculously expensive token of my intent to do the right thing, if only to stop her incessant fucking around.
Madison apparently had matrimony on her mind too, although predictably she approached it from a more sexual angle. She had her own ideas of how to make me her husband, and as she alternated between giving me a loving blow-job, and edging me with her lubricated hands, she shared her thoughts with me.
"One thing this party reinforced for me is that men come much more quickly with the attentions of two women," she said, stating the fucking obvious. "I would like to introduce other women into our bed, after we are married," she added, trying to force my hand.
My mind went immediately to Jody, although I didn't dare to mention her by name. I was obsessed with the young blonde, and would have loved nothing more than to get balls-deep inside her tight pussy.
"What do you fantasize about, Pete?" Madison asked me, as I approached my orgasm.
Truth be told, at this point in my young life, I loved rim-jobs, and one of my most profound orgasms was when I fucked Samantha in the rest-room of the patio bar, as Olivia ate my ass. As evidenced by the interaction between Olivia and Madison on my security footage, Samantha was still a bone of contention, both because she was barely eighteen and Olivia had purchased her teenage pussy for me. For this reason, I didn't dare mention her, although of late, my new obsession was Jody.
Had I been completely candid I would have told Madison that my fantasy would be a three-way with her and Jody, but not wishing to inflame the situation, I blurted out my second best option.
"I am perfectly happy with our sex-life Madison," I began, somewhat truthfully. "However, I would like to have a young girl eat my ass during our sexual activity."
"Any particular activity?" Madison asked, as she edged me closer to my orgasm. "Or all of them?"
"All of them," I answered unequivocally as I got closer.
"Even hand-jobs?" she taunted me, knowing exactly where this was heading. "Would this be more enjoyable if you had another girl's tongue in your ass?"
As I processed her provocative choice of words, she slipped her moist lips over the tip of my cock, and I spurted between them. I don't know how my body was capable of such semen production, but as Madison parted her lips, so that I could watch her swallow my load, I noticed a prodigious amount in her mouth.
"I can make that happen for you, Pete," she added cheerfully. "Once we are married I will bring in a rim-job girl for you. Maybe she can just live here with us."
It was all I could think about all day. I imagined waking up in the morning and taking a shower, with Madison on her knees blowing me, while the rim-job girl ate my ass. I visualized myself fucking my girlfriend doggy-style, while the rim-job girl lay underneath me, with her tongue in my anal passage. In my fantasy, the rim-job girl was Jody, but I dare not even mention her as a candidate for the position, particularly as it was contingent upon us being married, which was several months away at the very earliest.
A few days went by without any further mention of Madison being prepared to fulfill my fantasy, and I considered it on hold until we got married. Then one afternoon, shortly after Madison got back from work, Olivia showed up at my place. She had two suitcases with her and stood on my doorstep awaiting an invitation to enter.
I had heard a rumor that she had been brutally assaulted by a client, and it had shaken her so badly, that she had decided to get out of the escort business. However, even though she had taken a regular job at Walmart to try and get back on her feet, there was no way that she could afford her rent and she ended up getting evicted. I had always had a great relationship with Olivia, and even though most of it was sexual in nature, I genuinely liked her. However, today she seemed subdued, sad almost, barely making eye-contact with me as she entered my luxurious condominium.
"Olivia is staying with us for a while," Madison informed me. "She is down on her luck and has found herself temporarily homeless. I offered her a job as our live-in maid because I know you guys have history."
"You are welcome to stay here until you get back on your feet, Olivia," I said genuinely. "Let me know if you need anything from me."
"Don't be too familiar with the staff, Pete," Madison warned me. "We are not running a charity here. I hired Olivia to do our laundry and keep our place spotless, not to hang out and chit-chat."
"Let me show you to your room at least," I offered, picking up her suitcases, and heading towards our primary guest accommodations.
"She will sleep in the study," Madison informed me, in a tone that left no room for discussion.
As I walked Olivia down the long hallway to the smallest room in my condo, I offered my apologies.
"I will get you your own bathroom," I assured her, as we reached the door to her new sleeping quarters.
The study was kind of a catch-all storage room, with a pocket door that didn't even lock. Madison had cleared most of the boxes from it, and a single mattress was on the floor, reminding me of how college dorm-room accommodation is often depicted.
"Thanks Pete," Olivia said softly, as she gave me a hug. "I won't be here long, hopefully," she added.
That night, as Madison and I played cards on my ocean-front balcony, Olivia worked tirelessly, vacuuming, dusting, cleaning the kitchen and generally busying herself. At one point I asked Madison what their arrangement was, and it became apparent that she had locked Olivia into a poor man's version of golden handcuffs. We were paying her four grand a month, plus accommodation to be our domestic servant. This was about twice what Walmart paid per month, and would help her on the road to financial recovery, burdened as she was with thousands of dollars of medical bills relating to her sexual assault, coupled with her recent eviction.
"I own that bitch," Madison said coldly, their history clearly driving Madison's poor treatment of the younger woman.
I should have stuck up for Olivia more, especially as years after Madison and I broke up, Olivia and I remained close friends. However, I tried to justify my inaction and kept coming up with excuses to not intervene in their initial power struggle. Olivia had after all been one of Madison's competitors in the Newport Beach escort scene, and had set me up with Samantha to fuck with my girlfriend. Olivia had even rubbed Madison's face in it, taunting her about the fact that Samantha was only eighteen years of age, when I fucked her. There was no love lost between the two of them, and it pleased Madison no end to finally have the younger girl under her thumb.
Their initial power struggle was very brief, with Olivia capitulating when she got sued for the costs related to her eviction, and Madison offering to pay for it, in exchange for immediate compliance. From that day forward, Olivia wore a commercial cleaning uniform at all times around my home, in an effort to reduce my sexual attraction to her, and referred to us as Miss Madison and Mr. Pete, to enforce the gulf in our social status.
Occasionally I would speak to Olivia one on one, reverting immediately back to our friendship and free of the formalities of titles. However, when Madison was around, which became increasingly more common as she cut her work back to three days a week, I was required to have minimal contact with "Liv" as we both called her.
That is why it was so surprising to me the first time Olivia joined us in sexual activity. Madison had obviously choreographed the whole thing, because it went according to how she had predicted our love-life would be once we were married, and she procured a rim-job girl for me.
Madison and I were in the shower, and she was on her knees giving me one of her world class, edging blow-jobs. The water wasn't running but the heater was on, and so it was very comfortable in the enclosure. Madison brought me maddeningly close to climax several times, until I could stand it no more.
"Please, Madison," I finally whimpered, "let me come."
"Are you close, baby?" she teased. "Wouldn't it feel nice to have a girl's tongue in your ass while you come in my mouth?"
Before I could even verbalize my answer, I was aware that someone had joined us in the large enclosure. I felt her nails first, raking across my ass, causing me to break out in goosebumps. This was followed closely by her warm breath, as she knelt behind me. Parting my buttocks with her soft hands, she extended her tongue and gently licked my taint.
"Put your foot up on the step, baby," Madison instructed me, as I raised my right leg and rested it upon the shower ledge, that was about eighteen inches above the enclosure floor. "Give the rim-job girl room to do her job."
Elevating my foot had the effect of spreading my ass-cheeks, and I felt the mystery tongue graze across the entrance to my asshole. Madison had already brought me to the edge several times, so as soon as the moist tongue entered my anal-cavity, and began to wiggle around in its depths, I exploded in Madison's mouth. It was a tremendous orgasm, greatly enhanced by the protracted edging session that preceded it, and by the time I had regained my composure, the mystery girl was gone.
I knew that it had to be Olivia, but when I dried and dressed myself and returned to my living area, there was no sign of our live-in maid. I caught sight of her scurrying down the hallway wearing some rubber gloves, and turned to ask Madison what she was doing.
"Who, the rim-job girl?" Madison said with a giggle. "She is scrubbing our toilets. Do you need her for something?"
I knew that Madison's insistence on referring to Olivia as the "rim-job girl" was an attempt to humiliate her, but it didn't sit well with me, particularly as they both were now living in my condominium. Now wasn't the time to correct Madison's rudeness, although I recognized that her behavior needed to be addressed.
The next day, when Madison was at work, I tried to have a conversation with Olivia, but she was very distant and continued to call me Mr. Pete. Finally, after my repeated efforts to get through to her, she begged me to leave her alone.
"Mr. Pete, please," she implored. "I desperately need this job and a roof over my head. Miss Madison has made it very clear to me that she will kick me out if I show any interest in you. Please let me do my job and follow her instructions."
I felt sorry for Olivia, as I knew that she was between a rock and a hard place. Her brutal sexual assault had rendered her petrified to work as an escort, and yet her precarious financial situation forced her to have a job. Madison had extended her a lifeline, but that came with a heavy price, and it involved complete submission to my girlfriend.
As soon as Madison realized that rim-jobs were my thing, and it became obvious that this sexual act clashed directly with her agenda of wanting me to impregnate her, she had decided to invite other young women to join us in the bedroom. As luck would have it, Olivia fell upon hard times right around the time that we needed a "rim-job girl," and got the position by default.
There were some obvious advantages to using Olivia. First of all I trusted her implicitly, and we had some sexual history. I never had to worry about an ulterior motive with Olivia, and the more time she spent with her nose between my ass-cheeks, the better the rim-job was.
Because there was no love lost between them, Madison enjoyed stepping into the dominant role, although she was unnecessarily disrespectful to the younger woman. Olivia tolerated it as long as she was being paid, but I could see the hatred in her eyes as Madison continued to push her to her breaking point, and I figured that one day it would all come to a head. For the time being, at least, as long as Olivia was broke and homeless, she seemed determined to obey all of Madison's increasingly depraved requests.
I should have intervened more on Olivia's behalf, as Madison's treatment of her became more and more demeaning, and occasionally even brutal. To a casual observer, Madison's frequent sexual assaults of Olivia didn't seem any different than the attack that caused Olivia to quit sex work. They had about the same level of sustained violence and the resultant injuries were very similar. I imagine the main difference was that Madison's attacks were in a controlled environment, with no fear of escalation to the point that loss of life was a consideration.
After the encounters, Olivia was free to go to her room, clean up, lick her wounds and recuperate without fear of further violation. Madison, highly aroused after her violent domination of her house-maid, would pleasure herself and then enjoy a long hot bath. It was during one of these long soaks in the tub that Olivia finally approached me for help, an impassioned plea from an old friend that was in desperate need of intervention.
She was pretty beat-up, having been hog-tied and subjected to a lengthy ass-fucking session with a intimidating looking black strap-on. As she catalogued her injuries, which in most situations would have resulted in the intervention of a medical professional, I made the decision to get her out of my place for the night. As Madison luxuriated in her bath, I urged Olivia to pack some essentials, and I booked her into the local Marriott Hotel for two nights, so that she could recuperate.
I called a cab for her, and knowing that Madison had added Olivia's iPhone to our "Find my phone" app, gave the young girl some additional advice.
"Turn your phone off as soon as you get into the cab," I instructed her. "Once you are checked in, leave a message for me at the front desk. If you need to get hold of me, use the computer in the hotel lobby. E-mail only," I advised.
As I hustled the frightened young girl out of my front door, I made two decisions. Firstly, I was going to remove Olivia from any dangers posed to her by Madison, keeping her in the hotel for a lengthy stay, if I needed to. Secondly, I was going to confront Madison about her unacceptable treatment of Olivia, and give her a much needed ultimatum.
If I had known then what I know now, I would never have given Madison the ultimatum. For one reason they rarely work, particularly when the person with the least amount of leverage, issues it. All I had to offer was a free ride, something that several hundred eligible Newport Beach bachelors could also provide Madison, if they were so inclined. For her part, Madison offered me unrestricted access to otherworldly sex, which for me at the tender age of eighteen, was an unparalleled experience.
As soon as I told Madison to leave Olivia alone or face the consequences, she laughed in my face and left the room. About twenty minutes later, as she emerged from the master bedroom with a small travel bag, I heard the unmistakable sound of a twelve cylinder Ferrari revving outside my front door.
"I will be back later to pick up some more of my shit," she said dispassionately, "Steve's car has a tiny trunk. All I can fit in are the bare essentials."
Even though I knew it was Baldwin's Ferrari in my driveway, it was a kick in the nuts when she mentioned his name.
"How long are you going for, Madison?" I asked, hearing the shakiness in my own voice.
"Until you get your head out of your ass and stop giving me fucking ultimatums," she said angrily.
Baldwin honked his horn twice, seemingly disinterested in entering my home.
"Oh," Madison said cheerfully, "I nearly forgot my birth-control pills."
With that taunt hanging in the air, I heard her Louboutins click down the tiled hallway, and she breezed into our bathroom. As soon as she left me alone with her travel bag, I knew exactly what she was doing. Unable to suppress my curiosity, I approached the bag and peeked inside.
I probably shouldn't have been surprised, but Madison's definition of "bare essentials" was a little different from mine. Whereas I would have viewed my electric shaver, my iPhone charger and my toiletries as essential items, Madison's travel bag was full of lingerie, high-heeled shoes and bathing suits. I felt my jealousy surge through me as I saw my Valentine's Day gift in her travel bag, the exquisite blue chemise having been dry-cleaned for enjoyment by Baldwin.
I stepped back from the bag when I heard her coming down my hallway, her birth-control pills evident in her hand.
"Can't forget these," she said cheerfully, as she waved them in my face. "Wouldn't want to get knocked up! I won't be needing these either," she added, as she slid her LaPerla panties down her slender legs, and kicked them off in my hallway.
"Don't go, Madison," I said weakly. "Please, can't we figure this out?"
"Too late for that, Pete," she exclaimed. "You will have plenty of time to ruminate on your ultimatum. Everything okay in my travel bag? Did you see your Valentine's gift in there, recently dry-cleaned for Baldwin's enjoyment?" she added, reveling in my discomfort.
I am not sure if it was my red face or my visible erection that tipped her off to my snooping, but she was all over me, and we both knew it.
"It looks like you approve," she added coldly, as she stared at my crotch.
I was so embarrassed by my body's response and obvious betrayal, that I looked down dejectedly at the floor, unable to answer her.
"Be a sweetheart, baby, and carry my bag to the car," Madison said with a giggle, enjoying my turmoil as she walked excitedly towards the bright red Ferrari.
It was emasculating enough to be forced to carry my girlfriend's travel bag to her lover's car, but when that prick opened the trunk remotely without exiting his hyper-car, it was another kick in the nuts.
"We've got to stop meeting like this, Pete," he said with a deep laugh. "I am gonna keep her for a few days," he added, as if he was borrowing my lawn mower.
After her bag was loaded into the Ferrari, they sped down the driveway and I returned inside, where her panties lay discarded in my hallway.
Baldwin ended up keeping Madison for nine days, and despite my repeated attempts to call and text her, she never responded. She never came back for any more of her stuff either, choosing instead to purchase almost eighteen thousand dollars worth of clothes, using my credit card. A few hours after Madison left, I stopped by the Marriott to see if Olivia needed anything, but she had also checked out.
I knew Baldwin had both of the girls at his place, although I wasn't sure how they had found Olivia so quickly. He posted regularly on Facebook, and it was apparent that Olivia had resumed her role as live-in maid, at her new residence. One picture showed Baldwin and Madison chilling by his swimming pool, as Olivia served them lunch. In another post, Olivia was washing Baldwin's Ferrari, while dressed in a bathing suit and a pair of ridiculous "fuck-me" pumps.



I have no clue what they did to the poor girl, but when the two of them returned after nine days, Olivia was a completely different person. She was much more compliant, broken even, although her injuries seemed to be psychological rather than physical. She showed Madison far more deference than before, any glimmer of resentment in her eyes having been crushed.
Madison gave me no notice of their imminent return, she just showed up at my front door in an Uber, with several suitcases full of her new purchases, with Olivia in tow. When I say "in tow" I mean it in the most literal sense, as the younger woman followed directly behind Madison on the end of a dog leash. She was collared too, wearing a black leather collar similar to the one she wore when I first dominated her. Olivia had her head bowed down in defeat, the resistance that she had exhibited at every stage of her forced submission to Madison, completely ground out of her.
"Kneel," Madison instructed, as Olivia obediently lowered herself to her knees. "Stay."
As the young Uber driver began to bring the suitcases into my entryway, Madison instructed me to run her a bath. I had gone well over a week without sex, and in an attempt to get into her good books and maybe earn some release, I obeyed her immediately.
"Liv, make sure you tip the driver," Madison ordered, as I followed her down the hallway.
After I ran Madison's bath, she dismissed me with instructions to pour her a glass of wine. As I made my way into my kitchen, I noticed Olivia was kneeling by my front door, apparently obeying Madison's directive by sucking the Uber driver's cock, presumably for his tip. I was tempted to save her from this indignity, and give the young man a hundred dollar gratuity. However, as I tentatively approached them, she stopped blowing him momentarily, and imploring me with her eyes to leave them alone, she waved me away.
Years later, after Madison was long gone, and Olivia and I were still friends, I apologized for my lack of intervention. However, at the time, I didn't want to do anything to jeopardize my prospects of sex, so I kept walking towards the bathroom.
"Is Liv taking care of the Uber driver?" she asked with a cruel smile, as I placed her wine glass on the shelf adjacent to my Japanese soaking tub.
Madison didn't even wait for my answer, taking a large sip of her wine, before turning her attentions to me.
"Evidently, you behaved yourself, in my absence?" she asked rhetorically, the tent in the front of my shorts giving her the evidence that she needed to assure her that I had not pleasured myself, and was in desperate need of relief.
Madison had added plenty of bubble-bath to her soaking tub, and her body was obscured by the prodigious amount of suds gathered on top of the water. However, as she assessed my level of arousal, and determined that I was craving her touch, she raised one of her perfectly manicured hands from the water, and raked her hot pink nails across my bulge. I let out a whimper at her caress, and we both knew that the status quo had been restored, and she had me exactly where she wanted me.
As she fondled my nuts through my shorts, any thoughts of terminating the relationship evaporated, replaced by a steely determination to do whatever she wanted, thereby increasing my chances of getting some release. I heard the front door close, and Madison sat upright in the deep soaking-tub, exposing her breasts and upper-torso. As my eyes were drawn reflexively to her perfect, surgically-enhanced boobs, I noticed the first evidence that she had also been subjected to some physical abuse.
She had love-bites all over her tits, bruises across her shoulders, and some kind of ligature marks around her neck. I went to verbalize my concerns, but she silenced me with a stern look, and an assurance that she was okay.
"You should see Liv," she said with a giggle, "that bitch took the brunt of it. It took us four days to break her. In fact, it sounds like the Uber driver left. Get her in here."
My heart sank as I processed her words, wondering what the hell Steve had put Olivia through, to have earned the characterization of having been broken. I went to leave the bathroom, but Madison stopped me at the door.
"You don't need to chase her down," she said dismissively. "Call her. She responds to Liv or rim-job girl, although I am going to get a whistle to summon her when we are home."
"Liv," I said quietly, not wanting to be too forceful with my young friend, the first time I beckoned her.
Seconds later, Olivia appeared outside the door, disrobing silently before entering the bathroom and kneeling by the tub in which Madison was luxuriating. Ever conscious of the dynamic between Madison and Olivia, and the consequences of evoking any jealousy from my girlfriend, I lowered my eyes and averted my gaze from Olivia's naked body.
"Check her out, Pete," Madison instructed me. "This is what it takes to achieve total compliance."
I lifted my eyes slowly, and was greeted with a shocking sight. Olivia had been badly beaten, and judging by the red marks around her wrists, neck and ankles, had been restrained for long periods of time. There was no other possible explanation for her ligature wounds, and she also had bruises and bite marks across her chest, although she still bore the teeth imprints, suggesting that she was subjected to more than mere love-bites.
There were numerous red welts across her back and buttocks, suggesting that she had been severely whipped. I swallowed involuntarily as I processed her wounds.
"Rattan cane," Madison said cheerfully. "This was the instrument that finally got through to her."
"Madison, does she need medical attention?" I asked fearfully, recognizing that my girlfriend was blinded by hate for her younger rival.
"I sent a few photos of her to my Doctor friend at the clinic, and he assured me that her wounds are both temporary and non-threatening," she responded dispassionately. "Up on all fours," she added, as Olivia got into the doggy-style position.
"Her ass is a little torn up," Madison said with a giggle, "Baldwin sodomized her regularly to soften up her resistance."
As my eyes wandered across Olivia's shapely buttocks I noticed the traces of blood first, both on the inside of her ass-cheeks and on her inner-thighs. They had obviously decided not to allow her to clean herself up, probably to induce shock in me, but the specks of blood were the least of my concerns for her physical well-being. Her asshole was gaping, wide-open from the ongoing ass-fucking that she had been subjected to at the hands of Baldwin.
"Steve did this?" I asked shakily, not knowing how to react.
"Most of it," Madison said proudly, as she admired the physical evidence of the sustained abuse. "I butt-fucked her this morning to reinforce the hierarchy between us."
"Are you okay, Olivia," I whispered quietly. "Do you need to see a Doctor?"
"I am fine, Mr. Pete," she said resolutely, "I am happy to be home to serve you guys."
Even though I wasn't convinced that Olivia wouldn't have benefited from a medical check-up, Madison was moving on.
"Pete has been a very good boy, Liv," she said condescendingly. "He has earned some release. Be a pet and take his clothes off."
In the past when Madison had used such disparaging language to direct her, Olivia had glared at her, but as she began to unzip my shorts, any resistance that she may have once had, was gone. It had been nine days since I had been touched by a woman, and as Olivia's dainty fingers brushed against my skin as she relieved me of my clothing, I felt my cock stiffen. By the time I was naked, I had an erection, and Madison instructed me to kneel by the side of the deep Japanese soaking-tub, and scoot forward.
As I did so, the tip of my cock rested on the side of the tub, and Madison moved her lips towards it, resting her chin on the ledge, inches from my cock-head. I could feel her warm breath on my glans, as she locked her baby blue eyes onto mine, and with a glint in her eye, began to tease me.
"Tell Liv where you want her," Madison taunted me, as she extended her tongue and licked the pre-cum from my cock-head.
I was in an impossible position, torn between being in desperate need of release, and wanting to be respectful of my young friend Olivia.
"Olivia," I began with an unsteady voice.
"Liv," Madison corrected me. "You may refer to our maid as Liv, or rim-job girl," she added, as she took the end of my cock between her moist lips.
"Liv," I whispered hoarsely, as I felt my nuts constrict, under the intense pressure of my nine day load.
"Spread your knees slightly further apart, Mr. Pete," Olivia said sweetly. "Let me help Miss Madison get you off."
I was grateful for Olivia's interpretation of my desires, as it saved me from having to use demeaning language to direct her. I wanted to ejaculate more than anything, even if it was at the expense of her dignity. As I spread my knees slightly, Olivia placed her hands on my buttocks, and parted them to facilitate her access. As soon as I felt her tongue graze my taint, I knew that I wasn't going to last very long.
I had been used to coming four or five times a day, as Madison offered me twenty-four hour unrestricted access to all three of her holes. Basically, whenever I felt the urge to blow my load, I would tell her and she would offer me immediate release, with no concerns for her pleasure. In addition to my constant solicitation of sex, she would often awaken me with a blow-job, ensuring that I started my day with an empty nut-sack.
During the day, she would constantly tease me, either through her gentle caresses, her sexy outfits, or my favorite, her verbal taunts. Her sole aim was to keep me erect for the major part of each day, which wasn't difficult considering our chemistry, my short refractory period, and my youth.
Imagine then, my elevated state of arousal after having gone nine days without release, and you can see how quickly I approached my orgasm, as the two girls sucked and rimmed me, in unison. As we got into a rhythm, Madison rested her head on the ledge of the soaking tub, and I fucked her mouth. Olivia put her hands on my hips, to stabilize herself, which also enabled her to keep her tongue between my butt-cheeks as I rocked back and forward.
I let out another whimper as I felt my nuts tighten, which was Olivia's cue to stick her tongue inside my anal-passage. Moments later she began to wiggle it around inside me, and shortly after this new stimulation, I unloaded my nuts into Madison's warm mouth. After nine days it was a stupendous orgasm, and I had to support myself against the side of the tub to prevent my collapse. Madison kept my cock between her lips until it softened, and when she finally released it, she issued her next directive.
"Leave us, rim-job girl," she said dismissively, as Olivia removed her tongue from my asshole.
I felt Olivia stand up behind me, and she departed the bathroom in silence. At the last second I turned to see her pass through the doorway, her obedience a remarkable testament to the power of corporal punishment, and the red welts all over her ass and lower back, a fitting reminder of Madison's dominance over our new house-maid.
At Madison's insistence, we kept Liv naked for the first month after her thrashing with the rattan cane, both to cement her place as the low man on the totem-pole in our house, and to let her be reminded of what awaited her if she failed to be sufficiently compliant. Madison brought that particular instrument of torture home from Baldwin's place a few days after Liv got home, mounting it prominently on our fireplace as if to provide a constant reminder to the young girl to toe the line.
By this point in time, Madison had cut her work back to three days a week. I ran this development by my uncle, out of concern that her change in work status could potentially create a scenario under which I appeared to be supporting her. Madison got along really well with her boss, due to her prodigious sales volume, and at my suggestion, he agreed to continue to designate her as a full-time employee. This preserved her health benefits and also created a paper trail to suggest that she was still working full-time, thus reducing her legal claim against me for support, in the event that we ever broke up.
Even though Madison was only gone three days a week, I allowed Olivia the privilege of being clothed whenever my girlfriend wasn't home. I also insisted that she take it easy on these days, and when there were chores that needed to be done, I actually helped her. We quickly rekindled our friendship, and while she was scared to death of Madison, we had some great times when we were alone, and I felt a strong connection with her.
Our relationship was complicated by the fact that Madison started to utilize Olivia's rim-job talents more frequently. While I thoroughly enjoyed her tongue in my ass, it was strange to spend the afternoon as equals, conversing or playing chess, only to have her on her knees behind me as I fucked Madison doggy-style just before bed. Madison soon realized that I came more quickly when I was receiving analingus, and incorporated Olivia into nearly all of our sexual encounters.
Madison did an effective job of diminishing Olivia's worth, and I rarely saw or spoke to her when Madison was home. She still got me off five or six times a day, and Olivia would join us once we were coupled, her eager tongue lapping away at my asshole, serving to speed up my orgasms. Immediately after I came, she would retreat to her room, and Madison and I would snuggle in our post-coital bliss, even though I was the only one that had orgasmed. I am not sure if Olivia ever had an orgasm, but she seemed content to focus on my pleasure, in exchange for room, board and four grand a month.
About two months after Olivia moved in with us, Madison unexpectedly came home early from work. Olivia and I were on one of my ocean-front balconies, listening to music and playing cards, and we never even heard Madison come through the front door. Judging by Madison's reaction, you would think she had caught us fucking on the living room floor, and my girlfriend laid into me verbally after banishing Olivia to her make-shift bedroom. After her barrage of threats, she sent me to my room to reflect on my mistakes.
That night, as Olivia and I knelt naked in silence on the stone hearth of the fireplace, Madison enjoyed several glasses of wine. As uncomfortable as the rough finish of the rock was to kneel upon, I knew that she had positioned us there so that we were in plain sight of the rattan cane, mounted as it was just above the mantle. Madison had punished me before, although in the past it was always through sexual denial. This was the first time that the threat of corporal punishment was dangled over my head, and even though I had no idea of how painful it was to be whipped with the cane, Olivia's abject fear and constant shaking filled me with dread.
In my rational mind, I knew that I was free to leave at any time. I was a much bigger physical specimen than Madison, and could have easily overpowered her in a confrontation. I also had the option of calling my uncle to intervene, and as a last resort could have summoned my security detail to escort Madison from my property. However, my fear of my upcoming punishment, was less than my fear of losing Madison, such was the sexual hold she exerted over me. For this reason, I remained on my knees on the cold stone hearth, as she sipped her wine.
Finally, after nearly two hours she approached us, dragging her high-heels across the marble floor of my living area, which signaled her level of intoxication.
"You both really fucked up," she began, slurring her words. "Your poor judgment will not go unpunished."
Madison addressed me first, issuing me a very clear ultimatum, and threatening to move out unless she got some immediate concessions. I caved instantly, without even needing to hear what she wanted, begging her to forgive my temporary lapse of judgment, and promising never to screw up again. Her ultimatum carried much more weight than mine ever could, because I truly feared losing her, or at least losing the unrestricted access to the phenomenal sex she provided. The nine days she had spent at Baldwin's had been torture for me, both in the physical sense of being denied any sexual release, and in the psychological sense of constantly imagining what delights she was providing Baldwin. I never wanted to go through that again, and Madison knew it.
"You know I need to punish you both," she said ominously, as she reached for the rattan cane above the fireplace. "Otherwise our household falls apart."
My heart sank as I processed her threat. I knew that my behavior had been unacceptable, and probably warranted corrective action, however, I was scared stiff of being physically punished.
"Assume the position," she said, as she ran the cane across the palm of her hand.
I had no clue what Madison's desired position was, but as I looked nervously over at Olivia, she had got onto all fours, and lowered her forehead until it touched the ground. This left her in an extremely vulnerable state, with her ass elevated and her eyes facing directly to the floor, with no way to tell when the first blow was coming.
"Madison, please," I begged, involuntarily blurting out my fears, "surely you can extract your pound of flesh without resorting to violence."
"Assume the position, baby," she said more firmly.
I was trembling as I lowered my head to the ground, both from the anticipation of the pain, and from the indignity of being punished for a minor, non-sexual infraction within my own home.
"Madison, please," I begged. "Spare us the cane."
"I am open to suggestions," she said, enjoying the control she exerted over me. "What are the two of you prepared to give up, that will hurt you as much as a good thrashing?"
Put that way, I had absolutely no clue what I could offer her to prevent her from caning my ass. However, as I racked my brain, the only thing I really hated was Madison's monthly oral-worship of Clarkson. It seemed like as good a place as any to start.
"Until we get married, I won't ever give you grief about your monthly blow-job session with Clarkson," I offered.
"I need more than that from you," she said coldly. "Tacit agreement is insufficient. I need your approval, encouragement, even better your participation."
"Until we get married, I will participate then," I agreed, without having a clue what that involved.
"Not specific enough," she countered. "I am going to give you each one stroke of the cane to see if the pain maybe clears your head, and sharpens your negotiation skills. Who wants to go first?"
This wasn't the first test of my manhood but it certainly was the most current, and I was about to fail it. I knew that I should have stepped up and taken the first blow. Olivia was at her place of employment and I was her immediate supervisor. I had allowed her, no encouraged her, to stop working and join me on my balcony in a game of cards. If we had been in an office somewhere, as the manager, I would have been given the harshest punishment. However, because I was an eighteen year old pussy, I allowed my fear to affect my sense of duty, and remained silent.
"No takers?" Madison intoned. "How about alphabetical, baby?" she offered.
Madison had referred to me as baby twice in the last few moments, which seemed incongruous considering she was about to thrash me. However, as with all things she does, it was clearly premeditated, and she moved behind me and rested the cane on my trembling ass.
"I am first?" I questioned, the fear palpable in my voice.
"Well," Madison responded with a smile, "B is before O, baby."



I should have just let her beat me first, but as soon as I realized that she considered us "baby" and "Olivia", I failed the test.
"Olivia comes before Pete," I countered weakly, hating myself the second I threw my friend to the wolves.
"Pussy," Madison spat out, the alcohol seemingly having increased her disdain for me.
I felt the rattan cane being removed from my butt-cheeks, and I closed my eyes in anticipation of the first strike. My heart was thumping in my chest, my ears were ringing from the stress and anxiety, and I was sweating profusely under the threat of physical pain.
I heard the swooshing sound of the cane as it was driven swiftly through the air, followed almost immediately by the crack of the rattan as it made contact with human flesh. I jumped reflexively, but evidently there was a slight delay between impact and the resultant pain.
I didn't realize until I heard Olivia's pitiful shriek of pain, that she had received the first stroke. She cried out in anguish, and then immediately began to offer her own alternatives for punishment, in lieu of the cane.
"I will take care of Maxwell," she cried, "apologize to him for my rudeness the first time we met, and make amends to him."
"There you go, Liv," Madison said condescendingly, "thinking outside the box. I like that idea. I know you think you are too good for black guys, so this is exactly the kind of meaningful sacrifice that I am looking for. You are excused. We will call Maxwell later tonight and you will offer him your humblest apologies and set a date for his retribution."
I thought I might piss myself as I knelt there with my forehead pressed against the stone floor. Olivia was weeping as she exited my living area, the pain from one blow having been sufficient to break her life-long resolve against dating black men, and reduce her to a blubbering mess.
"I will call Clarkson," I offered, trying to mimic Olivia's suggestion, in the hope of walking free.
"And?" Madison said, as she relished extracting her pound of flesh from me.
"I will tell him that he has my full support for his monthly suck-fest," I added.
"That's a start," she responded, as she traced the tip of the cane across my lower back.
I had no clue what she wanted to hear, so in an effort to avoid my stroke of the cane, I blurted out all kinds of concessions.
"I will prepare you for his enjoyment," I offered. "Help you get dressed up for him, rub aromatic oil into your skin so that you are soft and scented for him. I will shave your legs for him, get you wet to facilitate his entry, lube your anal-passage for his use."
She allowed me to beg and grovel for several moments before she finally let me off the hook. I felt the cane lift from my lower back, and she placed it back on the mantle piece.
"You will write a list of the concessions you are prepared to offer Clarkson," she instructed me. "When you are done, I want you to call him and let him know that you have had a change of heart, when it comes to our friendship. Now, go to your room."
Later that evening, after Madison had luxuriated in the soaking tub, she told Olivia and I to join her in the living area. She hadn't given me permission to get dressed, so we were both still naked as she forced us to kneel on the stone hearth, the stress-creating position hurting my knees almost immediately.
"Liv first," she ordered, handing Olivia her iPhone, to which she had severely restricted the young girl's access. "Call Maxwell on speaker."
I knew that this was a difficult call for Olivia to make, for several reasons. Not only had she steadfastly refused every single offer ever made to her by a black man, but she was philosophically opposed to interracial relationships. As I got older and enjoyed the services of more escorts, I came to realize that some of them had things they just didn't want to do, but it could nearly always be resolved by throwing more money at them. Olivia had turned down a large sum of money from a black man, on more than one occasion, and seemed resolute in her decision not to date or engage with them sexually.
As Madison observed, with a satisfied look on her face, Olivia suppressed her deep-rooted revulsion of African-Americans, and turned on the charm. As soon as Maxwell answered the phone, I knew that he had been prepped by Madison. Ostensibly, Olivia was calling him to offer her apologies for refusing to blow him on Super Bowl Sunday, based solely on his race. By his own admission, he had never been with a white woman prior to the game, so as she offered to make it up to him, he should have been pleased with her change of heart. However, he made her virtually beg him for permission to suck his cock, and by the end of the telephone call, she had agreed to give him a rim-job by way of apology.
"I will let you know the day before," Maxwell informed Olivia. "Send me some pictures of you in a few cute outfits so that I can decide what I want you to wear."
"I will coordinate things with you, Maxwell," Madison said cheerfully, "Liv currently has very restricted phone privileges."
"Sounds good," Maxwell responded. "Make sure the bitch shaves her pussy," he added as an afterthought, as Olivia contorted her face in disgust.
"That went well," Madison said with a giggle, after they hung up the phone with Maxwell. "Looks like you are going to get your first taste of black cock, Liv," she added contemptuously. "Go to your room."
As Olivia shuffled silently out of my living area, Madison turned her attention to me.
"Your turn, Pete," she said cheerfully, "are you ready to call Clarkson?"
Faced with the prospect of having to call that prick and ask him how my girlfriend could improve his monthly blow-job, I was never going to be ready. Madison sensed this and put down her phone.
"Here Pete," she said, as she offered me a pillow on which to kneel. "Let me at least get you comfortable."
I felt much better once I had some fabric between my knees and the rough stone hearth, and Madison seemed to soften her stance towards me.
"What are you going to offer him?" she taunted. "I already give him a total cock-worship session. I do my absolute best each and every time, and I am not sure if I can improve."
As much as I hated her for rubbing this in my face, it was also a source of intense arousal for me, and even though I tried to fight it, my cock started to twitch. Madison noticed immediately, and predictably used my excitement against me.
"Pete, you can't really offer him any concrete tips for improvement, if you have no clue what I currently do for him," she said. "Why don't I give you a Clarkson blow-job, and you can critique it and offer suggestions for the next time I blow him."
In my heart and soul, I didn't want to go down this road, but as Madison continued to taunt me, I am ashamed to say I got erect. I tried to block out her intoxicating scent, the glint in her eyes as she mocked me, and the sight of her garter-belt straps peeking out from beneath the hem of her tailored skirt, but it was to no avail, and after a couple of tender caresses I was completely hard.
"Be right back," she said seductively, as I knelt on the pillow with my nuts churning, and pre-cum forming around the tip of my cock.
When she emerged from the master bedroom a few moments later, she had removed her skirt and was wearing just a tiny pair of thong panties, a matching garter-belt and stockings, a half-bra that pushed her tits up into the sky, and her ubiquitous Louboutins.
"Thank you for your generous purchase today, baby," she whispered, immediately role-playing as if I was Clarkson. "I don't know what I would do without you."
It should have pissed me off that she was so obsequious towards him, but as she got into my personal space and began to nibble and suck my earlobe, I decided to go with the flow and enjoy the orgasm. Madison moved tantalizingly slowly down my body, kissing every square inch of my chest and stomach before she grazed the tip of my cock with her glossed lips, causing an expulsion of pre-cum as she did so.
Recognizing that I lacked the self-control and stamina that her lover possessed, she moved away from my shaft and began to nibble my scrotum.
"Does that feel good, baby?" she teased. "Your nuts feel very heavy and swollen. Are you going to come in my mouth today, or do you want to blow your load in the bag and have me take it home to Pete?"
Madison chose her words masterfully, and as she continued to address me as though I was Clarkson, I found myself desperate for release. She sucked my nuts for a while, her baby blue eyes glinting as she looked up adoringly at me. Without warning, she disappeared beneath me and I felt her tongue graze my taint. I let out a whimper of pleasure, and was rewarded with Madison running her tongue across my nuts and up the length of my shaft, until she reached the glans, and closed her moist lips over it.
Reflexively I began to pump between her slightly parted lips, fucking it the way I would a pussy. One of the things that made Madison completely indispensable to me was the unrestricted access to sex that she provided me, twenty-four hours a day. There was a considerable amount of teasing and foreplay, but when I was ready to blow my load, she always was willing to accommodate me.
Her role-playing today however, wasn't about indulging me, but was rather an exercise to soften me up, before I made the call to her lover. She let me enjoy four or five pumps between her soft lips, before she parted them and removed her mouth from me. I let out a sigh of frustration, and she spoke up immediately.
"Take your time, baby," she implored me. "Don't come too quickly. I only get to do this once a month, so please don't rush me."
She gave me a frenulum massage next, flicking her tongue across the hyper-sensitive area in slow, delicate strokes, which caused my nuts to tighten within a few seconds. When she sensed I was close, she abruptly stopped the stimulation, lowered her head and resumed nibbling my nuts. This prevented me from blowing my load, but as she continued to tease me and demonstrate a variety of techniques, she kept me right on the boil.
"Feel good, baby?" she whispered. "Let me know when you want to fuck my tits."
I let out another whimper, as I processed her acknowledgment that Clarkson's monthly car-date included a Russian finish, if he so desired. I had a feeling that he tit-fucked her occasionally, as the lacy chest of her lingerie was splattered with his semen once in a while. However, hearing her verbalize it was both a kick in the nuts, and a significant boost towards my impending orgasm.
"I am close, baby," I said through my gritted teeth. "I am really close."
I guess that was all Madison needed to hear, because she crawled out from underneath me, grabbed her phone, put it on speaker and started dialing.
"Liv, get your ass out here," she shouted, before turning to me.
"I will finish you off after you make your call," she said with a giggle. "Give me your pillow."
I reluctantly removed the pillow from under my knees, and gingerly tried to find a comfortable kneeling position on the rough-hewn tiles. I was hoping for some privacy for my call, but as Olivia entered my living area naked, and on Madison's signal, knelt on the stone hearth, I realized that she was going to witness my humiliation, just as I had witnessed hers. After the third ring, I was praying for it to go to voicemail, but then a deep authoritative voice answered.
"Hi Sugar lips," he said, presumably under the assumption that Madison was calling.
As soon as he answered, I realized that I didn't know Clarkson's first name, and I cursed myself for neglecting to ask Madison. In a split-second, I addressed him the only way I knew how.
"Mr. Clarkson," I began, the deference of using this respectful title, making me feel sick. "It's Pete."
Clarkson knew exactly who I was, but as I squirmed uncomfortably in front of the two young women, he acted like he had no clue.
"Who?" he asked, as Madison started to giggle.
"Hi baby," Madison whispered seductively. "It's Pete, my boyfriend. He has a huge favor to ask of you. Are you feeling generous, baby?"
"Always around you, Sugar lips," he replied. "What do you want from me, Pete?"
As I look back now and try to justify my behavior, all I can come up with is that I would have promised just about anything to have been spared the rattan cane. Olivia's blood-curdling scream was awful to have to listen to, and the welts all over her body from her previous session with the instrument of torture, were an indication of the long-term suffering she endured after her whipping.
I was an eighteen year old boy, scared shitless at the prospect of corporal punishment, and even more traumatized by the thought of losing Madison. For this reason, I acted with much obsequiousness as I responded to Clarkson's question.
"Um, Mr. Clarkson," I began uncomfortably, "first of all I want you to know that you have my full support when it comes to your friendship with my girlfriend."
"Good to know, Pete," he said cheerfully. "Not that I really need it. And it's not really a friendship is it? How many of your friends suck you off once a month? Is that the reason you called me? I am a very busy man."
"Well, um," I stammered, really struggling to get the words out of my mouth. "Actually I called to see if there was anything I could do to make it more enjoyable for you?"
"Let me get this straight," he said with a chuckle. "You want to make maximize my pleasure from my monthly suck-fest with your girlfriend?"
"Yes, Mr. Clarkson," I responded with as much reverence as I could muster.
"Go on," he instructed. "I am liking the sound of this proposal. What do you have in mind?"
I was hoping to get a little more feedback from him, so that I could satisfy Madison's perverse desire to humiliate me, but apparently I was on my own. After a few suggestions, he did finally respond, and it was clear that I was barking up the wrong tree.
"To be honest, Pete," he began, "I am not sure that you can do anything to improve on my experience. Your girlfriend has sucked my cock once a month for the last four years, and while it has always been enjoyable, she finally has perfected the art of a loving, edging blow-job. She puts her heart and soul into each and every encounter, and although I am never shy about giving her constructive criticism, it is becoming increasingly more difficult to find fault in her performance. The whole experience is just about perfect, and I doubt I will ever tire of it."
"Nor will I," Madison added enthusiastically. "Sucking you off is the highlight of my month, and until Pete marries me, it will be firmly etched on my calendar."
"There must be something I can offer you by way of improvement," I said meekly, trying to avoid the rattan cane.
"How about an extra girl?" he inquired, telegraphing his interest in a monthly two-girl blowjob. "That would be fun."
"I am not sharing your magnificent cock with anyone, baby," Madison cooed seductively. "However, I have a rim-job girl at my disposal that would be delighted to eat your ass, while I suck you off. We just need to change locations as the front seat of your car is not the most conducive to a simultaneous blow-job and rim-job."
"How about upstairs at your work?" Clarkson asked, without skipping a beat. "If we do it before your Manager arrives, Pete can watch the store."
I hated this idea with a passion. Not only was I less than enthralled about my forced participation in this sordid monthly ritual, but the thought of having to actually be there, filled me with dread. However, a swift kick from Madison, as I shuffled uncomfortably on the jagged tiles of my hearth, made me focus on the task at hand, and I heard myself responding exactly the opposite of how I felt.
"That is a fantastic idea, Mr. Clarkson," I said meekly. "Olivia and I would be honored to help increase your enjoyment of my girlfriend."
Clarkson knew he had me on the ropes, and because he is an asshole, continued to push for more concessions. By the time the excruciatingly humiliating conversation was finally over, he had ground me down and I just wanted to get the hell off the phone.
"Why don't you give Mr. Clarkson a quick recap of our new program?" Madison said cheerfully.
As I stuttered and stammered my way through the new routine, Clarkson interjected occasionally, seeking clarification or making minor adjustments, in order to get his session exactly the way he wanted it. By the time he dismissed me, he had crafted his fantasy scenario, and I had an appointment on my monthly calendar that I genuinely dreaded.
Even though it had only been a few days since his last monthly blow-job, he didn't want to wait three weeks to enjoy his new program, so he informed us that he was moving the date forward. Of course, in typical Clarkson style, he presented it as a win for Madison.
"I am in need of a wardrobe revamp, Madison," he announced. "I need several new suits, shoes, and all the accouterments. Let's meet at Tom Ford on Thursday morning. Does that give you enough time to prepare?"
"Yes, baby. Of course. Whatever you want. Thank you so much," she gushed appreciatively, focusing solely on her commission rather than what the three of us were giving up to accommodate him.
"Good girl," he said condescendingly. "See you bitches on Thursday."
After he terminated the call, the disparate look on our faces told the story. As emasculating as it was for me to offer up my girlfriend for another man's enjoyment, Olivia had given up the most. Not only had she been forced to break her life-long commitment to avoid sexual relations with men of color, but she had begged Maxwell to allow her the privilege of sucking him off. In addition to that debasement, she had been tossed in as an afterthought to sweeten the deal with Clarkson. Once a month, for the foreseeable future, or at least until Madison and I got married, Olivia was going to be eating an old man's asshole, as my girlfriend sucked him off.
I hadn't fared much better. In addition to the demeaning phone call that I was forced to make, I was now obligated to watch the Tom Ford showroom on Thursday morning, while my girlfriend escorted Clarkson upstairs and thanked him for his wardrobe revamp purchases. Predictably Madison had emerged unscathed, with the prospect of hundreds, if not thousands of dollars of commissions awaiting her on Thursday morning, plus the assistance of Olivia to get her lover off, which would presumably reduce my girlfriend's work load.
"That went well," Madison announced, ignoring the fact that I had a huge hard-on and had leaked all over the hearth on which I had been kneeling for the duration of my phone call.
Madison made me wait until bedtime for release, the final part of my punishment for my perceived indiscretions with Olivia. I would have been a very quick come under normal circumstances, given the fact that Madison had edged me to the brink of release earlier that day. However, as she lubed up her tits and invited me to straddle them, I knew it was going to be over as soon as it started. It wasn't until I felt Olivia's warm breath on my ass-cheeks, that I realized that I was going to get a simultaneous blow-job and rim-job treat.
"This is how we are going to get Clarkson off on Thursday," Madison taunted me, as I fast approached orgasm. "At least for his first pop. Clear a hole in your schedule for Thursday, Pete," she added. "Clarkson has a much longer refractory period than you, so we may be upstairs for a while."
I just couldn't control myself around Madison, and ended up blowing my load in her mouth as she teased me verbally. Olivia's tongue felt amazing wiggling around inside my asshole and I had a phenomenal orgasm. Immediately after I gathered myself, I withdrew my softening cock from between Madison's lips and Olivia disappeared. I sensed her withdrawing down my hallway, and shortly after I heard the pocket door to her tiny room slide close.



After Madison caught Olivia goofing off, she made some changes around the house, with immediate effect. Firstly, she purchased Olivia a pedometer, and required her to wear it whenever Madison was out of the house. Olivia was tasked with a goal of twenty thousand steps per day, which ensured she never had a moments rest, and had to be constantly on the move. She was denied her clothing privileges once again, and forbidden to shave her pubic area, the unruly growth of her bush becoming very off-putting to me within just a couple of weeks.
While her unkempt pubis was designed to reduce my interest in the younger woman, it was evident that Madison planned to tidy her up for her dates with Maxwell and Clarkson.
After all, "make sure the bitch shaves her pussy," was one of the last things the black guy had said upon hearing that he was going to enjoy Olivia. I felt sorry for the young girl as she scurried naked around my home, constantly moving in an attempt to register twenty thousand steps on her pedometer. Olivia had been working as an escort for a few years, and as such, prided herself on her personal grooming and appearance. Within just a couple of weeks, denied the privilege of shaving, her pussy, legs and underarms were showing signs of neglect, and it was affecting her self-esteem.
Being kept naked twenty-four hours a day probably didn't help her self-confidence either, especially as Madison never permitted Olivia any modesty, even when the personal trainer came in, three times a week. He ogled her initially, barely able to contain his astonishment at the revelation that I had a naked house servant.
However, despite repeated offers from Madison for him to enjoy a blow-job from Olivia, the personal trainer left her alone, wary I think that any move on my house-maid would jeopardize his employment status. This rejection further cemented Olivia's lack of self-worth, and Madison frequently taunted the younger girl about it.
"You ugly unkempt slut," she mocked her one day as Olivia was scrubbing our kitchen floor. "Even the personal trainer, a man with elevated levels of testosterone, doesn't have any interest in you."
I know I should have intervened, but I was much more concerned about the prospect of losing Madison, than I was with protecting Olivia. Once a month, Olivia's make-over would begin, signaling the approach of her visit with Clarkson. The beauticians would arrive, and over the course of several hours would feminize the young girl, completely transforming her from a hirsute house maid, to a beautiful object of desire. I avoided Olivia on these make-over days, as the sight and scent of her once she was prepared for Clarkson's enjoyment, made me erect.
Olivia would be waxed from head to toe, before having her eyebrows plucked and shaped. After she was hairless from the eyes down, her entire body would be moisturized, using a scented lotion that smelled divine. Her anal passage would be lubricated, and an oversized, black butt-plug would be wedged inside her, in the event that Clarkson wanted to ass-fuck her.
Next would be the application of her press-on, fake nail extensions, chosen for the simplicity with which they could be added and removed, and then she would have her make-up professionally done. Her lipgloss and eye shadow would be chosen to carefully match whatever color lingerie Clarkson had selected for today's encounter. At his request, the intimate ensembles of both women would be hanging on the back of my bedroom door overnight, just to rub my nose in it.
Madison would get dressed immediately after the cosmetology team left, while requiring Olivia to remain naked. It was at this point that I tried wholeheartedly to avoid Olivia, as knowing that I was on restriction for the day, while Clarkson was about to enjoy the two women in my life, elevated my level of arousal. The sight of her naked, hairless body, artfully feminized and intoxicatingly scented, made my cock harden every time, and I knew that this would put me in a compromising position if Madison noticed.
Olivia's skin glistened with the moisturizer, and the hairdresser knew exactly how to extract the maximum amount of femininity and youthfulness from her. On top of that, her rosebud was sufficiently well lubricated that it was noticeable from a distance. The Anal-Ease petroleum jelly coated her inner-thighs and the inside of her buttocks as she moved gingerly around my condominium, with the black plug protruding from her.
It truly was a startling transformation of the young girl, and my only regret was that it occurred just once a month, on the very day that I was on sexual restriction. Madison also underwent a professional hair and make-up session on Clarkson's special day, although she was always so beautifully presented, that it was nowhere near as noticeable.
Madison would make no attempt to hide her jealousy when Olivia was all dolled up, and often made extremely hurtful comments.
"Well that makeover was a complete waste of time," she said in a bitchy tone right after the beauticians had left. "Your nose is going to be between Clarkson's fat butt-cheeks all morning. He won't even see your face."
I was still vacillating between proposing to Madison, in order to gain the monogamy that I so desired, or trying to pluck up the courage to leave her. The fact that my cock responded favorably to Olivia gave me some encouragement that maybe I could have a sexually fulfilling life, without Madison around. However, now that Madison had wormed her way deep inside my psyche, knew all my hot buttons, and currently provided me with the additional stimulation of a rim-job during each and every orgasm, it made the likelihood of me ever leaving her diminish with every passing day.
Between the two women, they got me off five or six times a day, and even though I would occasionally wake up in the morning with virtually no desire to orgasm, the second Madison decided she wanted me erect, I was absolutely powerless to prevent it from happening.
That is why I detested restriction day so much. Madison had stopped marking the calendar on our fridge with an imprint of her glossed lips, which served to designate the upcoming Clarkson encounter. My new signal would be the appearance of two identical lingerie ensembles, gathered in their entirety, and hung on the back of my bedroom door.
This provocative visual invariably triggered my libido, and while Madison was amenable to my every sexual desire, the fact that restriction day loomed made me extremely horny. Madison knew this of course, and in a move that made me question why I was still with her, required all sexual activity just before restriction day, to take place in my master bedroom, in full view of the intimates that they were planning to wear to service Clarkson.
This was a double-edged sword for me, as the sight of their exquisitely beautiful lingerie, brought me to climax much more quickly, but was also tough to look at immediately after I blew my load. Olivia spent the majority of these sessions behind me, with her tongue in my ass, as the sight of her having gone thirty days without seeing a razor blade, was difficult for me to watch. Had I been allowed to enjoy her the following day, with her hairless, scented body and her flawless hair and make-up, I would have certainly wanted to witness her sucking my cock, or even have engaged in a sixty-nine session with her.
The first time Clarkson enjoyed both of the girls, was the Thursday morning of his wardrobe makeover. Madison made me drive them to the Tom Ford store in my truck, and while I tried my hardest not to stare at the two flawlessly presented girls, I couldn't escape the scent of them. Long after I parked up to allow Madison to be Clarkson's personal shopper, and even with the windows of my truck open, the intoxicating scent still permeated the air.
I couldn't help stealing the occasional glance through the windows of the showroom, and each time I had to turn away in disgust. The two girls were flirting incessantly with the older man, and Madison spent much of the session kneeling in front of him, under the pretense of adjusting the hem of his pants. The personal shopper experience took about an hour, during which time Clarkson dropped over forty grand on suits, shoes and accessories.
I never saw Madison after she got up from her knees and rang up his purchases. Olivia came out to my truck with an arm full of dress shirts, and tossed them onto the back seat, through the open window.
"These need to go to the dry-cleaners on El Camino Real," she informed me, "heavy starch. Miss Madison is ready for you to watch the store while we entertain Mr. Clarkson."
I exited the truck on autopilot, dreading the next part of my day and wondering how the fuck I had got roped into taking Clarkson's brand new dress shirts to be ironed and starched. Olivia asked me for my keys so that she could close the windows of my truck.
"Pete, for fuck's sake, there are nine grand worth of shirts on your back seat," she admonished me.
I dragged my ass reluctantly into the Tom Ford showroom, just as Clarkson disappeared from the top of the stairway into Madison's make-shift living accommodation. Olivia scurried up the stairs, without looking back, focused on the task at hand, emptying the nuts of my girlfriend's lover.
Luckily for me, during the two hours that I paced the empty Tom Ford showroom, no customers entered the building. This wasn't that unusual for a weekday morning, the exorbitant prices of the upscale clothier reducing the volume of customers, and the customer service component which featured the personal shopper services, making much of the store's business by appointment.
I say lucky for me, because for much of the two hour customer appreciation session bestowed upon Clarkson by Olivia and Madison, there were lewd sounds emanating from upstairs. Who knows what the hell was happening up there, but at some point somebody was getting spanked, hard. A few moments later, I heard an anguished wail from the top of the stairs, followed by the unmistakable sounds of someone getting butt-fucked. I prayed to God that it was Olivia, as I heard the slapping sounds accompanied by the grunting of someone that was either giving birth, or getting impaled by something that didn't fit comfortably inside the orifice it was violating.
Periodically, the sounds of a young woman in the throes of an orgasm filled the air, although I knew Madison well enough to know that she was faking hers. Either way, it would have been emasculating to have those sounds of delight witnessed by a customer, so I was grateful for the lack of traffic in the store.
As much as I detested the idea that Clarkson was getting sucked off by my girlfriend as a token of appreciation for his custom, I couldn't help notice that I had an erection the entire time. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Clarkson appeared at the top of the staircase, a smug, satisfied smile on his face, as the girls continued to fawn over him.
As they began to descend the stairs, the first thing I noticed was that neither of them were holding a new-born baby, which confirmed my suspicion that the pained grunting sounds were from anal-sex, not childbirth. It still didn't satisfy my curiosity about which one of them he had sodomized, although as I saw them both limping gingerly down the stairs, it was evident that both of them had been ass-fucked.
They were both still wearing the peach chemises that they had entertained him in, although Madison had added a Tom Ford trench coat for modesty, as she was technically still at work. Olivia was afforded no such protection, and looked like a total fuck-toy as she took her place by the front door.
He barely acknowledged me when he passed me on his way out, although he had his hand on Madison's ass as she escorted him to the door, where Olivia was waiting with the shoes and accessories he had ordered.
"Your suits will be tailored in about a week," Madison said cheerfully. "Pete will pick your shirts up from the dry-cleaners as soon as they are ready."
Clarkson gave me a condescending nod, and then he and Madison shared a tender embrace at the front door. She seemed reluctant to part from his extended hug, and raised her eyes to his, before they engaged in an open-mouthed kiss. Clarkson extended his leg towards her, parted her trench coat to reveal her scantily clad frame, and she moved closer into his personal space.
As he lovingly kissed her, she began to gently gyrate her crotch against his leg, which was now positioned between her thighs. Whether it was done to infuriate me, or was an involuntary reaction to the new stimulation, I will never know, but she began to dry-hump his leg like a bitch in heat. Clarkson, never one to shy away from confrontation, looked over in my direction to make sure that I was watching, and then slipped his hand inside her trench coat and began to openly grope my girlfriend's breasts.
I was powerless to say anything as Madison had been very forthright about exercising her rights to fuck and suck whoever she wanted, until I proposed to her. In addition, Clarkson had just dropped forty grand on his new wardrobe, and probably felt entitled to feel up my woman.
"See you soon, sugar lips," he said as he patted her ass, and they enjoyed one more passionate kiss.
When he finally exited the showroom, Madison stayed by the window, waving like a doting wife, until he got into his car and left the parking lot. She couldn't contain her excitement as she moved towards Olivia.
"Thirteen hundred dollars commission," Madison exclaimed, as she high-fived Olivia, in an uncharacteristic moment of solidarity between the two of them. "Not bad for getting a tired old man off three times," she added, giving me an unwanted insight into Clarkson's pleasure session.
By this point in our relationship, Madison knew that her extra-curricular activities aroused me intensely, and as she approached me her gaze was focused on my crotch. Under normal circumstances I would have tried to hide it, but the sights and sounds of their hook-up had made my cock rock-hard, and I was hoping that Madison would cut me some slack, and consider my restriction day done.
"Watch the store, Liv," Madison instructed the younger girl. "My manager should be here in about twenty minutes. Should be more than enough time for Pete," she added with a giggle.
Once she set the expectations for my time-frame, we headed upstairs, into the small living accommodation where Madison still kept some clothes and personal effects. Evidence of Clarkson's two-girl session was everywhere, and while I would have preferred to clear it away, I knew we didn't have much time.
The day-bed had obviously been used, as the covers were folded back and one of the pillows was propped up against the end wall. The other pillow was lying on the floor next to the bed, the inference being that one of the girls had been kneeling on it. There were two pairs of identical panties discarded on the floor, next to a large strap-on that was coated with vaginal secretions. Also lying on the floor was the black butt-plug that Olivia had been wearing earlier that morning.
"Clarkson ass-fucked her for his second pop," Madison said without a hint of shame. "Opened that bitch right up. We need a bigger butt-plug."
She must have noticed me steal a glance at the clock, because she admonished me right away.
"Don't concern yourself with the time, Pete," she said in a forceful tone. "We have at least fifteen minutes before my boss arrives. You never last that long."
Even though it was a clear dig at my sexual prowess, I didn't care. I had an erection and Madison knew a hundred ways to get rid of it. As she began to unzip my jeans, apparently dispensing with the usual foreplay, I realized that she had more than enough time to accommodate me.
Once I was naked, Madison laid down on the day-bed, parted her legs and invited me to climb on top of her. I didn't need a second invitation and as I lowered my body towards hers, she guided the tip of my cock into place, and I slid right inside her.
"You may begin," she whispered, taking the lead as she always did.
As soon as I began to thrust in and out of her, two things became very evident. Firstly, she was very wet, a sure sign that being with Clarkson had aroused her. Also, her pussy wasn't as tight as it normally was, which was confusing because Madison claimed that she rarely had penetrative sex with Clarkson. Maybe she had gone the extra mile to thank him for the huge purchase, that had netted her thirteen hundred dollars in commission.
"Liv fucked me with the strap-on," Madison said, as if she was reading my mind. "That thing was huge. Clarkson was messing with me today. He said it was payback for the pounding I gave her on Super Bowl Sunday. That asshole jerked off on us while she was balls-deep in me."
I grunted as I processed her words, and Madison knew I was already on the road to orgasm.
"Did you hear Liv squealing like a pig when he butt-fucked her?" she whispered, as she rested her lips against my ear. "I wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy."
While the thought of Olivia undergoing a complete beauty make-over just to get sodomized by Clarkson was titillating, it was engaging in talk about Madison's extra-curricular activities that always made me come hard. For this reason, I steered the conversation back to my girlfriend.
"Did you watch when he fucked her ass, baby?" I asked shakily.
"I had a bird's eye view," she said excitedly. "I was underneath the two of them, sucking his nuts. Even though he had already come once, he blew a huge load into the Magnum he was wearing. I left it in your truck for you. You are going to eat its contents later, after I make your special ice-cubes."
As she continued to taunt me I felt my nuts constrict, and seconds later I erupted inside her. It was another tremendous orgasm, fueled by Madison's expert verbal taunts, and as soon as I finished ejaculating, Madison glanced at the clock and laughed.
"Well that took all of three minutes," she said cruelly. "I am going to take a shower. Why don't you clean my room up before you leave?"
Later on in life, it would be me issuing such directives to young women who had shared my bed. However, as Madison was firmly in control of our love-life, I followed her directive and began to tidy up. I made the bed, put the two pairs of panties in her laundry hamper and washed and dried the sex toys. She had discarded the peach-colored chemise by the entrance to her shower, and I went to hang it up in her closet before noticing that it was in dire need of dry-cleaning.
I never asked Madison for the full run-down of Clarkson's three orgasms, but by the look of her lingerie, she was wearing this particular garment when he jerked off all over her back. There were numerous semen stains the entire length of the LaPerla chemise, although they had dried to a flaky residue. I ended up taking it with me, as I was heading to the dry-cleaners with her lover's shirts.
When I got downstairs Olivia handed me my keys and looked around nervously for Madison.
"She is still in the shower," I said, which seemed to assuage her concerns about talking to me.
"I fucked the crap out of that bitch," Olivia said spitefully, obviously taking some solace from the encounter. "Clarkson got so excited that he ended up beating off on her, as she was impaled on my strap-on."
"I have seen the proof," I said sheepishly, as I held up the soiled chemise.
In that moment, I felt a strong connection to Olivia, and I wanted to give her a hug. However, Madison had made it crystal clear that we were not to have unnecessary interaction, so I just smiled at her, and started to walk to the door.
"I am sorry about your truck," she said quietly. "Madison made me do it."



"Yeah, she already warned me," I said dejectedly as I walked towards my Ford Raptor.
Even though I knew that there was a used prophylactic shoved in my glove box or ashtray, it didn't make it any less of an affront. I guess if they were going to leave evidence of Madison's infidelity, I would rather have it be in my truck than in my four hundred thousand dollar Lamborghini.
However, as I approached my truck, I saw the used condom hanging from my rear-view mirror, the copious load inside it causing it to extend halfway to my dashboard. There were traces of peach lipgloss visible all over it, a testament to the show of appreciation they had given Clarkson for his huge purchase. It was tied so tightly to the stem of my mirror, that it was impossible to remove without fear of breaking it, and coating my dash with semen. I took the back streets home, not wishing to have the semen-filled rubber on full display to all of the other road users.
I was infuriated by the time I pulled up my driveway and hid my truck in the garage. Madison had pushed me too far this time, both by offering me up to take Clarkson's new shirts to the dry-cleaners, and by hanging his used condom from my mirror for all the world to see.
I was done with her bullshit, and in a scene that would be repeated dozens of times over our tempestuous relationship, I called my uncle. Without getting into any specifics, I told him that I thought my partnership with Madison had run its course, and he invited me to stay with him for a few days.
"You need a break, son," he said in his usual loving paternal way, the closest thing that I had to a parent in the world.
I should have just grabbed a few things and split, but I took a shower to cool off, as I didn't want to show up at my uncle's house until my rage had subsided. I never wanted him to know the extent to which she tortured me, even as I was starting to recognize that I was in a fucked-up relationship.
While my rage eventually dissipated, I couldn't shake my erection. The more I thought about Clarkson jerking off on my girlfriend as she got impaled on Olivia's strap-on, the harder my cock throbbed. I knew I had to get the fuck out of there, but as sex was still my primary motivator, I felt a surge of excitement when I heard the two girls chatting animatedly, as they exited their Uber in my driveway.
"Thirteen hundred dollars," I heard Madison exclaim enthusiastically, presumably referring to her commission. "We are going to celebrate tonight."
Even though Madison had showered before her boss had arrived and excused her for the day, she still bore the signs of having been well-used, by both Olivia and Clarkson. There is a certain look that women have after sex, and Olivia had it plastered all over her beautiful face.
Madison, by contrast, had a look of sexual frustration, the result of Clarkson having left her high and dry, as he selfishly focused on his own needs. The sounds of female delight that I had heard at the Tom Ford showroom were undoubtedly faked, and Madison had only been dry-humping Clarkson's leg because she was desperate for her own release. She eyed me up hungrily, recognizing that I could satisfy her needs, if she used me in conjunction with her vibrator.
"Where are you off to baby?" she cooed, as the two of them approached me.
I was always receptive to Madison's sexual advances, but as I tried to reject her, she quickly assessed the situation, realized that she had pushed me too far, and made an immediate effort to rectify it.
"Pete, I have a treat for you," she said, as she reached out and gently caressed my crotch. "Something special as a token of my appreciation for your help watching the store earlier."
"I already found the condom," I said angrily, not interested in her games.
"No silly," she countered pleasantly, "Olivia and I talked about it on the drive home," she added, referring to our house-maid in a more deferential tone than usual. "We want to treat you to something really special tonight."
I should have known that Madison was winging it, trying to make amends for pushing me too far. However, she seemed so plausible as she shared their plans with me, and I really wanted to believe that they had talked about it.
"As you know, once a month Olivia will undergo her transformation," Madison began. "The beauticians will do her hair and make-up, she will be moisturized from head to toe, even subjected to a Brazilian wax treatment, in an attempt to feminize her completely for Clarkson's enjoyment."
I felt my resolve weakening as I tried to imagine where this was headed. However, I remained impassive, trying not to tip my hand that I was feeling less animosity towards Madison with every passing moment.
"I am sure you agree that Olivia looked spectacular this morning when we left the house," she continued, reeling me in with every word.
"Yes, I agree," I said, "she looked absolutely beautiful. Still does," I added, as the younger woman blushed appreciatively.
"Well, obviously I can't turn back time, but we feel bad that you didn't have a crack at her well-lubricated asshole before she left the house this morning, as would be your total right as master of this house."
"That would have been nice," I opined, as my cock stood fully to attention.
"Well," Madison said seductively, recognizing that she had me where exactly she wanted me, "what can we do to make it up to you?"
Olivia and Madison looked so beautiful as they stood in front of me, smiling broadly, signaling their total availability. Clarkson had put my girlfriend through the ringer more than Olivia today, and the younger woman still looked very appealing, fresh from her complete makeover. She was still wonderfully scented, and her freshly-shaved pussy hadn't been used much, as Clarkson had indulged in his preferred method of subjugating young women, anal sex.
I decided on the spur of the moment that I was going to take advantage of whatever was on offer, and use Madison one more time to bust a nut before I left her for good. I also was pissed at her for constantly disrespecting me, and part of me wanted to punish her. Without thinking I blurted out what was on my mind.
"I want to make love to Olivia," I said forcefully, feeling like at this point I had nothing to lose.
"Whatever you want, baby," Madison whispered agreeably, as the two of them moved into my personal space. "What position do you want her in first?"
I could feel my anger dissipate as the two of them began to unzip my pants, the familiar stiffening of my cock and leaking of my pre-cum, forcing me to refocus on the task at hand, rather than on exacting any revenge on my girlfriend. It was Madison who sank to her knees first, and as I looked down at her recently touched-up platinum roots, I felt my resolve to leave her weaken.
She obviously knew that she had pushed me too far, because in an uncharacteristic display of submission, she allowed Olivia to remain standing, as she began to suck my cock. Olivia raised her dainty hand to the side of my face, and raked her fake press-on nails across my temple, before leaning in to kiss me. We ended up making out for several moments as Madison blew me. I was determined not to allow my girlfriend to have it too easy, so as I approached my orgasm, I told her to stop.
Madison looked up at me, a confused look on her face as this was just about the first time I had ever delayed my orgasm.
"Eat my ass," I ordered her, again feeling like I would just split and head to my uncle's house if she gave me any pushback.
I didn't even wait for her response, but just closed my eyes and resumed my tender French-kissing with Olivia. Even though I had an exit strategy, I was pleasantly surprised when I felt Madison grab my buttocks and spread them apart. A few seconds later, with her having seemingly made the decision that she needed to make amends, I felt the tip of her tongue lap away at my taint.
"Oh yes," I blurted out, "right there baby."
Once her lips were removed from my cock, I was no longer in danger of blowing my load, and I was able to enjoy my protracted make-out session with Olivia, as Madison rimmed me. After a few minutes, after we came up for air, I told Olivia I wanted to make love to her in the missionary position. She seemed flattered that I had chosen the most intimate way to couple, even referring to it as the lover's position, which probably pissed Madison off as she knelt behind me, assuming the duties of the rim-job girl.
My goal was to engage Olivia completely as we lay face to face on the bed. Using George's seduction, and eventual sexual fulfillment of Madison as a benchmark, I lowered myself slowly onto Olivia, and slid inside her very wet pussy. As I started to thrust slowly in and out of her, I looked back over my shoulder to see Madison looking on enviously.
"Keep rimming me, Madison," I said confidently, not waiting for an answer, before I resumed kissing Olivia.
Mimicking George's motions, I began to grind my pelvis into Olivia's on the inward stroke, hoping that the additional stimulation of her clitoris, would expedite her release.
"Oh fuck, that feels good, Pete," Olivia said, as Madison lowered her head to my ass, and began to lick between my buttocks.
I wish I could say that I brought Olivia to several earth-shattering climaxes, the way George had skillfully satisfied my girlfriend. However, under my favorite stimulation of sex combined with analingus, I felt my nuts constrict, and knew I was close. For this reason, I slowed my thrusts slightly, and put more pressure on Olivia's clitoris by pressing my pelvis deeper into hers.
"Oh yeah, Pete," Olivia whispered, as she responded to the additional stimulation. "I have never come in this position before, but I think I may be getting close."
When Madison heard this, her desire to prevent Olivia from enjoying an orgasm encouraged her to push me over the edge.
"Fuck that tight pussy," she said, as she withdrew her tongue from my taint. "You deserve access to other snatch. For your birthday treat, I am going to let you fuck Jody."
As her words sank in, she inserted the tip of her tongue inside my ass and began to wiggle it around inside me. I knew Olivia was probably getting closer to her orgasm, but I was unable to prevent mine, and shortly after Madison's promise, I tensed up and ejaculated inside Olivia, leaving the younger girl high and dry.
If Olivia felt any disappointment at being denied release, she didn't show it, choosing instead to focus on my pleasure. I spread my legs slightly, a signal to Madison to continue with her rim-job, as Olivia and I started to kiss tenderly.
It wasn't very often that I held the upper-hand in my relationship with Madison, but as she seemed intent on making amends for her earlier disrespect, I decided to push my luck. I basically ignored Madison as she ate my ass, and focused on making out with Olivia. As I composed myself, I had the overwhelming urge to fuck Olivia again, although I hoped that she might get some release this time too.
Madison, being a virtual mind reader when it comes to my needs, didn't need to be asked, but simply removed her tongue from between my buttocks, and goaded me back into an erection.
"Jody will dress up really cute for you on your birthday," she began, as my cock twitched inside Olivia. "You can enjoy her however you want to on your special day. Especially as she is now truly a three-hole girl."
I grunted at the thought of sodomizing the gorgeous young blonde, and began to slowly thrust into Olivia as my cock continued to stiffen.
"He's hard again," Olivia said, with a giggle, as she digested my ridiculously short refractory period."
"I think the thought of Jody on her knees looking up at him with her angelic face is turning him on," Madison said, reducing my hostility towards her with every spoken word.
This was a scenario that would be repeated countless times over the years that Madison and I were a couple. She would push me to my limit of endurance trying to get me to propose to her in order to stop the insanity of it all. On the rare occasion that she crossed the line, and I decided to end the fucked-up relationship, she would repair the damage by offering me promises of pure delight, usually involving young girls that she knew I was attracted to.
When the two of them were done with me, I fell asleep on my bed, completely satiated. My nuts were drained, having come twice inside Olivia's tight pussy, before busting a nut tit-fucking Madison, as Olivia took her turn with her face between my buttocks.
I can honestly say, that at that exact moment in time, I had no unfulfilled needs or desires. I slept soundly for almost two hours, before Madison gently woke me with a beautifully presented fruit platter. Having seemingly anticipated my possible dehydration, she propped the thirst-quenching snack upon a folding bed tray, and as I selected a slice of pineapple, her lips descended upon my cock.
Even though she managed to coax one last load out of me, as I relaxed on my bed enjoying the fresh fruit, it was a dribble at best, and for the first time in my life, I knew that I needed a break. Not from Madison, of course, as she had successfully wormed her way back into my favor, but unbelievably from further sexual activity.
Of course, being a teenager, this lasted hours rather than days, but by the time we crawled in to bed together that night, any ill-will I had felt towards Madison had evaporated, replaced by admiration and desire for her.
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I tried to talk Madison out of forcing Olivia to entertain Maxwell, once it became evident to me that it was really pitting Olivia against her deep-rooted, life-long convictions. She had grown up in an all-white, segregated community, and while she had never consciously tried to be racist, the mere fact that she wasn't around black people, shaped the way that she felt about them.
She felt a combination of fear and distrust anytime she was around African-Americans, but this quickly elevated to palpable disgust when it came to the thought of any physical interaction between the races. Olivia had been an escort for several years by the time she was forced into her tryst with Maxwell, during which time she had turned down numerous black men, based solely on the color of their skin.
Even when she had worked briefly at a massage parlor, right out of High School at the tender age of eighteen, she had refused to service a couple of black customers. In fact, it was this perceived discrimination that had caused her to lose her job after just a few months. Since that day, she had vowed not to have any physical contact with black males, and she had managed to avoid even casual conversation with any men of color. It was difficult for me to watch her inner-turmoil as she came to grips with the fact that she was going to be on her knees, orally servicing Maxwell.
Madison, however, was adamant that the interracial blow-job take place, and took great pleasure in informing Olivia of the upcoming date. Olivia had three days notice, and at the time she confided in me that she considered just moving on, leaving the state and putting her legal woes behind her.
I tried to imagine something that I would struggle with so much, that it would force me to uproot and leave town, but I came up empty. When I tried to talk some sense into her, tears welled up in her eyes and she hung her head, as if she was being asked to do the most despicable thing imaginable.
"Olivia," I said, trying to put things in perspective, "you allowed me to urinate all over you and then make you chase crumpled-up dollar bills, like you were a little dog. Surely, that is worse?"
"I would rather have a dozen white guys piss all over me, than kiss a black man," she said, sobbing uncontrollably at her impending fate.
Madison in contrast, was having an absolute field-day, even going so far as to schedule a conference call between her, Olivia, and Maxwell, the day prior to the scheduled suck-fest.
"I want you there too," she told me. "You need to learn Liv's place in our relationship."
As the time of the call approached, Madison gave Olivia some explicit instructions.
"Shave your pussy, girl," she said condescendingly, "and present yourself naked for inspection, when you are ready."
Olivia looked horrified as she processed Madison's orders, returning several minutes later with no clothes on, and no visible pubic hair.
"Kneel," Madison barked. "Put your hands behind your head and spread your legs."
Once the younger girl was on her knees, Madison retrieved the rattan cane from the mantle-piece, where it was kept in plain view as a reminder to Olivia of the importance of obedience. Olivia feared the cane almost as much as her upcoming dalliance with Maxwell, and as Madison ran the tip of it across her buttocks, I could see Olivia trembling. She had intertwined her fingertips behind her neck, and this posture forced her breasts forward.
As Madison stood behind her, she slid the cane under Olivia's pussy, and I saw the tip of it emerge from between her legs. Tapping the cane against her inner-thighs, Madison conveyed the message that she wanted Olivia to spread her knees further apart, and the younger girl obeyed without hesitation.
"I am not sure if Maxwell will want to switch to FaceTime," Madison said deviously, as Olivia bit her bottom lip. "Either way, you will appear more deferential if you are naked."
Olivia looked to be on the verge of tears, but as Madison traced the tip of the cane between her labia, as she slowly withdrew it from between her thighs, Olivia inhaled sharply. It was at this point that I noticed that her nipples were erect, and that she was breathing heavily.
"The bitch is getting herself worked up," Madison said dispassionately. "She claims that she thinks interracial sex is disgusting, yet she self-lubricates at the prospect of offering herself up to Maxwell."
I wanted to defend Olivia, but as I observed her clear signs of arousal, there was nothing that I could say that would negate her incontrovertible signs of excitement.
"When we call him I expect an elevated level of respect on your part," Madison began. "You may refer to him as Mr. Maxwell, and only speak when you are spoken to. If he has questions for you, focus on providing him the answer that he wants to hear, and don't be overly concerned with your internal biases. When he is done, I have prepared a brief closing script for you."
Olivia shuffled around uncomfortably on her knees as she processed what was expected of her. Madison lifted the cane skyward, and walked around in front of the younger girl. As she absentmindedly traced the tip of her cane across Olivia's ever-hardening nipples, there was a brief moment of unspoken understanding between them, and Olivia nodded her head, as if to assure her tormentor that she would follow the script.
I watched on intently as Madison toyed with Olivia, relishing her anticipation of the dreaded phone call, while also enjoying her elevated level of arousal. I am not sure if being naked in front of us turned Olivia on, or if it was the rattan cane, being used as it was to stimulate her erogenous zones, rather than as an instrument of torture. However, as Olivia let out a quiet moan, it was obvious that Madison was getting to her.
"Fetch me two pillows and Liv's vibrator," Madison instructed me. "It is in my bedside drawer," she added. "I can't trust her to have it in her room."
We were still at the stage in our relationship where I obeyed Madison without question, and I scurried off to follow her commands. When I returned moments later, Olivia was in a high state of arousal, thrusting her pelvis forward lewdly, as the tip of the rattan cane rested against her clitoris.
"Prop the vibrator up on the pillows," Madison instructed me. "Place the tip of it against her clit," she added, removing the rattan cane, the end of which was slick with the signs of Olivia's arousal.
I tried to give Olivia some acknowledgment of apology, but she had her eyes closed as if she was trying to blot out her humiliation. She jumped reflexively as my knuckle brushed her pubic area, trying to position the vibrator perfectly. Once the tip of the vibrator was resting against her clitoris, Madison told me to hold the pillows in place, and ordered Olivia to slowly lower herself. There were a couple of minor adjustments to be made, and when Madison was satisfied that the vibrator was perfectly positioned, she fired it up.
Olivia let out a whimper as the vibrator worked its magic, and I could tell that she was going to climax very quickly under this stimulation. A few moments later Olivia's stomach tightened, which was Madison's cue to immediately cease the stimulation. Olivia let out a moan of frustration and then looked nervously at Madison, as if to seek permission to have some release before the dreaded phone call.
"My bad," Madison said cheerfully, "wrong speed."
Olivia and I knew exactly what Madison was doing, and as my girlfriend selected a lower setting, Olivia slumped her head, fully aware that this was to be a teasing session, not some much needed release.
"If I am satisfied that you were sufficiently obsequious to Maxwell, I will let you have one orgasm after you guys hang up," Madison said magnanimously, leaving the vibrator resting on Olivia's clitoris, the diminished power rendering her not quite capable of release.
"Let's call Mr. Maxwell," Madison said enthusiastically, reminding Olivia of the respectful way she needed to address the young black man.
I felt sorry for Olivia as she knelt naked with the vibrator stimulating her clitoris, with insufficient speed to bring her to climax. I am not even sure when the last time was that she had an orgasm. Madison kept the younger girl naked at all times, so that it was easy for her to keep tabs on her arousal. She wasn't even trusted to have her vibrator in her own room, the sex-toy residing in Madison's bedside drawer for safe-keeping.
Now as Olivia writhed around on the end of the personal massager, trying desperately to get some release before her impending phone call, I had no clue how she was going to concentrate on the task at hand. Her eyes were closed, her head was lowered, and she seemed totally focused on her orgasm. By contrast, Madison was in her element. She dialed the number and I heard the dial tone over the speaker.
Maxwell's deep voice jolted Olivia out of her trance, and she waited patiently as he rambled on about his expectations. He was being quite impolite in the way he addressed her, both in his tone and the graphic nature of the call.
"I am looking forward to watching you suck me off," was the last thing he said, before finally allowing her to speak.
Olivia was so engrossed in her path to self-gratification that she missed her cue, prompting Madison to flick the tip of the rattan cane across one of the younger girl's erect nipples, which elicited an anguished cry, and spurred her into action.
"I can't wait, Mr. Maxwell," Olivia said, her affected, cheerful tone belying the disgusted look on her face. "I shaved my pussy for you."
"Good girl," he said condescendingly. "Send me a photo of it after you hang up."
"Yes, Mr. Maxwell," Olivia responded agreeably. "Whatever you want."
Olivia fell silent as Maxwell continued his graphic depictions of his desires, her revulsion evident as she absorbed his lewd expectations.
"Do you like rim-jobs?" he asked at one point. "Giving, of course," he added, unnecessarily.
Just as it appeared that Olivia had reached the end of her rope, Madison increased the speed of the vibrator, causing Olivia to moan out loud from the sustained stimulation. Maxwell picked up on her verbal cues and responded before she had a chance to answer the question.
"I will take that as a yes," he said with a chuckle. "I have never had a white woman eat my ass," he added. "Aren't you the lucky one?"
I thought that Olivia might throw-up as Maxwell demeaned her on the speaker phone. After ensuring that she was going to send him a picture of her freshly-shaved pussy, he dropped another bombshell.
"I am bringing two of my homies," he informed her, making zero attempt to get her consent. "Don't worry, I am not expecting a gang-bang," he added. "They will split after you dance for us."
I could see the revulsion on Olivia's face as she processed his expectations. However, as Madison looked on approvingly, the younger girl resisted the urge to push back, and remained silent. Madison couldn't contain her glee at the new revelation, and agreed to Maxwell's request with far too much delight in her voice.
"Olivia would be honored to dance for you and your friends," Madison said cheerfully. "I will bring some dollar bills so that you guys can tip her if you like what you see. She loves to give generous guys lap dances."
I could tell that just the thought of having to give Maxwell and his homies a lap dance was so demeaning to Olivia, but as Madison nudged the younger girl and mouthed the words "thank him," she was spurred into action, and began to speak with much more enthusiasm than she was feeling.
"Thanks for the opportunity to serve you, Maxwell," she said, struggling to verbalize Madison's pre-written script. "I can't wait to see you guys tomorrow."
"Wear something pink," he ordered, just before he hung up the phone, "at least for our lap dances."
If Olivia had seemed dejected during the conversation, she was positively disconsolate as Madison posed her for the picture that Maxwell had requested. She remained naked on her knees as Madison cheerfully snapped some shots, before selecting one that she deemed sufficiently humiliating. The vibrator had done a great job of arousing Olivia, and there was no way to hide her apparent excitement from the camera. Her nipples were erect, she was visibly flushed from having been kept so close to orgasm for several minutes, and there were traces of vaginal secretions all over her inner-thighs and her labia, which themselves appeared puffy and swollen.
Madison sent two of the most compromising photos, with a text that read, "Your bitch can't wait to service you. Check out the evidence of Olivia's arousal at the thought of rimming you."
I empathized with Olivia as her situation closely paralleled mine. We both were caught up in Madison's web, although I kept reassuring myself that I was free to leave at any time, even though I knew that I was just as ensnared as Olivia was. In the light of day, I truly detested being cuckolded, and yet I had my most powerful orgasms under the taunts of Madison, as she described her trysts in excruciating detail.
Olivia, for her part, was absolutely reviled by the thought of interracial coupling, and yet being submissive aroused her intensely. She was very conflicted when Madison offered her some release, but as the vibrator brushed against her clitoris, her defenses broke down, and she lowered herself upon it.
Olivia closed her eyes in an attempt to block out Madison's constant verbal taunts, but the prospect of an orgasm after having been kept on the brink for so long, was impossible for her to resist.
"Maxwell is going to want to watch you masturbate for him and his friends," Madison whispered, as she knelt by Olivia's ear. "I expect you to do the right thing if those young guys get hard."
I recognized her internal struggle as she tried to walk the line between her desire to get off, and her deep-rooted contempt for the black men that she was expected to service. Sex is a very powerful motivator, capable of overriding even the most ingrained biases in our psyche, even if just for a few moments as we approach orgasm. As Olivia ground her clitoris against the throbbing vibrator, and Madison whispered a continuous stream of taunts in her ear, release was inevitable, and quickly approaching.
Of course, with Madison nothing is ever as easy as it seems, and so I wasn't surprised when she lowered the speed of the vibrator, which denied Olivia her much anticipated orgasm. In retrospect, it was a masterful move on Madison's part to lower the setting rather than to turn it off completely, which would have given Olivia a much needed reset to gain her composure.
Olivia was now willing to do whatever it took to get release, and looked up at Madison with pleading eyes, as if to convey her intent to obey.
"Say it girl," Madison said condescendingly, "whatever is on your mind."
"Please Miss Madison," Olivia stammered, overwhelmed with desire. "What do I have to do to get some release?"
Madison looked at the younger woman with amusement, before increasing the speed of the vibrator, seemingly throwing Olivia a bone. Olivia closed her eyes, and began to grind against the massager with renewed vigor. She was so engrossed in her impending release that she never even noticed Madison pick up her phone and make a call.
"A little preview for you Maxwell," Madison said cheerfully, as she turned the camera to face Olivia. "Smile for Mr. Maxwell, Olivia."
Olivia opened her eyes and seemed horrified to see Maxwell smiling, as she was forced to perform for him. I could only imagine how difficult it must have been for her to have to masturbate for his visual pleasure, but she was too close to orgasm to care about anything else, and as she got to the point of no return, Madison continued to bark instructions at her.
"Smile, girl," she mocked. "Let Mr. Maxwell know how happy you are to perform for him."
"My friends are here too," he said joyfully. "Work it baby. Come for us."
I marveled at Olivia's ability to suppress her disdain for this young, black man, and paste a huge smile across her face. I am not sure if she was driven by fear of the rattan cane, being wielded as a tool of intimidation by Madison, or by her desire to be rewarded with an orgasm, but either way she made Maxwell feel like a revered and honored guest, as she licked the two middle fingers of her right hand, and lowered them to her pussy.
As Olivia began to toy with herself, for the visual delight of Maxwell and his homies, I knew that the pleasure she was experiencing, was not faked. The evidence of her self-lubrication was two-fold, both visible on her inner-thighs in the form of vaginal secretions, and audible from the squishy sounds her rapidly-moistening pussy was making. Her nipples hardened and her stomach muscles tightened as she worked her clitoris with her fingers.
I felt myself get erect too, both from the erotic, live sex-show I had front row seats to, and the humiliation that I knew Olivia was experiencing, from being forced to be a black man's toy. As she approached her release, Maxwell spoke.
"Get in the doggy-style position, Liv," he directed, using the abbreviated form of her name that Madison preferred. "Face the camera."
The impromptu change in position interrupted Olivia's approach to her orgasm, causing her to sigh with frustration. However, after a quick admonition from Madison, the smile reappeared on her young face, and she stuck her fingers back between her thighs and began to masturbate furiously.
"Lick your lips, bitch," Maxwell ordered, "make yourself available to us."
It was around the fourth time that they made her change sexual positions, that I realized exactly what they were doing. Each time she got tantalizingly close to her release, they abruptly terminated her stimulation by ordering her to change her pose. Doggy-style facing the camera, changed to her facing away from their watchful gaze, during which time Maxwell and his friends made lewd comments about the obvious signs of her arousal.
I couldn't disagree with their assessment, her vaginal secretions even more obvious as she turned her ass to the camera. As her dainty fingers furiously rubbed against her clitoris, Maxwell issued her more demeaning commands.
"Shimmy that ass, girl," he ordered, as his friends laughed along in the background. "Let's see you shake your money-maker."
Olivia did shake her ass for the young men, and even as I watched the smile disappear from her face, her enthusiasm to please the black guys, didn't seem to diminish.
"I want to fuck her, Madison," Maxwell announced. "Is that going to be a problem?"
Even though I knew that this was going to be a monumental problem for Olivia, who prior to this demeaning showtime had never had any sexual encounter with a black man, Madison made the decision for the younger woman, without any consultation, or attempt to secure her approval.
"Liv disrespected you Maxwell," Madison began. "She has signaled her commitment to provide you with an apology that rectifies the wrong she did to you, whatever you feel that this might entail."
"Can I fuck her ass then?" he countered, pushing for more concessions as Olivia approached release.
"If that is what it takes for you to feel justly compensated for her disrespect," Madison said. "She will be available to you for whatever you deem reasonable retribution," she added ominously.
Maxwell finally instructed Olivia to lay on her back with her knees elevated, and her feet planted firmly on the floor.
"Splay your legs apart," he ordered, "and use the vibrator to finish yourself off for us."
I had been in this exact same predicament before, fast approaching orgasm and wanting nothing to delay it, and yet under less than ideal circumstances as Madison taunted me about her extra-curricular sexual activities. I knew that Olivia was right on the edge, and that her orgasm was inevitable, especially with the introduction of the vibrator. I could also see how disgusted she was going to be with herself, after she came.



"Come for us slut," Maxwell barked, right as her stomach muscles tensed up.
As predicted, Olivia had a stupendous orgasm, closing her eyes to block out Maxwell and his homies, just before she cried out in ecstasy. She writhed around on the tip of the vibrator for several moments, before dropping her knees from the sheer excitement of it. Madison could have shown her a small mercy by terminating the phone call, but as Olivia was snapped back into reality, they kept her on FaceTime for several more minutes, as they toyed with her.
This was my least favorite part of my sex-life with Madison, too. Right after release, as the endorphins slowly faded, and I was jolted back into the moment, I just wanted to slink away and face my embarrassment alone. However, Madison would continue her verbal abuse long after I ejaculated, although in the post-orgasmic light, her taunts were anything other than erotic.
As Maxwell continued to belittle Olivia, she seemed disgusted with herself, disappointed at her total lack of will-power.
"Do you want to watch her come again?" Madison offered, as Olivia hung her head in shame.
"What do think boys?" Maxwell asked his homies, as Olivia shuffled around uncomfortably. "Round two?"
After a brief discussion, during which the lunch special at Round Table Pizza was offered up as a viable alternative to watching Olivia masturbate, the guys decided that they were more interested in unlimited bread sticks than Olivia's show, and without even saying goodbye, Maxwell terminated the FaceTime connection.
Olivia's facial expression was a mixture of relief at having the impromptu performance terminated, coupled with rejection at her acknowledgment that her masturbation session wasn't sufficiently interesting for the young men to warrant postponing lunch. She really didn't need to be reminded of the choices that the guys had made, but Madison wasn't going to let the opportunity to belittle Olivia pass, and spoke up.
"I don't think anyone has chosen pizza over watching me masturbate," she said coldly. "You are a dirty, unattractive slut, Olivia. I hope to God we can get you looking more desirable by tomorrow. Go to your room."
I felt sorry for Olivia as she slinked away to her room, her body language conveying her abject self-loathing, as she processed her humiliation. I wanted to go and cheer her up, but evidently Madison had other plans for me, and she wasn't shy when it came to directing me.
"Strip," she said dispassionately. "Let's see if you had any response to Liv's showtime."
There was no hiding my response to Olivia's extremely sexual performance, and as I tented in my underwear, I felt apprehensive. Madison harbored some deep-rooted malice towards Olivia, and I was concerned that she may punish one or both of us for any perceived chemistry between us.
I think it was obvious that I was stalling in an attempt to get my erection to subside. I closed my eyes and was willing it away, before Madison lost patience with me, and began to fumble with my zipper. Unfortunately for me, as a very young man, it was my hard cock that popped out from between my legs, my underwear barely able to contain it. To make matters worse, as if to announce that it wasn't a recent development, there was also a large wet-spot in the front of my underwear, evidence of my arousal in the form of a copious amount of pre-cum.
"Did watching Liv masturbate get you hard?" Madison teased, as I shuffled uncomfortably, barely able to make eye contact with her.
"Your domination of Olivia made me hot," I offered weakly.
"Yeah, right," she responded, with an air of skepticism. "I noticed that you were hard throughout the entire masturbation show. Well if that skank got you hard, it is her responsibility to take care of it," she added firmly. "I assume you would like some release?"
"Yes," I whispered, the mere thought of it turning me to putty in her hands.
Madison shot me a wicked glare, and for a split-second I wondered what the hell I had done to piss her off. Almost immediately, I recognized my oversight, and sought to make amends.
"Please," I added softly. "May I have an orgasm, please?"
"Good boy," she said condescendingly. "Don't forget your manners."
As I lowered my head in a reflexive show of deference, Madison shouted down the hallway.
"Liv, you dirty slut. Get your worthless ass in here now."
Seconds later, Olivia appeared in the doorway and stood there silently awaiting further instructions. Madison gave her a similar glare to the one that had prompted me to remember my manners, and Olivia fell to her knees immediately.
As Olivia looked on from the doorway, Madison pulled my briefs over the tip of my blood-engorged cock, and mentioned my obviously elevated state of arousal.
"Don't you ever stop leaking?" she taunted me. "Would you like to watch Liv swallow your load?"
I knew that it was a rhetorical question as soon as she asked it, but driven by my desire to ejaculate, I nodded my head enthusiastically. Madison flashed me a smile, confident that order had been restored in our household, and secure in the knowledge that she had me exactly where she wanted me, by continuing to accommodate my insatiable desire for sex.
There was a considerable amount of pre-cum pooling at the tip of my cock-head, and Madison began rubbing it gently into my glans, my seminal fluids acting as a make-shift lubricant. Even though her ministrations felt amazing, my pre-cum dried fairly quickly, and I quickly found myself in need of additional emollient. Madison knew it too, although she ignored my frustration and continued to give me a gentle hand-job, knowing full well my release would be impossible under the circumstances.
"Feel good, baby?" she mocked, as I began to thrust into her drying fist.
"Amazing," I lied, before adding, "can I please get a little more lubricant, Madison?"
"Fetch some lube, Liv," she instructed the younger girl. "You are going to eat Mr. Pete's load."
I shuddered at the ease with which Madison asserted herself over our household. Just recently, she had allowed me to completely dominate her, as she recognized that she had pushed me too far, once again, and needed to allow me to feel in charge. After the two of them drained my nuts, Madison created the illusion that I was the undeniable head of a harmonious home, by bringing me a beautifully presented fresh fruit platter. Along with my unrestricted access to sex, she had successfully reined in my desire to leave and stay with my uncle. Now that the status quo had been restored, Madison felt comfortable exerting her power over Liv and I, presumably until the next time she went too far.
A few moments later, Olivia's naked form appeared in the doorway. She seemed a little flustered now, and lowered herself to her knees before addressing her mistress.
"I can't find the lube, Miss Madison," Liv said quietly. "I think we may have used the last of it when Mr. Clarkson butt-fucked us both.
"There is some in the truck, girl," Madison instructed. "Learn to improvise."
Olivia wore a confused look as she processed Madison's directives, seemingly questioning why I would keep lube in my Ford Raptor. A flash of understanding appeared on her face, and she scurried off towards my three-car garage.
"Dumb slut," Madison said in a disparaging tone.
I was also questioning why there was lube in my truck, but I kept my eyes averted from Madison's, as she was clearly not in the mood for stupidity. As I struggled to understand Madison's "learn to improvise" instruction to Liv, I figured it out at almost the exact same moment that Olivia appeared naked in the doorway. My heart sank as she held Clarkson's used prophylactic next to her beaming face, her pride at having improvised palpable.
"We could use this as lubrication, Miss Madison," Olivia suggested.
"Good girl, Liv," Madison whispered. "Now you are thinking."
I didn't share Madison's enthusiasm about Olivia's improvisation skills, and I stared dejectedly at the used condom hanging from her fingertips.
"Not that," I pleaded, "there must be something else we can use."
Olivia looked at her mistress for direction, and upon being given a slight, almost imperceptible nod of the head, she proceeded with the plan. Even though she was completely naked, Olivia did have a cute, feminine, accessory adorning her hair, and she used the safety-pin attachment to pierce the used rubber.
Almost immediately Clarkson's semen spilled from the condom, and Olivia directed the flow onto my throbbing cock. Once she had emptied the majority of the contents of the rubber, she tossed it carelessly onto the stone hearth of my fireplace, where it landed with a splat, the upturned rim of the used Magnum ensuring that there would be no mess on my custom tiles.
Using just the tips of her fingers, she gently massaged the ejaculate into my glans, as my cock jumped around involuntarily. The physical stimulation felt fantastic, but I was really struggling with the fact that she was using another man's load to lubricate me. Especially because I knew that this particular load had been coaxed from the swollen nut-sack of my wife's lover, by the two of them.
I contemplated fighting my overwhelming urge to come, making Olivia work hard for it, as I showed the two of them how steadfastly resolute I could be when I put my mind to something. However, as Olivia's dainty hands worked her magic on my cock-head, and Madison stood over the two of us mocking me, I knew I wouldn't last long.
"From now on we can save money by using my lovers' seminal fluids as lubricant for you, baby," she taunted me, as I let out a whimper of pleasure. "Clarkson and Baldwin both blow such huge loads."
I had much more personal experience with Clarkson, having handled his used Magnum condoms on numerous occasions, and couldn't disagree with my girlfriend's assessment. His semen from the pierced prophylactic had provided more than enough lubricant to jerk me off, but the excess drips had created a small puddle of jizz on the stone hearth of my fireplace, where I was currently kneeling.
I felt my nuts tighten, and Madison recognized the signs of my impending release.
"He is close, Liv," she informed her young house-maid. "Make sure he blows his load on top of Mr. Clarkson's."
"Yes, Miss Madison," Olivia intoned respectfully, as she pointed the tip of my cock towards the rough stone hearth.
I didn't know where to look as I approached my orgasm. Ordinarily, I would have made eye-contact with the young lady that was jerking me off, both to convey my gratitude and to try and increase the connection between us, right before she got me off. However, this was not a wise move when it came to Olivia, and I didn't want to induce any reaction from Madison, by checking out Olivia's tight little body. So, I lowered my gaze out of respect for the two of them, and was immediately assaulted by the sight of a large puddle of semen that didn't belong to me.
It should have been an affront to me that another man's ejaculate was dripping onto my custom stone hearth. Those tiles had been hand-cut, for fuck's sake, by a highly skilled specialist who had billed me two hundred dollars an hour for his craftsmanship. The tiles had been imported from Italy, and came with special instructions to seal them regularly, and try and keep them free from direct contact with liquids. I closed my eyes at the ignominy of my situation, and Madison noticed, snapping me back into reality.
"Don't worry about the mess, baby," she mocked. "Liv will clean the fireplace right after you blow your load. If it leaves a stain it will be a permanent reminder not to fuck with me. Clarkson's jizz leaked all over your truck dashboard too," she added with a giggle. "That stupid slut tied the condom so tightly to your mirror, that she had to cut it off."
Years later, as I bounced around between young women, I could place the blame for my dysfunctional relationships firmly on Madison's shoulders. She had completely turned my life upside down, obliterating my faith in women and making sex the primary focus of my life. However, as I knelt in front of my fireplace with a naked young woman jerking me off, and Madison berating me with a constant stream of taunts, I experienced a stupendous orgasm, and blew the entire contents of my nuts right onto Clarkson's puddle of ejaculate, in just two powerful ropes of cum.
"Fuck yeah," I exclaimed, as I exploded in front of the two of them. "Fuck, yeah."
Even in later years, I never discovered any greater pleasure then the feeling of a good orgasm. The few seconds that precede the event, the actual violent expulsion of your ejaculate, and the thirty seconds or so after the cum-shot, during which the endorphins that your body releases surge through your veins in an unbelievably pleasurable way, are beyond comparison with any other human experience. The fact that we can use such disturbing imagery or verbal stimulation to reach climax, is the only drawback, as moments afterwards, you are left to face the reality of whatever it was that got you off.
And so it was with Clarkson's used rubber, as it lay on my stone hearth, covered in the semen of two different men. In the cold light of day, post-orgasm, it looked positively revolting, and I could offer no plausible explanation as to how the sight of it had pushed me over the edge. I had to avert my gaze, and went to get up from my knees.
"Stay right where you are, Pete," Madison admonished me. "You too, Liv."
Madison arose from her kneeling position and purposefully retrieved the rattan cane. During the brief moment that her back was towards us, Olivia and I exchanged a nervous glance, before the young girl started to tremble. I didn't know what kind of pain that cane was capable of inflicting, but Olivia had clearly been traumatized, and was absolutely terrified of it. Her abject fear transferred to me and I began to shake in unison with her.
My heart sank as Madison walked behind the two of us, and told us to lean forward, so that we were both on all fours. She rested the tip of the cane across my lower back, right above my buttocks, and spoke very quietly as she addressed us.
"Do I have your undivided attention?" she whispered, as we cowered before her in the doggy-style position.
"Yes, Miss Madison," Olivia said reflexively, not wanting to give Madison any reason to punish her.
"Yes, Miss Madison," I repeated, a split-second later, trying to convey my respect to my girlfriend.
"Good," she whispered. "Put your hands behind your back, lock your fingers together and lick up the mess."
Olivia obeyed without hesitation, clasping her hands tightly behind her, as she lowered her face into the unappetizing puddle of semen. I understood immediately why Madison had instructed her to put her hands behind her back, as her hair fell over her shoulders and the ends of it rested in the pool of ejaculate. She didn't need any further encouragement, and began to make lewd slurping sounds as she tried to demonstrate her complete obedience to Madison.
Apparently, I had committed an error that warranted punishment, even though I was blissfully unaware at that moment in time. Madison, being a stickler for the rules, took the appropriate corrective action immediately, removing the rattan cane from its resting place atop my lower back. With one very precise motion, she firmly struck the base of my nuts with the tip of the cane, eliciting an anguished squeal from me as the excruciating pain ripped through my genitalia.
Almost simultaneously, my eyes teared up and I lowered my lips into the semen puddle that Olivia was enthusiastically ingesting.
"You too, Pete," Madison said calmly. "Good boy."
As I slurped the semen cocktail from the stone hearth, there was no attempt on my part to feign ingestion, or pretend to get my share. Matching Olivia's enthusiasm, I ate at least fifty percent of the puddle, although as I watched the rapidly cooling ejaculate matting in Olivia's hair, I was grateful for my crew-cut. We licked that stone hearth clean, as Madison hovered over us, rattan cane in hand, looking for any excuse to wield it.
Fortunately for us, Olivia noticed that the condom still had the potential to leak its remaining contents onto the Italian tiles, and began to suck around its opening, ensuring that all of the ejaculate was removed. I watched as she extended her tongue inside it, and apparently driven by fear of the cane, began licking its inners.
Even after there were no visible traces of semen remaining on the rough-hewn hearth, we continued to lick the stones, our lowered heads and fully extended tongues working in unison to convey a message of unbridled obedience to Madison.
"Kneel," she whispered, her control over us so complete that raised voices were no longer necessary.
As we remained there silent and motionless on our knees, Madison inspected the squeaky clean hearth, and nodded her approval at our thorough clean-up. All that remained was the used condom, although it was no longer leaking and contributing to the mess, after Olivia's efforts to suck the ejaculate from its opening and immediate surroundings were deemed successful.
"Go to your rooms, both of you," Madison said firmly. "Liv, take that revolting used rubber with you, no hands."
Olivia took a split-second to absorb and process the instructions, and not wanting to give Madison any reason to wield the cane, leaned forward and gingerly lowered her face to the used condom. Picking it up with her lips, she removed it from the hearth, before taking it between her teeth and crawling out of the room on all fours, with the prophylactic hanging from her mouth. I followed closely behind her, crawling like a dog, praying that Madison wouldn't give us a couple of farewell licks with the cane as we left.
"Next time you bitches will eat the condom," Madison threatened, as we left the room in silence.
I was familiar with the term "lick my wounds," having witnessed Olivia go through the process on more than one occasion. However, this was a new experience for me, and while my wounds paled in comparison to Olivia's, I had one red welt on my nut-sack that was very tender to the touch. Madison hadn't broken the skin, but the area was inflamed from the flick of the rattan cane, and was bright-red possibly due to some broken capillaries, I theorized.
A few moments later, Madison entered my bedroom to check on me. Her body language had softened considerably and she was very pleasant, concerned even with my injury.
"Let me have a look, baby," she said sweetly. "Let me see if I can help you in any way. Lay on your back."
Her relaxed demeanor lowered my defenses, and I laid back and spread my legs slightly to let her assess my injuries. As her dainty fingertips prodded and probed my swollen nuts, she acknowledged that while no harm was done, the welt was probably tender.
"I have just the thing for this kind of pain," she said cheerfully, her confidence a clear indicator that she had inflicted similar wounds in the past.
When she returned a few seconds later, she had a bottle of Aloe Vera lotion in her hand, and an agreeable smile on her face. In the past, when I had suffered minor injuries, such as burns, bruises, and minor contusions, I had always used a medical grade anti-inflammatory cream, like BenGay. The Aloe Vera lotion was much silkier in texture, and emitted a much more pleasant fragrance than my usual topical application.
In fact as she rubbed the scented lotion into my nut-sack, it occurred to me at almost the exact same time that Madison verbalized it.
"We could have used this for lube, instead of Clarkson's semen," she said cheerfully, echoing my thoughts. "Silly me."
I gave her a wry smile, not wanting to say anything that might divert her attention from my balls. The Aloe Vera lotion felt phenomenal as she gently massaged it into my scrotum, and as she squeezed another dollop into the palm of her hand, I felt my cock begin to stiffen. As she tenderly caressed my nuts, I raised myself up from the prone position and rested my weight on my elbows.



Once I was completely erect, Madison leaned forward so that her ample breasts hung just above my cock. I began to reflexively thrust my hips skyward, trying to make contact with her boobs. As if she was a mind-reader, Madison began to coat her tits with the Aloe Vera lotion, and when they were sufficiently lubricated, she held them together and offered them to me with her practiced innocence.
"Do you think it would make you forget about your boo-boo if you tit-fucked me?" she teased, minimizing my injury with her childish characterization.
I could barely squeak out an answer, such was my level of arousal, so I nodded my head. She lowered her tits onto the tip of my cock, and parted them slightly so that I could enter the valley between them. Then as I began to thrust between them, she started to taunt me, knowing that this would greatly increase my enjoyment of the impending orgasm.
After a few thrusts, she took the head of my cock between her freshly glossed lips, and began to suck me off. I continued to thrust my hips forward until she let my cock-head slip from between her moist lips and spoke again.
"Why don't you fuck my tits, Clarkson style?" she offered, as she released the grip on them and started to roll over on her back.
While I wasn't thrilled with the idea of her referring to this specific sex-act by her lover's name, I did want to climb on top of her and tit-fuck her to completion, using the additional leverage provided by me being on top, to speed up my climax. After Madison got comfortable on her back, she squeezed some additional lotion between her tits, and invited me to mount her.
This position felt much better, and as soon as I began to thrust between her freshly lubricated tits, I knew I was on the road to orgasm.
"You can tell Liv to join us, if you want to enjoy a rim-job while you tit-fuck me," she offered, putting me in an impossible position.
That sounded like a fantastic idea, but Olivia had really been put through the ringer in the last few days, and my concern for her mental well-being, over-rode my desire to enjoy the two of them simultaneously. Well, at least temporarily, as Madison raised her head and whispered seductively in my ear.
"Liv is my toy, to do with as I wish. I am offering you her soft eager lips and tongue on your ass, while you fuck my breasts. Think about how good that will feel when you blow your load, baby," she said quietly.
I let out a whimper of anticipation, and we both knew immediately that she had broken my resolve to treat our house-maid with respect.
"Olivia," I said weakly, "can you please join us?"
"Liv," Madison corrected me sternly. "You will call her Liv. Don't make me have to remind you again. Besides," she added, "she won't hear you from here. However, I bought a whistle which you can use to summon her."
I wasn't at all comfortable with the thought of summoning my good friend with a whistle, and initially declined the offer. However, as Madison kept me on edge by slowing down my frantic thrusting motions, while simultaneously whispering the delights that were on offer, should I deign to call our house-maid, I broke down and gave the whistle a hearty blow.
I wasn't expecting it to be quite so loud, but seconds after the high-pitched, shrill noise reverberated around my condominium, Olivia appeared at the doorway, still naked and clearly available for either of our needs.
Madison looked up at me expectantly, and then took the tip of my cock back between her lips, leaving me to communicate my desires to our young house-maid. I was getting closer to my release with every passing second, and it was this overwhelming desire to improve my orgasm, that prompted me to speak.
"Liv," I began quietly, trying to convey my respect for her, even though I had addressed her using Madison's preferred moniker. "Could you please help Madison me get off?"
Olivia knew exactly what was expected of her, and slowly approached our bed. Madison however, was not happy with the way I had verbalized my desires, and removing her lips from my cock-head, spoke up forcefully.
"Tell the bitch exactly what you want from her, Pete," she demanded. "Stop pussyfooting around it."
Olivia froze when Madison issued her strongly-worded instructions, and it took me verbalizing my desires, to get her back in motion.
"Liv, can you please lick my ass?" I asked, as politely as you can phrase such an impolite request.
"Of course, Mr. Pete," she responded cheerfully. "It would be my pleasure."
As the two girls attended to me in unison, Madison holding her surgically enhanced breasts together and sucking my glans, as I rocked forward and fucked her oily mounds, while Olivia licked and nibbled my rosebud, I felt my nuts tighten, and knew I was close. I didn't even need to tell the girls, their intuition matched only by their enthusiastic approach to my pleasure. A few moments later, I erupted in Madison's mouth and realized that she had done a fantastic job of diverting my attention away from my injury.
Olivia waited until I had composed myself, before departing in silence, as Madison and I began to kiss.
"I am sorry I had to punish you," she said quietly. "I am hoping that one day our relationship gets to the point that you always do the right thing, the expected thing," she added.
"I deserved it," I said reflexively, regretting the words the second they left my lips.
The following day, when Madison was at the store getting some last minute things for Olivia's upcoming date with Maxwell, I tried to engage Olivia. I hated myself for not standing up for her, and found myself second-guessing my actions of the previous day.
"I should have told Madison to fuck off," I cried in despair. "I could have overpowered her, whipped her into submission in front of you, allowed you to take your revenge in whatever form you needed for closure," I added.
"You did the right thing," Olivia assured me. "We went another day without corporal punishment, and its resultant injuries," she added. "That in itself is a small mercy."
We exchanged a hug, two good friends caught in Madison's web, and powerless to escape, albeit for different reasons.
"It would have been nice to give her a good hiding with the cane," I offered, as we shared a smile.
"I would have beaten the crap out of her, dragged her by the hair into your shower enclosure and invited you to take a piss on her," Olivia added, "before we kicked her to the curb and lived happily ever after."
In that moment, as we shared our fantasy about one day being free from Madison, I made a decision. No matter what happened in my relationship with Madison, I would always take care of Olivia financially, until she no longer required any assistance. True to my prediction, Olivia and I remained very close friends long after Madison moved on.
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As the day of Olivia's dreaded date with Maxwell dawned, I felt increasingly sorry for the young girl. The morning was heavily scheduled, as a team of beauticians and hairstylists descended upon my home, to completely transform Olivia. When they were done with her beauty treatments, which included a full Brazilian Wax, hair extensions, a complete set of acrylic nails, a massage with scented oils, and a temporary Henna tattoo on her ass that read "Property of Maxwell," she looked phenomenal, and I had an erection that just wouldn't quit.
Olivia took one look at my throbbing cock and glanced nervously towards Madison. The history between them had been turbulent to say the least, and it was clear that the younger girl didn't want to do anything to further inflame the animosity. Despite my efforts to hide it from Madison, she is a very perceptive woman and figured out the source of my arousal immediately.
"Don't worry, Pete," she said dismissively, "you won't be as attracted to Liv once you see what Maxwell has in store for her."
I shot her a confused glance, primarily because I didn't understand her inference that I was going to witness Olivia's ordeal. Madison, sensing my perplexity, sought to clarify the matter, but waited until Olivia was within earshot before she spoke.
"Maxwell lives in the hood," she informed me. "While I feel like Olivia could benefit from a protracted session with the homies, I do need to ensure that she is returned to us in one piece. Our toilets won't clean themselves, will they Liv?" she added, to further diminish Olivia's status within our house.
"No, Miss Madison," Olivia answered respectfully, although her brow was furrowed with anxiety, as she digested her upcoming fate.
Madison had evidently decided that a trip to the ghetto was too dangerous for an unaccompanied young woman. For a split-second I thought Madison might propose sending me with her, which scared the shit out of me. I was quite relieved when Madison told me that she had decided to invite Maxwell to my condo, for his extended apology session.
"While I am sure that Maxwell poses no security risk," she informed us, "Pete will monitor the events of the evening, to ensure Liv's safety is not compromised. Maxwell will be stopping by the sexual health clinic this morning, to submit to a battery of STI tests. I really want to be able to accommodate each and every one of his desires, while still maintaining the health of our house-maid."
I knew better to let her finish before uttering a word, but as soon as Madison was done talking, I voiced my concerns.
"Monitor the events?" I asked with a great deal of trepidation.
"Yes," Madison said emphatically. "As much as I am sure you would like to be in the room when Maxwell enjoys Olivia's apology, you will watch on the security monitors. Any danger to Liv's health and you can intervene, although I caution you that she has demonstrated a high tolerance for pain in the past. For this reason, I only permit you to halt the proceedings if she is in actual physical danger."
"But," I began, before Madison cut me off.
"No more explanation is needed, Pete. Olivia has been given a safe word and has been cautioned not to use it unless it is absolutely necessary. I have made myself very clear," she added firmly. "Do you understand?"
I nodded my head agreeably, having learned to pick my battles carefully when it came to Madison.
"Good," she said, moving on swiftly. "The photographer will be here in the next ten minutes to document Liv's preparation for her big day. Her first interracial encounter," she added, with way too much enthusiasm. "Liv, get your ass into the living area," she barked.
I literally had to double-take when Olivia entered the room. She looked absolutely phenomenal, and I felt my cock twitch as I admired her from a distance. I have always favored blue-eyed blondes and although I have enjoyed a brunette here and there, Olivia included, it is the visual stimulation of blonde hair that I prefer, even when I jerk off. In fact, I hadn't been this aroused by a woman with dark hair since I watched Nicole Scherzinger's, of Pussy Cat Dolls fame, music videos. Those highly stylized, beautifully choreographed and artfully photographed video shoots were designed to elicit sexual response from men, and I was no exception to her sexual allure.
As Olivia moved gracefully across the living area, wearing a bubble-gum pink, stretch Lycra mini-dress with matching garter-belt and stockings, she looked like a total fuck-toy, which of course she was going to be, albeit for Maxwell, assuming he passed the required STI screening.
Olivia wore a pink-tinged bronzer with a shimmer unlike anything seen outside of a strip club. It was scented too, and had glitter-flakes embedded within it, creating an image of unbridled luxury. She just looked expensive, the way a Rolls-Royce or a Patek watch does, and had I seen her shopping in Tiffany or Cartier, I would have considered her totally out of my league.
Her raven black hair was absolutely stunning, its length and volume presumably enhanced by the application of hair extensions, as it flowed down her back in long, black waves. Her makeup was flawless, although the bubble-gum pink lipgloss was a little too reminiscent of a bimbo for my liking. Her cheek-bones were frosted with pink glitter, and her long nail extensions were also hot pink. She had a Queen of Spades tattoo visible on her left breast, that I hoped to God was merely a Henna application, as it symbolized a preference for black men. As my eyes roamed across her tight little body, and my gaze moved slowly down her toned legs, I noticed an identical tattoo on her ankle, which also bore a secondary symbol of appreciation for black men, an ankle bracelet that read "BBC Slut."
As stunning as she looked, it was in complete contrast to the look of abject misery that I recognized behind her fake smile. She looked absolutely disgusted with herself, as if she wanted the floor to open up and swallow her. She had gone her entire adult life without any physical contact with a black man, making several decisions along the way that had cost her dearly, both financially and career-wise.
Now as she entered the room, watched closely by her nemesis Madison, who was loving the submissive display as much as Olivia was hating it, she had some very obvious doubts plastered across her perfectly made-up face.
"Beautiful," Madison intoned admiringly, "you are going to make those niggers very happy young men."
Olivia winced at the use of the pejorative to describe the African-Americans, or maybe it was the use of the the word men, reminding her that her initial interaction was to be with Maxwell and his homies, however many of the the poorly-educated gangbangers he had in attendance with him. I felt sorry for her as I could see the inner-turmoil written all over her face. However, as the doorbell rang, and the photographer entered my home, this was not the time for reflection or doubt. This was happening without or without Olivia's consent, and Madison resumed control of the situation, with a new directive.
"Let's start by the Steinway," she informed the photographer. "I want a very artistic and feminine approach to the photos to start with. Then we will turn up the sexual undertones, as this little vixen is entertaining some VIPs later."
"Whatever you wish, Madison," the photographer said agreeably, as Olivia appeared visibly disturbed by the characterization of Maxwell and his homies as VIPs. "I can make the girl appear as angelic or as slutty as you desire."
"Good," Madison responded enthusiastically. "Let's start with a pretty in pink scenario."
To her credit, despite her obvious deep-rooted reservations, Olivia remained passive as the photographer posed her demurely by the grand piano. They photographed her holding a glass of pink champagne to her lips, in a celebratory pose, even though at that exact moment in time, celebrating was just about the last thing on her mind. As she held the Baccarat flute to her pink glossed lips, her feminine, manicured finger nails wrapped around the expensive crystal stem, she looked like the picture of an unattainable, rich man's trophy. The photographer forwarded Madison two beautifully composed pictures, both of which could have graced the cover of Architectural Digest, such was the illusion of refinement they conveyed.
It was out to one of my ocean-front balconies next, for another set of classy poses, Olivia's feminine wiles on display against a backdrop of the bright blue Pacific Ocean. Olivia took a sip of her champagne as the sunlight danced on her eyes, her long-lasting lipgloss refusing to transfer to the rim of the Baccarat flute, in a testament to its claim to be capable of being worn all day long.
The transition from angelic to slutty was slow, but knowing it was happening gave extra meaning to each subtle change, no matter how seemingly insignificant. The first noticeable adjustment was the camera angle, which had thus far been focused solely on Olivia's upper body, in such a way as to create headshots. As the photographer lowered her lens slightly, so that Olivia's tight little ass and toned legs came into view, she also encouraged the display of more skin, along with a more seductive attitude and sultry pose on the bewildered young girl's face.
"Who's the lucky guy?" the photographer asked at one point, causing Olivia to turn up her nose in revulsion at the unwelcome reminder of her fate.
"Guys," Madison gleefully corrected, "Olivia is entertaining several young black guys, today."
After this bombshell was dropped, almost ensuring that all subsequent conversation about this photoshoot would be awkward, I was surprised to hear that the photographer was completely unfazed by the interracial element of the upcoming encounter.
"I do a lot of interracial boudoir photography sessions," she responded cheerfully. "Black guys like to show off their white bitches to their homeboys," she added. "It's a cultural thing I guess, although it does sound like you are allowing your man to bring his crew with him to experience your sensuality first hand."
Olivia nodded demurely, although the notion that she had invited Maxwell's homies to watch her dance for him, couldn't be further from the truth. However, as the photographer moved on, Olivia merely obeyed her instructions, hiking up the hem of her stretch Lycra dress, so that it rested across the bottom of her ass-cheeks.
"Perfect," the woman said as she snapped busily away. "Now lean your upper body over the top of the Steinway."
My gloss black Steinway was an imposing looking addition to my living area, and whereas it would have totally dominated a regular-sized living room, it looked in perfect proportion in my massive open-plan condominium. I didn't even play any musical instruments, but luxury Newport Beach homes nearly always had a Grand Piano on display, along with the obligatory telescope, so I followed suit.
My financial advisor's brokerage had leased it for me after I signed an exclusive agreement with them to manage my finances. I didn't even interview other agents, choosing to utilize the same guy that had guided my uncle financially over the last forty years. I signed a long-term agreement, which terminated on my thirtieth birthday, although there were other ways I could exit the contract, my uncle assured me, if certain performance expectations were not met.
I didn't understand the financial component of my trust fund, nor did I desire to. I knew that barring multiple divorces, or an unexpected unfettered drug or gambling addiction, I couldn't possibly spend all of the money, the way that it was due to be disbursed. I had a quick look at the numbers, and could comprehend the fact that I was to receive one hundred and sixty thousand dollars per month, starting on my eighteenth birthday, increasing to two hundred and twenty five thousand dollars per month when I turned twenty-one. However, beyond that, as my monthly allowance increased exponentially with each passing milestone, the magnitude of the numbers was too difficult to understand. It was easier to turn over the management of my funds to the brokerage, and as a token of their appreciation, they leased me the massive piano.
It was a Type D too, which meant absolutely nothing to me when it was craned into my condo shortly after my eighteenth birthday. However, with every passing acknowledgment of its grandeur, it became apparent to me that among the myriad of ways that the Newport Beach wealthy used to establish the pecking order amongst themselves, the size of your piano was one of them. In fact, I felt a surge of pride every time a first-time guest to my home remarked upon it.
"Beautiful piano," they would begin. "Type D Steinway. You have impeccable taste young man."
Initially my surge of pride would be followed immediately by a feeling of panic, as I prayed that they didn't ask me to play something on it. However, as I became slowly indoctrinated into this wealthy enclave, I realized that despite the ubiquity with which these opulent shows of wealth were displayed, no-one could actually play them.
In fact, every single Steinway that I encountered within the opulent living spaces of my neighbors, still had the protective cover affixed to the top. This see-through, Invisi-shield wrap, similar to that which is applied to exotic cars to protect the paintwork, allowed the Grand Pianos to be used for more realistic purposes, without fear of any damage. The 3M proprietary application served as an adequate defense against indentations from stiletto heels, as nubile young females danced atop the nine foot by five foot impromptu stage that the huge musical instrument provided. It also protected the lacquered gloss finish from minor scratch marks, when partygoers used razor blades atop the perfectly flat surface to apportion their cocaine. I was grateful to my uncle for his advice to leave the wrap protection on, as I later learned that while a Steinway serves a purpose for a multitude of fun activities, playing a rendition of Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata is not one of them.
After a few pictures of Olivia leaning provocatively over the Steinway, her black hair cascading down her lean back as she looked over her shoulder signaling her complete availability, the photographer told her to climb on top of the piano.
"This is the point where people are grateful that they left the cover on," she remarked with a knowing smile. "Although I do carry large black silk sheets with me, just in case I encounter a household where somebody actually plays," she added.
Safe in the knowledge that Olivia's sky-high, bubble-gum pink, fuck-me pumps posed no danger to my Steinway, I watched enthusiastically as she climbed atop the glossy black instrument. She looked equal parts dumbfounded and humiliated as she waited patiently on the top of the piano.
"Okay, let's get you up on all fours," the photographer suggested cheerfully. "Men always appreciate the inference that this position provides."
Olivia hung her head briefly, before swallowing her pride and assuming the doggy-style position.
"Arch your back, Liv," the photographer instructed, using Madison's preferred name for the young girl. "Look straight at the camera and blow a kiss to what's his name."
"His name is Maxwell," Madison offered. "Liv's boyfriend is Maxwell."
Over the next several minutes, as the photographer manhandled Olivia into a succession of increasingly lewd poses, I felt myself get erect again. Madison noticed immediately, and walking over to the fireplace mantle, retrieved the rattan cane from its resting place. As she walked directly behind me, she ran the tip of the cane across my buttocks, as a sort of warning shot before I got myself into any trouble.
"Don't fucking embarrass me, Pete," she whispered ominously, "or I will punish you in front of the photographer."
As if to transmit my obedience to her, I left the room in silence, willing my erection to subside. Unfortunately for me, at this point in my life I was still a teenager, and once stimulated, nothing short of ejaculating was going to suppress my hard-on. I did find a small pair of swim trunks in my closet, and I put them on under my briefs, hoping that if I couldn't will my erection away, I could at least hide it.
When I returned to the living area a few moments later, the transition from angelic to slutty was complete, and it was a different Olivia that cavorted atop my Steinway. Under guidance from the photographer, and encouraged to play along by Madison who stood right next to the piano wielding the rattan cane, Liv had lowered the top of her skin-tight dress to reveal her perfect tits. The black, Queen of Spades tattoo on her left breast was now visible to anyone who got to view the photos, and this had clearly rattled Olivia, as the smile had disappeared from her youthful face.
"Fetch some ice and the wet-wipes," Madison ordered me, as I scurried into the kitchen.
It hit me the second I opened my oversized Sub-Zero freezer, and was assaulted by the visual of my "special" ice-tray, which contained numerous frozen cubes of Clarkson's semen. Did Madison want a regular ice-cube or one of the special ones? I didn't have time to contemplate, so I grabbed a regular cube, placed it inside a glass, and hurried back to the living area. In the few seconds that I had taken to follow her less than explicit instructions, Madison had forged a startling transformation in Olivia's attitude, as the younger girl was now in a much more sexual stance, and had a huge smile on her face.
When I saw the rattan cane resting against Olivia's upper-thighs, I realized quite how this adjustment had occurred, although judging from the lack of welts on Olivia, the threat of a whipping had been sufficient to induce her cooperation.
"Get her nips hard," Madison instructed me. "I want Maxwell to think that she is hot for him."
The ice-cube felt uncomfortably cold as I retrieved it from the glass with my fingertips, and I wanted to apologize to Olivia before I placed it against her nipple. However, under the watchful gaze of Madison, there was no time for pleasantries, and I held the ice-cube firmly against her left breast, as it hung beneath her.
Immediately upon impact, Olivia let out a gasp and drew in a sharp breath from the shock of the cold. She tried to recoil but as she arched her back, Madison reacted swiftly by withdrawing the cane from the back of her thighs, and placing it on the small of her back. Two gentle taps was all it took, before Olivia lowered her breast obediently onto the ice-cube. A few moments later, as she struggled to control her breathing under the sustained assault of the freezing cube, her nipple hardened completely, jutting beneath her like a pencil eraser, and giving the impression that she was highly aroused.
"Wipe the excess liquid from her breast with a wet-wipe," Madison instructed me. "I want her desire to look natural."
The photographer wasted no time documenting such obvious arousal, and as Madison used the tip of the cane to position the younger girl, I watched on with my erection fighting against the confines of the two pairs of underwear I was wearing to hide it. Occasionally, Madison barked instructions at me.
"Put the ice-cube back on her nipple," she ordered. "Arrange her hair so that it flows evenly down her back," she added, turning me into a de-facto photographer's assistant.
Once Olivia's compliance was assured using the threat of a thrashing, Madison made Olivia hold the cane in her mouth like a puppy holds a newspaper. This inference of submission was very erotic, and it also invited Maxwell to punish Olivia when he finally took her reins. Once the photographer signaled her satisfaction with those demeaning pictures, Olivia was positioned facing away from the camera, still in the doggy-style pose. Her Lycra dress was still hiked up over her tight ass-cheeks, although the photographer, increasingly comfortable with Olivia's compliance, reached under her and slowly lowered her matching pink, thong panties.



She pulled them just below her pussy at first, exposing both of her well-lubricated holes, and a pink butt-plug that was inserted deep inside Olivia's anus. Only the base of the plug was visible, a wide, pink ring designed to prevent it from inadvertently disappearing inside Olivia's asshole. Clearly custom-made, it bore the inscription BBC ONLY in black letters, signifying to Maxwell that her anal-passage was available to him, should he desire to fuck it. The photographer captured several lewd shots of Olivia from behind, before lowering her silky panties down to her ankles.
The obligatory doggy-style pose with panties around ankles was taken next, an homage to every photo-shoot Hustler Magazine ever published, even though Olivia's was further enhanced by the removal, and subsequent oral-worship, of her pink butt-plug. Her lipgloss stood up to the display of simulated oral sex, until the relatively thin butt-plug was replaced by a more appropriately colored, jet-black dildo, her ministrations upon which finally transferred the first traces of her lipgloss. Olivia struggled to hide her revulsion as the object of her oral attention finally matched the color of her upcoming lover, and Madison had to tap her firmly across the ass to put the smile back on her face.
"On your back, Liv," the photographer instructed, seemingly becoming more comfortable ordering the young girl around. "Feet flat on the piano, raise your head, and spread your legs wide."
As Olivia lay prone on the top of my Steinway, her head raised so that she could look directly at the camera lens, the photographer issued her next instructions.
"Spread your labia wide apart," she said cheerfully, "and keep smiling for Maxwell."
While this would have been an exceedingly humiliating position for any young lady to be photographed in, when my eyes reflexively dropped to her snatch, I noticed that the Henna artist had stenciled "Maxwell's Pussy," across one side of the inner folds of her labia. On the other side, in the same artistically flowing script, were the words, "Reserved for Black Cock."
The inscriptions were only evident when Olivia splayed her lips lewdly apart, and it seemed as if the young girl was oblivious to her markings. I don't know how they had managed to mark her as Maxwell's property without her knowledge. However, the young black man was about to find out that she had been designated as his, as Madison and the photographer decided which pictures to send him.
The photoshoot ended a few minutes later, culminating in some pictures of Olivia sitting atop my Steinway, with her pink panties hanging seductively from the heel of her sky-high pumps. The last photo, taken multiple times until it was deemed perfect, showed Olivia playfully tossing her panties at the camera, as she blew Maxwell a kiss. I have to hand it to the photographer, when I saw the finished product, it was artfully composed, and captured Olivia's agreeable smile as she blew a kiss at the camera, and tossed her LaPerla undies casually towards the lens.
"It's a wrap," the photographer said enthusiastically, as Olivia dismounted my grand piano.
I could see that she was emotionally spent, although from a physical standpoint she looked phenomenal, her hair and makeup still perfect, her nipples still erect, and both of her orifices showing obvious signs of lubrication. Olivia stood awkwardly before Madison awaiting further instructions, seemingly unsure if she had permission to retrieve her discarded panties, before Madison told her to kneel by the piano stool.
Olivia pulled the hem of her stretch-Lycra mini-dress back down over her tight little buttocks, and lowered herself to her knees in front of my piano stool. She waited there in silence, as Madison and the photographer decided which of the lewd pictures to send to Maxwell. They were quite animated in their discussion, laughing as they tried to come up with inventive captions for the photos.
"Pretty in pink?" the photographer suggested, presumably for one of the earlier pictures, that were quite demure in comparison to the last few.
"Looking forward to my first taste of black cock," Madison added lewdly, as the two of them pored through the extensive collection of photos.
"I think you should highlight the Henna tattoos, Madison," the photographer suggested. "They truly are a work of art. I can't believe Liv allowed him to mark her up in such a degrading manner."
As the two of them dissected the photos, Olivia knelt by the piano stool in silence, oblivious of her markings other than the tattoo on her left breast that was clearly visible to her.
"I don't think she even knows," Madison responded with a giggle. "Do you have a bright light and a large mirror?"
As Olivia shuffled uncomfortably on her knees by the stool, the photographer retrieved a large, stand-mounted, soft-white light, and a half-length mirror, and the two of them approached the younger woman.
"Have you any clue what markings the Henna guy applied to you, Liv?" Madison asked.
"No, Miss Madison," Olivia replied fearfully. "I can only see the Queen of Spades on my left breast and on my ankle, and I am not sure that I understand its significance," she added truthfully.
"Pete," Madison said sweetly, "care to shed any light on the meaning of Liv's tattoos?"
I really didn't want to be the one to break it to Olivia. It was common knowledge that she had an aversion to black men, and as such would have probably avoided all references to their culture, any interracial pornographic websites, and even the misogynistic rap videos that are so embedded in their youth. So, it wasn't much of a surprise when she had no clue as to the meaning of the two tattoos.
"I think it has something to do with interracial relationships," I said, trying to keep it as classy as possible.
"Ha!" Madison said haughtily. "Way to sugar-coat it, Pete. Why don't you look it up in the Urban Dictionary and read it to Liv? Verbatim."
My hands were shaking as I searched on my iPhone, a combination of my elevated level of desire for Olivia, as I watched her being prepared physically and ground down mentally for her encounter with Maxwell, and anxiety at the thought of having to apprise the young girl of the meaning of her tattoos.
"A woman who has a sexual preference for extremely well-hung, athletic black men-commonly referred to as Bulls," I intoned.
"Continue," Madison instructed me. "You haven't mentioned the tattoo yet."
"The Spade symbol, usually inset with an upper case Q, is often worn on clothing, jewelry or as a tattoo," I said dispassionately, as Olivia digested my words, before hanging her head in shame.
"Would you like to see your other markings?" Madison taunted, clearly enjoying the imbalance of power between them.
It was a rhetorical question of course, and even though it was probably just about the last thing Olivia wanted to see, she nodded her head in agreement.
"Lay on your back," Madison whispered. "Spread your labia folds."
Olivia looked mortified as she rolled over onto her back and parted her knees. She closed her eyes as she splayed her labia wide open, and as the photographer held the large mirror aloft, Madison shone the soft-white photography light directly into her pussy.
"What type of light is this?" Madison enquired.
"It is a soft-white light," the photographer began. "We use them in photography to create flattering facial images, often devoid of shadows under the gentle illumination of the specially designed lumen bulbs. Soft light has a tendency to wrap around subjects producing soft, dizzy edges, ideal for presenting the human form in a favorable light."
I knew that they were fucking with Olivia. No amount of gentle lighting was going to soften the harshness of this subject material, and with the light and mirror in place, Madison spoke up.
"Open your eyes, Liv. Read the inscription. If you like it, I will pay for you to have a permanent tattoo there, instead of this Henna one."
Olivia slowly opened her eyes as if she was preparing herself for the worst. I watched her intently as she read the inscription, seemed to absorb it, and then blinked furiously and re-read the temporary tattoo, as if she could will the words to change.
"Maxwell's Pussy," she said shakily, her humiliation starting to get the better of her.
"And the other side, Liv?" Madison said cheerfully.
"Reserved for Black Cock," she stammered, barely able to get the words out.
Even before Olivia could fully react to her markings, they were moving on.
"Flip over," Madison ordered. "Doggy-style pose, with your stomach over the piano stool."
Once Olivia was in the requested position, the light was held over her back, and the mirror was lowered into position, just above her markings. Olivia had to crane her neck to see this Henna application, but it was no less of an assault on her sensibilities as she read the words out loud, on Madison's orders.
"Property of Maxwell," she said quietly, the disgust evident on her face as she looked over her shoulder.
"You really didn't know they were marking you up?" the photographer asked, seemingly interested in the lengths taken to present Olivia to the young black men.
Olivia remained silent, bent over my piano stool in the doggy-style position, until she was encouraged to speak by Madison, as she ran the tip of the cane across her exposed ass-cheeks.
"Answer the photographer, Liv," she ordered.
"No Miss," Olivia began, trying to use a sufficiently respectful title. "Between the waxing and the lubrication of both of my orifices, there was a lot going on down there. I saw the Henna artist at work on my ankle and my breast, but had I no clue that she had stenciled Mr. Maxwell's mark on the inner-folds of my labia and my lower back."
I am ashamed to admit it, but as I watched my friend being subjected to this horrible humiliation, I got erect. Even though I had attempted to mitigate the situation by wearing two pairs of underwear, I had a very visible bulge in the front of my pants, and Madison called me on it.
"Go to your room, Pete," she ordered. "The photographer is just leaving and then I will deal with you."
I left the room hastily, embarrassed at the fact that I had developed an erection watching Olivia's subjugation. A few moments later, Madison entered my room, with the rattan cane in her hand, and I reflexively sank to my knees.
"Are you aroused by what you witnessed?" she whispered, as she stepped behind me.
"It always turns me on to see you dominate Liv," I lied, my erection throbbing in my pants.
"The true domination of Liv is scheduled to begin in a little over an hour," she responded. "She is bent over the piano stool as we speak, available to the first Alpha who decides to take advantage of her situation," she added softly. "It could be you, Pete."
Madison was a master at innuendo and sexual trickery, but today I was not going to be sucked into her game, whatever it was that she was playing. For this reason, I remained passively on my knees, in silence.
"Pete," she teased, approaching it from another angle, "would you like to fuck Liv before Maxwell and his homies get here?"
I was reluctant to commit to anything that might get me into trouble, so I elected not to take the bait. Madison seemed unperturbed by my silence and upped the ante.
"We are going to go into the living area," she informed me. "Your house-maid is bent over your piano stool, with no panties on and both of her orifices lubricated. If you decide that, as Master of this house, you want to bust a nut before Olivia gets completely subjugated by a group of black men, then I will offer you my unconditional support."
As soon as I knew that she was being serious, I rose slowly from my knees, making no attempt to hide my erection. I had a strong emotional connection to Olivia, and I considered her a close friend. However, under the circumstances, with Olivia completely feminized, her hair and make-up having been professionally done, and Madison willing
to offer her up on a platter to me, I could not resist the temptation.
Madison and I entered the open living area, where Olivia had remained, sprawled obediently over the piano stool. When she heard us enter the room, she instinctively tried to make herself more appealing to me. As I watched her lift herself up into a more conventional doggy-style position, by resting her elbows on the piano stool, I became even more interested in fucking her. She looked back over her shoulder at me, her bubble-gum pink lipgloss having been meticulously re-applied, arched her back and shook her head vigorously, so that her raven black hair cascaded down the entire length of her back, the tips brushing against the top of her buttocks.
Olivia flashed me an accommodating smile, and shimmied her ass-cheeks seductively, to signal her complete availability. I didn't need a formal invitation, and began to shed my clothes before one, or both of them, had a change of heart. Madison was being very sweet, egging me on as I stripped off.
"When we get married, you will have access to lots of young pussy within our household," Madison assured me. "Liv and Jody will live with us, but I will procure you as much additional strange as you need."
I was shaking with anticipation now, absolutely delighted at the prospect of Madison's idea of matrimony, and eagerly awaiting entry into Olivia's tight, wet pussy. I had watched her transformation take place and was hoping to have a crack at her, although in my best case scenario, I was expecting to go after Maxwell. Knowing that I could get balls-deep inside her before her upcoming violation, was a total bonus.
Once I was naked, Madison knelt beside me, and as Olivia smiled at me over her shoulder, my girlfriend lined the tip of my leaking cock up with the entrance to my house-maid's pussy, and guided me inside the younger girl.
"Fuck yeah," I exclaimed, as soon as I was all the way in. "That feels good."
Olivia was really wet, and I wondered whether she got off on the humiliation that Madison heaped upon her. It certainly wasn't the prospect of Maxwell that had moistened her vagina, and even though Olivia and I shared a connection, I knew she didn't get wet for me.
Either way, as soon as I entered her, I knew I wouldn't last long. She had undergone a total makeover, was beautifully scented, and her raven black hair was tickling my stomach as I fucked her doggy-style. In addition to that, Madison knelt beside me promising me all kinds of erotic delights if I just stepped up to the plate, and married her.
"You will have as much young pussy as you desire, once we are married," she assured me. "You won't have to sneak around stealing other guys' bitches. Can't you read? What does this say?" she taunted, using the cane to point to the large Henna tattoo on Olivia's lower back.
"Property of Maxwell," I replied, determined to placate Madison so that she didn't terminate my access to Olivia before I had my release.
"Property of Maxwell, indeed," Madison repeated in a mocking tone. "You are a naughty boy, Pete, using Maxwell's pussy. If he knew, he would beat you to a pulp."
As I approached my orgasm, I couldn't take my eyes from the large inscription. It was so obviously designed to elicit shame from Olivia, and I wondered how long she would be required to wear it. Madison watched on intently as we fucked, and after a few moments she began to demean the younger girl.
"You slut, Liv," she said coldly. "You only just committed yourself as Maxwell's, and already you are fucking other men. What do your labia tattoos say?"
I watched as Olivia lowered her head in shame, before responding quietly.
"Maxwell's pussy," she whispered.
"And?" Madison demanded impatiently.
"Reserved for Black Cock," Olivia said in a barely audible whisper.
"Speak up girl," Madison barked. "Lift your head up. Be proud of what you are, a nigger's fuck-toy."
As Madison demeaned the younger girl, she also adjusted her pose using the rattan cane. As Olivia tilted her head all the way back, the tips of her raven black hair resumed their tickling of my stomach, providing additional stimulation as I neared my orgasm. A few moments later, I erupted deep inside Olivia, and even though she seemed happy to have accommodated me, I could tell that she was still a million miles from her own release.
Before I had even gathered my breath, Madison reasserted herself over us.
"Clean her up, Pete," she said quietly, enjoying watching the smile disappear from my face.
I should have known there was no such thing as a freebie when it came to Madison, and even though I knew exactly what she wanted, I reached for the wet-wipes that still sat on my Steinway.
"Nice try, Pete," she said dryly. "Use your tongue."
I knelt back behind Olivia and began to lick the first drops of my ejaculate from her pussy. She remained passively in the doggy-style pose as I cleaned her up, and as my tongue entered her vagina, my nose was positioned right over her asshole, gaping open as it was from the extended insertion of the butt-plug.
"Get every drop," Madison said with a giggle. "Maxwell will fuck you up if he realizes he is being served sloppy seconds."
The thought of Maxwell and his homies turning on me like a pack of rabid dogs was truly terrifying, and I parted Olivia's labia wide open to ensure none of my seminal fluids remained on her genitalia. I couldn't help notice the "Maxwell's Pussy" inscription as it was now less than six inches from my eyes, and as my gaze flitted between the demeaning mark and the "Reserved for Black Cock" Henna tattoo on the other labia, it was as if I was being warned about my unwelcome intrusion into Olivia's pussy.
Maxwell and his crew arrived at my condominium at the appointed time, four hyped-up, teenage gang members, clearly excited about their upcoming encounter with Olivia. To my relief, Maxwell was very respectful to me, initially referring to me as Mr. Pete, although he reverted to a first name basis of address, once I invited him to. I knew that the security company had to have his full name, California Driver License, and Social Security Number on file, because he had worked for them on Super Bowl Sunday. For this reason, I didn't have much to fear from the young man, but it was nonetheless a relief, when he showed me some respect.
Unfortunately for Liv, any respect that Maxwell had extended to me, was apparently not going to be given to her. Maxwell had put zero effort into his appearance, and looked like he had just got off the basketball court. He had visible perspiration stains under his Under-Armor wicked shirt, and his brow was noticeably damp. It appeared as if he had interpreted her initial rejection of him as disrespectful, and was determined to punish her slight.
Maxwell also seemed remarkably comfortable in my home, and as he sauntered around the luxurious accommodations, I remembered that he had already enjoyed the oral attentions of my girlfriend and my dream girl, Jody. Little wonder then, that he strutted around like he owned the place.
The other three guys, while they weren't overtly hostile, seemed to be much more out of place in the opulent surroundings of my ocean-front home, and one of them in particular was very sketchy. I tried to engage the other three, offering my name as a way of breaking the ice, and they introduced themselves as Spider, Trigger and Snake Eyes, which elevated my level of anxiety.
It took the intervention of Madison to lower their level of testosterone, although even that didn't start off particularly well. As my girlfriend entered the room, dressed in her trademarked custom tailored suit and matching garter-belt, Spider remarked crudely.
"Damn, this bitch is fine, Maxwell. I thought your girl had dark hair, though."



"Olivia does," Maxwell responded pleasantly, "this is Madison, our hostess."
"She is the girl that sucked you off in the Ferrari?" Snake Eyes added, as he lewdly checked my girlfriend out.
"One of them," Madison added playfully. "Maxwell enjoyed a two girl blow-job that night. And it was in a Lamborghini not a Ferrari," she corrected the black gangster, clearly not phased by his intimidating presence, the way I was. "I sucked my ex-boyfriend off in his LaFerrari once, though," she admitted, to a murmur of approval from the black guys.
"Fuck yeah," Snake Eyes responded. "That is hot, Madison," he added, with a touch more respect.
"Well boys," Madison said confidently, as she took center stage. "Enough about me. Today is about Liv, my house-maid, and her public apology to Maxwell for her disrespectful behavior the first time they met. His girl, as you have so accurately characterized her, does indeed have black hair, and will come out in just a few moments, with some ice-cold beers. I just need to see some IDs, before we can serve alcohol."
This was a masterful move on Madison's part, and after a brief moment of awkward silence, in which the gang members appeared to weigh up their options, Spider handed over his California Driver License. Madison scanned it with her iPhone and handed it back to the young black man. Trigger and Snake Eyes looked briefly at Maxwell for direction, and upon receiving his nod of approval, both handed Madison their IDs.
"This condominium is equipped with multiple security cameras," she added cheerfully, her relaxed demeanor seemingly putting the thugs at ease. "For this reason, I need you each to sign a release form, consenting to the security footage," she added, firmly.
Once again, after a quick consult with Maxwell, the three of them signed the release forms, and just like that I felt much more secure in the knowledge that she had reduced the likelihood of criminal activity. In fact, Spider, in a gesture of goodwill admitted to being armed, and handed over his Glock 40 handgun to my girlfriend.
At first I was shocked by the brazen behavior, the fact that he had entered my home with a loaded pistol, but as I watched the interaction between Madison and the gangsters, I realized that she had single-handedly neutered them, by requiring them to provide State-issued IDs. Gangs operate through fear and intimidation, but the main requirement for success is anonymity, and now that they no longer possessed this, they decided to fall into line and respect her rules.
"Ok, gentlemen," Madison said sweetly, "please make yourselves comfortable. In just a few moments I will present to you, your private dancer for the afternoon, Olivia."
Madison had arranged four recliners in a semi-circle facing my huge sheepskin rug, which was apparently going to serve as Olivia's stage. As the four of them seated themselves, she handed Maxwell the whistle.
"She responds to Liv, rim-job girl, or one loud blast of the whistle," Madison said cheerfully, as she exited the main living area. "Pete, let's leave these young men alone with their entertainment," she added, as I followed her out of the room.
As soon as we got into the hallway we encountered Liv, kneeling with her eyes closed, trying to blot out the upcoming event. She was trembling with anxiety, and I was concerned that she may throw up. I tried to offer her some comforting words, but the expectations that had been heaped on her shoulders would require more than platitudes, and to her credit, Madison recognized this.
In a rare show of compassion towards our young house-maid, Madison extended her feminine hand to Liv's face, and opened her upturned palm.
"Eat," she said quietly, as Olivia dropped her lips to Madison's palm and consumed the crushed white powder contained within it.
"Good girl," she added condescendingly. "Make us proud Liv."
Madison patted Olivia gently on the top of her head, the way you would pet a dog, and then turned her back on the younger girl and instructed me to follow her. When we got to my master bedroom, I breathed a sigh of relief, and thanked Madison for her quick thinking and effective de-escalation of potential conflict.
"What did you give Liv?" I asked with a fair amount of trepidation.
"Molly," she replied. "Or ecstasy as we called it in my day. MDMA in a concentrated powder form, for extra quick release. Oh, and three glasses of Chardonnay."
I had already set my laptop up to view the security footage, and I had split my screen so that I could view Olivia and the gang-bangers simultaneously. As I zoomed in on the four of them, I wondered if any of them had ever been with a white girl before. I hoped that they would treat Olivia respectfully, at least until she was alone with Maxwell.
He had made his expectations of the young brunette very clear, and affording her respect was not very high on his list of priorities. As Madison and I looked on intently, Maxwell put the whistle to his black, oversized lips and blew sharply into it.
I knew Olivia was dreading this encounter, with every fiber of her being. She hated black men, and the notion of having to serve them beers before dancing for them, made her sick to her core. As she waited silently in the hallway, the MDMA began to surge through her body, simultaneously elevating her arousal and detaching her from the experience. She got shakily to her knees when she heard the whistle, and I could tell from the look on her face that she found the way they summoned her unnecessarily demeaning.
For a split-second, as she walked down the hallway with her eyes closed and her bottom lip quivering, I thought she might break down and refuse to enter the room. I had already made up my mind that I would back her if she decided it was too much for her to handle, whatever the cost with Madison. However, as she got to the door a remarkable transformation occurred, and when we switched to the other camera, it was a completely different woman that presented herself to the four black men.
I don't know if it was the MDMA that was responsible for her change in attitude, or if it was the three large glasses of wine that she had consumed, but the Olivia that entered that room, was smiling broadly, as if she were absolutely delighted to dance for these black men. Her eyes were glazed over, which probably helped to conceal her pain, but the rest of her face was beaming.
"Here's our girl," Maxwell said cheerfully. "Come here honey," he added as he extended his huge black hand towards her.
Olivia approached him tentatively, and as she took in his masculine scent, she was reminded of a male locker-room. I watched her nostrils flare, and then she recoiled as she realized that he hadn't even done her the courtesy of taking a shower. Her disgust for this black man was amplified, as she considered the fact that he was expecting her to give him a rim-job, and yet he hadn't even extended her the respect of showering.
Now was not the time to be squeamish though, and she stayed in character, approaching him as if she was delighted and honored to finally have the opportunity to serve him. At least he had new shoes on, although the classic Air Jordan's from the early nineties lacked the modern-day wicking qualities, and had probably contributed to his sweaty feet, as Maxwell and his homies shot hoops in the California sun.
Inexplicably, the other three men had showered and groomed themselves after their protracted physical exertion. Maxwell's total lack of effort telegraphed his disrespect for women in general, and for Olivia in particular, and was in stark contrast to her efforts to ensure that she was perfectly presented for him and his thug friends.
As she reached Maxwell the imbalance of power between them was evident. Olivia stood demurely by his side, with her head lowered slightly, signaling her intent to obey him. Maxwell extended his huge black hand by way of introduction, resting it initially on the exterior of her skin-tight, stretch Lycra, micro-dress, before it disappeared under the barely perceptible hem, and cupped her tight little ass-cheek.
As Madison watched me like a hawk, I switched camera angles, zooming in on Olivia's tight little ass, as Maxwell fondled it. As his hand came to rest on her buttocks, he spread his thick black fingers apart, and tried to insert the tip of one of them into her rosebud. Fortunately for Olivia, the butt-plug that Madison had forced her to wear, protected her from an early anal-invasion, although I tried to imagine how humiliating it would be for the young girl when she was finally ordered to remove it from her anal-passage, inscribed as it was with the BBC moniker, and a black Queen of Spades in the center.
Maxwell seemed undeterred by her butt-plug, and removed his huge paw from Olivia's buttocks. After giving her one loud slap on her ass, he issued his next directive.
"Introduce yourself, girl," he said firmly. "And then fetch us some cold beers."
After the introductions, in which she knelt respectfully before each man, and made polite small talk as they felt her up, she left the room to fetch their beers. The look of abject misery was back on her face as she opened four Heinekens in my kitchen, but this was again replaced with a look of joy as she reentered the living area, and distributed the beers. Maxwell allowed his homies considerable latitude when it came to any physical interaction with Olivia, and she took it all in her stride. It was as if she had managed to detach herself from the humiliating experience, presumably aided by the ingestion of three hits of Molly.
I felt myself getting aroused as they groped and fondled her, and after the third round of beers, Spider spoke up.
"Make your bitch dance for us, Max," he said, to a cheer of approval from the other guys.
"She's our bitch, now," Maxwell responded. "You direct her."
As I watched the four young black guys take control of Olivia, I recognized the similarities between them, and Baldwin and his cronies. Just as Alpha males had quickly emerged among the Newport Beach millionaires, so too did a natural leader come forward among the poorly educated, financially challenged, African-American gangsters.
Spider, the guy who had the gall to enter my home with a loaded firearm, walked to the center of my living area, as if he owned the place. His oversized, baggy shorts hung several inches below his waist, exposing his boxers, the way you seen in prison movies. He made no attempt to hide his erection, which in an effort to escape the confines of his underwear, jutted crudely in front of him. As the other crew members appeared to defer to him, he took control of Olivia, in much the same way that Baldwin had asserted himself over my girlfriend. Initially it seemed like he was testing her, his aggressive demeanor and crude language surely an attempt to shock her into submission.
"Get on all fours you worthless slut," he barked at her. "Crawl towards me."
I couldn't offer her any support, emotionally or otherwise, from my vantage point watching on my laptop, so she looked at Maxwell for direction.
"Do as he says, Liv," he said impassively. "When you disrespected me, you offended all of our race. You owe Spider an apology too."
Olivia bit her lip, which had started to quiver. She closed her eyes briefly, as if to contemplate her decision whether to leave right now and fend for herself, or to suck it up and service the black men, in exchange for a warm, safe place to live. I was willing her to tell Maxwell and his crew to go fuck themselves, having already decided that I would give Olivia a generous cash settlement to get on with her life, somewhere else.
However, this had to come from her, as any involvement on my part would result in the instant termination of the interracial encounter, and the likely relocation to Baldwin's house. I winced when I saw Olivia lower herself slowly to her knees, before placing the palms of her hands on the marble tiles of my floor to adopt the doggy-style position.
"Oh shit, they own her now," Madison said excitedly, as Olivia began to crawl towards Spider.
Emboldened by her submission to him, he began to taunt and demean her, which I am sure was doubly humiliating for Olivia, considering her disdain for men of color.
"Fuck yeah, Spider," Trigger yelled enthusiastically. "This reminds me of our time in Chino. You always had some white bitch crawling around your cell."
I shuddered as I absorbed the fact that they were referring to the California Men's Prison in Chino, where they had both apparently served some time. Prisons are not sexually integrated in California, so I had to assume that the white bitch crawling around Spider's cell was a man. As I processed Spider's apparent indifference to the gender of his sex slaves, it made me more reluctant to get involved. Madison observed the change in my body language, and encapsulated my thoughts with her usual eloquence.
"I wouldn't get involved Pete," she said with a giggle. "You may end up taking Liv's place."
After what seemed like an eternity, Spider ceased his barrage of insults and told the intimidated young girl to stand.
"Put on some sexy tunes and dance for us," he ordered.
Olivia was visibly shaking when she approached my high-end sound system. I was willing her to stream music directly to my amplifier, as I doubted that she had the dexterity to lower the cartridge on my turntable, had she selected something from my extensive vinyl collection. I expressed a sigh of relief when she tapped the remote and the distinctive sound of Prince's baseline emanated from the large floor-standing speakers.
I think the crew of black guys were probably more familiar with rap, but as Olivia began to gyrate her beautifully toned body, the choice of music was secondary. They seemed enraptured by the young woman, and for the first few minutes were content to keep a respectful distance, and watch her dance. Predictably, as Olivia's sensual movements elevated their levels of arousal, they became more touchy-feely, with Spider being particularly aggressive.
As she cavorted in front of the young black men, Spider moved behind her, and pulling her back against him, began to grind into her, in a simulated sex-act. This clearly flustered Olivia although she managed to diffuse the situation by turning towards him, and playfully engaging him. As they dirty danced together, she leaned into him and whispered something inaudible to me, in his ear. He smiled broadly and nodded an enthusiastic appreciation for whatever she had agreed to do for him, before returning to his seat.
Olivia had apparently offered him a sensual lap-dance in exchange for the cessation of his man-handling of her, and as he adjusted his seating position to get himself comfortable, she slowly approached him. I felt my cock harden under this new visual, and it became immediately apparent to me that Olivia had experience working in a gentleman's club.
The way she moved was hypnotizing, and as she flailed her raven black hair extensions around, Spider stuck one hand down the front of his ill-fitting shorts, and looked on appreciatively. Of course, one thing led to another, and as Olivia tried to slow his advances, she only succeeded in slightly delaying the inevitable.
I shuffled around in my seat trying to hide my erection, as Olivia slipped seductively out of her panties, tossing them in Spider's general direction. Catching them in one hand, he raised the bubble-gum pink, silky thong to his nose, and inhaled her scent. Olivia was running out of delay tactics now, and Spider motioned her towards him.
"Mount me, bitch," he said disparagingly. "I want a lap dance."
It was evident that Olivia was getting comfortable dancing for Spider at a safe distance, but wanted no part of a more intimate lap dance. However, he had made up his mind, and as she continued to gyrate in front of his chair, he reached out and grabbed her by the wrist, forcefully pulling her towards him, and into his lap.
As Olivia fought off Spider's increasingly aggressive advances, she looked at Maxwell for help, although judging by the dispassionate look on his face, none was forthcoming. Spider's hands roamed all over Olivia's lithe frame as she struggled to fend him off. In fact, as one of his hands disappeared under her dress, threatening to invade her pussy which now lacked the protection afforded by underwear, Olivia reached the limits of her tolerance, and recoiling in horror, uttered the safe word.
"Fucking bitch," Madison said angrily, "she quit way too early. His behavior does not warrant the safe word."
I had been in a couple of sexual situations at that time in my life in which we had agreed on a safe word, although I had never seen it actually used. While Olivia's utterance of the word had seemed premature, we were expected to respond appropriately to her cry for help, and Madison entered the room a few seconds later.
"I never did anything," Spider cried defensively. "I hardly even touched her."
"Oh, Spider," Madison said sweetly, "you are definitely permitted to touch her. While there are obviously limits to how much play you are entitled to today, over the clothes groping is perfectly acceptable. Maybe we need to clarify the rules before we continue."
As soon as Madison responded, I knew that she hadn't gone in there to rescue Olivia. Driven by her jealousy and disdain for the younger girl, Madison's intent was to change the rules of engagement so that Olivia's limits were continually pushed.
"We never agreed to four guys," Olivia said fearfully, trying not to allow her personal bias to influence her behavior, and risk inflaming Maxwell.
"First of all gentlemen," Madison began cheerfully, completely ignoring Olivia's concerns. "Liv apologizes for interrupting the party. I think that maybe the excitement is getting to her a little, and she might need a brief moment to compose herself. Please excuse us Liv," she added, as Olivia exited the room with a worried look on her face.
"Let us know the rules, Madison," Maxwell said quietly, "and we will obey them."
As the other three hoods nodded agreeably, Madison continued.
"The main concern is Liv's physical well-being," she began. "While we permit other men to enjoy her feminine wiles, it has always been under a controlled environment in the past. This includes a battery of tests for STIs that Maxwell undertook this morning, which grants him sexual access to the girl."
"They came with me to the Doctor," Maxwell added pleasantly. "All four of us tested clean on the entire battery, Madison. My homies are good to go."
"Today?" Madison responded, clearly taken aback by the new revelation. "Excuse me one second, Maxwell," she added pleasantly, as she returned to our master bedroom.
As she relayed the news to me, I started to defend Olivia.
'This wasn't part of the plan, Madison," I said angrily. "The sex was supposed to be with Maxwell only."
"That was designed to protect Liv from the threat of STIs," she countered. "Before all four of them tested negative."
"Did you know Maxwell was going to pull this stunt?" I asked, feeling as if I was losing control of the event. "Did you arrange it with the Doctor?"
Even as Madison assured me that she had nothing to do with it, I didn't believe her. I ended up calling the Doctor on speaker phone in front of Madison, to get to the bottom of it. According to him, he had made an appointment to test Maxwell for STIs, and Maxwell had shown up with the three other gang members. Under threat of violence, they coerced him into testing all four of them.
"They assaulted you?" I asked the Doctor, incredulously. "Do you want me to get the police involved?"
"They never actually touched me," the Doctor admitted. "One of them opened his jacket and flashed his hand-gun at me, which did a very effective job of intimidating me," he added. "I don't want anything more to do with these guys, but I can confirm that they all tested negative."



After we hung up, Madison was adamant that proof of negative testing was a sufficient safe-guard for us to subject Olivia to the four of them. I tried to object but she rephrased it as an ultimatum, making it quite clear that if I did not allow the party to continue, Madison would simply relocate the gathering to Steve Baldwin's house.
"Don't force my hand, Pete," she said ominously. "Baldwin loves gang-bangs, particularly non-consensual ones. If you make me leave, I will be gone for three months this time."
We both knew that she had me exactly where she wanted me. I had experienced some profound physical and psychological turmoil the last time Madison stayed at Baldwin's place, and she had only been gone nine days. I would go crazy if Madison left me for three months, and I am not sure if Olivia would emerge from such an ordeal without having a mental breakdown.
"How about we make Liv give Maxwell's three friends a blowjob before they leave?" I countered, hoping that this would be acceptable to Madison.
I feel like she knew that she had me on the ropes, and could have probably extracted more concessions from me, so I was pleasantly surprised when she responded.
"Not just a mechanical blowjob," she said firmly. "A loving, edging, cock-worship session for the three young men, before they leave. A Clarkson special," she added cruelly.
Feeling like I had done a good job of protecting Olivia from the worst, I acquiesced, reluctantly nodding my approval.
"Good boy," Madison said condescendingly. "Now get in there and give those niggers the good news."
I flashed Madison a token look of resistance, but her impassive stare informed me that any pushback was futile.
"Go," she said impatiently. "Now. Make sure Liv understands exactly what is expected of her."
I ran into Olivia in the hallway, and seeing the look of trepidation on her face, I gave her a hug. When we parted our embrace, her anxiety had dissipated, and she actually looked relieved. She smiled sweetly at me, before mouthing the words "Thank you." I could tell that she didn't want any part of this potential gang-bang, and as I looked her over, I felt my resolve weakening, and contemplated taking her to safety at my uncle's house.
To my horror, Madison appeared just outside the doorway, holding the rattan cane in her hand as a reminder to me exactly what her expectations were. I should have held my ground, but as I processed the notion of being whipped by Madison before she left for an extended stay at Baldwin's house, I folded like a pack of cards.
"There's been a change of plans, Olivia," I said quietly. "I am sorry."
"Pete, no, please," she begged me as tears welled up in her eyes. "Don't make me lap-dance for Spider any more."
I think Olivia understood the gravity of the situation when Madison laughed aloud at the lap dance comment. She lowered her voice to a whisper and leaned into me.
"What do you want from me, Pete?" she asked quietly.
"Madison wants you to give each of Maxwell's friends a blow-job," I said weakly, barely able to get the words out.
"Not just a blow-job," Madison interjected firmly. "I want you to orally worship those niggers. What do we call it, Pete?" she added cruelly, putting me on the spot.
"A Clarkson special," I intoned meekly, feeling like a complete pussy being forced to associate the sex-act with Madison's lover.
Olivia looked crestfallen as she lowered her head and processed Madison's expectations.
"Any questions, Liv?" Madison asked cheerfully.
After initially shaking her head, Olivia cleared her throat, and in a barely audible squeak asked for another hit of MDMA to take the edge off. Madison seemed delighted to oblige the younger girl, and poured a healthy dose of crushed ecstasy into the palm of her hand, from a small vial that she had concealed on her.
As Olivia tentatively approached her, Madison lowered her upturned hand to waist level, forcing Olivia to kneel before her to consume its contents. As Olivia ingested the white powder, I tried to calculate how many hits she was taking, but my unfamiliarity with the drug, particularly in its powdered form, ensured that I was left guessing, along with Olivia.
Once Olivia had licked Madison's palm clean, she arose from her knees and followed me into the living room, where the gangsters were waiting.
"Everything cool?" Maxwell asked casually, obviously feeling confident that the negative STI tests would be sufficient for him and his boys to enjoy Olivia. "Are we good to go with Liv?"
Even though I was in the safety of my own home, with my security detail just a phone call away, I felt very nervous as I approached the four black guys.
"Madison and I have agreed to modify the rules slightly to reflect the fact that the four of you all tested negative for STIs today," I began, my lack of confidence evident in my shaky voice. "Maxwell, nothing has changed as far as you are concerned, but we have decided to allow your homies the pleasure of a blow-job, courtesy of the lovely Olivia. I hope this is acceptable to you guys," I added meekly.
"That will work for me," Spider said enthusiastically. "Can she finish my lap dance first?"
I turned briefly to look at Olivia to try and gauge her reaction, and was greeted by the sight of Madison entering the room, enthusiastically. It appeared that she didn't want to miss one second of Olivia's disappointment at the constantly moving goalposts, and she began to direct the quivering young girl.
"Liv would be delighted to be your private dancer, Spider," she said cheerfully. "What kind of music would you like us to play while she entertains you with a lap dance?"
Predictably, Spider was into rap music, and as Madison fired up some of his favorite tunes, Liv approached him apprehensively. It looked as if the extra hits of MDMA had further lowered her inhibitions, because she started to sway seductively to the new rhythm of Kendrick Lamar. Spider had been erect for the last hour and was done with the dancing, unless it was performed in the close proximity of his lap.
As Olivia shimmied towards him, her arms outstretched to showcase her breasts, he grabbed her by one hand, and pulled her into his recliner. Olivia let out a cry of surprise, and I looked to Madison for guidance.
"Let him enjoy himself," she cautioned me. "That slut has been teasing him for the better part of an hour. It's time for her to put out."
Spider seemed emboldened by the fact that we were not intervening, and wrapped his muscular black arm around her slim waist. As he held her tightly in place on his lap, he began to grope and fondle her, completely ignoring her obvious disapproval and attempts to fend him off.
I had only been in a strip-club a couple of times by this point in my life, and both times were in a non-alcoholic gentleman's club, into which eighteen year olds were permitted entry. I am not sure if it was the younger crowd, intimidated by the bouncers lurking everywhere, or the lack of alcohol flowing which undoubtedly lowers inhibitions, but I witnessed a very respectful interaction between dancer and patron, at all times.
Maybe things are different in the hood, but Spider's aggressive manhandling of Olivia would have earned him a beat-down in most strip-clubs, and possibly a charge of sexual assault. He was simultaneously trying to pull her top down to expose her tits, French-kiss her, and stick his hand up her ridiculously short dress. Olivia fought him off the best she could, but a few moments later her breasts were poking out of the dress and Spider was showing the rest of the crew her Queen of Spades tattoo.
Moments later, he had succeeded in wedging one of his thick black fingers inside her, and Olivia's eyes opened wide with horror, as her worst fears about being intimate with black men were realized.
"Please, Spider," she begged at one point. "Slow down, you are hurting me."
A better friend would have interceded at the first sound of her distress, but Madison leaned into me and whispered ominously, "Let him have his fun. It's just a blow-job."
Finally, as I watched on in disgust, Olivia stopped fighting him and began to negotiate his preferred method of sexual release. Spider eased up a little on the physical attack, and as he verbalized his desires, she got between his legs and sank to her knees in front of the recliner.
Spider talked a big game, as she unbuckled his Walmart belt and slid his shorts down around his ankles. However, even though he had a huge cock and a filthy mouth, as soon as she lowered her glossed lips to his cock-head, he closed his eyes and began to whimper.
Maxwell had been quite candid about his lack of experience with white bitches on the night that Madison and Jody had sucked him off in my Lamborghini. As I watched Spider approach his orgasm with alacrity, I realized that he too was probably enjoying his first blow-job from a white woman. He ejaculated about two minutes after she first began to fellate him, and Olivia's experience enabled her to know exactly when he was coming, and divert it, so that he blew his load all over his Tommy Hilfiger shirt.
Recognizing that her commitment to Spider had been fulfilled, she arose from her knees and sashayed over to Trigger. Spider was trying to compose himself, and seemed embarrassed by his lack of stamina. After wiping his semen from the front of his shirt, he excused himself to smoke a cigarette, and that was the last we saw of him.
Olivia seemed much less intimidated as she approached Trigger, and I wasn't sure if it was her realization that these guys weren't going to last long, or if the alcohol and MDMA were finally kicking in, but she ended up blowing the other two guys in quick succession. Trigger was actually very respectful, at least compared to Spider. He didn't really grope Olivia as she knelt before him, and was silent when he blew his load a couple of minutes later.
The last guy, Snake Eyes, or Snake as he asked everybody to call him now that he considered us his homies, definitely didn't get his nickname from playing dice, but rather from the considerably sized snake that resided in his pants. I noticed it immediately, an impressive looking member throbbing against his shorts, as he stood before Olivia.
"Kneel," he ordered her as she extended her dainty hand towards him.
Olivia shot Madison a confused stare, and as my girlfriend nodded her agreement that Snake was running the show, she dropped to her knees. Olivia must have telegraphed her surprise to him as she lowered his boxers, because he immediately offered up an explanation.
"There was another guy in our crew called Snake," he offered without any prompting. "I have been known as Snake since I was a teenager, but took the street name, Snake Eyes out of respect for the fact that he was there first."
"I see why," Olivia said with some trepidation, "holy fuck."
Unlike the sex depicted in pornographic movies, in which well-endowed men are always blessed with unearthly stamina, Snake was a very easy come. For all their bravado, it was apparent that these gangsters didn't get much play, at least from beautiful, young white girls. Snake blew his load very quickly under Olivia's oral ministrations and Olivia allowed herself a barely perceptible smile, as she realized that most of her work was done.
Or so she thought. As she went to stand up, Snake rested his hand on her shoulder, effectively holding her in place. With his other hand he grabbed his huge cock and smeared the tip of it across her cute, upturned nose, thereby transferring some of his seminal fluid to her face. Even though she had a look of shock on her face, Olivia didn't voice an objection, thereby emboldening Snake, who began to wipe the excess semen from the tip of his cock, onto her stunned face.
Madison had done a good job of adequately conveying the rules to all parties involved, but whether or not it was done intentionally, she had neglected to mention the use of cell phones. As Snake wiped his cock all over Olivia's face, he grabbed his iPhone and started to document his subjugation of the young girl.
"Please don't take any pictures, Snake," Olivia implored the increasingly aggressive gangster, as he hung his mammoth cock across her face, to showcase its impressive size.
Olivia's pleas fell on deaf ears, and by the time Snake was dressed and heading out of the door, his large black nuts were completely drained, and he had the photographic evidence to prove that he had been blown by a white chick.
After the three gangsters left, the vibe mellowed considerably, and I no longer feared that the party could get out of control. Maxwell had thoroughly enjoyed watching Olivia's submission to his homies, but was ready for his turn with the young girl. As he arose slowly from his chair, his erection was clearly visible in the front of his Nike basketball shorts.
"Kneel, Liv," he said firmly, as he stood in the center of the room.
Liv was trembling as she lowered herself to her knees, which caused the hem of her micro-dress to raise up her thighs, exposing her shaved pussy. I took some satisfaction from the fact that I had already blown my load inside Olivia, but Maxwell wasn't about to go down on her, which would have been the only way to find out. It was quite evident from his demeanor and body language, that today's encounter was going to be all about his pleasure.
"Crawl to me," he ordered, as Liv knelt before him biting her bottom lip, and looking like she was about to burst into tears.
As she obediently approached him on all fours, he began to taunt her.
"I knew you would offer yourself to me," he mocked. "I want you to blow me first, on your knees as a sign of respect."
I am sure it took a lot for Olivia to kneel before this cocky, black gangster and release his cock from his Nike shorts, particularly as he had shown disrespect towards her by neglecting to shower after his physical exertion on the basketball court. However, as he took a large swig of his Heineken, she lowered the waistband of his athletic gear, and moved her lips to his cock.
I imagine that she was emboldened by the tale of Jody and Madison's encounter with Maxwell, in which he had blown his load within just a few moments. However, as she kissed, nibbled and sucked his cock-head, he stood there impassively, unmoved by her best efforts. Even when she moved to his frenulum, which is a sure-fire way to accelerate a man's release, he was stoic, leading me to believe that he had been given a little pharmaceutical help when he visited the Doctor this morning.
That would have been right up Madison's alley, prescribing Maxwell something to delay his orgasm, so that Liv would have to work harder to please him. Madison was enjoying the show so much, that I dare not ask her.
Once Maxwell had enjoyed an extended cock-worship session from Olivia, he removed his clothes and sat in my recliner. Knowing that he hadn't showered after his physical exertions made me less than ecstatic about him sitting naked in my chair, although as he raised his feet onto the leather seating surface, I was just grateful that it wasn't me who was going to eat his ass.
"Lick my balls," he ordered Olivia, as she knelt in front of the recliner.
To Olivia's credit, she was doing an admirable job of suppressing her disgust and disdain for black men, and appeared to have a smile on her face, as she lowered her tongue to his undoubtedly sweaty nut-sack. Maxwell sat in this fairly unorthodox position for several moments, as Olivia lapped away at his black scrotum.
"Taint," he added firmly, as she lowered her head further beneath his under-carriage.
Finally, after several more moments of her worshiping his nether regions, he grabbed his ankles, and in an impressive display of strength and flexibility, held his legs aloft, thereby exposing his asshole. He didn't need to issue any more mono-syllabic commands, as Olivia knew exactly where this was heading.
I felt sorry for her as she extended her tongue, and began to lap gently at Maxwell's sweaty ass-hole. Despite having spent her entire adult life in a pay for sex environment, starting out in the massage parlor, moving onto the gentlemen's clubs as a dancer, and culminating as an escort in Newport Beach, Olivia conducted herself with a certain amount of pride, considering her circumstances. Now, however, as she abandoned her life-long commitment to avoid interracial dating, she was reduced to eating a black man's ass. Not just any black man either, as there were a few successful, well-groomed African-Americans in South Orange County. No, Maxwell was a gangster, a poorly groomed, financially disadvantaged man, for whom the term "nigger" could not have been more appropriate.
In addition to a dirty ass, he also possessed a dirty mouth, and he rained a torrent of insults upon the young girl, as she engaged in her first interracial encounter. I saw her wince a couple of times, and I couldn't tell if it was because of a particularly insulting comment, or from the unpleasant scent of his sweaty ass. Finally, after several minutes, as she stuck her tongue inside his asshole, and simultaneously jerked him off, he let out a guttural moan, and ejaculated all over the side of her face. Olivia recoiled the second his semen landed on her cheek, and as she knelt before him, the large glob moved slowly down her face.
"Get me another beer," he said firmly, as she tried to clean his seminal fluids from her face. "Let my come dry on you," he added.
I feel like Maxwell had really got under her skin, but by the time she returned with his ice-cold Heineken, she had gathered her composure, and she excused herself to freshen up. By the time Olivia returned to his chair, his cock began to twitch and he spoke up, loudly enough for Madison to hear.
"Can I fuck her now?" he asked. "I will be ready in just a few minutes."
Even though I hadn't envisioned an extended, multi-orgasmic encounter between Olivia and Maxwell, Madison signaled her consent for the young black man to continue, and as he slowly hardened, he made his wishes clear.
"Doggy-style," he informed Olivia, as he got more and more comfortable with mono-syllabic instructions.
This was where the rubber met the road for Olivia, and I half-expected her to throw in the towel. Oral-sex is not really considered sex by my generation, but rather is viewed as foreplay, comparable to heavy-petting or a hand-job. However, as Olivia shuffled nervously into position, on all fours, she was about to experience actual penetration, by a black man.
I don't think she was completely sure which hole he was going to violate, as he applied a liberal dose of Anal-Ease to his fully erect cock. Once she was in his desired position, he sidled up behind her, seemingly unsure himself whether he want to fuck her vaginally, or anally.
Switching cameras so that I could see the look on her face, she appeared disconsolate as he probed both of her orifices, trying to make a decision. I could tell that Olivia was very perturbed by the prospect of sex with Maxwell. She had managed to go her whole life with minimal contact with black men, even refusing massage service a few times, based solely on the color of the man's skin.
Now she was seconds away from getting her first black cock inside her tight wet pussy, or maybe her anal-passage, as Maxwell continued to probe the entrances to both. Finally, after what must have felt like an eternity to the poor girl, he eased forward into her tight, wet pussy.
"Property of Maxwell," he said dispassionately, as he read the huge Henna tattoo on her lower back. "Nice touch, Liv."
Maxwell eased his way inside the young girl, pausing only once he was balls-deep. Judging by the look on her face, which had changed from disgust to surprise, I think he may have been deeper inside her than she had ever experienced before. She involuntarily let out a little gasp of pleasure, and I watched as she immediately cursed herself for doing so.



Maxwell was much more considerate than he had been earlier, and once he was all the way inside her, he allowed her to compose herself, and then politely asked her if she was ready. She nodded her consent, the disbelief written all over her face, that she had just given a black man the go-ahead to fuck her.
Maxwell started to thrust into her very slowly at first, and her face made it look as if she appeared to feel so full, so completely and divinely stuffed. He fucked her with slow, rhythmic strokes, which presumably created some pleasurable sensations in her pelvic area. He had good stamina too, his cadence not slowing for several minutes, as he gave her a good fucking.
When he finally withdrew his cock from her wet snatch, her body language changed, as she prepared for his assault on her asshole. I saw her tense up completely, and the look of fear on her face, was palpable. I knew it wasn't just his size, but rather his stated desire for retribution. Anal-sex requires a methodical, prepared approach to avoid pain or injury on behalf of the recipient, and Maxwell just wanted to punish Olivia.
That is why it was such a surprise, when he withdrew and rolled over onto his back.
"Mount me," he ordered her. "Pussy first."
I knew that she was going to try and face away from him, the reverse-cowgirl position allowing her some relief from looking at his black frame.
"Face me, bitch," he added forcefully. "Maintain eye-contact with me."
I could see the conflicted look on Olivia's face as she turned towards him, and straddled his huge, black cock. On one hand, she seemed relieved to have been spared the anal-assault. However, in this cowgirl position, she now had to face her assailant, and was unable to escape the fact that she was fucking a black man.
She also knew exactly what was expected of her, and as a seasoned courtesan was a master at faking her own pleasure. Maxwell cupped her tight, little buttocks in his huge paws, and with his assistance Olivia started to bounce up and down on his shaft. Within a few seconds, she started to moan, her practiced deceptions leading him to believe that she was enjoying herself. She probably wasn't even that wet, I mused, as I processed the fact that my semen was their principal form of lubrication.
This new position enabled him to penetrate her even more deeply, and she lowered her head as she processed the sensations of being so utterly and completely filled.
"Look at me," he said sternly, as they got into a steady rhythm.
It took a few minutes, but as she rode him, her fake moans became real, and her vaginal secretions began to flow, coating his jet black nuts and making them shine. Gradually her pleasure began to consume her, and despite her abject disdain for black men, her focus slowly changed from trying to get him off as quickly as possible, to her own needs.
Olivia put her hands around the back of his neck and clasped them together.
"For balance," she told him, as he responded by placing his massive black hands on her ass-cheeks, and pulling her closer into him.
I had enjoyed Olivia several times prior to her first interracial encounter, and while the majority of our paid trysts were focused on my pleasure, I knew the signs of her impending orgasm. I knew that she could feel her orgasm building slowly, but probably didn't want to come with a black cock inside her. She appeared to be fighting it, presumably thinking about other things, but the relentless pounding must have felt too good, and I knew that she was on the road to orgasm. That her climax was inevitable.
When she let out a whimper of pleasure, Maxwell knew that he had her. He leaned into her, and their foreheads touched briefly, their connection strengthening with every thrusting motion. I think in the heat of the moment, she forgot that he was a black man, or chose to ignore it, because she leaned into him and kissed the side of his face as he increased the pace of his thrusting. He kept pulling her towards him, further stimulating her clitoris as it ground into his pelvis.
Occasionally she would snap out of the trance he had her in, seemingly assess her situation, and try and fight her impending orgasm. I could tell that she really didn't want to come with this black cock inside her, particularly as Madison was watching on with glee. Olivia's resistance was futile, and finally she resigned herself to the inevitable, leaned into her man, and rested her lips against his ear. This emboldened Maxwell, and he began to thrust more deeply into her with a noticeable increase in his tempo.
Olivia's first orgasm ripped through her, and she let out a yelp of pleasure. I don't think that she had ever experienced such a relentless, sustained fucking, seeing as how the majority of her sexual encounters had been paid for, with the resultant emphasis on the man's pleasure. When I saw her kiss his ear, I knew that she was on the road to another orgasm, and as she sucked his earlobe, her second release built almost immediately. Maxwell continued to pound her as she came all over his cock, and she involuntarily called out his name.
She enjoyed a stupendous orgasm, her secretions flowing freely now, as they coated his black shaft and pooled around his swollen nut-sack. Olivia may have been pissed at her body for betraying her, but there was absolutely nothing she could do about it.
MDMA is a very powerful intoxicant even when taken in a single dose, and with the number of hits Olivia had ingested, she was feeling the full effects of the drug. She was experiencing an enhanced sense of well-being, reduced introversion, emotional warmth and profound empathy towards others. Combined with the MDMA hallmark, enhanced sensory perception, Maxwell's every touch felt heavenly to her, causing her libido to overwhelm her sense of propriety. It was as if Maxwell's skin color was inconsequential to her, and she craved his caresses.
In fact, as Maxwell continued his rhythmic assault, she was nibbling his earlobe, and telling him what a fucking stud he was.
Olivia was putty in his hands as she approached her third orgasm. Maxwell was an immovable force, having coaxed two orgasms already out of her, even though she hated black guys. Now as he continued to pound Olivia, it was obvious that she was on her way to her third orgasm, whether or not she tried to fight it.
Later on, hours after Maxwell had reduced her to a blubbering mess, and Madison had gone to bed early, satisfied that her crew of niggers had subjugated Olivia sufficiently, the two of us enjoyed a clandestine chat, as Madison slept.
"I was fighting it with every fiber of my being," Olivia admitted. "Unsuccessfully trying to walk the fine line between thoroughly enjoying getting fucked, and not allowing this smug black man the pleasure of hearing me cry out his name again. Maxwell continued to grab my ass-cheeks, and grind my clit on his pelvis," she added in amazement. "He wasn't even breathing heavy."
As I watched him take her to the brink of her next orgasm, Olivia had lost any semblance of pride, and screamed Maxwell's name as she came all over his cock for the third time. Finally, Olivia slumped forward onto Maxwell's chest, and told him that she had had enough. Maxwell slowed his pace, but remained balls-deep inside Olivia, as she struggled to catch her breath and compose herself.
In a startling turn of events, she looked up at Maxwell, and they kissed passionately. She was clearly enamored with this black man, and it appeared that he had completely cured her of her aversion to black cock. She slowly dismounted Maxwell, and as he rose to his feet, she knelt in front of him. I could see her juices glistening all over his cock, and with genuine reverence she began to suck him clean.
There was palpable respect between the two of them as she sucked his cock, and he gently caressed the back of her raven black hair.
"How do you want to come, Maxwell?" Olivia asked him sweetly, her desire to reciprocate the pleasure obviously genuine.
"Ass-fuck the slut," Madison seethed, obviously pissed that her planned subjugation of Olivia hadn't gone exactly to plan. "Tear that bitch up."
As I switched camera angles again, to observe the two of them from a better vantage point, it occurred to me that they were both heavily medicated. Olivia's face was completely glazed over, a combination of her multi-orgasmic fuck-fest and the several hits of MDMA that Madison had plied her with. Maxwell's cock was still rock-hard, thanks to the pharmaceutical intervention of the Doctor, without which, this would have been inconceivable considering his complete lack of control the first time Jody and Madison blew him in my Lamborghini. Their drug-fueled hook-up was reminiscent of the Ibiza party scene, replete with the usual voyeurs, that currently consisted of Madison and I.
I stole a glance at Madison, and she had a look of desire written across her face as she watched Olivia blow Maxwell. Madison lowered her right hand to her pussy, and began to masturbate, her dainty feminine fingers toying with her clitoris. As she self-lubricated, she began to play with her own asshole, rubbing her moist finger around the rim of her rosebud. Once her asshole was slick with her juices, she inserted the tip of her middle finger inside it, and used both hands to pleasure herself.
She was unable to take her eyes off of Maxwell as she digitally penetrated her own ass, and she seemed very jealous of Olivia.
"That bitch can't get him off," she said disparagingly.
"Do you think the Doctor gave him some pharmaceutical assistance?" I asked Madison, trying to find a more plausible reason for his new-found stamina.
"Oh, for sure," she responded with a giggle, "that is not the same black kid that Jody and I sucked off. I wouldn't mind a ride on that monster," she added, blissfully unaware of how disrespectful she sounded.
As Olivia and Maxwell remained in their oral-copulation pose, Madison evidently decided that she had seen enough.
"Fuck it," she said as her desire overwhelmed her sense of propriety. "I am going to fuck whoever I want until we get married."
As I watched on in disbelief, my girlfriend entered the living area, and ushered Olivia from the room, instructing her to take a shower, and thereby ostensibly denying Maxwell his second release.
"I probably should shower too," Maxwell offered, presumably intending to fuck Olivia in my large marble enclosure.
"You are going nowhere," Madison whispered, as she slowly approached him.
Extending her perfectly manicured hand, she grabbed the tip of his cock, and made her intentions clearer.
"Lay on your back, Maxwell," she said seductively. "It's my turn."
Even though the young black men had been courteous and respectful when they entered my home, it appeared that Maxwell had zero intention of extending these accommodations when it came to time to fuck my girl. In fact, he didn't even look away from Madison as she offered herself up to him. He merely positioned himself on his back, watched as my girlfriend removed her LaPerla panties, and helped her lower herself onto his large, black cock.
As his black shaft entered her surgically rejuvenated vagina, they both let out a sigh of pleasure, and Maxwell grabbed Madison's tight little ass-cheeks, and pulled himself balls-deep inside her. Even though Madison's approach to monogamy had been to delay it until we were betrothed, and I was aware that she had hooked up with multiple other men, it was another thing to watch it unfurl, live before me. Sure I had seen video footage of her with numerous men, engaging in oral, vaginal and anal-sex, but these encounters had always been pre-planned, and mostly involved the exchange of sex for money.
Now, as she engaged in an impromptu encounter with this gangster, for no personal gain, other than perhaps an orgasm or two comparable to that which Olivia had experienced, she wanted to rub it in my face.
"Holy fuck," she squealed, once he was all the way in. "That feels amazing Maxwell."
Maxwell let out a satisfied grunt, and offered up his own eloquent summation of their coupling.
"Fuck, you are tight, Madison," he said with a look of surprise. "Why don't you bounce up and down on me?"
Ever the accommodating fuck-toy, my girlfriend began to ride the young man, her perfectly enhanced breasts moving up and down to the rhythm of her motions. She threw her head back as she rode him, her long platinum blonde hair cascading down her tanned back. She had a look of abject pleasure on her beautiful face, and closed her eyes shortly after they started fucking.
Maxwell's hands rested possessively across her buttocks, cupping them and partially supporting her weight as she bounced up and down on him. After a few minutes of watching them fuck, I began to wonder what pharmaceutical assistance the Doctor had given him, as his stamina seemed unusual for his age. He seemed a long way from orgasm, although Madison began to exhibit the first signs of hers. I watched jealously as her nipples hardened, and her stomach began to rise and fall with her labored breathing.
I think it may have been one of the few times in her life that she had been totally focused on her own pleasure, and she looked enraptured with their coupling. Maxwell seemed very content to bring her to orgasm first, and I contemplated that maybe he felt like he owed her one. After all, Jody and Madison had sucked Maxwell off in my Lamborghini, and my girlfriend had arranged his multi-orgasmic session with Olivia. Surely, it was payback time.
As Madison steadily approached her release, Maxwell moved one of his huge hands from her buttocks, and cupping it beneath her, placed the tip of his thumb against her rosebud. He gave her a knowing look as he processed the fact that she was already somewhat lubricated, and she nodded her head, to give him consent.
Maxwell gently eased his thumb through her already lubricated butt-hole, and her sphincter stopped resisting his advances, allowing the tip of his digit to slide inside her. Madison let out an audible gasp as Maxwell continued to violate my girlfriend's anus, and she slumped forward and rested her head on his shoulders.
"Can my pussy of a boyfriend watch?" she asked him, in a voice that was loud enough for me to pick up on the monitor. "I want him to finally see me enjoy an orgasm that is neither faked or induced by the prospect of cash."
"Is he a cuckold?" Maxwell asked with a snigger, as his thumb disappeared inside my girlfriend's asshole.
"Let's just say Pete and I have an agreement that I can fuck whoever I want until we get married," she responded cheerfully. "I like it when he watches, so that he can see what he is missing."
Maxwell never even responded to Madison's request, but he had a smirk on his face as she resumed her cowgirl position, and they started to fuck. I don't know what came over me, but as if on auto-pilot, I shuffled to the doorway of my open living area, and like a pussy cuckold, observed from a distance as Maxwell laid the wood to my future wife.
They never even acknowledged my presence, which was even more emasculating. Ever since I had discovered that I had cuckold tendencies, I occasionally watched this type of porn on the internet. I didn't really focus on interracial cuckold porn, as prior to this impromptu hook-up with Maxwell, most of Madison's lovers had been older, white men. However, in most of the cuckold scenes that I had observed, there had been some interaction between the three participants. This could range from dominance to scorn on the part of the bull, but occasionally included understanding glances or even eye-contact between the married couple.
Madison gave me absolutely nothing as she rode Maxwell's cock and took his thumb up her asshole. I shuffled around uncomfortably in the doorway, swallowing hard as this young black man fucked the crap out of my girl. In fact, it wasn't until she neared her orgasm, that she locked eyes with me, and began to taunt me.
"This is what I look like when a man gives me a real orgasm," she mocked, as Maxwell let out a chuckle. "You haven't seen this face before."
I wanted to slink out of the room, but Madison's eyes were engaged with mine, and I couldn't even look away, let alone leave.
"Oh yeah, Maxwell," she said through her ragged breaths. "Right there baby, I am close."
Madison enjoyed three very vocal orgasms in the cowgirl position, and by the time she was done, she had a very satisfied look on her face, and I felt completely inadequate.
"Take me doggy-style," she implored the young black guy, as she hopped from his lap.
Maxwell remained motionless on his back for several moments, watching my girlfriend intently as she maneuvered into her preferred position. Once she was on all fours, directly facing me as I stood in the doorway, she threw her head back, her blonde hair cascading down her arched back, and she wiggled her ass seductively, as if to invite him to take what was rightfully his.
Maxwell got up from the floor, and knelt behind her. As soon as he looked at me, I averted my gaze, and was immediately greeted by the sight of Madison smiling broadly as Maxwell decided which orifice to enjoy. Madison's eyes widened suddenly, signaling to me that Maxwell had chosen to butt-fuck my girlfriend, and she struggled to keep the smile on her face as he forced his way inside her anus.
I knew I should have walked away, but I was rooted to the spot as Madison maintained eye-contact with me, and having apparently decided that I shouldn't be shielded from her discomfort, made no attempt to hide it. Her broad smile dissipated, slowly replaced by a look of concern as Maxwell pushed against her sphincter, and then giving away to a pained look, as he wedged his way inside her.
Despite her obvious suffering, she kept her focus squarely on me, her blue eyes mocking me as another man prepared to sodomize her. Maxwell, by comparison, looked ecstatic, overjoyed by the unexpected bonus of butt-fucking my girl. I couldn't look him in the eye, and he didn't seem that interested in me, which I took as a blessing. I had seen too many cuckold movies where the bull engaged the cuck, with the sole intent of humiliating and demeaning him. The last thing I wanted was to be sucked into their sordid encounter.
After what seemed like an eternity, Maxwell was balls-deep inside my girlfriend's anal-passage, and he gave Madison a few moments to adjust to his invasion. She seemed appreciative of his consideration, and after she collected herself, nodded her head as if to offer him consent.
Maxwell placed both of his huge black hands on her hips, and began to ease in and out of Madison's asshole. No longer bearing the look of a woman engaged in childbirth, my girl relaxed slightly, and while I wouldn't characterize her participation in the event as enjoyable, she certainly wasn't suffering.
That is until almost fifteen minutes later, after a protracted ass-fucking, in which Maxwell pounded her with deep, rhythmic, strokes and showed no sign of approaching orgasm.
"Bet you wish you hadn't asked the Doctor to give me Viagra," he said with a chuckle, as she writhed around in discomfort in front of him. "This may take me a while."
It was Madison's turn to avert her gaze now, as her participation in Maxwell's pharmaceutical assistance came to light. Any sympathy that I may have felt for her dissipated, and I felt some satisfaction as I watched her getting ass-fucked into oblivion, by a man who was miles away from release. Madison was sweating profusely from the physical exertion and the ongoing discomfort of her predicament, and I was loving it.
"Jesus, Maxwell," she grunted, as he continued to pound away at her. "What do I need to do to get you off?"
"Where is the rim-job girl?" Maxwell responded. "Her soft lips on my asshole will get me off."



At this revelation, Madison turned towards me and said firmly, "Pete, go and get Liv. We need her to eat Maxwell's ass."
I hesitated for a brief moment, but it was long enough to earn a rebuke from Maxwell, who was apparently feeling more and more at ease in my home.
"Go and get her," he said angrily, "unless you want to do the honors."
I certainly wasn't interested in eating his sweaty black ass, and I told him so in no uncertain terms.
"Yeah, right," I scoffed. "No fucking way that is going to happen."
As I turned to leave the room, Madison was encouraging Maxwell to dominate me, which only accelerated my departure. The last I saw of Olivia she had left to take a shower, although by this time almost thirty minutes had elapsed. I was very disappointed, and a little fearful when I couldn't find her, and even though I looked all around my condominium, I was unable to locate her.
I was sitting on my bed with my head in my hands, trying to decide what the fuck to do when I heard it, the loud, shrill, piercing sound of the whistle. One blast was all it took to summon Olivia, and as I contemplated where she had been hiding, I reluctantly returned to the open living area, knowing that I was about to witness her continued subjugation, at the hands of Madison and Maxwell.
When I entered the large open space, there was no sign of Olivia, but more disturbingly, Maxwell and Madison were stood side by side waiting expectantly for the arrival of the rim-job girl. When they saw me, they exchanged a high-five, and Madison was the first to speak.
"It makes no difference to me, Maxwell," she said cheerfully, "I just want you to be happy."
"Fuck it then," he responded. "I just want to bust a nut. Let's do this."
As I tried to process what was happening, Madison beckoned me towards her, with her crooked finger.
"Lay on your back, Pete," she instructed me, as Maxwell looked on in anticipation of the control she had over me.
"Fuck you Madison," I spat back, furious at her attempt to humiliate me. "You too Maxwell."
I had totally misjudged Maxwell's tolerance for any perceived disrespect. Coming from a gang culture, in which his time had been evenly split between the mean streets of Santa Ana, and the Orange County Jail, respect was everything to him. On the streets he would have killed a man for telling him to fuck off. However, within the confines of my luxurious condominium, in the sanitized environs of Newport Beach, even though his retribution was swift, it was far from deadly.
One cleanly delivered punch to the solar plexus was all it took to drop me to my knees, gasping for breath. Enraged by my overt disrespect, Maxwell cocked his clenched fist to strike me again, as I knelt before him. I was powerless to stop him, struggling as I was just to breathe, with my contracted diaphragm.
"Maxwell, enough," Madison implored, as he loomed over me.
I looked up at him, an angry, muscular black man with hate in his eyes, his jaw clenched as tight as his fist, as he contemplated giving me a severe beat-down.
"Lay down, you fucking pussy," he ordered me.
As I lowered myself tentatively onto my back, still struggling to breathe, Madison straddled me, and lowered her wet pussy on to my face. I didn't need to be told what to do, and I extended my tongue inside her, as she began to masturbate furiously.
I could no longer see Maxwell, buried as my face was between my girlfriend's thighs, but I thought I heard him moving around the living area, and was quite concerned with his intentions. Madison came twice on my face, before she repositioned herself on all fours and lowered her lips to my cock. As we pleasured each other in the sixty-nine position, I felt myself on the road to my orgasm, and forgot all about Maxwell and Olivia.
Madison brought me to the edge of release two or three times, stopping abruptly each time just before I blew my load. Once she was sure that she had my undivided attention, I felt her ass wiggle from side to side, and her pussy slid across my nose. This appeared to be a signal to Maxwell, because I heard him walk behind her and lower himself on to his knees. As I began to protest, Madison leaned forward resting her forearms on my thighs, the weight transfer holding me firmly in place.
I felt Maxwell's thighs on either side of my shoulders, and shortly thereafter Madison let out a delighted squeal as he entered her. Judging by the squishing sounds, he was now inside her pussy, and as he adjusted himself and thrust deeper inside her, I felt his huge nut-sack graze across my forehead. Slick with her vaginal fluids and the sweat residue from his physical exertion on the basketball court, his jet-black scrotum moved slowly up and down my face as he fucked my girlfriend, coating my nose and lips with the unappetizing moisture.
"Tell your pussy boyfriend to suck my nuts," Maxwell ordered Madison, apparently having decided not to address me personally.
Well, that wasn't fucking happening, I told myself, as I pursed my lips tightly shut.
"Worship Maxwell's nut-sack," Madison whispered, embellishing his instructions. "Help me get him off."
Madison acting as an intermediary on Maxwell's behalf only served to increase my resolve not to pleasure the gangster. As I clamped my lips firmly shut, telegraphing my intent not to participate, Madison upped the ante and gave my nuts a very firm squeeze. The resultant intense pain rendered my resistance futile, and I extended my tongue and began to lick his sweaty ball-sack.
"Fuck yeah," Maxwell said as he increased his pace. "Right there. That will get me over the edge."
I had always derived a certain amount of sexual pleasure from hearing about Madison's sexual encounters with other men, but witnessing it up close, while being forced to participate, was neither a pleasant nor titillating experience. As his large black cock pounded in and out of my girlfriend's self-lubricating pussy, I licked and sucked his swollen nuts, guided by Maxwell's specific demands, and Madison's judicious use of pressure on my increasingly tender balls.
Pain is a very powerful motivator, and Madison used the threat of it to extract what appeared to be a very willing and eager nut-sack worship session, on my behalf. As I licked, kissed, nibbled and sucked his pendulous balls, Maxwell neared his release, and to my horror my girlfriend offered me up as an alternative to the rim-job girl.
I guess in Maxwell's position I would have gone for it. It wasn't like he could see who was back there rimming him as he approached his climax. Certainly the additional stimulation of a moist tongue lapping away at his asshole would have felt fantastic, regardless of who it belonged to. Once the decision was made, I was in no hurry to reposition myself, and Madison and Maxwell responded simultaneously to my lack of enthusiasm. Madison gave my balls an extra firm squeeze, twisting my nut-sack cruelly as I cried out in anguish, while Maxwell grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me back a few inches, so that my face was between his muscular buttocks.
"Eat my ass," he said firmly, his tone leaving no room for discussion.
Madison continued to exert a significant amount of pressure on my testicles, the overwhelming sensations of pain, ensuring my complete compliance. It wasn't until Maxwell acknowledged my efforts that she stopped twisting my scrotum, and grateful for the relief, I worked hard to prevent the recurrence of her torture.
"Oh yeah, right there," Maxwell sighed, as I licked his sweaty asshole. "Perfect."
Even as my girlfriend and I worked in tandem to pleasure the young black man, the pharmaceutical assistance that he had taken meant that it took him an eternity to reach his climax. I tried to replicate the actions that I enjoyed when I was on the receiving end of analingus, and shortly after I inserted the tip of my tongue inside his anal-passage, Maxwell blew his load deep inside my girlfriend's pussy.
His large black nuts were resting on my chin as I rimmed him, and I felt them pulsate as he ejaculated inside Madison. He clenched his muscular buttocks as he came, squeezing my face tightly as it was wedged between them. Luckily for me, Maxwell had no interest in me after he orgasmed, and without giving me a second look, arose from my face and headed for the door.
"Let's take a shower, Madison," he said cheerfully, "I am awfully sweaty."
As I watched his naked, muscular frame leave the room, my girlfriend following on dutifully behind him, I made up my mind that I was done with Madison. She had pushed me too far this time, taken too many liberties, forced me into the very last compromising position. As soon as Maxwell was done showering, I was going to politely ask him to leave, and then kick that bitch Madison to the curb.
I heard the water running in my oversized shower enclosure, and then the sounds of Madison's laughter as they engaged in some playful behavior. I also heard some slapping sounds emanating from the bathroom, as Maxwell exerted himself over my girlfriend.
I should have left the house right then, got in my Lamborghini and gone to my uncle's place for some much needed advice. However, I was drawn to the bathroom like a moth to a flame, and a few moments later found myself standing right outside the door, as they frolicked in the shower. When I heard the whistle blow, followed immediately by Madison's playful admonition, I froze to the spot.
"He won't respond to the whistle," she said cheerfully. "You are going to have to drag his ass in here if you want him to blow you."
That was all I needed to hear, and I backed slowly out of the bathroom, almost colliding with Olivia as she came down the long hallway, naked except for her underwear. She gave me a seductive smile as she removed her bra, and entered the shower enclosure wearing only the matching LaPerla panties.
A few moments later, as Maxwell leaned against the glass of the enclosure, the shadow of his muscular black buttocks visible through the opaque material, the two girls knelt before him and started to suck his cock. I thought that the two girl blow-job would have made him forget about me, but apparently he had not extracted sufficient retribution from me for my earlier outburst, and I heard him yell out for me.
"Pete, you fucking pussy," he screamed. "Get your ass in here now. I am going to make you watch me take a piss on your bitches."
That was the last I saw of Maxwell, as I bolted from my own home with my tail between my legs. I exited through my garage, jumped into my Ford Raptor, as I knew my departure would be less obvious in the quietest of my vehicles. There was a disgusting mess all over the dashboard of my truck from where Olivia had cut the used condom from my rear view mirror, and I decided to take my Kawasaki Z1400ZZR motorcycle instead, and deal with the remnants of Clarkson's semen later.
Moments later, I hightailed it out of there, with Maxwell's threats ringing in my ears. I didn't stop until I reached my uncle's house, and while I was reluctant to share the specifics of my encounter, he could tell I was rattled.
"You are at a crossroads with Madison," he told me. "It is time to make a decision, son."
I knew that he was right. My current relationship with Madison was unsustainable, and I had to either break it off, or propose. That night, as my uncle and I ordered Thai food and drank vodka, I told him the dilemma I was facing. After establishing that I truly loved Madison, he voiced his approval of my intent to marry her, and for the first time since I met the manipulative bitch, I knew what my plan of action was.
He tried to convince me to get a pre-nuptial agreement drafted, advising me that Madison would need comparable legal representation, in order for the agreement to be incontestable. I wasn't hearing any of it, and after a few minutes of discussion, my uncle backed off and we changed the subject. I tried to call Madison numerous times, but it went directly to voicemail.
By this time I was inebriated, and after remotely checking my home security cameras to establish that Maxwell had left, I took a cab home, leaving my Kawasaki in my uncle's garage for safety.
My early departure had apparently angered Madison, and while I wouldn't say that she had trashed my place, she had left numerous not so subtle clues as to what had transpired in my absence. When I entered my master bathroom, there was a strong odor of urine hanging in the air, and as I peered into the oversized shower enclosure, I saw a small hand towel placed strategically over the drain, preventing the escape of any remaining water.
I also noticed two pairs of matching LaPerla panties lying in a large puddle of yellow liquid, incontrovertible evidence that Maxwell had indeed "taken a piss on my bitches." There was no sign of Madison or Olivia although I doubted very much that they had ventured into the Santa Ana ghetto with Maxwell. As I moved tentatively through my condominium, trying to ascertain the whereabouts of my girlfriend, the pieces slowly came together.
Madison's small travel bag, her luggage of choice when she spent the night somewhere else, was missing, along with her favorite vibrator and some of her most exquisite lingerie. As I rooted through her closets, trying to figure out what she had taken, which was an impossible task considering the extent of her lingerie collection, I did notice that her Trashy Lingerie Schoolgirl costume was missing, which caused my heart to sink.
Wherever she had gone, she had felt the necessity to take some of her most provocative outfits, a sure sign that she hadn't booked in to the Hilton for a few days to compose herself. No, she had gone to seek refuge with another man, presumably Clarkson or Baldwin, but not discounting the fact that it could have been George, or Bob Matthews, or any of the other attendees of the Super Bowl Party who would have undoubtedly been more than happy to provide her a safe haven, in exchange for sex.
A horrible thought washed over me that she had probably taken Olivia too, the younger girl thrown in as a freebie to sweeten the pot. I rushed to Madison's bedside table, and upon opening the top drawer, noticed that Olivia's vibrator was also missing. This particular instrument of pleasure, the Hitachi wand, currently resides in Madison's drawer, so that my girlfriend can maintain control of its use. Ominously, the whistle that we used to summon our rim-job girl was also missing.
I poured myself another cocktail and sat in my recliner, equal parts arousal at the prospect of my girlfriend and her toy, Olivia, entertaining the generous man who had taken them in at short notice, and frustration at not knowing the whereabouts of the woman who I had just decided to propose to. One drink turned into several, and as the hours whittled away, my angst increased and I began to text Madison.
The first few messages were casual, making sure that she was okay, without being too invasive. As the alcohol surged through my body, lowering my inhibitions, I became more aggressive, demanding to know her whereabouts, before finally reverting to begging her to call me back. The last text I sent, before I passed out, was one stating my intention to marry her at the first available opportunity. I never heard the numerous responses that I received over the next four hours, immersed as I was in a deep, alcohol-induced sleep.
When I woke up in the middle of the night, dehydrated and groggy from the vodkas, I checked my phone and a smile crept onto my face as I realized that I had seven missed texts from Madison. As I clicked on the first message, opening up the attached photo, the smile disappeared from my face.
The picture, taken from the recipient's point of view, showed Madison and Olivia kneeling naked in front of a man, as they sucked his cock. I couldn't tell who the lucky bastard was, although from the look of the beer-gut that partially obscured their smiling faces, it could have been any number of middle-aged Newport Beach millionaires, either known to me or not. At least he was white, I found myself saying, taking some solace in the fact that they hadn't gone back to the hood with Maxwell.
I opened each subsequent text in anticipation of the reveal, although even as the photos got progressively more demeaning, there were still no concrete clues as to the identity of the guy. The second picture, taken over his shoulder, showed my future wife with her face between his buttocks as she assumed Olivia's rim-job duties.
"Your bitches wasted no time," the caption read somewhat cryptically, as I struggled to decipher the meaning.
Seconds later, as I observed the time-stamp, it occurred to me that within two hours of my departure from my condominium the previous evening, my fiancé was on her knees eating another man's ass.
At first I assumed that the sender had manipulated the time-stamp to fuck with me, but when I pulled the files into iPhotos, and examined the EXIF data, it confirmed that the first picture was taken one hour and fifty two minutes after I left my condo, the second photo snapped just nine minutes later. They were indeed wasting no time as they moved swiftly from one lewd sex-act to the next.
Exchangeable Image File Format (EXIF) is a standard that defines specific information related to an image captured by a digital camera, and is capable of storing such important data as camera exposure and GPS location. Once I had the co-ordinates of the image, I plugged them into the Apple Maps app on my iPhone, and bingo, I had an approximate location.
As I zoomed in on the map, the words Clarkson's Hazmat and Environmental Clean-up screamed out at me from my iPhone screen, and my heart sank as I realized that the happily married multi-millionaire businessman was enjoying Madison and Olivia in his warehouse. I was shaking with anger now, furious at myself for ever getting involved with this manipulative cunt, and even more disappointed in my recent decision to marry her.
As I scrolled through the remaining five photos, each accompanied by a text that was designed to kick me in the nuts, my resolve to break free of her increased with every passing moment. The final pictures, taken from various angles, included Madison all dolled up in her Trashy Lingerie Schoolgirl costume, as she got taken doggy-style, both vaginally and anally. The last picture was of Madison and Olivia laying on the office floor, kissing each other tenderly as a man ejaculated on their faces.
In this picture, taken by the guy as he knelt over them, the custom floor mats under his desk were visible, whether by accident or design. They bore the distinctive skull and crossbones logo of Hazmat materials, reinforcing the fact that it was Clarkson who had defiled my girlfriend.
Needless to say I was unable to go back to sleep after viewing the disturbing pictures, and I paced around my condominium trying to formulate a game plan to extricate myself from the clutches of this woman. All she had to offer me was sex, I kept telling myself, although as I went around in circles, I kept coming back to the same realization. All I wanted at this stage in my life was otherworldly sex, and Madison provided that in spades. As I slowly sobered up, I came to the conclusion that I needed her in my life, and if matrimony was the only way to ensure a committed, monogamous relationship, then I was ready to tie the knot.
Madison had obviously mastered the art of manipulating men, but she also responded artfully to the balance of power within a relationship, and as she read and digested my marriage proposal, she felt comfortable enough with the current dynamic, to fuck with me.
"Olivia and I spent the night with Clarkson, at his warehouse," she texted me in the morning. "He had a Hazmat cleanup emergency call last night, but his wife is expecting him home soon. Olivia and I will be staying at Baldwin's for a few days, to allow you to clear your head and make some important decisions. Don't do anything stupid while I am gone."
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I rattled around my luxurious condominium for a few days, trying to manage my jealousy with alcohol, and facing the fact that my desire was driving me insane. Madison and Olivia were staying at Steve Baldwin's house, and even though I had just proposed to her, I knew that Baldwin was getting balls-deep inside my fiancée on a daily basis.
To make matters worse, Jody and Rachel were living at Baldwin's house, so he had four young bitches at his disposal. Clarkson and Baldwin were in cahoots, conspiring to derail my marriage to Madison, as it spelled the end of their sexual access to her. I didn't know it at the time, but I was soon given the first real test of my commitment to her.
Clarkson, knowing that his monthly suck-fest would end the second we got married, decided to offer me some temptation that he thought I would be unable to resist. He told Madison exactly what he was doing, and I later learned that they had a little wager on whether or not I would be faithful.
Even though he convinced Madison that his motives were pure, and done solely to ensure that I was ready to marry, I know that asshole did it just to drive a wedge between Madison and I. Baldwin also got involved, trying to ensure the continuation of his sexual encounters with my future wife.
By the fourth or fifth day of Madison's absence, I was horny beyond belief. At this point in my life, Madison was getting me off five or six times a day, and as I was resolutely opposed to jerking off, in an attempt to demonstrate my capacity to be faithful, my nuts throbbed with desire. I had imbibed a couple of vodkas to try and take the edge off, but I was still in a considerable state of arousal, when someone knocked on my door.
I lived in a guard-gated community which restricted access to any casual visitors, so I knew it had to be somebody that Madison had authorized to enter. When I answered the door, Jody was standing there with a bag of Chinese food, and a huge smile on her angelic face.
She was wearing an obscenely short, pink gingham dress, that made her look the picture of femininity. Paired with some pink stockings, and matching high-heels, she looked like one of the young models featured in Playboy's Girl Next Door pictorial. The dress was hemmed with white lace, which also ran across the top of her bodice, highlighting her perfect tits, as it raised them skyward and squeezed them tightly together. White lace also adorned the pink shoulder straps, and there were two feminine bows attached to the front of them. Jody also wore a pink choker, in the matching gingham check print, and a feminine hair bow positioned perfectly among her platinum locks.
"I just wanted to check in on you," she said cheerfully. "Make sure you are getting all of your needs met. Are you hungry?"
I knew I should have taken the carry-out bag from her, wished her a pleasant evening, and enjoyed the Kung Pao Chicken before going to bed. However, the alcohol had lowered my inhibitions, and had affected my judgment, and in a moment that would alter the course of my life, I invited her in.
I had no clue at the time, but she was being paid handsomely by Baldwin and Clarkson to seduce me, and Jody typically got what Jody wanted, when it came to men.
"Do you have any wine?" she asked politely, making her intention to stay and have dinner with me obvious.
I opened up a very nice bottle of wine, and as we enjoyed our impromptu dinner together, Jody flirted incessantly with me. I had fantasized about Jody ever since the day I first met her, and Madison occasionally invoked her name when we fucked, knowing that the mere mention of the young goddess would make me blow my load. I ended up opening a second bottle of wine, my resolve weakening with every sip.
I was still a young man at this point in my life, barely nineteen years of age, my nuts swollen beyond belief with my five-day load. As I felt the alcohol surge through my veins, Jody excused herself to freshen-up. I watched her sweet little ass sway seductively in her pink gingham dress as she walked towards my bathroom, and I felt my erection throbbing in my jeans.
She was gone quite a while, which isn't unusual for young girls, who always seem to get easily distracted. However, when she returned to the open-living area, she was wearing Madison's Playboy Bunny costume, the outrageously expensive Trashy Lingerie ensemble looking absolutely incredible adorning her lithe frame. She must have noticed the slack-jawed look of lust on my face, as she moved seductively into my personal space.
"Is this the outfit that you like your girlfriend to wear for anal-sex?" she asked provocatively.
I wanted to resist her, I really did. I knew that it was going to cause me a tremendous amount of hassle to have any kind of sexual intimacy with Jody. However, I had fantasized about her for so long, that resistance really was going to be futile.
"That's the one, Jody," I said tentatively, unsure of her motives, and thus trying to suppress my desire.
"Is that how you would like to have your first orgasm?" she asked, the inference being that I was entitled to more than one cumshot tonight.
I couldn't even answer her, such was my anticipation at the prospect of finally getting some play from her. I merely nodded my assent, and she smiled at me, her blue eyes twinkling with delight.
"You know," she said seductively, as she removed the bunny tail from her ass. "I only attended Madison's Super Bowl party because I thought that you were going to be there. I was very disappointed when I found out that you were out of town. In fact, when they auctioned my asshole, I was praying that you would place the winning bid on me. Or have Madison buy my ass for your future enjoyment."
I knew that she was playing me, but I just didn't care. I wasn't even at Madison's party on Super Bowl Sunday, so quite how I could have ended up participating in the auctioning of her asshole was beyond me. Furthermore, the notion that Madison would have purchased Jody's rosebud for me, was ridiculous. Madison was extremely jealous of Jody's youth and beauty, and even though she verbalized the idea of Jody joining us in our matrimonial bed, in order to improve my orgasm, we both knew that it was never going to happen. In fact, I thought, as I questioned the wisdom of my choices, if I hook up with Jody right now, there is a good chance that my relationship with Madison will be irreparably damaged.
As my mind rationalized the right choices, I watched her intently. Jody began to lube up her asshole, which had been stretched by the butt-plug to which the bunny tail was attached, and my brain and my cock continued to battle it out.
"Olivia told me that you have wanted to fuck my tight, teenage pussy ever since you met me," Jody said with a smile. "I am looking forward to that Pete," she added. "But I want you to butt-fuck me first."
"Who sent you here, Jody?" I stammered, trying to ascertain Madison's level of involvement, even though it didn't matter at this point, as my mind was already made up.
Truth was, whether it was Madison that had orchestrated this, in an attempt to test me, or whether Jody herself was trying to insert herself into my life, she had already broken me. I was going to take whatever play that she was offering, regardless of the motive.
"Baldwin," she answered, unexpectedly. "I am living with him now. Rachel and I are living with him."
"Rachel?" I asked tentatively. "Rachel from the night that Madison left in Baldwin's LaFerrari?"
"Yes," Jody answered cheerfully, seemingly unaware of the reaction her innocence and beauty were having on me. "After the night of our foursome, Rachel and I spent a lot of time at Steve's house, and while we did everything in our power to accommodate his voracious sexual appetite, he told us that he missed Madison's experienced touch."
I knew that "experienced touch" was a euphemism for "unbridled nastiness," and while I was flattered that Baldwin craved my girlfriend's presence, the mere thought of her leaving me for him evoked a strong jealous response.
"I figured if Rachel and I did everything that Steve wanted, eventually he would forget about Madison, and the three of us could be happy," Jody added.
"Did that work out?" I asked with some trepidation, as my cock pulsated in my pants.
"For a while," she said ruefully, her beautiful blue eyes closing as she appeared to recall their interaction. "However, Baldwin is a very jealous man, and when he realized that he couldn't have Madison permanently, he organized the Super Bowl party. Even though relocating it to your condominium undoubtedly reduced some of the sexual violence that he thrives on, Steve still used it as an opportunity to belittle Madison and I."
"How so?" I asked quietly, trying to get a female perspective on the sordid event. "It seems like you were both willing participants."
"Twenty-one thousand dollars is a tremendous amount of money for one night's work," Jody offered, "but any notion that we enjoyed being demeaned is ridiculous. Baldwin auctioned my teenage asshole to the highest bidder, for fuck's sake. He made your girlfriend dress up in the lingerie that you purchased for her Valentine's Day surprise, and allowed several men unlimited access to all three of her orifices. Once he was done, he soiled the expensive silk chemise with the semen of two different men, before instructing Madison to repackage it. In your own house," she added, trying to get her point across.
"Has he moved on from Madison now?" I enquired, trying to assess Baldwin's motives.
"Far from it," Jody said ominously. "During Madison's current visit, in which she and that dirty skank Olivia have been staying with us for the last several days, Steve has been obsessed with possessing your girlfriend. He has been trying to get Madison to move in with us for the last few weeks, and he's using me to try and drive a wedge between you and her. He said that there was no way that you could resist me. However I stuck up for you Pete. I said that you would do the right thing. I believe in you," she added, as she moved closer into my personal space.
Jody's naivety and belief in me aside, as soon as I inhaled her scent, and felt her perfectly manicured nails rake across my forearm, I knew that I was going to let her down. As she looked up at me with her angelic face, her blue eyes twinkling, and the effect of the alcohol continuing to lower my defenses, I wanted to kiss her more than anything.
"How much did Steve pay you?" I asked reluctantly, dreading the answer.
"Two grand to show," she said sweetly, seemingly enjoying my anticipation as I hung on her every softly-spoken word. "An extra ten thousand if I can entice you into getting balls-deep into any of my very available orifices," she added with a giggle, knowing that the bonus money was a foregone conclusion.
I almost asked her what she planned to spend the cash on, such was the inevitability of our hook-up. However, as Jody continued to toy with me, she snuggled in next to me, put her lips on my earlobe, and as one hand tenderly stroked my erection through my jeans, she spoke seductively in my ear, in a barely-audible whisper.
"You have some decisions to make, Pete," she said quietly, as my cock pulsated against her extended fingertips. "Listen to your body. Don't fight it, you will only prolong the inevitable."
As she continued to squeeze my cock through my jeans, l let out a whimper of pleasure, which served as confirmation that I was beaten, destined to fall to her irresistible advances. I had a million questions for her, as I contemplated a scenario in which Jody and Madison remained with me, with Olivia available as the rim-job girl, the icing on the cake. As if she had somehow read my thoughts, Jody spoke up cheerfully, in response to the question I hadn't even asked.
"Ten grand a month," she said sweetly. "That's what Steve pays me for my company. Although," she added, "with Rachel living there too, the workload is somewhat eased."
As I processed her words, particularly the use of the term workload, to describe her duties to Baldwin, I realized that this young goddess was just as much of a mercenary as Madison, although being eighteen years old, Jody could attach a higher price to her wares. In the few months that I had known her, I was aware that Maxwell, George, Bob Matthews, and Baldwin had enjoyed her delights, and whoever else among the tight-knit band of Newport Beach millionaires that Baldwin had forced her to service.
In these days of immediate STI results, young girls no longer had to worry about the ramifications of getting fucked, and could focus solely on extracting the most reward for their actions. I could afford ten grand a month to enjoy exclusive access to Jody, even if I discarded her when she got into her early twenties. I could even pretend that I wanted to have her children, which is the proverbial golden ticket for most of the Newport Beach sugar babies. Of course, my vasectomy would indemnify me from any fear of actual conception, while virtually assuring me of unlimited access to her teenage snatch, as we strived to impregnate her.
"I think we could charge more if we found the right guy," she added as an afterthought, as she began to undo the top button of my jeans. "Rachel and I have virtually no limits, sexually," she confessed.
As Jody unzipped my jeans, and slid her dainty hand inside the denim, she continued to whisper in my ear. I was on auto-pilot, putty in her hands as she teased me, unable to resist her advances, even if I had wanted to.
As beautiful as she was, I had no doubt that she and Rachel could extract in excess of ten thousand dollars a month from the right Newport Beach sap, in exchange for unlimited sexual access to the two of them, especially as they appeared to have no limits. As she fished my erect cock from my underwear, and gave my nuts a tender squeeze, I briefly contemplated making her mine.
"How does Baldwin treat you, Jody?" I asked, somewhat naively.
"Like a toy. Like he owns me," she said without a tint of regret. "As you would expect for ten grand a month."
"I would treat you well, Jody," I assured her, although I wasn't sure if how she was treated was that important to her, particularly if Madison joined their sordid household.
"If Madison comes to live with us, she will bring her house-maid, Olivia. Baldwin has a penchant for abusing Liv," she added. "That takes the heat off of Rachel and I, if Liv spends most of her time in the punishment room."
"Punishment room?" I asked weakly, dreading the clarification.
"Steve has a sound-proofed punishment room in his house," Jody said fearfully. "I have never done anything to warrant spending time in there, but according to Liv it is basically a torture chamber."
As I processed her chilling description, Jody lowered herself gracefully to her knees, and maintaining eye-contact with me, removed my jeans and underwear. She may have only been eighteen years of age but she wasn't dumb. She had already figured out that it was her youthful innocence and angelic-looking face that would get a man off quickly, rather than the mechanics of a blow-job.
At this point in my life, I had only been sucked off by four women, and even under the visual stimulation of a beautiful girl on her knees with my cock in her mouth, I still often closed my eyes and fantasized.
I probably couldn't even tell you what I fantasized about, but I did know that Jody exceeded any of my fantasy images, so I chose to maintain eye-contact with her, as she stared up at me with her beautiful blue eyes, smiling agreeably and licking her lips. Once she knew that she had my undivided attention, she lowered her glossed lips to the tip of my cock, and began to gently suck it. There was nothing remotely mechanical about it either, as Jody made me feel as if I was the most important man on earth, and she had been honored to have been allowed to suck me off.
Madison hadn't sucked me off that many times before, as her primary goal was to get me to impregnate her. Consequently, she focused on ensuring that I blew my load inside her any time that we coupled up, blissfully unaware that I had already had a vasectomy.
Jody had a completely different goal today, sponsored as she was by Baldwin to try and get me to be unfaithful to Madison. All parties involved knew that she was bound to succeed too, although I had a feeling that Madison would be doubly pissed when she was informed of how quickly I had folded.
As Jody alternated between sucking my cock-head and nibbling my frenulum, her Playboy bunny ears tickled my stomach. Occasionally she would rake her perfectly manicured nails across my abdomen, and while it felt absolutely divine, I knew that she was checking on my approach to orgasm, signaled as it was by the tightening of my stomach muscles. As I neared my release, she removed her lips from my cock and looked up at me with her practiced innocence.
"Are you ready to fuck my ass, Papa?" she asked sweetly, using Madison's favorite nickname to accelerate my orgasm. "Or do you want to blow your first load in my mouth?"
Jody had already earned her ten grand, having broken my resolve to be faithful to Madison, within just a few moments of announcing her intent to seduce me. The inference of a multi-orgasmic session was just her way of toying with me, totally unnecessary, and yet done to stroke her ego, as she sought to gain validation from yet another man.
Truth was, I was torn between unloading my nuts down her teenage throat, and sodomizing the young girl. However, with my five-day load threatening to make my balls burst, and the scourge of premature ejaculation that all young men face, rushing me towards my climax, I felt my balls tighten, and before I could respond to Jody, I began to ejaculate in her mouth.
At this point in my young life, I had only experienced blow-jobs from three or four different women, so Jody's enthusiasm was new to me. With an agreeable look on her angelic face, she egged me on as I blew the first couple of ropes into her open mouth. Without losing a beat, nor any of her unbridled enthusiasm, she adjusted the direction of my cock so that my next spurt landed right on her cute, upturned nose. Another slight adjustment, and a large glob of my semen splattered into the front of her blonde hair, instantly matting her bangs. Then she lowered the tip of my cock and took me back inside her warm mouth, smiling the whole time.
I had always considered Jody to be equally as mercenary as Madison, but as she suckled my softening cock and rubbed her tongue against my frenulum in an effort to get me hard again, I realized I had misjudged her. While she could have easily split at that point, having earned her ten grand bonus, she seemed delighted at the prospect of round two.
"Can you go again, Papa?" she asked seductively.
My cock had barely softened, such was the effect she was having on me. Jody removed her lips from my cock, which now bore traces of her pink lipgloss around the head. After lowering herself onto her back, she beckoned me to mount her, and I was powerless to stop myself. As if on auto-pilot, I lay on top of the young goddess, and we started to kiss. Even though she had ingested a large amount of my semen, her breath was minty-fresh, such was the attention to detail with which she prepared herself for intimacy.
As we French-kissed, with the tenderness normally reserved for loving, committed couples, I felt my erection jutting out in front of me, telegraphing my desire for the young woman. Jody raked her perfectly manicured nails across my buttocks and lower back as we kissed, causing goosebumps to appear all over my trembling ass-cheeks. Finally, she withdrew her soft tongue from between my lips, and looking me right in the eye, whispered softly.



"I want you inside me, Papa. You make me so wet."
Jody reached between her legs, and adjusted the crotch opening so that it offered me access to her wet snatch, rather than her anus, for which the Playboy Bunny outfit was originally intended. I let out a gasp of pleasure, as I slid into her well-lubricated vaginal passage.
"Fuck yeah," Jody said softly, "you feel good, Papa."
As she wrapped her toned legs around my lower back, and pulled me deep inside of her, I let out another quiet moan. I had wanted to fuck Jody ever since the first time I laid eyes on her, and it was even more spectacular than I had imagined. Everything about her was perfectly feminine, her nails, her scent, her clean-shaven pussy as it enveloped my hard cock. She was soft to the touch, aromatic, and her minty-breath encouraged me to kiss her at every opportunity.
She waited until it was evident that I was on the road to my second release, before deciding that it was the appropriate time to continue our negotiations.
"Of course," she whispered seductively, as she nibbled my earlobe. "It will be more work for me with a young guy like yourself. I could probably get you off eight or nine times a day," she teased. "Even if I bring Rachel, it would still be more work for us," she added, trying to justify her upcoming pricing structure. "Baldwin is good for three times a day, four max. Although, at parties, he passes me around like I am a joint."
"I would treat you well, Jody," I reiterated, hoping that the prospect of a respectful work environment would mean something to her.
"All men say that," she countered. "Truth is, if you have a shitty day you may well come home and fuck my asshole, just because you own it."
Even her word selection was provocative, the way that she verbalized that I would own her ass, evoking some deep feelings in my loins. Sensing that I was approaching orgasm, she clenched her thighs tightly around my hips, initially slowing my thrusts before eventually preventing me from withdrawing from her.
"I was thinking fifteen grand a month," she said without a trace of emotion, loosening her vice-like grip on my hips, so that I could start to fuck her again. "Package deal, for Rachel and I, and anyone else you deem worthy of joining us."
She was even wetter now, although it occurred to me that her self-lubrication was probably due to the prospect of fifteen grand a month, rather than getting used by me eight times a day.
"Wouldn't it be nice to have a boyfriend your own age?" I countered, still trying to negotiate.
"We both know that two years from now I will be married," she said matter of factly. "To some older, wealthy man, who is under fifty years old, if I am lucky," she added softly. "I am offering you an opportunity to own me while I am young, and still relatively unscathed. That opportunity will cost you fifteen grand a month, Papa," she said more emphatically. "I promise you won't regret it, Rachel and I know exactly how to treat a man."
I was thrusting deep inside her now as I approached my second release, and as I lifted my head to stare into her beautiful blue eyes, she smiled sweetly at me, her angelic face lighting up the room as she did so. She was so perfect in every way, even with my semen drying on her nose. Just looking at her made my nuts ache with desire.
"What does Rachel look like?" I asked, contemplating the two of them together.
"People always ask us if we are twins," she said with a giggle, knowing the effect that her response would have on me. "We do everything together and Baldwin always dresses us identically. I can tell her to drive over if you would like to meet her. Olivia said you love to have your ass licked when you come."
As I processed the image of Jody and Rachel dressed like identical twins while I enjoyed their coordinated efforts to get me off, my nuts tightened and I looked directly into Jody's baby blue eyes.
"Come inside me Papa," she said sweetly, her eyes twinkling as she watched me approach my release.
I had a stupendous orgasm, the combination of the anticipation of fucking Jody, and the sheer excitement of being balls-deep inside such a stunning girl, working in tandem to ensure that my entire body shook as I unloaded my throbbing nuts. Jody maintained eye-contact with me the entire time, as I continued to thrust deep inside her incredibly tight pussy.
"Yes, Papa," she whispered, as she placed her lips on my ear. "You feel so good inside me. I can't wait to suck you off while Rachel rims you."
After I came we kissed, a tender and loving open-mouthed exchange of mutual attraction, and I contemplated how I wanted to take Jody next. The options were endless, especially as I knew that she was a three-hole girl, and Rachel had been thrown into the mix to sweeten the pot. As we gently parted our lips, she gave me an agreeable smile, and I decided right there that I wanted to tit-fuck her next. I wanted to look into her baby blue eyes as I came on her face, with Rachel's tongue inside my asshole.
I withdrew slowly from the warm environs of her teenage pussy, half-expecting her to suck our combined fluids from my softening cock. However, as I climbed slowly to my knees, Jody's change in attitude was palpable, and she sucked the romance out of the room with her proclamation.
"Well, that was the easiest twelve grand I ever made," she said with a giggle. "Baldwin will be very happy with me for derailing your marriage to Madison," she added, as I watched her in disbelief.
As I processed her words, and came to the quick realization that Rachel was not heading to my condominium that night to eat my ass, I spoke up reflexively, seeking clarification.
"Jody," I stammered, my desire interfering with my cognitive ability. "Are you leaving?"
"My work is done here, Pete," she said coldly. "I was put up as bait, to tempt you into infidelity, and I succeeded. The money is just the icing on the cake."
"But," I whispered, as she began to disrobe from the Playboy Bunny costume. "Jody, please, don't go. I want to come again."
She was alluring even as she stripped off the outrageously expensive outfit. Once she was naked, she rotated slowly, allowing me to take in her perfect form for a few moments, before she skipped off towards my master bathroom, her tight little ass-cheeks, that had recently been purchased for ten thousand dollars, elevating my level of desire for her. The bathroom door closed behind her, and a few seconds later, I heard the shower turn on.
Later on in life, occasionally finding myself in a similar situation, I would react much more assertively, but as a teenager myself, I tentatively approached the door, and upon finding that she had locked it behind her, I retreated to the kitchen. After what seemed like an eternity, during which time I developed my second erection, Jody emerged from my bathroom, looking absolutely angelic, in her pink gingham dress.
Her make-up was flawlessly retouched, and the traces of my ejaculate had been wiped from her nose and her bangs. She had her long blonde hair arranged in two pigtails with matching pink gingham bows, that added to her femininity, and highlighted her youthful innocence. She had applied a touch of glitter to her cheekbones, that made her look even more cherubic, and she had spritzed herself with a generous spray of Madison's perfume.
As I stood naked before her, I cursed myself for not having taken the time to get dressed, while she was showering. My cock was at full attention, and pre-cum was visible at the tip, telegraphing my desire for the young goddess. I had never lusted after anyone more in my entire life, but as Jody's body language signaled that our encounter was over, I switched gears and tried to remain a gentlemen under the trying circumstances.
"I think I should get you an Uber," I said gallantly. "You have had too much wine to drive."
"Thanks, Pete," she said sweetly. "That is very thoughtful of you, but unnecessary. Rachel is coming to pick me up. She should be here in a few minutes."
Sensing that my nakedness was now both inappropriate and potentially startling to my new guest, I spoke up.
"I should get dressed, Jody," I said quietly. "I don't want to frighten Rachel off the first time I meet her."
"No, Pete," Jody said firmly. "Rachel needs to see what she is signing up for. Part of the appeal for her is that you are much less well-endowed than Baldwin. Sodomy has become his preferred sexual activity with Rachel, particularly because no other man has enjoyed her anally. I think my rosebud lost some of its allure after Baldwin put it up for auction, especially as it was a lowly bartender that won it. I need you to remain naked."
At this point in my young life, I had been conditioned by Madison to be obedient, so it didn't seem unnatural to agree to Jody's request.
"Let's just get you cleaned up a little," she said with a smile, as she wiped the pre-cum from the tip of my cock, and sucked it from her finger. "You don't want to look desperate."
I did develop a filter as I entered my mid-twenties, but at this point in my life, I had a tendency to blurt out whatever was on my mind, and my response elicited a smile from Jody.
"I am desperate," I said reflexively. "I want to come more than anything."
"Well," she said with a giggle. "Try and contain your desperation around Rachel. I need her to be on board with your proposal."
"My proposal?" I asked.
"The two of us for fifteen grand a month," she stated, phrasing it as if it had actually been my idea. "Once she sees your diminutive cock, she will be in favor of the move."
I knew deep in my heart and soul that there was nothing diminutive about my cock. I was blessed with an average-sized member, and was just beginning to learn how to use it. However, in their world, being utilized as sex-toys for older men, an oversized cock was an impediment to their enjoyment, particularly when wielded by someone with a penchant for taking anal-cherries. I couldn't help standing up for myself.
"Its not really diminutive," I said quietly. "It's just that Baldwin is hung like a horse."
"Clarkson too," Jody said sweetly, evoking the name of my nemesis as I shuffled around uncomfortably, feeling increasingly inadequate. "And in Rachel's defense, those two booty-bandits are her only frame of reference."
The expression saved by the bell is often used inappropriately, but as my home-security system intercom rang, thus announcing the arrival of a second guest, I felt like my interrogation was terminating. I had been literally saved by the bell.
"Jody is back, Mr. Pete," the gate guard announced over the speaker, after I pressed the intercom button.
"Rachel," I heard a young female voice correct him in the background. "Please tell him it is Rachel."
"Er, Rachel is here," the security guard corrected himself. "My apologies, Miss," he added. "Are you guys twins?"
I waited eagerly by my front door to meet Rachel, especially now that it was evident that she and Jody could pass as twins. A lot of Newport Beach blondes chased the bimbo look, aspiring to be Barbie dolls, even occasionally referring to themselves as twins, when they went out in pairs. However, in the cold light of day, it was rare to find two girls that could actually pass as twins, and I was hopeful that Jody and Rachel would live up to my expectations.
As the image appeared in my Zoom security camera, I had to do a double-take. A young blonde walked seductively towards my front door, looking almost identical to Jody. I opened the door before Rachel announced her arrival, and she stepped over my threshold, seemingly unfazed by my nudity. In a move that the girls had obviously choreographed, Rachel stood next to Jody, and the two of them waited there silently, inviting me to find the subtle differences between them, as I took in the alluring visual.
Truth was, as close as they were to being identical twins, I could have been looking at a mirror image of Jody.
"Do we look like twins, Papa?" Jody asked with a smile. "Do you think you will be able to tell us apart if we move in with you?"
I stood there dumbfounded, my mouth wide open as I processed her words and absorbed their almost perfect symmetry.
"We are exactly the same height, Papa," Rachel added, using the nickname Jody had chosen for me. "Well, not naked," she added, as the two of them giggled like a couple of schoolgirls.
"The illusion of us being the same height is achieved by Rachel wearing slightly higher heels," Jody informed me. "This compensates for the fact that she is actually three quarters of an inch shorter than me. Close your eyes, Papa."
As I closed my eyes, I heard some shuffling and whispering, before Rachel spoke.
"Open up," she said quietly.
They had rotated one hundred and eighty degrees, and were now facing away from me. As they stood in silence, holding hands in a gesture of togetherness, I honestly couldn't tell them apart. I knew Jody was on the left because she had been on that side before they rotated away from me. Imagine my surprise then, when Jody spoke and I realized that she was now on the right side of the duo.
"Our matching hair color," she continued, as I absorbed the fact that I had already lost track of who was who, "is achieved through periodic bleaching treatments, always scheduled on the same day to ensure continuity. Baldwin selected this perfect porn-star shade of platinum, because it contrasts beautifully with our piercing blue eyes. However, you can put your own finishing touches on us, once we are yours, if the whole platinum hair, blue eyes thing is not your preference."
They rotated one hundred and eighty degrees to face me, and both opened their eyes wide, and made eye-contact with me. I had never seen such bright blue-eyes before, and to see the two young blondes in the same room, with the incredibly alluring eye color was otherworldly, and caused my cock to dance between my thighs.
"Contact lenses," Rachel informed me. "Available in nearly two hundred shades. This one is called baby-blue."
As they catalogued the extent to which Baldwin went to ensure their uniformity, I would learn that their striking similarities were mostly fabricated, a testament to Baldwin's desire to possess a pair of young identical twins. Just as he had cleverly overcome their height differences, so too had he given them strict weight guidelines, to ensure symmetry in their petite frames. Jody was expected to maintain her weight at 110lbs, while Rachel, being three quarters of an inch shorter, was required to be 106lbs at all times, to further ensure their physical similarity.
They worked out five times a week, using the same personal trainer, and he was diligent in his efforts to keep them looking virtually identical. Even though I knew Madison put a lot of time and effort into projecting her desired image, I had never considered modifying a woman's appearance to the extent that Baldwin had. Clarkson had beautified Olivia when he enjoyed his threesome with her and Madison, but the twins were on another level.
They continued to stand in front of me, silent now, still holding hands, periodically rotating in unison to allow me to take in every minute detail. The more I observed, the more identical they appeared, down to the pink gingham hair bows, uniformly arranged in the exact same position, and tied at the same length with a matching knot. They both had the pink glitter on their cheekbones, their dress lengths were identical, both several inches too short, but equally obscene.
"Can I see the closet space?" Rachel asked, finally shattering the silence. "I have a lot of clothes."
"Lead the way, Pete," Jody instructed as I turned towards the hallway, conscious of the fact that I was still butt-naked. "Give Rachel a house tour."
After a brief tour of my condominium, during which Rachel seemed predominantly focused on where she was going to keep all of her clothes, we ended up back in the open-living area. As the two of them moved closer to me, Rachel extended her feminine hand towards me, and raked her manicured nails across my stomach, causing me to jump reflexively.
"Don't worry, Papa," Rachel whispered seductively. "I don't bite."
My breathing was heavy now, the excitement caused by the visual of the pair of them, beginning to overwhelm me. Rachel traced her fingertips down my abdomen towards my pubic area, which my body responded to with an expulsion of pre-cum that hung lewdly from tip of my cock.
"Easily excited," Rachel mocked. "I like that."
As she continued to fuck with me, her baby blue eyes glinting with delight, she ran the tip of one nail down the underside of my cock, until she reached my swollen nuts. She gave my balls a tender squeeze, and then moved closer to me and put her lips next to my ear.
"Do you enjoy anal sex?" she asked, as I continued to leak pre-cum profusely.
I was lost for words, and merely nodded my affirmation.
"Me too," she said quietly. "Although my current owner has an oversized cock and enjoys hurting me when he sodomizes me," she added ruefully. "You are much more appropriately proportioned for that activity," she said with a giggle. "Will you be gentle with us when you butt-fuck us, Papa?"
"Yes." I stammered, my voice cracking under her sustained teasing. "Jesus. Yes. Of course."
"How many times a day can you come?" she continued, enjoying the desire in my eyes. "Eight? Nine?"
Jody joined her now, her moist lips occupying my other earlobe as they whispered promises of pure delight to me.
"Would you like a little taste of Rachel?" Jody offered. "Something for you to look forward to. Are rim-jobs still your favorite sexual activity?"
I heard the moan leave my lips before I even processed what they were offering me. I breathed in heavily, and let out a sigh as I felt their dainty hands begin to tickle my buttocks.
"Is he clean, Jody?" Rachel asked.
"Most men are, Rachel," Jody assured her young friend. "Baldwin only makes you rim him without showering, as a form of control. Most men are far more considerate of their hygiene where analingus is concerned."
"Why don't you take a quick shower, Papa?" Rachel said. "We will flip a coin and see which one of us will suck you off, and which one will rim you."
"Unless you have a preference, of course," Jody added seductively. "We want this to be all about you."
Truth was, I didn't have a preference. It was a dream come true to have the two of them simultaneously blow and rim me, regardless of whose lips were where.
"No preference," I said meekly, as I excused myself to take a shower. "Be right back."
I never even heard my front door open as they slipped out into the night. As I lathered between my ass-cheeks, trying to make my taint and asshole squeaky clean for my upcoming two-girl treat, the two of them grabbed the rest of their stuff, and left me high and dry. Disappointment did not begin to encapsulate the feelings that I was experiencing, once I noticed that they had left. I tried to find the silver lining, after all I had fucked my dream girl after months of fantasizing about her. However, as the alcohol surged through my veins, I felt a profound sense of loss. I knew that they had played me, and I wanted them in my lives on a permanent, live-in basis.
My disappointment conspired with the alcohol to make me sleepy, and shortly after I took a shower, I headed for bed. I smelled their scent as soon as I entered my master bedroom, and for a split-second half-expected to find them in my bed. Obviously this was wishful thinking, and as I pulled back my bed covers I was greeted by the source of the fragrant scent.
In the middle of my bed were two pairs of matching, pink gingham panties. They were still warm, perfectly scented, the moist crotches slick with the evidence of their arousal. Apparently fucking with me had got them both hot too, although it was a little late for me to do anything about it. Beneath the tiny silk panties, which were intertwined as if to convey that they were a package deal, there was a Manila envelope. My hands were shaking as I opened it and removed its contents.



There was a "memo of understanding" signed by both of the girls. As I began to read it, I realized that it was similar in verbiage to a slave contract, the likes of which I had seen online. Although it was not necessarily legally binding, it did an excellent job of conveying the expectations and obligations of both parties. I was referred to throughout the entire document as "Master" and my primary obligation seemed to be the payment of fifteen thousand dollars per month, split equally between the girls, payable on the first day of every month, in advance.
The girls, referred to throughout the document as the "Toys" had an obligation to provide me unlimited sexual releases, three-hole access, and to be available for my needs twenty four hours a day. Very specific limits were outlined, but they were outside the boundaries of what I considered erotic anyway. No permanent markings without express approval, not limited to, but including scarring through excessive punishment, tattoos, branding, piercings, and body modifications. Also, no scat play, whatever the fuck that was.
I was quite surprised that Jody and Rachel felt the need to protect themselves from some of those disgusting activities, and wondered exactly what went on in Baldwin's house behind closed doors. I know he had a punishment room, but was he subjecting them to some more sinister treatments. I signed the document with a shaky hand, anticipating the two of them in my bed by the following day. Tonight even, if I could figure out a way to contact Jody.
A few moments later, my phone dinged, alerting me to the fact that I had received a text. I didn't recognize the number, but judging by the message, it was from Jody.
"Are you in bed yet, Papa?" the text read.
"Just got in," I responded immediately. "Send me your bank account details and I will wire transfer the cash. Can you guys come back tonight?"
After I snapped a quick picture of the signed memorandum of understanding, I attached it to the text and sent it. Time slowed to a halt as I awaited the response, and about twenty minutes later my phone dinged. Another text, complete with an attachment.
"Sorry, Pete," it read. "I think I just turned your life upside down."
The attachment was a beautiful picture of Jody and Rachel, taken earlier that day as they posed playfully in the master closet of Baldwin's bedroom. They were dressed identically in their pink gingham dresses, highlighting the fact that this whole encounter was pre-meditated. As I admired their photogenic young faces, it struck me. Oh fuck. Of course this was pre-meditated. Not by either of the girls though, but rather by Baldwin and Clarkson, as they sought to derail my marriage to Madison.
I knew that Jody wouldn't respond to my texts, but I sent them anyway. Dozens of them over the course of several hours, ranging from a sweet thank you for her company, to a reaffirmation of my commitment to transfer the first installment into her bank account.
It was Madison that responded the following morning. Evidently, Rachel and Jody had gone home to Baldwin's place and told her everything. They outlined, in excruciating detail, the ease with which Jody had been able to seduce me, my capitulation to their offer of a two-girl session, and my intent to pay them to be my live-in lovers.
Madison was succinct in her correspondence, but I could sense the rage lurking beneath the words. She terminated our relationship, demanded that I pack all of her belongings and arrange them neatly in the garage, and ominously informed me that I could expect Olivia back, after she received her much-needed medical treatment. I tried to reason with her, but each time I texted her, I received an increasingly lewd photo of her engaged in sex-acts with Baldwin.
My cuckold tendencies were stirred by the pictorial evidence of Baldwin sexually abusing her, but part of me prayed that she had a memorandum of understanding of her own, to protect her from that sadistic prick. Madison and I had been here before, on more than one occasion, and I knew that her departure would be temporary. She would be gone a few days, get her jollies by fucking some other guys and rubbing my nose in it, before we patched things up and got married. The demand to pack up her stuff was a little unsettling, particularly because I knew to tread carefully on this unfamiliar territory.
Madison was my first actual relationship, and the first woman that I had cohabitated with, so I wasn't sure of the etiquette with regard to packing up her stuff. Knowing that her lingerie collection was very important to her, I tried to do the right thing. I drove to the LaPerla store, and once they realized that I was Madison's benefactor, they were more than happy to give me several dozen of their instantly recognizable gift boxes.
My intent was to ensure that none of the exquisite pieces were damaged in transit, but it was extremely emasculating to package up all of her intimates, knowing that another man, or potentially other men, were going to enjoy her in them.
Dozens of the pieces still had the price-tags attached, and I drove myself crazy as I ran a mental tab of how much I had spent on her over the months we were together. As my jealousy surged through my veins, I was tempted to cut those fucking price-tags off, which would have rendered them ineligible for return, as well as sent a stark message to her lover, that all of her lingerie collection had been previously enjoyed by me.
Fortunately for Madison, the gentleman in me prevailed, and I found myself taking the upmost care to fold and package the silky garments. A few months later, on her return under completely different circumstances, I found myself once again in possession of her extensive underwear collection. As she hung her stuff in the small guest closet that I permitted her to use, it was evident that the same care had not been taken in the packaging and transportation of the garments. Had I been privy to that information today, I would have jerked off on a few random pieces, for Baldwin to discover.
I figured I would have one final run at Madison when she came to collect her stuff, hoping that my impassioned pleas would change her mind. However, she never came back to my place, electing to send Rachel and Jody over to do the dirty work. My heart sank when the guard at the security gate informed me that the twins were here, and by the time they had driven up to the front door of my condominium, I was already sporting a very noticeable erection.
"Nothing personal Pete," Jody said cheerfully, as she began to load the LaPerla boxes into the back of a brand new Mercedes S600. "Strictly business," she added.
"How much is he paying you guys a month now?" I asked, trying to conceal my jealousy.
"Well, thanks to you," Jody said sweetly, "after Baldwin read the memo of understanding that we drafted, he increased our monthly allowance to twenty thousand dollars."
"Yes, thanks Papa," Rachel added with a smile. "Oh, and don't tell Madison, he got her on the cheap."
As I shuffled around uncomfortably, contemplating exactly what Baldwin getting my fiancée on the cheap entailed, one of the LaPerla boxes fell onto the floor of the Mercedes, spilling its contents onto the luxuriously carpeted floor. As Rachel bent over at the waist to retrieve the intimates, she let out an excited squeal.
"The price-tags are still on these pieces," she said animatedly. "Let's check the other boxes."
Their excitement was palpable as they unloaded the boxes from the S600, and upon discovering that many of the pieces still had the original tags affixed, they began to pick through the boxes, selecting various items of clothing that they considered to be sexy. Of course, ever cognizant of Baldwin's requirement that they be identically attired at all times, they focused on the items of which there were duplicates.
Once they had appropriated an armful of LaPerla intimates, they disappeared through my front door, apparently intent on trying their new clothes on. I estimate they had taken about a dozen pieces each, ensuring that they had the matching panties, garter-belts and stockings to go with them.
I tried to give them some privacy, maintaining a respectful distance, but the sound of them giggling in my bathroom made me venture closer. Jody saw me first, lurking by the bathroom door, my erection visible in my pants.
"Come here, Papa," she beckoned. "We need a man's opinion."
Desire is a very difficult emotion to quantify, but looking back on that moment, I can honestly say that I had never desired anything more than the two of them, as they cavorted in my bathroom, trying on several thousand dollars worth of LaPerla lingerie. The fashion show moved quickly, as I waited just outside the bathroom door for the two of them to emerge, dressed identically in some exquisite shade of intimate wear. My cock throbbed in my jeans, as we moved through the entire color palette, and the twins looked to me for my opinion.
They looked phenomenal in everything they tried on, presenting a perfect fantasy image as they playfully posed in the expensive lingerie. My personal favorites were the multiple shades of blue that complimented their bright blue eyes, and the hot pink, which made them look like a pair of pornstars. I didn't even have to verbalize my preference for those colors, the physical reaction in my jeans telegraphing my approval and eliciting a giggle from the twins.
"Papa likes us in blue," Rachel said sweetly, as they cavorted in front of me in a shade called Sky Blue.
"I see that," Jody added playfully. "That is exactly the reaction I am looking for."
It was almost an hour later when they finally stopped tormenting me, and my nuts ached. I had experienced the phenomenon known as "blue balls" before, as have most young men. However, this was different, a much more intense discomfort, bordering on actual pain. In fact, had it occurred without the prolonged teasing session, I would have sought medical advice, such was the intensity.
The girls knew it too, and they looked at each other knowingly. It made me wonder how often they were able to induce such a strong physical reaction from a man, and if they derived some pleasure from it. They certainly seemed to be enjoying my torment. That is why it was such a surprise when Rachel offered me some relief, although it wasn't going to be a prolonged encounter, in my current elevated state of arousal.
"Lose the jeans, Papa," she whispered, as they both stared expectantly at me.
"We are serious, Pete," Jody added. "You look like you are in some desperate need of release. Get naked."
I didn't need to be asked again, although as I fumbled around with the top button of my jeans, I realized that my expectations of a threesome with these two goddesses, was going to be vastly different from the actual encounter. Once I was naked, they maneuvered me into position in front of the counter to ceiling mirror that hung behind my double sinks.
My cock was swollen with desire, the glans red and warm to the touch from the extended fight to escape the confinement of my jeans. My nuts ached terribly, and pre-cum flowed freely from the tip of my cock. Rachel touched me first, using the soft palm of her hand to rub gently under my cock-head, stimulating my frenulum, and causing an involuntary release of pre-cum. Jody put her hand under my nuts, which were tightly constricted and quite painful.
"His nuts are swollen," she said quietly, as Rachel nodded her understanding. "He is ready to come for us."
"Where do you keep your lube?" Rachel asked innocently, unaware of the layout of my condo.
"Bedside table," I whispered, barely able to get the words out. "Top drawer."
As soon as she turned to go into my master bedroom and retrieve the KY jelly, it hit me. Their panties! Fuck. I had hidden the two pairs of matching pink gingham underwear in the top drawer of my bedside table, anticipating a future jerk-off session using them as visual stimulation.
A few seconds later, a smiling Rachel re-entered the bathroom, my favorite lube in one hand, and the girls' panties in the other.
"Have you jerked off with these already?" she asked, as she tossed them onto the marble countertop.
"Not yet," I mumbled, regretting my choice of words the second they left my mouth.
"Yet?" Jody chimed in. "So you are planning to?"
"I want to watch him beat off," Rachel informed us, in a tone that told me that it wasn't a suggestion.
Several things happened in unison as Rachel issued her proclamation, most of which seemed to indicate that this was going to happen. My body betrayed me immediately, my face reddening with humiliation and my cock jumping around reflexively with excitement. At the same instant, Jody reached for the panties and began to position them in such a way to increase my visual stimulation.
Both pairs had been left for me with slick crotches, and while their vaginal secretions had dried to leave a white, flaky residue, the aroma of their arousal still permeated the silky panties. Jody positioned one pair on the countertop, taking care to ensure that the soiled crotch was visible. She lifted the other pair skyward, and as Rachel looked on approvingly, she draped them around my neck, once again positioning the aromatic crotch so that it was hanging just under my nose. My nostrils flared as I inhaled the scent of the dried vaginal secretions, unaware of which of the two of them these belonged to.
Moments later, Rachel handed me the lube, and they looked on in silence, until I flipped the top open.
"There you go, Papa," Jody said cheerfully. "Now you are getting it."
The condescension in her voice was palpable and actually contributed to my arousal. I had been fantasizing constantly about getting naked with these two goddesses ever since I first laid eyes on Rachel just a couple of days ago. I had imagined all kinds of titillating scenarios, particularly as both of the twins were aware of my penchant for rim-jobs, and both had been forthright about the fact that they were three-hole girls.
However, even though I had created multiple fantasy encounters in my mind, I hadn't concocted this one. It never even crossed my mind that I would be naked, jerking off in front of them, with the visual and aroma of their soiled panties to egg me on.
After I had applied a copious amount of KY jelly to the tip of my cock, I rubbed it in to the shaft and glans, and looked expectantly at the twins in the mirror, hoping to get a little participation from one, or both of them.
"We just want to watch this time," Rachel teased, the inference being that there may be a next.
"Yes, Papa," Jody added, "jerk off for us."
Once it became apparent that this was to be a solo effort, I wrapped my fist firmly around the shaft of my cock, and started to slowly masturbate. It wasn't the ideal scenario for me to bust a nut, especially as the twins looked on expectantly, awaiting the inevitable fireworks when I blew my load.
Once I had established a steady rhythm, they scooted closer to me, and resting their delicate manicured hands on my bare ass, began to taunt me.
"I won the coin toss," Rachel began, in a barely audible whisper, as her soft lips grazed my earlobe. "I elected to be the rim-job girl."
I let out a whimper at her provocative words, remembering that they had offered to flip a coin, to see who would suck me off, and who would eat my ass.
"To start," Jody corrected her young friend. "You agreed we could take turns eating Papa's ass."
I was well on my way to release now, my nuts throbbing under the visual and auditory stimulation of the twins.
"I want you to aim for the crotch of Jody's panties, when you come," Rachel teased. "The ones on the countertop," she added for clarification. "Mine are hanging around your neck."
"How do you know which are yours?" I asked through ragged breaths, as I felt my orgasm approach. "They look identical to me."
"While I agree that they are indistinguishable from each other by sight," Rachel said quietly, "I can ascertain which panties are mine, by the aroma. A woman knows her own scent. Inhale deeply," she instructed, as she held the crotch of her silky intimates to my nose.
While I could definitely detect an aromatic smell, I hadn't been anywhere near Rachel's pussy, and so I was operating in a vacuum, when it came to recognition of her scent. This dawned on Rachel just before I verbalized it, and she put one hand between her legs, and began to touch herself. Seconds later, as a visibly moist finger emerged from between her labia, she raised it to my nose. Releasing her grip on the gingham panties so that they hung back around my neck, she wiped the tip of her finger across my upper lip, the transfer of her secretions occurring immediately upon contact.
"There," she said quietly. "Inhale again. Recognize me now?"
"I am close," I moaned, as I breathed in the scent of Rachel's teenage pussy.
It was probably my youth, and incredibly fortunate financial situation, that combined to create hope in every scenario, and ever the optimist, I voiced my desires as I approached my climax.
"Will you guys help me over the edge?" I begged, envisioning a two-girl hand-job, or maybe even some oral attention.
"Let me make one thing abundantly clear," Rachel said firmly, her tone belying her angelic looks. "We are Baldwin's fuck-toys. My juices on your upper lip are a freebie, but that is the closest you will ever get to my teenage pussy."
"Baldwin would be furious if he knew that we watched you beat off," Jody added. "He is very territorial when it comes to his toys."
After they made it abundantly clear that I wasn't going to get much play from them, I resigned myself to self-service, and increased the intensity of my masturbation. Jody smiled sweetly at me in the mirror, and seemed to soften her stance somewhat, as she placed her dainty hand on my buttocks and started to rake her nails across them. Taking her cue from her young friend, Rachel cupped my nuts with the palm of her hand, and tickled the base of my shaft with her perfectly manicured nails.
"Your nuts are incredibly swollen," Rachel said with a giggle. "It feels like you really need to blow your load."
A few seconds later as Rachel gently massaged my nuts, and Jody slipped one finger between the crack of my ass-cheeks, and teased my taint, I let out a guttural roar, and exploded all over the crotch of Jody's panties. In the process, as I unloaded my swollen nuts, I also ejaculated all over the marble countertop, my custom Hansgrohe taps, and the counter to ceiling wall mirror, that was providing me the visual of the twins as they watched my orgasm.
The relief was immediate and complete, and my nuts no longer felt as if they were being squeezed in a vice. As I stood there panting, the twins kissed me on each cheek, and backed out of the bathroom.
"Gotta run, Papa," Rachel said sweetly. "See you around town."
I turned to see them scoop up a large armful of Madison's lingerie, and reappropriate it for their own needs.
"Our little secret," Jody said as she winked at me.
Still dressed in their matching Sky Blue LaPerla lingerie, they dragged their haul to the Mercedes S600, separating it from the intimates that they intended to return to Madison. There was no attempt at modesty on their part, although shielded from the world as I was by virtue of living in a gated community, they weren't in much danger of being seen. Moments later, the sleek black car left my driveway, the personalized license plate that read "JODY TOY" giving me a final reminder of who the twins belonged to.
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Several hours later, Olivia returned home in a Lincoln Town Car, and needed physical assistance to get inside my condominium. I assume that the imposing stretch limousine was Baldwin's, and he had elected to send her home in it rather than calling her an Uber, due to her poor physical state. When I opened the rear door of the Town Car, Olivia was naked except for an oversized, Green Bay Packers football jersey, which bore the name of my favorite player, David Bakhtiara. The rear of the shirt was soaking wet, and as I reached into the rear compartment to assist Olivia to her feet, I was assaulted by the distinct odor of urine.
Apparently Baldwin had dressed her up in my team's colors and urinated on her as she knelt on his doorstep, awaiting her ride home. There was a large sheet of plastic on the rear seat, upon which she was forced to sit, as if she were a muddy dog being taken home to be bathed.
Olivia just wanted to sleep, but I persuaded her to let me clean up her wounds first. I ran a warm bath for her and helped her out of the sodden jersey, trying to suppress my anger at the way she had been treated. Baldwin had whipped her severely, using the rattan cane judging by the appearance of her welts. I knew that Olivia feared that particular instrument of torture, and the constant threat of it had contributed to her fragile mental state. She had been restrained for a lengthy period of time too, the ligature marks visible on her wrists and ankles.
Her lower back was extremely red, inflamed and raw from where Baldwin had instructed Madison to remove the Henna tattoo, announcing that she was the "Property of Maxwell." In typical Madison style, she had used a stiff scrubbing brush, rubbing alcohol, and some good old-fashioned elbow grease, to purge Olivia's back clean of the distasteful marking.
I poured Olivia a glass of wine, and administered her some painkillers, after ascertaining that she hadn't ingested any other drugs or medications. As she tried to relax in my deep Japanese soaking tub, I bathed her tenderly, and washed her hair, matted as it was with semen. Even though Olivia was about my age, I felt a strong paternal connection to her, and wanted her to understand that she was under my protection from now on.
Tears fell down my face as I apologized to her for my failure to insulate her from Madison's abuse, and in that moment we forged a deep connection, and an understanding of our relationship. While the sexual component was not completely eliminated, I never asked Olivia to do anything demeaning again, and on the occasions that we hooked up, it was all about our mutual enjoyment. We would make love tenderly in front of the fireplace, or on one of my private ocean-front balconies, ensuring that she was completely and utterly satisfied, before I got to orgasm inside her.
As the days dragged into weeks, I came to the realization that Madison and I were done, and I slowly adapted to life without her. Newport Beach is a small town, or at least the affluent areas that I frequented, and I would see her out and about, cruising around in a Pink Convertible Bentley, which bore the personalized license plates "MADI TOY."
I knew Jody's car had a similar vanity plate, "JODY TOY" and wondered if Baldwin had ordered Rachel an equally demeaning license plate, demonstrating his ownership of her too. I ran into Baldwin once in a while, at local car meets and the occasional charity auction. He was cordial of course, as one would expect in the company of these older philanthropists, although he would take potshots at me when we were alone.
On one occasion, at an auction to benefit the Red Cross, I bumped into him in the restroom of all places. As I positioned myself at a urinal a few feet from where he was peeing, he started in on me.
"Don't be shy, Pete," he said condescendingly. "No-one is judging you here."
It was a thinly-veiled reference to my diminutive cock size, and it put me immediately on the defensive.
"I was just trying to give you a little room," I said politely, trying not to engage him.
"Aren't you interested in whether the rumors about my mammoth cock are true?" he said laughing.
"What did you donate to the auction, Steve?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"Well," he began with a smirk, "I donated a very unique and collectible sculpture by Stella Shawzin, although judging by the lack of interest in the piece, I wish I had offered Jody's asshole up for sale again. It sold for ten grand the last time it was available, and I understand at one point you were trying to purchase it for yourself," he added with a flourish. "Jody showed me the signed memorandum of understanding."
I knew that there was no chance of me winning this exchange, so after I finished my business, I backed off, moving towards the sink to wash my hands. Sensing my reluctance to fight back, Baldwin, ever the Alpha male, continued on his offensive.
"Make sure you wash your hands," he said cheerfully. "The stench of urine is such a foul odor. I remember how much Olivia stunk when I took a piss on her, before sending her back to your place. Did you ever get my piss stains out of your beloved Packers shirt?"
As I headed for the door he kicked me in the nuts once more, evoking his ownership of my ex-fiancée, Madison.
"I should put that washed-up bitch Madison on the auction block," he said coldly. "My concern is that you will bid on her, in a last-ditch attempt to fuck her one more time."
I was so relieved to get out of that restroom, and I returned to my table with his taunts ringing in my ears. The rest of the auction went without issue, and I ended up successfully bidding on a few items for the good cause. My philanthropy at such a young age was not lost on some of the older, more established patrons of the cause, and several of them engaged me as the evening wore down, to congratulate me on being on the right path.
As luck would have it, I was talking with Larry Dodge and his wife, two of Orange County's most generous benefactors, when Baldwin joined us. Forced to be polite in the company of two people that he respected, Baldwin made small talk until the subject of his upcoming sixtieth birthday came up.
"Are you going, Pete?" Larry asked me, which was awkward as I was just about the last person that Baldwin would have invited.
Before I could even respond that I wasn't invited, Larry took over the conversation.
"Of course you are," he said cheerfully. "In fact, I want you to come with me. My car will pick you up so that you can enjoy a cocktail. I know the gathering is men only, so I am sure we will be getting pretty rowdy."
As Baldwin looked on from the sidelines, nodding his affirmations politely, the plan was set. Larry's driver would pick me up at 7pm, we could enjoy a cocktail in his limousine and head over to Steve's to celebrate his sixtieth birthday. I left the charity event shortly after that, and it wasn't until I got home that I realized that I was going to be inside the house of my nemesis. I was grateful that it was a male-only event, as the sight of Madison flitting around, playing his dutiful girlfriend would have been emasculating, to say the least. Also, I really couldn't face Jody and Rachel after their recent attempt to play me.
I was a little nervous as the hour of Baldwin's party approached, but after Olivia helped me to get dressed in my best suit, I felt a resurgence in my self-confidence. Larry's driver picked me up at the appointed hour, and I enjoyed a stiff vodka in the back of the limousine as we headed to Baldwin's place. As we drove up his extended driveway, there was an impressive array of sports cars assembled there. I wished I had arrived in my Orange Lamborghini to steal the show, until I noticed Baldwin's LaFerrari parked front and center, which would have totally upstaged my exotic car.
To my amazement, there was a Bugatti Chiron parked there too, just about the most expensive car you would ever see, at least that could be driven on a daily basis. Sure, there were vintage Ferraris hidden away in climate-controlled garages all over Southern California, but they weren't actually ever driven. By contrast, the Bugatti Chiron, available at around three million dollars, was the ultimate display of automotive wealth.
When I picked up my Lamborghini Aventador from the Newport Beach dealership, they had a Chiron there for sale. I had a feeling that it was probably out of my price range, and I was astounded to learn that the lease payment was sixty-five thousand dollars per month, ten times the amount I paid to lease my Aventador. Seeing the car in the flesh was an awesome and eye-opening experience, and an indicator of the wealth that some of these guests possessed.
Inexplicably, nestled among the expensive toys was a late-model Toyota Camry, and I wondered if maybe the Doctor from the Super Bowl Party was there. He had been persona non grata at that event, so I had no clue how he had wrangled an invite here, if indeed that was his car.
After we parked the limo, my heart sank as I saw Jody and Rachel greeting the wealthy men at the door of the opulent residence. As usual, they were dressed identically, dolled up in matching baby-blue Dior cocktail dresses and high-heels. Baldwin had purchased identical jewelry for them to wear, had their hair and make-up professionally done, and had adorned them with matching baby-blue ribbons, arranged in their hair in such a way as to make them appear coquettish.
There were a couple of guys in line ahead of me, and I overheard the interaction between them and the host. Baldwin didn't even acknowledge the girls' names or individual identities as he introduced them, simply referring to them as "the twins." They stood at the door welcoming the guests with a kiss on the cheek and a glass of champagne, undoubtedly stirring a physical reaction from each of the male guests.
When it was my turn to be introduced, Baldwin smirked and whispered in muted tones so that no-one else would hear.
"Pete, you have already met my toys."
With that statement of ownership made, Jody handed me a glass of champagne, and they both gave me the obligatory kiss on the cheek, causing an immediate and involuntary expansion in my underwear. When I entered the room, it was evident that all of the men had visible hard-ons, having witnessed the twins being presented to them like a couple of fuck-toys. These guys were wealthy Alpha males, used to having their way around women. So, shortly after Rachel and Jody joined the gathering, the men started taking liberties with them.
It was fairly innocuous at first, a touch here and there, the occasional resting of a man's hand on the girl's ass, as they chatted. As they became increasingly emboldened by the complete lack of pushback, I witnessed one or two inappropriate gropes. The twins reacted to the sexual harassment with agreeable smiles, and girlish giggles, but I wondered how long they would be able to contain the men.
As I looked around the room, I recognized several of the partygoers, a pack of local Newport Beach millionaires all looking to get some action from the twins. There was one man there that was completely out of place, an older, out of shape Arab named Ahmed. He really didn't fit in with this group, from the poor fit of his suit, to his slovenly, disheveled appearance, that bordered on unkempt. Strangely enough, he addressed everybody with the respectful title of Mr. and asked if the Heinekens were really free. Once he was assured that the bar was complimentary, he grabbed two of the ice-cold premium beers, and double-fisted them within a few minutes.
I chatted with Ahmed for a couple of minutes, learning that he was actually a driver for one of the wealthy businessmen, and was only invited because it was his seventieth birthday. Just as I was about to leave Ahmed, Baldwin approached us with a huge smile on his face, and Madison on his arm. As he paraded her through the assembled men, I felt the eyes of the room upon me, as word got around that she was my ex-fiancée, but now part of Baldwin's ever-increasing toy collection.
Madison barely acknowledged me, but even as we briefly made eye-contact, I could tell that she was as high as a kite. Her eyes were glazed over, and she had a vacant stare on her face, as she was presented to Ahmed. I knew that Madison must have been grossed out by this out of shape Arab, but she smiled broadly as they were introduced, and passively stood by his side.
"Ahmed is my honored guest," Baldwin said assertively. "I want you to take very good care of him."
"Of course, Steve," Madison responded with uncharacteristic deference. "Whatever you say."
It was very emasculating for me to witness my ex-fiancée being handed over to a seventy year old fat guy, with the instructions to attend to his every need, particularly as the room had hushed as they watched to see my reaction.
"It is considered rude in my country for the hostess not to drink with the guest," Ahmed proclaimed loudly. "Enjoy a Heineken with me."
Even though Madison was not much of a beer drinker, preferring the more ladylike beverage of champagne or wine, she agreed to switch to Heineken to placate him, and somebody opened up an ice-cold can for her, and handed it to her. Initially she seemed a little perturbed that no glass was pro-offered, but Ahmed spoke up animatedly.
"From the can," he said excitedly. "We drink it from the can."
Baldwin left the two of them to get acquainted, and as I slinked off into the crowd, the last thing I saw was Ahmed resting his hand possessively on my ex-fiancée's ass, as they chugged their brews like a couple of college kids on a date. Baldwin stopped by a few moments later to make sure that Ahmed was being suitably accommodated, and ended up ordering Madison to keep pace with the old Arab, as far as the beers were concerned. Each time Ahmed motioned for another beer, he got her one, and Madison not wanting to appear rude, pounded them with him.
Madison was wasted within the first hour, the four Heinekens she had consumed conspiring with the drugs she had been plied with, to lower her defenses and inhibitions.
"MDMA," Baldwin whispered as he approached me from behind. "A little trick I learned from Madison herself, when we dominated Olivia. Four hits of MDMA triggers a deep-rooted desire within women to be touched, and Madison will be no exception," he said ominously. "I have also denied her any sexual release for a week," he added with a chuckle. "That bitch is so fucking horny she will do pretty much whatever I ask for an orgasm."
As I turned to confront him, he slipped into the crowd, emerging seconds later standing on a slightly elevated platform, holding a microphone.
"Gentlemen, if I could have your attention please," he began with an air of theatricality. "Please follow me into the drawing room."
As I pondered who the fuck has a drawing room in the twenty-first century, the assembled men followed him into the large room. When I shuffled into this luxurious living area, my jaw dropped as I saw a Sukebe chair proudly displayed. As a lover of rim-jobs, I knew exactly what the purpose of this sex-toy was, and had seen hundreds of rimming porn videos, in which this specific piece of equipment had been utilized.
Essentially a low-slung chair, constructed of clear-acrylic so that it was completely see-through, the Sukebe chair had a wide slit down the center that served to support and separate the buttocks. This enabled a man to sit comfortably for an extended period of time, while a woman crawled underneath him and ate his ass. I didn't even know that Sukebe chairs were available outside of Thailand and Japan, but Baldwin had apparently procured one, and it was cleaned and positioned in such a way to invite questions as to its purpose.
Of course, there weren't many shrinking violets in this group of Alphas, and almost immediately one of the guests asked what the strange looking chair was doing in the living room. Baldwin stepped forward, and after announcing to the assembled men that it was a Sukebe Chair, he turned the spotlight on Madison.
"Madison will be happy to answer any questions about the Sukebe chair. It is her area of expertise," Steve announced, with a chuckle, as my ex-fiancée shuffled forward nervously.
Madison seemed very uncomfortable in the spotlight, but Baldwin was relishing her obvious anxiety. She answered a few questions about the purpose and function of the chair, to the growing interest of the men. Once it became apparent that it was a sex-toy, and its use was within Madison's area of expertise, all of the men wanted to see it in action. Madison was shuffling around with her head slightly lowered, her humiliation evident, as the men peppered her with questions.
As she responded, I could sense that the words were not her own. It appeared that Baldwin had given her several scripted responses to some of the questions that he had anticipated, and these were worded in such a way to elicit excitement from the guys. It was working too, as the fervor in the room was palpable, and some of the guys' questions were quite risqué. Emboldened by Madison's lack of pushback and Baldwin's agreeable nature, risqué soon descended into crude.
"Do you enjoy giving rimjobs to complete strangers?" one of the businessmen asked, inexplicably.
"I enjoy pleasing men, whether or not I have made their acquaintance," Madison responded demurely, still obviously using the scripted response, which not only elicited a murmur of approval from the men, but also opened the flood-gates to a multitude of lewd questions.
"What do you typically wear when you perform analingus?" another asked, identifying himself as a medical professional.
"A baby-blue Dior dress," she answered, to a raucous cheer from the group.
A flurry of questions ensued, and they asked Madison whether she got wet performing the sex-act, if she enjoyed performing for a crowd, if a man had ever orgasmed solely from the rim-job, amongst other very rude things.
Baldwin was loving the whole humiliating scenario, and finally as the men realized how much under his thumb Madison was, he intervened. He thanked Madison for the detailed explanation, and she got a round of applause. Then he dropped the bombshell.
"Now for the million dollar question," he said with an air of theatricality. "Who wants to see Madison under the Sukebe chair?"
Predictably, there was a thunderous roar of approval at the prospect of a practical demonstration of the sex-toy, followed by an immediate protest from Madison, albeit transmitted via her facial expression, rather than verbally. Baldwin stepped forward and addressed my ex, in front of the assembled men.
"Madison, lose the dress," he said condescendingly, as she squirmed uncomfortably under the gaze of a dozen men.
To her credit, she didn't capitulate immediately, offering him the token resistance of a glare, before heading for the door to disrobe.
"Where are you going?" Baldwin asked the increasingly unsettled woman. "We want to see you strip for us."
I was expecting some loud accompanying rock-music for Madison to gyrate to, as she disrobed seductively for our visual stimulation. However, Baldwin merely folded his arms expectantly, and in the hushed environment, Madison began to disrobe. You could have heard a pin drop as the guys watched on intently, all sharing a singular thought, who the lucky guy was going to be.
If the thought of my ex-fiancée being forced to strip for the assembled businessmen was hard to stomach, it was positively revolting to me to think that Baldwin expected her to perform analingus on a complete stranger. Although, as I looked around at the hopeful faces, I wished that I had been in a roomful of strangers, as I knew most of these guys, which made it worse.



I lowered my head with shame as I processed the fact that Baldwin had ensured that his guest list included several people that I knew personally. This wouldn't have been a coincidence, but rather part of a well-orchestrated plan to humiliate me, and reduce my standing within the community.
As Baldwin continued to pull Madison's strings, she cavorted and stripped for the assembled men, shedding her clothing seductively, until she was left in just her garter-belt, stockings and high-heels. Her Dior dress was crumpled in a heap on the floor by the Sukebe chair, the expensive silk gown deserving of a hangar at the very least. Two guys were fighting over Madison's bra, tugging on each end of the beautifully constructed lingerie, threatening to tear it into two pieces.
A middle-aged businessman picked up Madison's panties, gave them a quick sniff, and stuffed them into his pocket as a memento of the evening.
Baldwin appeared to make a random pick from the crowd, although as the older Arabic man stepped forward, I knew that the choice was far from incidental, and my heart sank at his selection. As the old man waited expectantly, a huge grin plastered across his inebriated face, Baldwin addressed the crowd.
"You are the lucky guy tonight, Ahmed," Baldwin said to the older Arab, before continuing. "As many of you know, Madison has been trolling the Newport Beach piano bars for the better part of a decade, using her sexual allure to entice wealthy men to finance her lavish lifestyle. Most of you in this room have emptied your nuts into, or onto, this dirty slut over the years. However, in all that time, despite having been ferried around Newport Beach in different limousines, driven by anonymous drivers, she has never taken the time to acknowledge, much less publicly thank, the hired help. This slut's selfish behavior ends tonight. Ahmed, as one of our valued drivers, enjoy your rim-job, you deserve it."
I was lost for words, trying to imagine the humiliation that Madison must have felt as she processed the fact that she was going to have to give this unhygienic, older man a rim-job, in front of our mutual assembled friends and business associates. Madison stepped forward reluctantly, and approached the fat Arab.
"Can he at least take a shower?" she asked, her voice cracking from the indignity of it all. "Or freshen up his under-carriage with a wet wipe?"
Ahmed seemed oblivious about the etiquette. I doubt anyone had ever eaten his wrinkly, fat ass before. He pounded the rest of his beer and shuffled slowly forward, unsteady on his feet as the alcohol from the half-dozen Heinekens began to surge through his body.
I could tell that Madison was dreading this disgusting encounter, but she knew exactly what was expected of her. So, she put a smile on her face, extended her hand to Ahmed's zipper, and acted as if she was absolutely delighted to service him. It was Baldwin who intervened, thankfully. That would have been awful for Madison to endure. Baldwin informed Ahmed that it was polite in Western society to take a shower before analingus, and Jody emerged to escort him to the opulent guest bathroom.
When Jody returned to the drawing room a few moments later, she had removed her baby-blue Dior dress, and was wearing a very short silk bathrobe, that fell just below her pert buttocks. As the men admired her lithe form, Baldwin made an announcement to the group.
"While Ahmed prepares himself for the main event, we can watch Madison take care of my girlfriend, Jody," he proclaimed, as a sour look appeared on Madison's face.
There was no love lost between Madison and Jody, as the younger girl had started to usurp Madison's reputation as the most desirable escort in the city. Jody was more youthful, objectively more beautiful, and possessed a tighter ass. She had far less miles on her, especially as Madison had been passed around like a joint for nearly ten years. So it was especially cruel of Baldwin to require my ex-fiancée to service his young girlfriend in front of the assembled men, and there was some palpable resistance in Madison's body language.
Jody was exhibiting no sign of reticence as she loosened the silk robe, and it slid away from her beautifully sculptured shoulders. The men watched on intently, as it slid down her perfect body and landed in a crumpled heap on the floor. Clad only in her garter-belt, stockings and matching thong panties, having already kicked off her high-heels, Jody made a big show of removing her silky panties. Then, like a newly-wed bride at her wedding, she turned her back on the men and tossed the tiny silk garment over her shoulder, whereupon there was a frenzy until one of the men emerged victorious, holding them aloft in his hand.
"They are wet," he exclaimed, before stuffing them into the pocket of his suit pants.
Jody approached the Sukebe chair and gracefully lowered her tight little ass onto it. As the young platinum blonde got comfortable on the acrylic sex-toy, she motioned for Madison to move closer, telling my ex to kneel in front of her. Madison lowered herself slowly to her knees, and once she was in the subservient position, Jody extended her beautifully pedicured foot and rested it on Madison's lap.
"Massage my foot," Jody ordered, taking control of the older woman, as the guys murmured their continued approval.
Madison began to gently caress and tickle the young girl's foot, paying particular attention to the sensitive arch. As she raked her nails across the underside of Jody's foot, Jody slowly raised it until it was at Madison's eye level.
"Kiss my foot," she whispered, apparently having decided to raise the ante.
Madison kissed and licked her foot for several moments, alternating between sucking her toes, kissing them all over and finally licking between them. Even as Jody tired of holding her leg at Madison's eye level, and slowly lowered it to the floor, Madison continued to worship the younger woman's foot, stooping forward until her forehead was almost on the ground.
"The other one," Jody said quietly, as she luxuriated in the attention.
Jody kept Madison on her knees for several minutes, worshipping her pedicured feet as the men looked on appreciatively. Baldwin's insistence on denying Madison any sexual release for a week, coupled with the four hits of MDMA she had ingested, conspired to elevate her arousal, and as she knelt in front of the Sukebe chair, on its slightly elevated platform, with her head on the ground and her ass up in the air, I could see the evidence of this, as she began to self-lubricate.
Of course, Baldwin could not resist drawing everyone's attention to it, and moved over to where the two women were engaged.
"The bitch is leaking at the thought of servicing my girlfriend," he taunted, as he inserted one of his fingers into Madison's wet pussy and showed the guys how wet she was.
After a quick tour of the room, in which he allowed everyone a sniff of his finger, he made Madison suck it clean. After a protracted foot-worship session, Jody told Madison to tease her mid-section, and as the young girl leaned back on the Sukebe chair, Madison began to kiss her stomach, right above her pelvic area.
"Oh, fuck," Jody blurted out, "I feel it coming."
"Your orgasm?" Baldwin asked, playing his part in this little game.
"No," Jody said with a giggle, "the urge to pee. I was trying to keep up with Ahmed too, as he kept ordering us fresh Heinekens. It is catching up with me and the pressure of Madison's lips on my abdomen makes me want to take a piss."
Madison flashed a defiant stare at Baldwin, before looking my way for support. I felt like telling her that I was in no position to help, but then it appeared that Jody regained control of her bladder.
"I am okay," she assured Baldwin, suppressing her urge to urinate, fully aware that the potty break would completely interrupt the flow of their impromptu sex show.
The assembled men were really getting into the lesbian love scene, and looked on enraptured as Madison moved her attentions to Jody's navel. Madison extended her moist tongue and began to lick around Jody's belly button, causing the young girl to arch her back and moan in pleasure. All you could hear was the soft lapping of Madison's eager tongue, Jody's quiet moans, and the heavy breathing of the dozen or so voyeurs. Madison traced her tongue across Jody's navel, pausing briefly in the middle of it to give it a tender nibble.
I could sense that Madison just wanted the nightmare to be over. It must have been so humiliating being forced to kiss Jody's feet, and then having to suck her own vaginal secretions from Baldwin's fingers, as his friends watched on like a bunch of perverted voyeurs. Especially knowing that this was merely the pre-game show, the main event being performing analingus on the fat Arab.
Jody, for her part, appeared to be nearing her own release. She kept getting close, but every time she approached the point of no return, as soon as she squeezed her Kegel muscles, she nearly peed herself. She had to keep stopping which must have been infuriating. Finally, reluctant to admit defeat, Jody spoke up.
"I can't achieve orgasm, because I need to pee so badly," she said quietly. "Sorry guys."
"Are you desperate to piss right now?" Baldwin asked, as Jody nodded her head in affirmation.
"Madison, crawl under the Sukebe chair," he ordered my ex-fiancée.
Madison flashed him a glare of resistance, which lasted a few seconds, before she lowered her head in resignation, rolled over onto her back, and scooted under the acrylic chair.
"Jody, you may relieve yourself on the piss-mop," Baldwin told her. "It won't be the first time someone has urinated on her. Madison open your mouth, my girlfriend needs to take a piss."
As the guys looked on in amazement, Newport Beach's favorite escort lay beneath the heir-apparent, with her mouth wide open, preparing to be used as a makeshift toilet. Jody let out a quiet moan of relief, and the flood-gates opened. It was a tremendous amount of fluid for a young girl to expel, and extremely unladylike to say the least.
"In my defense, I just consumed four Heinekens," Jody said, her embarrassment evident as her flow slowed to a trickle. "I am not much of a beer drinker."
Madison swallowed as much of Jody's piss as she could, but as soon as the flow overwhelmed her, she took a good soaking. Her makeup began to run, and her hair was drenched by the time Baldwin excused her. Several of the men were highly aroused, borderline agitated by the lewd display, and Baldwin obviously sensed this. Just before Madison reached the door to the living room, Baldwin issued her his next directive.
"Wait on your knees in the shower," he said, as the guys began to whisper among themselves.
"I don't know about you guys," Baldwin said cheerfully, as Madison slinked out of the room. "But I need to take a piss too. Anyone else?"
I know women often pee in groups, particularly in social settings, but it is not really a thing for men. We are solitary beings when it comes to bathroom activity, and it would be a fairly unorthodox request for one man to ask another man if he needed a piss. However, as the coin dropped, and Baldwin's inference became clear, everyone suddenly was in desperate need of the facility. En masse they moved the party into the massive shower enclosure, and in order to remain incognito, I shuffled along with them, fearing that my departure would trigger more unwanted questions. It had become apparent to me, that some of the men were still unaware that as recently as six weeks ago, I was betrothed to this wanton slut.
I wasn't planning on urinating on Madison, but watched on unwillingly as the rest of the group did. It was a total free for all in there, with men jostling for position as they circled her and began to unzip their pants. Of course, every single one of them was sporting an erection, so it was several minutes later before everyone had relieved themselves, such are the challenges of pissing with a hard-on, especially in your sixties and seventies.
Needless to say, Madison was soaked by the time they had used her as their urinal, and she reeked of piss. She was still wearing four hundred dollars worth of LaPerla lingerie, and Baldwin felt the need to mention this, as the guys laughed and taunted her. Madison was close to tears by this time, well aware that her reputation was done in this town. No one would engage her services as an escort after this sordid encounter, and it was apparent that Baldwin was going to discard her after this party. Part of me felt sorry for her, but as I recalled some of the torment she had subjected me to, I turned away in disgust, full of contempt for the slut.
I heard his voice when I reached the door to leave the bathroom, authoritative and deep, as he called me out.
"Pete, never took a piss yet," he informed the group. "Is it because he doesn't feel any solidarity with his peers, or is he ashamed of his cock?"
I felt my face redden as a smattering of laughs echoed around the bathroom, but even in my state of heightened embarrassment, I knew I had to do it. I was on auto-pilot as I approached her, and the rest of the men parted to allow me access to Madison. She was still kneeling, surrounded by a large puddle of urine, as Steve had plugged the drain prior to their communal soaking of her.
I heard my zipper go down, though I wasn't aware of having actually unfastened it, such was my state of shock. As I aimed the tip of my cock in her general direction, I became aware that I didn't really need to pee. I had only consumed one vodka and a small glass of champagne, and being forty years younger than many of the attendees, wasn't cursed with a weakened prostate, that required numerous trips to the bathroom every day. As the seconds ticked by, I began to will my bladder to empty, but no matter how much I tried, nothing was forthcoming.
"I need to go again," Baldwin announced to a few laughs. "This boy apparently has Paruresis," he added, as his cock emerged from his pants.
Any Paruresis, or shy-bladder syndrome, as it is colloquially known, that I may have been experiencing, was amplified as Baldwin's snake of a cock hung limply from the front of his Brioni pants, dwarfing my regular sized penis. Sensing Baldwin was simply trying to embarrass me, Clarkson stepped forward also, announcing that he needed to go again. Flanked by these two well-endowed older men, I felt like a small boy, and I stood silently between them as they took aim at my ex-fiancée.
"Well, fancy meeting you here Steve," Clarkson announced with a chuckle. "This isn't the first time we have had this bitch on her knees before us, but I am surprised that her fiancé is being so passive about our use of his future wife."
"Oh, I think they broke up recently," Baldwin responded, as he unleashed a steady stream of urine onto my ex, hitting her directly on her neck as she looked up submissively at the three of us.
"Are you still marrying this pussy, Madison?" Clarkson asked, as his yellow stream splashed across her tits.
They had both been urinating for about ten seconds before the first dribbles of piss exited my cock, falling directly in front of my feet, as they lacked the power to reach Madison. There were a smattering of laughs as word spread through the entire group that Madison and I had been betrothed, until as recently as last month. Madison never answered the question, but when I finally managed to get enough of a flow going to land some of my urine on her legs, the issue of our upcoming nuptials was no longer unresolved.
When I finally stopped urinating on her, Baldwin spoke.
"Lay on your stomach, Madison," he directed my ex. "Face on the floor."
I assume that Baldwin just wanted her to lay in the puddle of piss that the guys had created, and as her hair soaked up the urine from the shower floor, it ramped up her level of degradation.
"Close your eyes," he ordered. "Keep them shut."
As soon as their anonymity was ensured, the Alpha males took the opportunity to defile Madison, as she lay motionless in the piss puddle. They began to laugh and taunt her, and a few minutes later ejaculate started to rain down on her ass and lower back, as some of them jerked off on her. Baldwin had chosen to position Madison on her stomach with her eyes closed, so that she could never positively identity her assailants, but also to protect her from any chance of STIs, as they blew their loads on her ass and back.
I didn't have the heart to jerk off on my ex-fiancée, and Larry Dodge also resisted the urge to defile her, out of respect for our budding friendship. However, I know the sound of a man having an orgasm, and I heard eight of them ejaculate on her. The last guy took forever to come, and I was willing him to finish so that her ordeal would be over. Finally, I heard him grunting and groaning, before he squatted over Madison, and blew his semen into the back of her hair.
He was a younger guy too, and Baldwin was obviously keeping tabs on the event, because he high-fived the guy, and congratulated him.
"You came twice Jamie, you sneaky fucker," he said in admiration. "Young men don't take that long to come, particularly at a Bukkake party."
Madison burst into tears at the use of the word Bukkake to characterize the event, even though it was an accurate depiction. I thoroughly enjoyed Bukkake porn videos, although it was rare to find cute white women being jerked off on by multiple men, the genre typically featuring young Asian women.
After the men signaled that they were done, they left the bathroom, heading back to the drawing room, leaving Madison sobbing in a puddle of piss and semen. All I knew was that I needed to get the fuck out of there, and it was to Larry that I turned for help.
"Can your driver run me home?" I asked, knowing that an Uber would probably take twenty minutes to get here.
I knew nothing about Larry Dodge other than what I had read in the Orange County Register, our local newspaper. I knew he was one of the wealthiest men in the county, and was generous to a fault. He also seemed to be a natural mentor, because within just a few moments of casual conversation, he had talked me off the ledge.
"It's hazing," he assured me. "It happens in the military, in High School, and even in the rarefied air of Newport Beach. Don't worry about it. Madison is your ex, and you are probably better off without her. If you leave now, you will look weak, and tonight will define you. If you stay, you are just another millionaire teaching some money-grabbing whore a much deserved lesson."
His words settled me, and with a renewed sense of confidence, I made the decision to stay.
"Thanks for the advice, Larry," I said. "I appreciate it."
"You're welcome kid," he responded warmly. "And don't take the whole golden shower thing personally. I have known Baldwin a long time, and piss-play is just his thing, his way to impose his will on young women. At least he didn't whip your ex-girlfriend," he added. "I was here a few weeks ago and he whipped the crap out of some young Goth girl in his punishment room, as a bunch of us watched. After he marked her up with a few dozen welts, we all butt-fucked the young girl. Then, for the finale, he made her wear a Green Bay Packers shirt, and forced her to kneel in the gravel in front of his doormat, before he urinated all over her back. That was brutal," he added softly. "Baldwin hates the fucking Packers. See you inside, kid."
It was an unexpected punch in the gut to learn the sordid details of Olivia's debasement, but after I walked around and took in the ocean breezes, I composed myself and returned to Baldwin's drawing room. Madison was freshly showered, her makeup was touched up, and she was kneeling by the entrance to the huge room, as a fat, hairy, balding old man, sat expectantly on the Sukebe chair.



"Welcome back, Pete," Baldwin said cheerfully. "Madison has been waiting for you to return before she resumes her duties."
As I took my seat in the viewing gallery, I had a good look at Ahmed. He was sat naked on the Sukebe chair, and I recoiled at his disgusting physical form. Even though I knew he had taken a shower, he was still fat, hairy and old. He was also sporting a huge erection, which completely belied his age and state of inebriation. I later found out that Baldwin had given Ahmed two Viagra pills, with the instructions to take one immediately, and save the other in case he wanted to go again.
"Come here girl," Ahmed said, in heavily accented English.
Madison looked at Baldwin for direction, and he obliged.
"I have given you to Ahmed as a birthday gift," he intoned slowly, enjoying the control he had over her. "Do exactly as he wishes."
There was a palpable excitement as Madison approached the pleasure chair, and to my complete surprise, when she got within about ten feet, Ahmed, presumably having been coached by Steve, spoke up with considerable authority.
"Kneel," he ordered.
Madison flashed Baldwin a defiant glare, but he was unwavering in his expectations.
"Obey Ahmed," he instructed her. "You are his to enjoy as he sees fit. He has your reins now."
The whole vibe in the room changed after Baldwin issued that directive. Ahmed's face lit up as he processed the fact that he owned Madison for the foreseeable future, and he smiled as she slowly lowered herself to her knees.
"Crawl to me," Ahmed ordered her.
I knew how worthless Madison was feeling as she got on all fours and crawled towards that fat bastard. She didn't know where to look either, with every visual image assaulting her senses. The assembled businessmen were lapping up her display of submission, and Ahmed was smiling through his gap-toothed, lopsided grin, his fat gut resting on his thighs, as he sat on his throne. As she crawled closer to him, she noticed that he was uncircumcised, which was a first for her.
Because he was erect, his foreskin was stretched back over the tip of his cock-head, but I knew how unsanitary Madison considered uncircumcised cocks to be, and I thought I saw her retch. One saving grace was that in his very elevated state of arousal, I figured that he wouldn't last long, once she got beneath him and started to give him a rim-job. He was so hairy down there that I knew she was dreading putting her tongue between his fat buttocks.
When she got about three feet from him, he told her to stop, and she waited on her hands and knees like a dog for further instructions. I heard one of the guys behind me express his surprise that she was so wet, and then another voice that I recognized, referring to her as a bitch in heat. Ahmed patted the side of the Sukebe chair, and my ex-fiancée crawled towards him and knelt by his side.
The look of disgust on Madison's face told the story, but as she knelt passively next to this revolting human specimen, he extended his dirty, working man's hand towards her, and instructed her to suck his middle finger. Knowing that resistance was futile, and expecting no help from Baldwin, Madison lowered her glossed lips to his chubby digit, and began to suck it.
Ahmed seemed to thoroughly enjoy Madison's capitulation to him, and he was fully erect now, leaking pre-cum from the tip of his cock. He reached down to the other side of the Sukebe chair, and held up a small red pillow. Similar in size to a throw pillow, and apparently there for Madison to kneel on, it was embroidered with the word "Humility" in large white letters. Ahmed held the pillow aloft, giving the men time to read and absorb the gravity of the word, before he tossed it at his feet, and signaled for her to kneel upon it.
"Lick my nuts first," he ordered, presumably emboldened by her complete lack of pushback after his first two directives.
As Madison adjusted her position so that she could tongue his balls, Ahmed let out a moan and wrapped her platinum blonde locks around his dirty hand. I know that he wanted her to suck his cock, but Baldwin was a stickler for safe sex, and always required men to be tested before they had unprotected sex with any of his stable of chicks. However, it was still a disgusting request, and Madison made no attempt to hide her disdain for this fat Arab.
The way that Ahmed was writhing around in the Sukebe chair left no doubt that this wasn't going to be a protracted session. When Madison rested her manicured hands on his knees for support, he jumped reflexively, and continued to leak pre-cum. She had evidently decided to tease him for a few minutes before she crawled under him, hoping that he would come more quickly that way.
Ahmed was whimpering and moaning as she traced the tip of her tongue from his nuts to his inner-thigh. I don't know how long it had been since his last sexual encounter with a woman, but as soon as she moved her gentle caresses back to his nuts, he started to groan. She gave his nutsack a nibble before taking one of his swollen balls into her mouth. This was too much for Ahmed, and he let out a final moan of pleasure, before he ejaculated all over the side of her face, and in her hair. It really surprised me how quickly he came, although I imagine Madison was even more shocked, as she got an unexpected facial.
He ejected a copious load too, with virtually no warning. Most of it ended up in her hair, after she turned her face away from him as soon as the first rope of ejaculate splatted onto her cheeks.
Ahmed was really embarrassed after his premature ejaculation, and to save face, Jody quickly escorted him out of the drawing room. Sensing that this part of the evening was drawing to a close, I found myself looking forward to dinner and some regular, non-sexual conversations. However, after Ahmed's embarrassing performance put an end to the demonstration of the Sukebe chair, a few of the guys voiced their disappointment that they hadn't got to experience the visual of a rim-job.
"I hear you guys," Baldwin said magnanimously. "I promised you a demonstration of the Sukebe chair, and I am a man of my word," he said to everyone's delight. "Larry, you are up my man."
Larry Dodge flashed me a nervous glance, his inner-turmoil evident as he struggled between respecting our new-found friendship, and taking a ride on the pleasure seat. Rim-jobs are a fairly standard sex-act among my generation, but I imagine that a seventy year old married man, might not have had much exposure, if any, to the otherworldly delights of analingus. Particularly when administered by a world-class practitioner such as Madison. I gave him a respectful nod when he graciously declined the invitation.
Unfortunately, Baldwin was having none of it. He had engineered this particular humiliation, knowing full well that we had arrived in the same car. It would make for an uncomfortable ride home, if Larry allowed my ex-fiancée to perform analingus on him, especially as he knew we had only just broken off our engagement.
"Jody, Rachel, help Larry onto the chair," Baldwin instructed the young temptresses, who had changed outfits and were now both wearing the Sky Blue LaPerla lingerie that they had recently pilfered from Madison.
Larry's eyes widened as the two identically-attired blondes descended upon him, and grabbing one arm each, helped him out of his chair. Their blue eyes twinkled as they playfully manhandled him to the center of the room, and Larry developed an immediate and quite obvious erection in response to their flirtatious behavior. He gave me one last rueful stare, but I knew they had broken his resolve, and I couldn't blame him.
Jody and Rachel were irresistible in their own right, flawless, teenage goddesses with perfect bodies and model-quality faces. However, presented as a package deal, they would have broken any man, just as they did me, when they were at my condominium. Rachel extended her dainty hand and caressed Larry's erection through his tailored pants, and then they literally and figuratively led him by his dick towards my ex-girlfriend.
They were flirting incessantly with him, whispering sweet nothings in his ear as Madison prepared herself for the upcoming rim-job. After wiping Ahmed's semen from her face and hair with a wet-wipe, Madison scooted under the Sukebe chair, feet first, so that Larry would see her platinum blonde hair arranged in front of him, as she ate his ass.
Rachel and Jody fumbled with Larry's Gucci belt, their delicate fingertips working in unison to remove his pants and underwear, as he stood there powerless to stop them.
"Let us know if you need any help getting over the edge," Rachel said sweetly. "Some guys can't come solely from rim-jobs."
"Yes, Mr. Dodge," Jody added with her affected innocence. "You can fuck either one of us as long as you wear a condom. You can even fuck my ass if you prefer. It normally sells for ten grand, but Steve said it's complimentary to you, as a token of our appreciation for your charitable endeavors."
Larry was struggling to keep up as they bombarded him with all kinds of promises of sexual delights, and I watched the look of disbelief on his face as he sat on the Sukebe chair, and looked through the clear acrylic base at my ex-fiancée. The twins knelt either side of him, and began to kiss the side of his face, which had reddened at the prospect of such a lewd encounter.
Even though I have to agree that there are merits to all kinds of sexual acts, from hand-jobs, to anal-sex and everything in between, the first time I ever received a rim-job was a defining moment in my life. Aside from the imbalance of power that occurs when a woman sticks her nose between your buttocks, and extends her tongue through your sphincter, the sheer number of nerve endings that exist between your anus and your taint, make the physical stimulation feel otherworldly.
I didn't know the exact nature of Larry's sex life with his seventy-two year old wife, but if she did occasionally allow him to squat on her face, judging by the look of abject pleasure as his eyes widened, Mrs. Dodge didn't possess Madison's analingus abilities. Larry squirmed around in the chair as Madison showcased her skills, and as the twins once again offered him the option of one of them bouncing up and down on his cock, he nodded his head in agreement.
"Jody, anal," he whispered, as he fast approached his orgasm, trembling and shaking in the chair under Madison's sustained assault.
Even though the twins acted quickly to accommodate him, the second Rachel held his cock still to allow Jody to slide the prophylactic over the tip, the additional physical and visual stimulation of their matching manicured fingertips touching his cock, took him over the edge, and he blew his load all over their dainty hands as they tried to sheathe him.
"Holy fuck, Mr. Dodge," Jody squealed with genuine surprise. "I was going to put the rubber on you using my mouth. I just learned how to do it recently. You would have blown your load all over my face."
Upon hearing that delightful proposition, Larry slumped in the chair, and the twins began to clean up his mess using some wet-wipes. Madison, understanding how the male refractory period works, and cognizant of the role post-orgasmic touching plays in pleasuring a man, continued to lick and nibble Larry's undercarriage, until he was completely flaccid. At seventy years old, he was done for the evening, but as the crowd remained silenced by the awesome display of Team Baldwin, the only sounds in the room were Madison's lewd slurping emanating from under the chair, and Larry's frantic attempts to regain control of his breathing.
It was at this point that I noticed that the Doctor from the Super Bowl party was in attendance. He had been lurking in the background, dressed in his scrubs, available should any of the older participants need medical assistance, which was not out of the realm of possibility, considering the sexual provocation they were being subjected to. It was clear from his body language that the girls were completely off-limits to him, and he was there solely in a medical capacity.
As Larry slowly recovered, Baldwin made another announcement.
"Dinner will be served in about twenty minutes," he said. "Let's use that time to reward Madison with an orgasm of her own," he said cheerfully.
I really didn't want to watch Madison being forced to masturbate, but I knew that Baldwin would call me on it, if I attempted to leave the party. Madison emerged from under the Sukebe chair, and seemingly anticipating Baldwin's desires, knelt in the center of the room.
He approached her slowly, and after observing her initial position, made a few subtle adjustments, so that she was exactly how he desired her. He kicked her knees further apart, told her to lean right back on her haunches, and to support her weight with one hand behind her on the floor. This had the effect of splaying her pussy wide-open, tightening her stomach muscles, and forcing her tits skyward. I had seen dancers at strip clubs adopt a similar pose, and it made Madison appear vulnerable and exposed.
"Masturbate for us," he instructed my ex-fiancée.
I was hard now as I watched her gyrate for the men. Madison knew how to move, and for a split-second I missed her in my life. She closed her eyes to try and block out the audience, but Baldwin ordered her to maintain eye-contact with them, and to smile as if she was having the time of her life. I knew Madison better than most, and I could tell when she was approaching her release.
Baldwin had informed me earlier that he had denied Madison any form of sexual release for the last week, and this combined with the four hits of MDMA that she had ingested, was probably going to make for a powerful orgasm. When she got close, he began to taunt her.
"That slut can't come unless I verbally abuse her," he began. "She gets off on being dominated. I should let you guys jerk off on her again."
I knew that Madison's release was completely unrelated to his taunts, but as Baldwin continued to verbally abuse her, he created the appearance that she craved the humiliation, and as he threatened to have another Bukkake session after dinner, she reached her climax, tensing up and coming all over her fingers as she toyed with her clitoris.
Madison wasn't afforded the luxury of any post-orgasmic rest, as Baldwin approached her, and placed his hand under her chin to raise her eyes to meet his.
"Again, slut," he ordered.
Baldwin made her come three times, each one increasing slightly in intensity, and then he calmly announced that it was time for dinner. The guys filed out of the drawing room, hands in pockets to conceal their erections, leaving Madison kneeling in the center of the room, sweating from the exertion of her forced self-gratification session. She did join the table a few moments later, with Baldwin seating her next to Ahmed for dinner.
Ahmed was sporting a visible hard-on, which was inconceivable as he was celebrating his seventieth birthday. Baldwin asked him if he wanted to experience Madison's rim-job skills after dinner, and he enthusiastically put two thumbs up to signify his desire. He told the whole table that he had taken both of the blue pills, and I felt sorry for Madison because we all knew that Ahmed was going to take much longer to ejaculate the second time.
A few minutes later, as we sat around the dinner table engaged in polite conversation, it was as if the sordid events of the evening hadn't even occurred. The conversation was mainly about business and their individual success stories, and I found that I didn't have a lot to contribute. I had never worked a day in my life, and I was a Trust Fund Baby, rather than a self-made man. I did learn that Jamie, the guy who had jerked off twice onto Madison in the shower, was actually Baldwin's son.
If you believed Jamie's stories, he had apparently accumulated his own fortune, independent from his father, and he enjoyed mocking me about my source of income, which was essentially an inheritance. It was a good-natured ribbing, but I definitely found myself disliking this arrogant prick, with the same intensity that I hated his father.
I could tell that Madison was dreading her upcoming encounter with Ahmed, the entire time that we sat at the table. The thought of it was making her sick to her stomach, and she barely ate anything, as she contemplated the seemingly unavoidable situation. It wasn't helping matters that Jamie was openly hitting on my ex-fiancée, even as Madison politely evaded his increasingly aggressive advances. I wanted to blurt out that he had jerked off twice on her in the shower, but it seemed like we had forged a gentleman's agreement to keep things anonymous.
As luck would have it, the lure of free Heinekens was too much for Ahmed to resist, and after pounding four of five more cans, he fell asleep. After dinner they sent his inebriated ass home, in an Uber, which let Madison off the hook.
Madison, sensing that her traumatic evening was coming to a close, breathed an audible sigh of relief, which Baldwin took as a sign of disrespect.
"Something on your mind, Madison?" he asked firmly, as all the eyes in the room turned to watch the exchange.
"No, Steve," she said quietly, clearly trying to de-escalate the tension.
"Would anyone else like anything from Madison once dinner is over?" he offered, as if he was asking the guys if they wanted a coffee.
"I could go again," the younger Baldwin said, to a round of laughs from the guys. "Although I would rather not have an audience. Can I take her home with me, Dad? I will run her back in the morning."
At first the request seemed outrageous, but as I reflected on my lack of an adult relationship with my Dad, who had passed away just before I turned seventeen, I pondered whether he and I would have been close enough to have had such a conversation. Viewed this way, it merely demonstrated the bond between the two generations of Baldwins.
"I am pretty much done with the skank now that I have Rachel and Jody living with me," Baldwin said to his son, as the rest of the dinner table sat in hushed astonishment. "She's yours if you want her. Keep her. I don't want her back."
As emasculating as it was to witness my ex-fiancée being gifted to someone else, Madison's complete lack of pushback was worse. Understandably, she had endured a traumatic evening, the likes of which hadn't been witnessed in Newport Beach for quite some time, and this must have exacerbated her fragile mental state, but she sat there in submissive silence, as Baldwin handed her reins over to his son.
"Thanks Pop," Jamie said with a smile. "Madison, let's bounce," he instructed, as if he was worried that his Dad would change his mind.
Madison flashed me a worried look, but after the events of this evening, there was no way that I was going to be a White Knight and save her. I averted my gaze to telegraph the fact that I wasn't interested, and emboldened by the lack of intervention from anyone at the table, Jamie snapped his fingers impatiently, which caused Madison to rise from her chair.
Jamie and Steve exchanged a hug, and Baldwin sarcastically urged his son to show some restraint.
"Don't do anything that I wouldn't do to her, Jamie," the older man said, chuckling at his own remark.
As the men burst into laughter, Madison shuffled around uncomfortably, her face flushed from the humiliation. A few moments later, I heard a cacophony of exhaust noise that could only mean one thing. The Bugatti Chiron belonged to Jamie Baldwin, and as the W16 hyper-car sped down the driveway, it was evident that Madison was destined to continue her lavish lifestyle, even if it came at the price of being a rich man's fuck-toy.



I still had to face the limousine ride home with Larry, which was excruciatingly humiliating for both of us, albeit for different reasons.
I had to endure watching him enjoy the rim-job talents of the woman to whom I was betrothed less than six weeks ago. Larry would now have to justify how he had gone from mentor to selfish prick in the space of a few minutes, folding under the irresistible charms of the twins. Of course, Baldwin ignited the fire, walking out to the limousine, as Larry and I sat in uncomfortable silence.
"Fun night, huh?" Baldwin said, as he leaned in through the open window of the Town Car. "Larry, I thought you were going to have a heart attack when Madison rimmed you," he added laughing.
"Jesus, me too," Larry said reflexively, "that girl is something else."
"She used to be Pete's fiancée," Baldwin goaded.
"I know," Larry responded, with a guilty look on his face. "I am ashamed that I couldn't resist the temptation. We are about to have a difficult conversation on the way home."
"Oh, our engagement ended ages ago," I said quietly, trying to move on from this nightmare.
"Six weeks ago," Baldwin corrected, "but who's counting? Your girl certainly knows how to eat a man's ass, Pete, as my son will undoubtedly find out tonight. Good night guys."
Needless to say, Larry Dodge and I never spoke after that night, our budding friendship irreparably damaged by his use of my ex, for his personal satisfaction. When his wife died a few months later, I saw him occasionally in the piano bars of Newport Beach with much younger women, presumably trying to emulate that night at Baldwin's house.
Another person I never intended to speak to after that night was Madison. She had embarrassed me so thoroughly in front of my peer group, that I was determined never to see her again.
Despite my best efforts to avoid my ex-girlfriend, Newport Beach is a tight-knit community, and through the grapevine, I heard some harrowing stories about Jamie's treatment of Madison. Who knows how much of it was true, and how much of it was grossly exaggerated, as the sordid tales got embellished each time they were repeated. Whatever it was that she actually endured, Madison had been exposed to many indignities over the years as an escort, catering to the perverse needs of Newport Beach's wealthiest men, and I am sure that Jamie's sexual proclivities were nothing new to her.
Madison would have taken it in her stride anyway, justified the treatment as a necessary evil, in order to live the good life. She had left the party in Jamie's three million dollar hyper-car, and as the most mercenary women I had ever met, I imagine she was under the impression that her lifestyle was about to be elevated, once again.
As it turned out, Jamie possessed an equally sadistic streak as his father, but being much younger he had a far greater desire and capacity for sex. I spoke to a few guys that attended the nightly parties at the younger Baldwin's hill-top house, and their stories presented a uniformly consistent rendering of her time there. Cut off from her social circle, by virtue of not having a car, Madison's time at Jamie's mansion was spent serving him and his young friends, their rapacious sexual appetites fueled by copious amounts of cocaine and alcohol.
Jamie Baldwin dominated Madison throughout the entire three weeks that he kept her as his fuck-toy. Once she realized that there was no future for her in this current situation, she tried to hook-up with an older man, who was a regular attendee of Jamie's nightly parties. The guy was a successful defense attorney, but unfortunately for Madison, was a big proponent of the "bros before hoes," philosophy, and ended up telling Jamie that Madison had attempted to change her living arrangements.
On the final night of their relationship, if such a one-sided series of encounters could be classified as such, Jamie had invited most of Newport Beach's eligible bachelors over to his Newport Coast mansion. Madison knew a lot of these guys, and had actually had sex with several of them, as a paid escort. As they gathered in his great room, enjoying cocktails and smoking Cuban cigars, Jamie announced to the group that tonight was Madison's farewell party, as he had become aware of her attempted seduction of his attorney friend.
If the stories that circulated Newport Beach about that night were to be believed, as the men watched on in astonishment, Madison was presented to them, naked and on all fours, leashed like a dog, and being brought to heel by a local dominatrix. Undoubtedly the lowlight of her escorting career, especially as it was witnessed by most of her previous, current, and potential future clients, the Mistress had paraded Madison around the mansion on a leash, allowing the guests to grope and fondle her indiscriminately. Finally, when it was party time, the Mistress removed Madison's leash, bent her over a leather ottoman, and told her to remain in that compromising position, as she attached a large strap-on phallus to her black, leather harness.
Once the imposing, latex cock was locked in place, the dominatrix went first, electing to open up Madison's asshole for business, with a protracted butt-fucking of the humiliated young woman, as the crowd cheered her on. After she withdrew the phallus from Madison's gaping anus, the Mistress forced my ex-fiancée to suck it clean, as the men looked on intently. As if to confirm that all three of Madison's orifices were available, the dominant woman then fucked her vaginally, which induced some audible moans of pleasure from Madison, and caused her to self-lubricate.
Even though I heard the stories from a variety of sources, they were all in agreement that Jaime then offered Madison up to all of the guests, for oral, vaginal or anal sex.
"Tonight is for charity," Jamie had proudly announced. "For the local women's shelter. I will add one hundred thousand dollars to whatever we raise tonight. In the mean time, please help yourself to the lovely Madison DuPont, for the princely sum of five dollars per cum-shot."
Madison had been around the block, and this certainly wasn't her first gang-bang. However, even though the sustained sexual assault that she endured wasn't unknown territory, in the past she had always left such an encounter several thousand dollars richer, which had taken the sting out of it.
In this case, not only was she not going to see any of the money, but her violators were only being charged five dollars to unload their nuts into the orifice of their choosing. As a high-class escort, Madison didn't really charge by the cum-shot, but if you had to put a price on her, it would have been far closer to five hundred dollars to blow your load inside her. At least twice that in a gang-bang scenario.
The Mistress was holding court, collecting the entrance fees, and making change, as most of the men only had hundred dollar bills in their wallets. Over the next several hours, Madison was forced to experience complete and utter subjugation, ostensibly in her boyfriend's house.
To make matters worse, after every guest was completely satiated, the Mistress dragged Madison outside by her hair, depositing her in a heap right next to Jamie's Bugatti Chiron. As the men followed the two women outside, into the cool Newport Beach ocean breezes, the dominatrix squatted over Madison's limp body, and proceeded to urinate on her.
Of course, in a group of Alphas, it didn't take long for the men to follow suit, and by the time the guys had finished emptying their bladders, Madison was soaking wet, unable to escape the stench of urine, even as she continued to lay outside, long after the men had soiled her. Some asshole actually had the gall to send me several photos of this demeaning evening, although they arrived under the cloak of anonymity.
I ran into George, the bartender, a few days later at the patio of my favorite bar, and he informed me that the younger Baldwin had kicked Madison to the curb after using and abusing her that night. Madison, short of options, and needing somewhere to stay, reached out to George.
"What happened?" I asked, dreading the answer.
"I am just about to go on a smoke break," he informed me. "Let's go outside and chat."
I don't know if he just wanted to take any potential confrontation out of the bar, or if he really needed a break, but as we stood by the back door of the kitchen, George lit up a cigarette, and began to speak in hushed tones.
"She stank to high heaven when she arrived," he said quietly. "They brought her over to my place in the bed of a pick-up truck because no-one wanted her in their car. I guess they were too scared to call an Uber, in case the driver took her straight to the police."
"Was she okay, George?" I asked. "Did she seem okay?"
"You know Madison," he said ruefully. "Always working someone. As soon as she had showered, the smile was back on her face and she was offering to exchange sex for a place to stay."
Realizing that she was my former fiancée, he seemed to correct himself and extended his hand to me.
"Sorry, Pete," he said quietly. "I know she was your girl for a long time. I regretted it the next morning, but I just couldn't resist her. You know how she is, all dolled up in her LaPerla lingerie and scented with that intoxicating perfume she always wears."
"She brought her lingerie and perfume with her?" I asked, incredulously. "How the fuck?....."
As soon as we made eye-contact, I could see the guilt written all over his face. There was a lot more to this story than he was letting on, and I pressed him for details. Initially, he was reluctant to tell me, but I managed to get it out of him, piece by piece.
"George, I am not mad at you," I assured him. "However, the only way I will ever be able to get Madison out of my life, is to catalog every single disrespectful act she has done during our time together, and use my resentment of her to sever the hold she has over me. I know you fucked her at the Super Bowl party."
"What?" he responded half-heartedly. "What are you talking about?"
We ended up chatting for several minutes as he chain-smoked nervously. I told him that I had seen the security tapes of the Super Bowl Party, and that I knew he had fucked Madison. Once he realized that I wasn't pissed at him, he relaxed and became quite candid about their hook-ups.
As it turned out, one of Jamie's guests had driven Madison to George's house, transporting her in the bed of his Ford pickup truck because she smelled so bad. After she was clean, she sought refuge with George, happy to exchange sex, for a night in his bed.
"You know how she is," he repeated, as if it made his behavior more excusable. "I still had the pair of black LaPerla panties that she gave me after we hooked up at the Super Bowl Party," he admitted. "They were heavily scented the night she stuck them in my pocket, and I have jerked off with them a few times since then, never expecting a repeat performance."
"Go on," I said, feeling myself get aroused at his story.
"Long story short," he mumbled, as he lit another cigarette, "once she knew that I still had her panties, she seemed flattered and offered to get the rest of the ensemble from her room above the Tom Ford store. I live about two minutes from the Fashion Island Mall."
This sounded just like Madison. She thrives on the attention of men, and gets most of her validation from their arousal and excitement in her presence. Of course she would have considered it flattering that George still had her intimates, months after their encounter in my condominium.
"So you went to her room before you had sex?" I asked, the thought of her getting all dolled up to accommodate his desires, making me erect.
"Intercourse, yes," he clarified, the response opening more questions than it answered.
As I waited expectantly for an elaboration, George took a deep drag of his cigarette, and continued in his hushed tone.
"Like I said, Madison is irresistible, you know that, Pete," he began, in an attempt to justify his actions. "Madison told me that she hadn't eaten in a few hours, so while she took a shower, I made us a snack. We made small talk and during the conversation, I let it slip that I still had her LaPerla panties from the night that we hooked-up. Madison asked me where they were, and once I told her that I kept them in my bedside table, she realized that I had used them to jerk off with. She disappeared into my bedroom, emerging a few moments later wearing just the panties and a smile. I wanted to resist her," he assured me, "but you know how she is."
I felt some empathy for him, as he chain-smoked and poured his heart out. Madison had glossed her lips for George, using the bright red lipstick that he had expressed a preference for at the Super Bowl party. As he sat at the kitchen table, she walked seductively towards him, her almost-naked form swaying as she closed the gap between them. When she got to within a few feet of him, she lowered herself to her knees, and then onto all fours, before crawling towards him, lewdly licking her red lips.
"Fucking slut," I hissed. "She has the exact same effect on me, George. I just can't resist her."
"She sucked me off, first," he said quietly, as he realized that I was mad at her, not him. "You know how she is. Fucking vixen. The whole time she blew me, she was talking dirty, promising me all kinds of sexual favors, if she could stay with me for a few days. She didn't want to sleep in her room above the Tom Ford store, in case Baldwin or Clarkson came looking for her. She was quite unstable mentally, and scared to death of the Baldwins."
"What happened then?" I asked, my cock now throbbing in my pants.
"After I blew my load in her mouth, we walked over to her room above the store," he continued. "It only took a couple of minutes to get there."
"And?" I said, impatiently, before getting control of my emotions. "Then what?"
"Madison poured me a cocktail," he admitted. "And then, as I watched on intently, she matched her black panties to the same color stockings, garter-belt, chemise and high-heels, and then disappeared into her small shower room. By the time she emerged, all dolled-up like a fuck-toy, spritzed with her intoxicating scent, and with her lips painted in my favorite shade of red gloss, I was erect again."
"So you took her back to your place?" I asked, hanging onto his every word.
"We never made it that far," he said, shaking his head as he recalled the night. "We ended up fucking on her bed in the store room," he added. "I just couldn't get enough of her, and she seemed intent on accommodating my every desire. After I came the second time we took a shower together, and Madison knelt behind me and stuck her tongue deep inside my ass. Inexplicably, she managed to get me erect again, and I butt-fucked her in the shower."
George was on a roll now, reliving the night of his life, apparently pleased that he finally had someone to share the details with, as Madison had sworn him to secrecy.
"She is oblivious to the fact that she is done in this town," he said quietly. "She was more concerned with people finding out that she had fucked a lowly bartender, for free," he added coldly.
"Did you leave her there, George?" I asked, snapping him out of his trance.
"No, she was way too fragile to be left alone," he whispered. "After I came the third time, Madison gathered up a bunch of her intimates, and we walked back to my place. It was almost morning by then, and she wanted to get out of the store before her Manager showed up. We slept until past noon, and Madison called in sick to work. That is when my life started to unravel," he said, as his voice trailed off.
"Unravel?" I asked. "What the hell did she do to you, George?"
"Nothing that I didn't want her to," he assured me. "It just became all-consuming. Madison became all-consuming. We fucked all day, I just couldn't get enough of her. I knew deep in my soul that when she left my place, I would never see her again. Madison has a habit of landing on her feet, and I knew that I couldn't afford to sponsor her. So, like any man in my position would have done, I took advantage of the unconditional sex that she offered."
As he lit another cigarette, he seemed to remember my own dysfunctional relationship with Madison, and in an apologetic tone, asked me quietly.
"Are you sure you want to hear this Pete? It is cathartic for me to get this off my chest, but you have your own issues with her."
"I need to hear it," I said firmly. "If only to grant me the resolve to stay clear of her."
"Madison kept me hard for three days straight," he admitted. "I called in sick to work, and we never left my place for seventy-two hours. She was like a drug to me, all-encompassing, making me crave her touch, her scent and her kisses. After I ejaculated, I would roll over onto my back, smoke a cigarette and contemplate going back to work and getting on with my life. However, as Madison talked dirty to me, goading me back into an erection, everything else seemed unimportant and unworthy of my time. I took her in every conceivable position, working our way through the entire color palette of her extensive lingerie collection, as she sought to drain my nuts. Over the course of the three days, she taught me more about sex and my erogenous zones than I imagined possible. I could have stayed in bed with her for the rest of my life," he admitted.
"Then what happened?" I asked, grateful to learn that I wasn't the only one who was addicted to Madison's wiles.
"I don't have the options you have, Pete," he said ruefully. "I have to work. My boss threatened to terminate me for job-abandonment after the third day. I had to suck it up and go to work."
"What did Madison say? Is she still at your place?" I asked, out of concern, rather than jealousy.
"No man," he assured me. "As soon as I told her that I needed to get back to work, she took it personally, almost as if I was rejecting her. She grabbed all of her shit and bailed. Of course, manipulative bitch that she is, she left a pair of her undies, heavily scented for me to jerk off with. Funny thing is, I didn't even think about sex for almost a week after she left, such was the totality of the way she completely drained my nuts."
"Do you know where she is?" I asked, my voice cracking as I imagined how pleasurable George's three day break from work must have been.
"I think she is back living above the Tom Ford store," he said, unaware of my internal struggles. "She really needs to be in a mental facility. She is very fragile right now. Not surprising after what the Baldwins put her through," he added softly. "No woman deserves that treatment."
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Madison never called me for help, probably out of embarrassment, but feeling like she had gone behind my back and hooked up with George, I took great pleasure in turning her life upside down. I had no idea that there would be incidental benefits to me, as her financial situation worsened, and she started to reach out in desperation for a lifeline.
I called the Orange County Fire Authority first, to report an illegal dwelling above a business in Fashion Island. Madison's boss, who was gay and had nothing to gain by helping her out, had turned a blind eye to the fact that Madison was squatting above her workplace. The small room, zoned as it was for commercial office space, was not adequately ventilated for habitation, and the attending firefighters had no choice but to ask Madison to vacate the place.
Even though Madison's boss had ignored the fact that she was living at work, the discovery of her illegal dwelling spurred him into action, and he disclosed it to the corporate office of Tom Ford, disavowing any prior knowledge of it. This resulted in the immediate suspension of Madison's employment, for misappropriation of company property. The Store Manager reported her car as abandoned also, as Madison had parked it behind the store, while she tried to scrape together the cash to pay the registration fee.
Madison had nowhere to go, no money in the bank, a negative rental history having been evicted from her last apartment, few friends or family, and was really clutching at straws when she called me. She basically begged me for a place to stay, offering me anything I wanted sexually, in return.
"One night, Madison," I told her. "You can stay with me for one night, to focus and get your shit together."
Two firefighters escorted her to my place, her car having been towed for expired license tags. They helped her carry her stuff in through my garage, both of them laden with arms full of lingerie. It seemed that all Madison owned was La Perla underwear, and a few dozen pairs of designer shoes.
"Toss it all on the bed," I instructed the young guy, as he struggled to assess our relationship.
"Your mom seems very upset," he began, taking an errant guess that I was Madison's son.
"Thanks man, I will keep an eye on her," I assured him, not bothering to correct his assessment of our relationship.
In truth, I was more interested in what his partner was doing with Madison, as he tried to put the moves on her. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him give her his business card, and whisper something to her. She smiled sweetly at him, but as soon as she came into my kitchen, I noticed that she tossed his card right into the trash. I had to smile at the naivety of the young firefighter, and admire his self-confidence. Despite being a good-looking, in-shape guy, he had no hope of getting with Madison, on his eight grand a month salary.
Once the young guys left, I gave Madison the once over. She had definitely aged since I first met her nearly a year ago, but it was a bit of a stretch to assume that she was my mother. I still found her extremely desirable, although I tried to suppress my feelings for her, because I knew that she would use them to manipulate me.
Manipulating men was all that Madison knew, and she was an expert at it. Not only was she a Newport Beach ten (on her best day), but she was also my first true sexual experience, which made for a pretty irresistible combination.
As she stood before me in a silk camisole, a pleated silk skirt, and some matching stockings, I felt a wave of jealousy wash over me. Had she stood before George in such an alluring and coquettish manner, inviting him to enjoy her sexual talents? Was she planning on telling me about the three day encounter, in which she drained his nuts so thoroughly that he didn't ejaculate for a week after she left?
My cock stiffened in my pants as I visualized them fucking in the shower, and I felt my resolve weakening, my erection stepping forward with a willingness to make all of my decisions. I wanted to know if she was wearing any panties, and if so, were they the expensive LaPerla brand that she favored? I also wanted to know how her stockings were staying up. Were they thigh-highs, or was she wearing a garter-belt? Had she self-lubricated after the firefighters had brought her home, especially as one of them had asked her out?
"Pete," Madison said, breaking me out of my trance. "Thanks for letting me crash here tonight."
Madison approached me slowly, her blue eyes twinkling devilishly, as she tried to forge a connection between us.
Her timing wasn't the greatest. I hadn't had sex for three days, which for me was an eternity. Madison had spritzed herself with the perfume that I loved, reminding me of all the times I had jerked off with her scented panties, after the last time that she left me.
She was in a poor physical condition having endured some fairly rough sex for a month, but her mental state was of greater concern. On the verge of a breakdown, she needed some tender loving attention, but she had come to the wrong place. I was still very mad at her for the way she constantly tried to upgrade her position in life, by attempting to manipulate a new man. Living with Baldwin, and then allowing him to discard her and gift her to his son, had gone horribly wrong for Madison and now she needed a soft place to land, to pick up the pieces.
My apartment has four large ocean-view, en-suite bedrooms, but I wasn't going to allow that cheating bitch the luxury of sleeping in one of them. I made my conditions very clear to Madison.
"One night, and you may sleep on the floor at the foot of my bed, like the dog you are."
"Thanks Pete," she said humbly. "I really appreciate it. I owe you big-time."
Even though I agreed with her assessment that she owed me big-time, I knew her choice of words was designed to offer me sexual favors in exchange for a roof over her head. I wasn't opposed to such an arrangement, but my sexual proclivities had changed since I first met, and fell in love with Madison. Heavy-petting and an over the jeans handjob wasn't going to cut it anymore. I had matured, and so had my sexual desires.
I was in the mood for a blowjob though, and I told Madison. She smiled agreeably and started to head in my direction.
"Crawl to me, Madison," I said, reveling in the new power dynamic between us.
Madison flashed me an icy stare as if to ask, so this is how it's going to be? It seemed like she quickly remembered her situation, and in an instant broke into a very accommodating and agreeable smile. She sank to her knees, put her hands down to adopt the doggy-style position, and crawled over to me, like an obedient little puppy. As she put one leg before the other, her pleated skirt rose up over her slender thighs, and my question about her stockings was answered, as I saw the straps of her garter-belt peeking under her skirt. Once she got between my legs I spread them apart to allow her to get comfortable, as I anticipated her being on her knees for an extended period of time.
As I admired my million dollar view, my ex-girlfriend knelt before me with her back to the ocean, and a view of my belly button. I thought I was over Madison, but as she unzipped my jeans with her perfectly manicured hands, she took me right back to the first day I met her. No matter how many chicks I brought home, or how much sex I had, I just couldn't resist this woman. Her scent, her blue eyes, her pheromones, were irresistible to me, and she knew it.
I took in a sharp breath as her glossed lips enveloped my stiff cock. She looked up at me, as if to seek my approval, her eyes mocking me as we both knew she was going to break me. The thing that separated Madison from all the other girls I dated, was that I thought about her when she wasn't around. The other women had my attention when I was with them, but the second they disappeared from my sight, they were out of my mind.
Madison knew all of my hot buttons, physical and mental, and as I approached my orgasm, she started to talk dirty to me, just the way I liked it.
"I like sucking you off, baby," she confessed. "I like the noises you make just before you come, all excited like a little boy. Do you want to know who else whimpers before he comes?" she teased.
"Oh fuck, Madison," I cried out, "you are killing me, baby. Who?"
"Baldwin," she taunted me, "cries like a little girl just before he blows his wad."
Even though I knew she was making it up, it still turned me on immensely to hear about her exploits with other men, particularly guys that I had met, and could visualize fucking her.
"That guy is hung like a horse," she continued, "and he loves anal."
It was the thought of Baldwin kneeling behind my girl, balls-deep in her anal passage, that pushed me over the edge. I came so hard I saw stars, and I instantly realized that I really missed Madison, and her ability to rock my world. Madison, presumably in an attempt to secure a place to live, continued to suckle my cock until long after I came in her mouth. Predictably, I started to harden, my already short refractory period decreased by Madison's ministrations.
Madison got up off her knees, reached under her pleated skirt and removed her panties.
"You still make me wet, baby," she teased, showing me the liner of her silk undies, that was soaked with her vaginal secretions.
The old me would have been very flattered by her assertion that I made her weak at the knees, however, after all the bullshit Madison had put me through, I was a little more skeptical.
"I bet it was the firefighters that made you cream your panties," I said, referring to the two young athletes that brought her to my home.
"Maybe," she countered, as she straddled my legs and draped her panties around my neck. "But you are the one about to get balls-deep in me."
I just couldn't resist her. She was beautiful, possessed the body of a swimsuit model, was wearing a heavenly scent, and even in her beat-down state, was the most desirable woman I had ever laid my eyes on. As she lowered her warm pussy onto my stiff cock, I grunted, still in awe of how tight she was. I knew that she had undergone vaginal rejuvenation surgery, paid for by at least one of her lovers, but I focused on the positives. Whoever had paid for whatever surgery she had undergone, was immaterial. All that mattered right now, was that I was balls-deep in this tight, little, surgically enhanced fuck-hole.
Madison bounced slowly up and down on my cock, in a perfect rhythm, determined to induce another orgasm from me, as she tried to soften me up to the idea of her staying with me. She moved her glossed lips to my ear, nibbling my earlobe as she whispered to me.
"Do you want to fuck my ass, baby?" she offered.
In truth, when Madison slinked back into my life in her broken state, her anus torn up from being ravaged by those Baldwin pricks, and their insatiable desire for anal-sex, I wanted to punish her. I wanted to collar her like the dog she is, tie her off on a short leash to the jet-ski trailer in my garage, and ass-fuck her every time I got hard. Which, at my age, with my diminished refractory period, was about every half an hour.
I wanted to tear her ass up, hear her cry out in pain, as I sodomized her. I wanted to invite my friends over to play poker, the winner of each hand getting a crack at Madison's asshole.
However, as we made love on my sofa, overlooking the Pacific Ocean, my heart softened towards her, and I felt a strong urge to protect her. For this reason, I declined her offer of anal, deeming it wiser to get medical consent before I ass-fucked her again.
"No baby, I am close," I exclaimed, as I felt my nuts constrict.
"I am just fucking with you," she taunted. "My ass belongs to Baldwin."
That was all I needed to hear to push me over the edge. I let out a guttural roar, and exploded inside Madison's impossibly tight pussy. She kept whispering in my ear, a combination of encouragement, and taunts of her encounters with other men. It took me a while to compose myself after my tremendous orgasm, and during this time, Madison and I kissed tenderly.
"I will make you something to eat, baby," Madison said cheerfully, hopping off my lap and heading towards my kitchen.
I watched her tight little ass wiggle seductively as she moved away from me, and even though I had just ejaculated inside her, I wanted more. I kicked my jeans off from where they lay around my ankles, and tucked my softening cock inside my briefs. My thoughts turned to George and his all-encompassing three-day encounter with Madison. They had eaten lunch together too, right before she crawled towards him and sucked his cock. I knew I needed to keep my knowledge of their encounter to myself, but it was eating me alive, and before I could stop myself, I involuntarily blurted it out.
"I know about you and George," I said, through my gritted teeth.
Madison barely reacted to my outburst, continuing to make my tuna sandwich as if we were discussing the weather. In retrospect, she knew me well enough to know that her extra-curricular activities aroused me, and had I been truly perturbed about her three day tryst with the bartender, I wouldn't have allowed her to stay with me. For this reason, she made no attempt to apologize for her actions, but began to rub them in my face.
"What do you know about me and George, baby?" she cooed seductively. "That I fucked him at the Super Bowl party? In our bed! That I just spent three days holed up in his dirty little studio apartment, accommodating each and every one of his depraved sexual desires? That he didn't ejaculate for a week after I was done draining his nut-sack? That he is the only white guy who has ever made me orgasm?"
I was on auto-pilot as I closed the distance between us, arriving in the kitchen as she continued to cut the onions for my sandwich. I could feel the rage of unbridled jealousy surging through my body as I stood right behind her. As I inhaled her scent, her taunts reverberated around inside my brain, and I felt my cock twitch. Madison knew the effect she had on me, and bent over slightly at the waist, which caused her tight little ass to brush against my crotch.
Once she had made contact with me, she wiggled her ass slowly from side to side, the silky material of her pleated skirt, teasing me through the fabric of my briefs.
"George was just what I needed after the shit-show at Baldwin's," she taunted. "A trusted friend without any of the complications of a long-term relationship. George can't afford me, and we both know it. However, that man can make my toes curl like no other, and I am happy to reciprocate. I came so many times, I was seeing stars."
As she continued to mock me, I felt myself get hard, and my reaction didn't go unnoticed by Madison.
"Maxwell," she said quietly, as she continued to tease me through my briefs by wiggling her ass from side to side. "In case you are wondering why I said that George is the only white guy who has ever made me orgasm. As you know, Maxwell got me off good, too."
As I began to dry-hump Madison from behind, she gyrated slowly, and continued to make my sandwich. I fished my erect cock from my briefs, and breathed in deeply as the silk material of her pleated skirt caressed my frenulum, as she rocked slowly from side to side.
"I am wearing a six hundred dollar silk skirt," she said firmly. "I don't need your teenage, pre-cum stains all over the back of it. If you are going to make me take it to the dry-cleaners, act like a man, and make it worthwhile."
As I processed her words, it occurred to me that she was trying to get me to be more assertive, and I responded by bending her over the kitchen island, and rubbing my cock-head between her ass-cheeks, the expensive silk material of her skirt feeling absolutely phenomenal as I dry-humped her.
"Finally," Madison taunted. "Use me the way a real man does. Like Clarkson. Or Baldwin."
A few moments later, as Madison remained bent over the island, her provocative and sexually-charged verbal assault never ending, I felt my nuts tighten, and I ejaculated all over the back of her six hundred dollar skirt, and her matching silk camisole. I continued to grind into her even after I came, such were the tremendous sensations of the silk on my glans and frenulum. My semen stains were evident all the way from her ass-cheeks to her mid-back, and I struggled to regain my composure as Madison lay passively beneath me. Finally, as I stood up and admired my handiwork, she spoke.
"Lunch is served," she said cheerfully, as she carried two plates into the breakfast room, adjoining my kitchen.
As we ate in silence, Madison played footsie with her stockinged feet in my crotch the entire time. It took a while, but long after I had finished my sandwich, she managed to get me semi-hard again, and in an attempt to make herself completely indispensable, Madison crawled under my breakfast table and started to suck my cock.
I knew I wasn't going to come again, but as a nineteen year old man, few things feel as good as a blowjob, so I let her work on me for an extended period of time. Of course, being Madison, the stimulation was physical, visual and auditory, and once I was fully erect, she began to taunt me again.
"Look at all the cum stains on the back of my expensive silk outfit," she teased. "At least they are yours this time," she added with a giggle. "Normally Clarkson or Baldwin blow their loads on me, and send me home to you in this state."
Even though she knew exactly how to rock my world, being back in her web, was the very last place on earth that I wanted to be. Surprisingly, that manipulative bitch did manage to get me off again, albeit a feeble dribble of semen. However, as she cleaned me up with her tongue, I could feel my resolve weakening around her. For this reason, I excused myself and called my uncle.
My uncle listened to my heart-felt rationalization of why I should allow Madison to stay with me. I told him that she was homeless, and currently suspended from work pending an investigation into her use of company premises as living accommodation. In addition to that, she had less than one thousand dollars to her name, no car and no other friends or family.
Her options were limited. She could pretty herself up, hit the bar scene, and wait for men to hit on her, in hopes of scoring a place to crash for the night. Of course, she would have to lower her standards, which in addition to requiring her to have sex with working class men, and men with lower standards of personal hygiene and grooming, would open her up to physical abuse and the potential of sexual assault.
Or she could check into a women's shelter, as an indigent. There was one about two miles from my house, recently renamed The Jamie Baldwin Women's Refuge, in honor of the man who had recently made a large donation, the odd size of which had made the local news. According to the news reports, Jamie had shown up unannounced at the center, with a bank check for one hundred thousand dollars, and two hundred and eighty dollars in cash, inexplicably all in five dollar bills.
When pressed later for the details of how he decided to donate such an odd amount, he publicly thanked Madison DuPont for her fundraising efforts, which caused quite a stir in the upper echelons of Newport Beach.
Of course, if Madison decided to check into the women's refuge, one look at her personal belongings, dozens of sets of LaPerla lingerie and a few designer handbags, would open her up to ridicule and scorn within the shelter, and it was a safe bet that her stuff would be stolen from her, within hours of entry into such a facility.
"Madison is fucked," my uncle eloquently exclaimed, "and you need to be the one to point that out to her. She tried to use you when you guys first met, don't forget that."



I tried to explain to my uncle that I was in love with Madison, but he was unmoved.
"Peter, my boy," he began as if he were my father, "you are a handsome multi-millionaire. You can have your pick of the litter. Why waste your time on that washed-up bitch?"
I knew he was right but I couldn't suppress my feelings for Madison, and I wanted her in my life. I had laid a makeshift bed on the floor at the foot of my huge King-sized bed, the inference being that Madison would sleep there that night.
However, as I stood in the bathroom doorway brushing my teeth, I observed Madison trying to get comfortable on her side, unable to lie on her back due to her tender asshole. I watched her wince a couple of times as she tentatively searched for a painless sleeping position, and my heart softened towards her. She may have been a manipulative, materialistic bitch, but she had also been my first proper sexual partner, and I still had a soft spot for her. For this reason, I invited her to join me in the comfort of my oversized bed.
As she climbed into my bed, in her pink silk pajamas, I spooned her and inhaled the intoxicating scent of her perfume. She rested her feet against mine, her soft skin reminding me of her femininity. We chatted before we dozed off, and as we touched on some pretty raw memories, Madison asked me something that had been bothering her since that fateful night at Baldwin's.
"Did you jerk off on me when I was laying face down in the shower at Baldwin's?" she asked. "Steve told me you did, but I need to hear it from you."
"No, Madison," I assured her. "I didn't participate in that impromptu Bukkake session. I have too much respect for you to do something like that."
As we chatted I knew I had to let Madison know that Olivia was currently living with me. She had gone to a local bar to see a punk band, but in the morning the two of them would come face to face, and I needed to manage Madison's expectations. I should have told her there and then, but being a man I was averse to any unnecessary confrontation with women, and decided to address it in the morning.
Sometime in the night, I awoke with a hard-on, as was often the case when I was around Madison. I was lying on my side, and I reached over to touch her, for no other reason than to make sure that she was warm enough.
As I moved my body towards her, I felt my cock inside something warm and moist, and I realized that her head was down at my waist level, and she had put her lips on me. Madison put her arm around my waist, and placed her manicured hand on my butt-cheek, pulling me into her mouth, and encouraging me to fuck her face. I hadn't been in a lot of relationships, but I knew from talking to friends that were coupled up, that Madison was offering me an unconditional release, with no expectation of reciprocation. I also knew from these same friends, that these opportunities were few and far between, and to take them while they were available.
A few moments later, as she remained passively on her side, providing me with a warm fuck-hole to ejaculate into, I blew my load down her throat, closed my eyes, and drifted off back to sleep. When I woke up in the morning, Madison waited until after I had taken my morning piss, and as I shook the drips from my cock, she entered my bathroom.
She was wearing a beautiful yellow silk chemise, with matching panties and high-heels, and she had taken the time to do her makeup and hair impeccably. My cock began to stiffen and slowly rise, the second I saw her reflection in the bathroom mirror. By the time I had noticed the finishing touches, I was hard. Madison had glossed her lips a lovely shade of pastel yellow, she had tied a very feminine silk bow in her hair, and had painted two yellow hearts on her cheekbones, just below her beautiful blue eyes.
She knelt down by the side of the toilet, and looked up at me with her practiced innocence, maintaining eye-contact with me as she spoke.
"I want you to come on my face, Pete," she cooed. "Aim for the hearts. I put them there as a target for you."
As a nineteen year old guy, I watched a lot of online porn, and the soft-porn genre was one of my favorites. Typically depicting girls that were just of legal age, these movies focused on the innocence of these angelic-looking, often extremely beautiful teenagers, as they engaged in sensual sex-acts while dressed very femininely. Ribbons in their hair, makeup done to accentuate their youthfulness, the girls would kneel before their boyfriend, and look up seductively at the camera.
As Madison mirrored their movements, she looked every bit the Newport Beach fuck-toy. She closed her lips around the tip of my cock, and as my lust started to overwhelm me, I began to rock my hips to fuck her face. I found her so fucking irresistible, and a few seconds later, as she tilted her face back and invited me to come on it, I blew my load all over her the yellow heart on the left side of her face, completely destroying her makeup in the process.
I was a nineteen year old kid. Sure, I possessed the physical attributes of a man, but when I was in the company of real men, I stood out as a boy. As such, I had simple needs, and Madison fulfilled them. I wanted to have a relationship free of conflict, a warm bed to sleep in, a full stomach most of the time, and most of all, someone that made my cock hard, and kept my nuts drained.
Everything else I did, or owned, was for the purpose of sexual fulfillment. My four million dollar ocean-front condo, was to impress women, and to entice them into giving me sex. Ditto, my four hundred thousand dollar Lamborghini and all of my other toys. If I could stay home with Madison, fucking and sucking our way through the day, everything else became superfluous. She could induce such earth-shattering orgasms from me, time and time again, that nothing else really mattered.
As lunchtime approached, I heard Olivia stir in her own bedroom, and decided the time was right to inform Madison that Olivia lived with me. There was no easy way to say it, so I just blurted it out.
"Madison," I began, cognizant of the fact that she was close to a mental breakdown herself. "When Olivia returned here after her stay at Baldwin's, she was in a terrible state emotionally and physically, and I nursed her back to health."
"Are you fucking that skank?" Madison asked aggressively, her temper flaring immediately at the mere mention of Olivia's name.
"That is none of your business anymore," I said, trying to keep things calm. "However, we are living together now, and I expect you to respect our relationship."
"I can't stand that bitch," Madison responded angrily. "She's a cunt."
"I don't need you to like her, Madison," I said firmly. "But you will respect her as lady of the house. My priorities have changed and protecting Olivia is now my primary focus."
"Respect her?" Madison asked. "What does that entail exactly?"
"That will be for Olivia to decide," I said quietly. "You will be expected to obey her if you want to live here. If that is going to be a problem, I will run you to the local homeless shelter or check you into a mental health facility, if that is your preference."
"Please," Madison begged, "don't throw me away, Pete. I am very fragile right now and I don't want to have another mental breakdown."
Madison had shared the details of her past relationships with me, and I knew that she had been committed to a mental institution in the past, after a failed relationship with a sadistic lawyer, who had forced her to dance at a local strip-club to pay her way. For this reason, I chose my words carefully.
"The conditions are simple, Madison," I said quietly. "In exchange for a safe living environment, I need you to respect and obey Olivia. Quite what that entails I can't be sure, but you need to do exactly what she says."
As Madison softened her stance, agreeing in principle to playing second fiddle to Olivia, I decided it was time to bring the younger girl up to speed. Olivia was understandably surprised to hear that I was considering allowing Madison back into the fold, but as we talked about the mechanics of the relationship, she began to assert herself.
"I am willing to consider it," she said, much to my relief. "However, you made me some promises, and I need to know if you plan to honor them."
As we hashed out the plan, it became apparent that in order to make Olivia feel secure, I needed to disregard Madison's needs and concerns, and surprisingly I was fine with that.
"Ok," I said, "let's go and tell Madison the new rules. She is waiting for us in the master bedroom."
In a move that both surprised and impressed me, Olivia went into her walk-in closet and emerged holding a whistle.
"Let's have her come to us," she said firmly, as she put the whistle to her lips.
"I love you, Olivia," I said quietly. "And I support your every decision."
With my priorities clearly stated, Olivia put the whistle to her lips, and blew firmly into it. The resultant blast was much louder than I had anticipated, and reverberated around my condominium. It would have been impossible to ignore, however deep in the recesses of my home you were hiding.
I knew that Madison had heard the whistle blast, and with the changing of the guard, it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out the significance of the shrill noise. This was the first test of wills between the two young women, and while I didn't expect Madison to capitulate immediately without any resistance, I didn't want a protracted struggle for power between the two of them.
It was a relief when Madison appeared at the doorway, albeit twenty seconds after being summoned.
"Let's try that again," Olivia said firmly. "Go to your room."
Madison rolled her eyes and turned her back on Olivia and I, before casually walking down the hallway, and I prepared for the worst, a lengthy battle between them. Olivia waited several minutes before blowing the whistle again, and this time Madison appeared in a more reasonable time-frame, standing in the doorway with her arms folded.
"I was hoping that we could get through this without unnecessary acrimony," Olivia said dispassionately. "However, if you wish to play hardball, so be it."
"Get naked and kneel on the garage floor," Olivia instructed. "I have designated a place for you. I will be back shortly."
Madison left the room quietly, and I heard the door to my garage open, which was a good sign.
"I need to go and get a few things to accelerate this process," Olivia informed me. "Can I use your truck?"
After giving her my consent, I heard the electric garage door open and Olivia sped down my driveway. My curiosity got the better of me, and I couldn't resist peeking into the garage. Madison was on her knees, naked in the middle of a kids' inflatable paddling pool. The blue plastic pool was about six feet in diameter, just large enough for an adult to lie in it, and I initially thought that Olivia had used it to provide some relief from kneeling on a cold cement floor.
The garage door was still wide-open, and while I don't have much through-traffic in front of my house, it would have made for a very awkward moment had the Amazon delivery guy arrived with a package, and witnessed a young, naked female kneeling in my garage. For this reason, I closed the garage door and went about my business.
About an hour later Olivia came home, her return announced by the garage door as it whirred open. I walked towards the garage, and as I entered it I was accosted by the sight of Olivia brandishing a fearsome-looking dog collar, waving it threateningly in Madison's face.
The thing was massive, way bigger than any dog collar I had ever seen before. In fact, at nearly three inches tall, it seemed more appropriately sized for a bear, or a lion.
"Last chance," Olivia said ominously. "You don't want to do this, believe me," she warned.
Madison flashed Olivia a defiant stare as the younger girl affixed the huge collar around her neck. Once in place, the height of it forced Madison's chin skyward, acting like a posture collar, in addition to its primary function, which I was just starting to figure out was to shock the wearer into submission.
Olivia raised the remote to Madison's face, and gave her one final warning.
"You are going to fear this remote, the way I dreaded the rattan cane," she said quietly. "The only difference is your terror will be immediate, and not take nine weeks, the way mine did. Lay face-down in the swimming pool."
Madison's indifference to the threat of physical pain seemed to infuriate Olivia, and the second Madison was prone, Olivia fired up the remote.
What happened next was the most disturbing thing I had ever witnessed. Madison let out a howl of anguish, stiffened up involuntarily, and then began to thrash around in the pool, convulsing as if she was having a seizure. Almost simultaneously, Madison vacated her bladder and her bowels, soiling herself in the process.
"That is the reason for the paddling pool," Olivia said, matter of factly.
"Jesus, Olivia," I muttered fearfully, "I think you are going to kill her."
"No fear of that," Olivia responded. "Despite the intense pain and total loss of muscle control, the main risk to her health is choking on her own vomit, which is why I instructed her to lay face down."
Olivia's blasé attitude calmed me down a little, although as Madison went through the next phase of her excruciating attitude adjustment, my fears resurfaced. Madison's hands balled up into tight fists, and her toes curled inward as her body fought the electrical charge as it exited through her extremities. Seconds later, as her entire body was wracked with spasms, she passed out. I had never witnessed anything so profoundly disturbing, the closest thing being watching a perpetrator getting zapped by a taser, on a episode of Cops.
"Remove the shock collar and put her in the recovery position," Olivia instructed me. "It will take her a few minutes to be able to stand and I want her to be alone with her thoughts when she wakes up."
Madison was already in the prone position, so I moved her knee up slightly to prevent her from rolling over, removed the large collar, and placed one of her arms under her head to keep her airwaves open. She was out cold, breathing of her own volition, but unconscious. On further instruction from Olivia, I draped the collar over the side of the paddling pool, intending it to be one of the first things she saw when she regained consciousness. I was reluctant to leave her there but Olivia was adamant, so I followed her out of the garage.
"It is important that she wake up alone," Olivia informed me. "Initially she will be unsure of her whereabouts, she will have lost track of time, she will struggle to remember quite how she got there. When she sees the shock collar and realizes that she is lying in a puddle of her own waste, she will get the message that I am not to be trifled with."
"Where the hell did you get that monstrosity, Olivia?" I asked, fearful of her response.
"Military surplus store," she responded. "Although classified as a non-lethal restraint, the military has banned its use on humans, and it is now used exclusively for K-9 training. Some of the more aggressive breeds that the military use become unresponsive to normal corrective measures, particularly if they are involved in a fight with another dog. The K-9 units wear the collars when they work crowd control at soccer matches too, in case they become overly aggressive in the excitement. This device is voice-activated too," she added, "although I need to learn the German phrases to activate it."
I shuddered as I imagined a corrective device so powerful, that it could stop a pair of one hundred and thirty pound Rottweilers from fighting. I assume that the voice-activated commands were in a foreign language, to prevent enemy combatants, or football hooligans, from incapacitating the dog while it was working.
"The best thing about the shock collar is that it can be reused after a short recovery period," Olivia continued. "I don't have the luxury of time to adjust Madison's attitude and behavior. I could go in there right now, wake that bitch up, and light her up again. Not that this will be necessary," she said confidently. "Trust me."
As we sat chatting, waiting for Madison to regain her senses, Olivia elaborated on her treatment at the hands of Madison and Baldwin. They had whipped her regularly with the rattan cane, creating a deep-rooted fear within her of that particular instrument of torture.
"It took weeks for them to force me into total compliance," she said proudly. "I knew they weren't prepared to injure me permanently, or beat me so bad that I need to be hospitalized, which would alert the authorities to their mistreatment of me. So, they had to wait a few days between thrashings, to let the old welts subside. This allowed me time to build some mental resolve and increased the time it took to actually break me. With the shock collar, I could zap Madison every thirty minutes until she begged to be my slave."
I could see the hate in Olivia's eyes as she discussed her torment at the hands of her captors, and I feared for Madison's safety and mental well-being, if Olivia's behavior was allowed to go unchecked. When I broached the subject, I was pleased with her response, especially as it seemed genuine.
"I don't want to inflict unnecessary pain or injury upon Madison," she assured me. "Most of her cruelty towards me, was at the behest of that sadistic prick, Baldwin. He is the one who constructed a sound-proofed punishment room in his house, for fuck's sake. I just want Madison to be my house-maid," she added. "A docile, obedient pet, intent on serving my every need. Of course, I plan to strip her of her femininity and sexual allure in the process. By the time I am done with her, she will be invisible to all but the most desperate of men. And I may allow those dregs of society to enjoy her occasionally," she said ominously.
About an hour later I heard the rear door of the garage open, and then my outdoor shower running.
"Should we check on her?" I asked tentatively.
"Let her come to us," Olivia assured me. "Like an errant puppy who has just been disciplined."
The outdoor shower ran for a long time, which was surprising considering that it only dispensed cold water. Madison was evidently washing her shame from her body, as well as her urine and excrement, and when she appeared at the utility room window, soaking wet, and shivering from the extended exposure to cold water, she looked pitiful.
"Let her in, Pete," Olivia said quietly. "Tell her she may shower before she makes us lunch."
It was a different woman that emerged from the side yard of my condominium, and as I handed her a large towel, she flashed me a look of genuine appreciation.
"Take a hot shower Madison," I instructed her. "Olivia and I are ready to be served lunch."
"Understood, Pete," she said humbly, as she concealed herself with the towel and limped gingerly towards the door.
Olivia had joined us now, wearing a look of smug satisfaction at the apparent immediate changes in Madison's attitude.
"Use the guest bathroom from now on," Olivia ordered her. "There are some generic hair products in there for you."
Madison, cognizant of the fact that she was being denied access to her favorite beauty products, lowered her head and scurried out of the room. As she showered, Olivia gathered up all of Madison's shampoo, conditioner, make-up, lotions, and perfumes and stuffed them into a large trash bag.
"We will donate these to the charity shop," she said cheerfully. "Madison is going to be a real plain Jane by the time I am finished."
Olivia left a pair of grey Walmart sweats on the countertop of the guest bathroom, along with a matching sweatshirt. The tags were still attached, which was to allow Madison to comprehend the fact that her entire outfit was worth less than sixteen dollars, rather than to provide her the opportunity to return the unflattering garments for a cash refund. I heard Olivia instruct Madison to wear only the clothes provided, and to dispense with her usual beauty regimen, as we were both hungry.



The transformation in Madison's appearance was unbelievable when she returned from her shower. As an avid user of Instagram, I was well aware of the prevalence of filters in photos of young women. However, I had only ever seen Madison dolled up, and in the harsh light of day, her natural beauty left a lot to be desired.
Her hair was still wet, and hung limply from her head, lacking any of the body or weight that the hairdryer and accompanying products provided. She was without her fake eyelashes which always made her eyes look stunning, and had removed her piercing blue eye-contacts. She still possessed some nice blue eyes, but they paled in comparison to her colored contact lenses. She wasn't wearing any makeup either, the skillful application of which made her look several years younger, and accentuated her best features, her plump lips and her sculpted cheek-bones.
As Madison entered the room she looked smaller too, and when I noticed that she was barefoot, it occurred to me that the five inches of height-loss made her look much less like a runway model than normal. The Walmart sweatsuit looked ridiculous on her, unflattering and two sizes too big, the exposed price tags announcing to the world that each piece had cost seven dollars and ninety nine cents. As I got closer to her, I reflexively inhaled her scent, and instead of the usual intoxicating aroma, I was greeted by the smell of Dove Soap.
"Would you still fuck her?" Olivia asked me, once it was evident that I had absorbed every detail.
"Excuse me, Olivia?" I asked, bewildered by this strange question.
"As it stands, would you still want to have sex with Madison?" she intoned slowly. "Pete, please be honest with me."
"Yes," I said hesitantly. "I think so."
While it wasn't a glowing admission of desire for my ex-girlfriend, it was enough to spur a threatening response from Olivia, after seeing a smile appear on Madison's face.
"Well, we will work on that," Olivia said ominously. "After lunch. Tuna sandwiches on sourdough bread, Madison," Olivia said, as if she was at a deli-counter. "You may eat too."
Any resistance had been ground out of Madison by her disturbing encounter with the shock collar, and as I looked on in amazement, my ex-girlfriend began to prepare lunch for the three of us. Olivia opened a bottle of wine, grabbed two glasses and ushered me out onto one of my ocean-front balconies.
It was a beautiful day on the Newport Beach coast, and as we sat and sipped our wine, I began to anticipate harmony within my home. It appeared that Madison was prepared to submit to Olivia's whims, at least as long as she had nowhere else to go. I knew that she wouldn't be with us for very long, but would find another older man to take care of her. Of course, as the stories of her subjugation at Baldwin's house circulated the tight-knit community, there were less and less interested parties, but if Madison lowered her sights slightly, and increased the frequency and intensity of the sex-acts that she exchanged for a safe place to live, it wouldn't take her long to find another benefactor.
What I couldn't have known at that time, was that Olivia was well aware of Madison's plans, and had decided to derail them. Madison ate in the kitchen as Olivia and I enjoyed the view from the balcony, and after lunch the dishes and wine glasses magically got cleaned and put away.
Olivia took control of Madison immediately after lunch, with virtually no pushback from the older girl. After forcing Madison to kneel before her, Olivia reattached the shock collar, although she did make a point of leaving the remote in the kitchen.
"I really don't want to have to use this," she threatened, as she placed the remote on the countertop.
It was very evident from Madison's compliant nature that she wanted no part of the shock collar and the two of them disappeared into the guest bathroom. Ten minutes later, Olivia called me to come and join them.
"Would you still fuck her?" Olivia asked, as I looked over at the latest modifications that she had made to Madison.
Madison's ever-present nail extensions were now gone, a small pile of bright pink nail clippings evident on the vanity, where Olivia had instructed her to cut them off. Her hair was a couple of inches shorter too, the matching platinum blonde hair extensions having been removed and tossed on the bed.
"Pete, please," Madison begged. "Those extensions cost me six hundred dollars. Don't let her throw them away."
"They actually cost me six hundred dollars," I corrected her. "I paid for them. You are free to leave at any time, I will even drop you off if you need a ride. However, as long as you are in my house, you will obey Olivia's instructions. Understand?"
Madison tried to lower her head in submission, but the shock collar prevented her from doing so. She seemed to recognize that the minor changes Olivia had made to her appearance were temporary, and easy to fix. While they had diminished her looks significantly, it would only take a few minutes to restore her to her former glory.
"Understood," she whispered.
"Would you still fuck her, Pete?" Olivia repeated, her obsession with my attraction to Madison becoming more and more apparent.
"Olivia," I said, choosing my words carefully. "Madison was my first love and after all we have been through, I still find her attractive."
After I left the room I heard the two of them talking animatedly, and some of Madison's fire had returned, presumably emboldened by my statement of attraction to her. A few moments later, the two of them entered the living room, and I noticed Madison's hands were bound behind her back. Olivia dragged the frightened girl into the garage and I followed out of concern that she was going to shock her again.
As I stood in the doorway, Olivia forced Madison to her knees on the cement floor, before storming out of the garage. Returning a few seconds later with my hair clippers in her hand, she made a chilling proclamation.
"You won't want to fuck this bitch when I am done with her," she said coldly. "Neither will half the men in Newport Beach."
As I watched on in disbelief, Olivia straddled Madison's upper back to prevent her from standing up, grabbed a fistful of Madison's still damp hair, and began to shear her like a lamb. Madison was powerless to stop Olivia with her hands bound tightly behind her back, but she was crying and screaming for me to intercede.
I watched impassively as Olivia ran the hair clippers over Madison's head, systematically removing her beautiful blonde hair, which fell in clumps to the garage floor.
"Pete, please, for fuck's sake," Madison begged me. "Stop her."
Her impassioned pleas fell on deaf ears, and even though she was in a considerable amount of distress, it wasn't pain that she was feeling, but rather the coming to terms with the fact that her femininity and allure was in large part due to her phenomenal, long platinum hair. Once Olivia had chopped most of it off, rendering Madison quite physically unappealing, she switched clipper guards, selecting a size one, which delivers a uniform cut of exactly one eighth of an inch in length.
Madison continued to beg me for intervention, although by this time the damage was done, and Olivia was merely tidying up the crew-cut. Madison was sobbing uncontrollably now, but Olivia showed no mercy and dragged her into the house, positioned her in front of a large mirrored wall, and told her to kneel.
"Would you fuck her now, Pete?" Olivia asked with a giggle, realizing that she had completely altered Madison's outward appearance.
When I declined to answer, Madison sobbed quietly, as she absorbed her reflection in the mirror. With most of the superficial elements removed, she looked very plain, matronly almost, as she knelt in her baggy Walmart sweatsuit. Short hair did not suit Madison, and as Olivia taunted her, she closed her eyes to block out the visual of herself, and wept.
"You can leave the house if you want," Olivia offered. "We will drive you wherever you wish. An upscale bar, South Coast Plaza mall, the Lamborghini dealership, your usual hangouts to meet wealthy men. Of course, they won't notice you now," she added cruelly. "Get used to being a three instead of a ten."
Everything Olivia said, whilst unnecessarily cruel, was true. Southern California was a magnet for hot chicks from all over the United States. Every aspiring model or actress in the country gravitated towards the Greater Los Angeles area, and once they arrived they quickly learned the go-to places to meet a Sugar Daddy. Settled predominantly in Newport Beach, Beverly Hills and Malibu, exceptionally beautiful women could write their own ticket, using men as a stepping stool until they found a sufficiently wealthy one to marry.
The Sugar Daddies played their own version of the game, their wealth giving them access to unbelievably hot chicks, with the richest guys having the pick of the litter. Madison had played that game for close to a decade, but time runs out for everyone, and stripped of all her cosmetic enhancements, at thirty years old she was no longer able to compete.
"Well?" Olivia said, pressing Madison for an answer. "Are we taking you somewhere or are you going to get with the program?"
"What do you want from me, Olivia," Madison sobbed. "Just tell me. I will do it."
You could feel the tension in the room dissipate as Madison capitulated to the younger woman. In much the same way that a horse-breaker tames a wild mustang, Olivia had broken Madison. She had given up the fight, decided that, for the time being at least, she needed a roof over her head more than she needed her dignity. As she knelt before the younger girl, her head forced skyward by the considerable height of the shock collar, there was a look of resignation on her face. Olivia in contrast, wore a triumphant look on her face, and was visibly aroused. She had finally subdued her nemesis, and the control was making her wet.
While I wasn't fully aware of their history, I knew that they had known each other for a few years, and harbored a healthy disdain for each other. They had both worked the nice hotels and cocktail bars of Newport Beach as escorts, although the demographic of their respective clientele was markedly different.
Madison trolled for wealthy men, an exclusive consort available for hire for the night or often on a long-term basis. Wildly expensive, she catered to the man who wanted exclusivity, and was willing to pay for the privilege. Olivia, on the other hand, while harboring aspirations of being a high-class escort, was available for pretty much everything, by the hour, occasionally even offering a "quick visit" on the now-defunct Craigslist website, for about sixty dollars.
The "quick visit," which was a staple in the escort section of Craigslist, was a fifteen minute session, enabling the lucky punter a covered release, through penetrative or oral sex. This was the main difference between the two women, as any form of sexual release with Madison was likely going to cost you at least ten times that amount.
I had leveled the playing field between the two of them, by inviting Olivia to live in my home as an equal, whereas Madison had to constantly earn her right to stay. As Olivia approached Madison, it became apparent that the time for her to earn her lodging was upon us.
Olivia removed the shock collar from Madison's neck, and supporting her weight by her shoulders, gently lowered her to the floor. Madison's hands were still bound tightly behind her back, but once she signaled that she was comfortable, Olivia began to disrobe.
"Do you need some privacy?" I asked, fully prepared to leave the room.
"No, Pete," she said softly. "You should witness this."
Olivia took her sweet time to undress, driving home the fact that Madison was hers to play with, as she saw fit. Once she was naked, she placed her feet either side of Madison's shoulders, and lowered herself slowly to her knees, so that her pussy was right above Madison's mouth.
"Eat me out," Olivia ordered.
I watched on intently as Madison extended her tongue and began to lap at Olivia's clitoris. Madison wasn't a lesbian by any means, but she had participated in some paid encounters with wealthy Newport Beach women, and she had certainly engaged in her fair share of lesbian sex-shows for older established men. For these reasons, she knew her way around the female anatomy, and it wasn't long before she started to evoke a physical reaction from Olivia.
Olivia had a rocking little body, and while our relationship had morphed into a very close friendship, we still made love occasionally. As I watched her nipples harden under Madison's tender ministrations, I felt my cock stir in my pants. The events of the day, while highly distressing for Madison, had got Olivia's juices flowing, and her vaginal secretions were transferring to Madison's face, as she ate the younger girl out.
Even with her hands tied behind her back, Madison was doing a phenomenal job of bringing Olivia to the boil, although I imagine it would have felt even better, if Madison's hands were free to roam. As Olivia approached her climax, I knelt next to her, and began to kiss her tenderly. She let out a moan of appreciation as we French-kissed, and stiffened up when I began to caress her erect nipples.
I looked down at Madison a couple of times as she dutifully attended to Olivia's needs, and was surprised to find that our sexual chemistry was gone. In fact I felt nothing towards her as we both tried to bring Olivia to climax. Our situation reminded me a little of our recent threesome with Maxwell, when Madison cuckolded me with the young black man, riding his cock as I sucked his nuts, just before he forced me to rim him.
Now that the shoe was on the other foot, I wanted to rub Madison's nose in it, and I lowered my lips to Olivia's nipples and began to suck them. I maintained eye-contact with Madison as I pleasured her nemesis, but without her piercing blue contact lenses, and her platinum blonde hair, I didn't find her that attractive.
"Oh, Pete, right there," Olivia whispered, as I took one of her nipples between my teeth, and gently bit it.
Olivia reached her climax a few seconds later, crying out as she came all over Madison's face. I think the protracted power struggle between the two of them had taken its toll on both parties, and for now they were content to co-exist, even though it was obviously Olivia's world in which they lived. After she composed herself, Olivia signaled for Madison to keep licking, reaching her second orgasm with far more alacrity. Between my ex-fiancée and I, we coaxed four orgasms out of Olivia, and when she was done, she sat on Madison's face, breathing heavily, wearing a contented look.
Any relief that Madison may have felt was short-lived, as Olivia got a second wind.
"Untie her hands, and get the bitch up on all fours," Olivia instructed me.
Once Madison was in the desired position, Olivia retrieved a bejeweled, pink dog-collar, made of leather with a few rhinestones on it, and the name "Scamp" embossed onto the front of it, in a contrasting shade of pink.
Madison, or "Scamp," as we would refer to her that afternoon, knelt silently on all fours as the collar was affixed around her neck. You could tell by the dejected look on her face, that Madison hated this humiliation, but I was onboard the second I saw it, and gleefully adopted my role.
"Does your puppy need a drink?" I asked with a chuckle. "That bitch looks thirsty."
"She probably is," Olivia said, as I moved towards her and kissed her gently on the lips. "Can you get her something to drink while I get ready? Her bowl is in the utility room."
Even though the days of them being engaged in a power struggle were now behind them, I still thoroughly enjoyed watching Olivia assert herself over my ex-fiancée. As Olivia readied herself, I retrieved the bowl from the utility room, and filled it with clean water.
The stainless steel doggy-bowl was adorned with stenciled paw-prints and the name "Scamp" written in large letters across the front. As I placed the bowl on the ground in front of her, Madison extended her tongue, and lapped the water up like the bitch she was, thereby assuming ownership of it.
When Olivia returned, she was wearing a large black strap-on cock, and brandishing a long doggy tail that was attached to a butt-plug.
While I couldn't wait to see that snooty cunt Madison crawling around my living room floor with a doggy tail rising proudly from her ass, I also didn't want to injure her permanently. For this reason, I felt obligated to inform Olivia that Madison had sustained some minor injuries during her stay in Newport Coast. Before I could get into any of the details, Olivia cut me off.
"Pete, I am well aware of Madison's injuries," she began dispassionately, "as is half of Newport Beach. In fact, if you must know, I attended a few of those parties where Jamie invited all and sundry to ass-fuck her. It was quite brutal, as you can probably imagine. Don't worry, Pete," Olivia assured me, as she started to lube up the butt-plug end of the doggy tail. "My specialty is the infliction of pain, without causing any long-term damage."
To her credit, the younger girl did manage to wedge that doggy-tail into Madison's anus without much drama, even though Madison fought her all the way, the clenching visible as she tightened her sphincter against the threat of a new invasion.
Once the tail was inserted, Olivia knelt behind Madison and fucked her vaginally. I am sure the last thing Madison wanted was to achieve orgasm under such humiliating circumstances, but Olivia ordered Madison to stimulate her own clitoris, and under their combined efforts she climaxed. Olivia withdrew the phallus from Madison's wet pussy and wiped the secretions onto her buttocks.
"I need a nap," Olivia announced, as I helped her to her feet.
We made no effort to assist Madison as we left for my master bedroom. To her credit, Madison never asked us to, seemingly at ease with her role as our sub. We ended up keeping her there for the rest of the afternoon, with the tail protruding from her asshole, as Olivia and I snuggled in my King Size bed.
"That went well," I whispered, as I spooned her and kissed the back of her neck.
"It's a start," Olivia responded ominously. "I will get her where I need her to be."
I never gave Madison much thought as I drifted off to sleep, the wine easing me into my mid-afternoon nap. However, when I woke up less than thirty minutes later, Olivia was fast asleep and I had an erection. I was still a young man, fast approaching twenty years old, but with the capacity to ejaculate eight or nine times a day, under the right provocation.
I went into the bathroom to jerk off, but as soon as I remembered that we had taken Madison as our house-maid, I decide to use her instead. When she saw me coming down the hallway, naked with an obvious erection, she smiled and batted her eyes at me. Whilst this might have elevated my arousal a few hours ago, this was not the same woman who I had lusted over for all these months. Madison seemed to forget that she had been stripped of her allure by the forced removal of her cosmetic enhancements, and with her head shaved tight, she just wasn't that attractive.
That said, I am a man, and I had an erection, and Madison possessed three very available holes that I could use, if I were so inclined.
I didn't even ask her, I am embarrassed to admit. Bowing to my carnal desires, I pulled the tail out of her ass, rolled her onto her back, spread her legs roughly apart, lifted her knees so that her feet rested flat on the floor, and eased my way into her tight pussy. Unsurprisingly, she was still wet, having self-lubricated from the fucking that Olivia had given her.



Once I mounted her, we began to fuck. Well, in her passive state, Madison lay there, as I fucked. To my surprise, without the visual stimulation of her piercing blue eyes, and her platinum blonde hair, I could barely stay hard, let alone approach my orgasm. She looked so plain with no make-up, a butch crew-cut and that god awful Walmart sweatshirt that was still damp from Olivia's vaginal secretions. Madison was desperate for me to come inside her, as this would have provided her with some much needed validation that she was still attractive to me.
When she realized that it wasn't going to happen she seemed distraught. Olivia had taken her superficial looks from her, and it would take months to grow her hair long enough to support the addition of hair extensions. A wig wasn't really an option in her line of work, as the caliber of men she was trying to attract wouldn't tolerate her complete lack of femininity. While much of Olivia's handiwork could be reversed in one afternoon at the beauty parlor, her lack of hair was a major problem when it came to finding a new Sugar Daddy.
Her quiet sobs weren't helping me achieve my release either, and at some point I told her to shut the fuck up. To my surprise, she went silent and as I processed the fact that the power dynamic between us was irreversibly changed, I decided to fuck her ass. I didn't ask her either, I just withdrew from her tight, wet pussy, rolled her over onto her front, and lined the tip of my cock up with her rosebud.
Clarkson and Baldwin both used her anally when they were in the mood, so I figured that her ass was mine, as long as she lived under my roof, depending on me for food and shelter.
Madison is the only female that I have ever encountered whose asshole is looser than her pussy, which I think is from the combination of having had vaginal rejuvenation surgery, and a tremendous amount of anal sex. For this reason, it didn't take me long to get balls-deep inside her anal-cavity, and once in, I began to butt-fuck her.
Normally when I get behind Madison, I am treated to the visual of her long, straight platinum blonde hair spilling down her toned back, but as I looked at the back of her recently clipped head, it felt like I was fucking a newly-inducted military recruit, which just wasn't my thing. Finally, after pounding her asshole for about ten minutes, I realized that I wasn't going to be able to get off under the current circumstances, and so I withdrew and went in search of my laptop.
The new dynamic between us was intoxicating, and I found myself taking liberties with Madison that would have been inconceivable just two weeks ago. Figuring I had nothing to lose, I opened my files and found a headshot of Jody. After propping my MacBook up against the back of Madison's head, I knelt between her legs and began to masturbate furiously.
A few moments later, as I stared into Jody's angelic blue eyes, I blew my load all over Madison's tight ass, and then left her there covered in my ejaculate, as I went to take a shower. It felt so good to have escaped my obsession with Madison, and from that day forward, I used her for my own personal needs, never giving hers a second thought.
The following day I allowed Olivia to root through Madison's wardrobe and help herself to whatever she desired. Madison looked forlorn as Olivia tried things on, appropriating anything that she liked the look of. We donated all of Madison's Louboutins to a local charity that collected donations for women entering the workforce, as she and Olivia wore a different shoe size. As we handed the trash bag full of designer shoes to the young charity worker, we both knew that this coveted footwear would never reach the shelves of the store. The obscenely high Louboutins wouldn't have been of any use to the prospective worker anyway, unless the chosen vocation of the indigent woman was stripper or runway model.
At Olivia's suggestion, I allowed Madison to keep one pair of hot-pink Louboutins.
"You never know, Pete. You might want to fuck her one day, or gift her to someone else," Olivia suggested thoughtfully. "She needs one cute outfit."
Other than the one pair of hot-pink designer shoes, we kept Madison barefoot around the house, to diminish both her stature and her status, as she appeared smaller and less confident, without shoes. She was permitted to wear crocs outside of the house, in an unflattering shade of dark brown, or Uggs when it was cold.
We kept Madison in cheap, unisex clothes for the first two months, as Olivia slowly completed the transformation. First up, brown contact lenses to reduce the effect that her eyes used to have on men, and to more closely match her mousy, brown hair which we kept extremely short. Madison was not permitted to wear makeup or perfume, had her nails clipped at all times, and left unpolished. I terminated her regular Brazilian Wax treatments, her eyebrow waxing, her tanning salon sessions, and also forbade her to shave any part of her body. Within just a few months of being confined to my condominium, her hirsute body was milky-white, and she began to cover it up from embarrassment.
The transformation took place quite slowly, over several months, and in many respects this was more emotionally damaging to Madison than if she had been subjected to some life-altering trauma, like going through the windshield in a car crash. A lot of times victims of trauma have an extended support group, and are slowly nursed back to be the best version of themselves.
By contrast, we were trying to make Madison the worst version of herself, by slowly stripping her of her defining quality, which was her beauty and allure to men, through which she had always got her own way.
Now, as a very ordinary, mousy young woman, men barely paid any attention to her, and because she had never been required to develop a personality, she became a very forgettable person. It was interesting to watch Madison's transformation, although for her it was a living nightmare. As her looks and desirability to men diminished, so too did her self-confidence, and by the time Olivia was done with my ex-fiancée, she was a shell of a woman. Men virtually ignored her, and once a week, when we took her out of the house to go to the local charity shop to buy used clothes, it was Olivia who garnered all of the attention.
Inexplicably, Madison began to lose her shape too, developing cellulite and a flabby mid-section. At first I didn't understand why, as the three of us ate the same food most days. Then one day I caught Olivia adding butter to Madison's portion and I flashed her a knowing look. In less than six months, Madison went from a Newport Beach ten, to a four or five on her best day. At least she began to accept her station in life, becoming a docile, yet agreeable house pet in the process.
Over time Madison became increasingly compliant, but once in a while she would express a desire to leave my house, and we would end up dropping her off somewhere in Newport Beach in some Walmart clothes. It happened four or five times, and each time she would show up at the guard shack of my gated condominium complex, practically begging to be let back in.
As she became increasingly less attractive, her options diminished, and once she realized that it was next to impossible for her to survive without her good looks, she gave up trying to further herself. By this time, even regular employment would have been a challenge for Madison. She had no cellphone, no car, no fixed address and had been terminated from her last long-term, stable job for misappropriation of company property. She could have gone back to sex work, but would have been relegated to twenty dollar blow-jobs on the back streets around John Wayne Airport in Santa Ana.
I had her exactly where I wanted her, and we both knew it. That is why the last time she showed up at the entrance to my complex, after exactly fourteen hours on her own, I made her blow the two security guys on duty, before they escorted her to my front door. One guy was a fat, sweaty Mexican named Juan, who had worked there for quite a while. He had known Madison in her glory days, and had probably jerked off thinking about her in the past, as she always flirted with the security detail, back in the day. He was ecstatic when I offered him a freebie, and Olivia was more than happy to run down to the guard shack with a long brown wig and Madison's hot-pink Louboutins, after Juan told us that he missed access to the cheap whores who frequented the Zona Norte in Tijuana, Mexico. As Madison knelt before the fat Mexican, he played with her long brown hair, and called her a puta.
After that humiliating experience, she never asked to leave again, and was a compliant and respectful house-girl for the remainder of the time she lived with me.
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After several months of living with me free of charge, Olivia suggested that Madison should get a job, and contribute to the cost of running the household. It was comical really, given the fact that my trust fund paid me one hundred and sixty thousand dollars per month, and was due to increase to two hundred and twenty five thousand dollars per month, on my twenty-first birthday.
However, Olivia was adamant that Madison not be given a free ride, and so I arranged for her to get a paper-route, delivering the Orange County Register seven days a week. Madison was understandably humiliated by the prospect of delivering newspapers in our immediate neighborhood, particularly as she didn't own a car. Her new job required her to get up at five in the morning, and took her almost three hours per day to complete. At the end of the first pay-period, she received a check for just over three hundred dollars, and at Olivia's insistence signed it over to me, as payment for her food and lodging.
"You don't need money, Madison," Olivia taunted. "I cut your hair, and we let you buy whatever clothes you need at the Goodwill store. You don't have any other expenses to worry about."
There were a couple of incidental benefits of Madison's paper-route that didn't become obvious until she had been doing it for a few weeks. Firstly, being outside for long periods of time, caused some physical improvements in her appearance, as she lost some of her flab, and her milky-white skin began to turn brown. Secondly, as she met some of the neighbors for the first time, and word got around the complex that she was available to walk dogs, or water house-plants, she picked up some extra work, the payment for which Olivia generously allowed her to keep.
For the most part Madison and Olivia co-existed in my house, although Olivia started to expect oral-sex from her house-pet more and more frequently. She also dominated Madison more often, particularly when I was out of the house, although I didn't become aware of this until I came home early one day from a meeting that was canceled at the last minute.
As the months passed I turned twenty-one, and with the substantial increase in my monthly stipend, I upgraded my home, moving to a five thousand square foot house on the sand in Newport Beach. Located as it was in a small community of custom homes behind a secure guarded gate, my new place had a five-car garage, a huge circular driveway and, more importantly to Olivia, enough rooms that we could designate one as a punishment room.
Olivia had spent many hours in Baldwin's specially designed, sound-proofed, quasi-torture chamber, and knew exactly how to equip ours. She hired a contractor to sound-proof it and to install black-out shades, so that she could add light-deprivation to Madison's ordeal. Once the ominous-looking room was finished, we installed a heavy-duty metal door, that could be remotely unlocked by my phone, in case of emergency. The finishing touches were applied by a local dominatrix, who walked Olivia through the purchase of bondage equipment and furniture.
Olivia had one wall mirrored from floor to ceiling, which enabled her to view Madison's anguished looks as she put her through her paces. Occasionally, she would make Madison strip naked, and Olivia would critique her hirsute, unattractive form, comparing her to a large, poster-sized print that we had mounted next to the mirror. Taken on Madison's best day, in very flattering light, with the perfect clarity and detail of a 4K camera, it was my iPhone home-screen for several months. Essentially a portfolio quality head-shot, taken moments after Madison had been treated to a full make-over, it was sufficiently alluring to have prevented me from hooking up with a high-class escort, when I was in New York staying at the Peninsula Hotel.
Koko had been flirting with me in the bar of the upscale hotel, we had agreed on price and I had outlined my sexual proclivities. One look at my phone to check the time, and that photo, depicting a perfect, flawless image of Madison, was enough for me, despite my raging erection, to walk away from that adorable young Asian escort.
That phenomenal image, blown up to larger than life size, cut Madison to the core. I am sure it contributed to her emotional fragility, as she stood there stripped of all her superficial, but highly desirable cosmetic touches, and was assaulted by a reminder of her former glory. In fact, if Olivia was feeling particularly cruel, she would put a naked Madison in the punishment room with the bright lights on, and just let her digest the picture, which highlighted the decline in her physical attraction.
There was a small glory-hole right under the poster, a four foot high box in which Madison could kneel, and anonymously service whoever Olivia felt was deserving of a treat. While they were getting sucked off, the guys could stare at the oversized photo depicting Madison in her glory days, while Olivia would constantly assure them that the girl in the box, was indeed the girl in the photo.
In fact, after I told Olivia that the Doctor at the sexual health clinic had assured Madison that the risk of STIs from oral sex was infinitesimal, Olivia increased the frequency of the sexual favors, handing them out for the slightest reason. My new security guards enjoyed regular trips to the punishment room, although they renamed it the pleasure palace. I felt secure knowing that they had increased the vigilance of their patrols, in exchange for the occasional trip into what they must have considered nirvana.
Of course, because Madison no longer drove, she wasn't required to present any identification to the security team in order to get a parking pass for her vehicle. So, they were never able to make the connection between the mousy, flat-chested, androgynous looking individual who slipped out of the gates at five thirty in the morning on a bicycle, and the goddess who adorned the poster on the wall above the glory-hole box, in which she knelt.
Painted black, and filled with predominantly black or stainless steel instruments of torture, it gave me the creeps to even go in there, and after a few weeks, we constructed a fake bookshelf to completely hide the entrance to the room. I didn't really have any sadistic tendencies, although I did enjoy subjugating women through anal-sex, particularly if I was their first time. Olivia however, got her jollies from putting Madison through the ringer, and on several occasions would emerge from behind the metal door in a very high state of arousal, and wanting to fuck.
The shock collar was on display on the wall of the punishment room, although Madison's compliance, achieved more through fear than actual pain, ensured that it never needed to be used. Olivia denied Madison any sexual release too, and as she got into her mid-thirties, and approached her sexual peak, she was on edge for much of the time. Olivia would restrain Madison and tease her mercilessly with a variety of sex-toys, driving her maddeningly close to orgasm, but not allowing her to achieve release.
After several days of tease and denial, Olivia would offer Madison a chance to enjoy an orgasm, extracting increasingly humiliating favors from her in exchange. At first, I found their interaction arousing, particularly as I usually ended up benefiting from Olivia's desires, once she got excited. However, as time went on, I withdrew from their sordid power games, and turned a blind eye.
I only interceded twice, and both times I was unfortunately too late to do anything other than voice my disapproval, after the fact. The first time was when I went out of town for a few days, to see a friend on the East Coast. On my return, a visibly defeated Madison was hobbling around my kitchen, making little effort to hide the pain she was in. I rarely asked Madison how she was feeling, content to see her world condensed to being a live-in house-pet, as payback for all the shit she had put me through.
However, seeking to ensure that she wasn't in need of medical attention, I asked her if she was okay, which resulted in her bursting into tears. As she pulled up the back of her Walmart sweatshirt, I was assaulted by the visual of a huge tattoo just above her ass.
The location was classic tramp-stamp, even though I felt the size of the marking was too large for her frame. Similar in size and design to the "Property of Maxwell" Henna tattoo, that Madison had forced Olivia to wear for her first interracial encounter, this permanent display of submission was a large inscription that announced that Madison DuPont was now, "Olivia's Bitch."
"What the fuck?" I blurted out involuntarily. "Did you consent to this, Madison?"
Olivia had joined us now, a look of pride on her face as she entered the kitchen waving a piece of paper at me.
"Here is her signed consent form," Olivia announced cheerfully. "Complete with the disclaimers about being over eighteen, not being under the influence of drugs or alcohol, and not being under threat of coercion. Signed and dated by Madison, and witnessed by the receptionist at the tattoo parlor."
As I perused the document, it was clear that while it indemnified Olivia or I from any legal action, there had to have been some underlying threat, for her to have signed it. It had shaken Madison to the core, as she adjusted to the reality that even when she eventually moved on, she would have a permanent reminder of her subjugation by Olivia.
"I like it," Olivia said proudly. "In fact I am taking Madison to the beach tomorrow, to show it off."
The second time I interceded, was when one of Madison's saline implants broke. She had undergone breast augmentation almost twelve years prior to the accident, and when I called the Doctor he was not overly concerned. He told me that the older implants only had a life-expectancy of fifteen years, and it was not uncommon for one or both to fail. Fortunately, the saline solution that filled the bag was not harmful to the body, and other than the unflattering look of misshapen, unsymmetrical tits, surgery was not a medical necessity.
Madison was distraught with her new body image, having always flaunted her considerable assets. She begged me to allow her to have a fresh set of "C" cups, but I informed her that it was Olivia's call. Of course, Olivia extracted all kinds of concessions from my ex-fiancée, before finally agreeing to a consultation with a breast augmentation specialist. Olivia dropped the bombshell at the medical appointment, agreeing to fund the cosmetic enhancements, only if Madison agreed to the insertion of "A" cups.
Faced with the choice between grotesquely unsymmetrical tits, with one a full "C" and the other basically a chest indentation, Madison succumbed to pressure and chose the lesser of the two evils. In her unisex, oversized clothes, with a completely flat chest, she looked like a young boy, as she hustled around my neighborhood, delivering newspapers on her bicycle.
Inexplicably, after all of the physical and mental abuse that Olivia subjected my former fiancée to, it was an innocuous remark on my behalf, that ended up being the straw that broke the camel's back. Olivia had gone out of town to a punk-rock concert, and in a moment of weakness I decided to enjoy Madison's oral attention. Of course, as unattractive as she now was, I didn't want to have to look at the bitch, so I told her to kneel in her glory-hole box and wait for me.
As I readied myself for my blow-job by watching some pornography on my big screen, my friend Billy called me to see if he could stop by for a beer. It wasn't the best timing, seeing as how I already had an erection, but I hadn't seen him for a few months, and I invited him over. I figured we would have a couple of brews, then he would leave and I could go and face-fuck Madison through the glory-hole.
One thing led to another, and we ended up having several drinks together. After we were both buzzed, the conversation turned to Madison. He barely knew her, having only met her briefly on two occasions. In typical Madison style, upon learning that he was a forty something year old mail carrier, she didn't give him the time of day.
"Are you still living with Madison?" Billy asked me, barely trying to conceal his interest in her.
"She's still here," I said quietly, "although we aren't really a couple anymore."
"Jesus, why not?" he asked. "I thought you were going to marry her eventually. That chick is so hot."
Billy wasn't immersed in the Newport Beach scene, and wouldn't have been aware of Madison's downfall, or her diminished sexual appeal. To this day, I have no idea why this seemed like a good idea at the time, but with my judgment impaired by the alcohol, I offered her up to him. She was already on her knees in the glory-hole box, and Billy obviously had the hots for her, so I just blurted it out.
"I will make the bitch suck you off, if you want," I said, as he looked at me in astonishment.
After I assured him that I wasn't kidding, I expanded on the offer.
"I have a glory-hole set up in my pleasure room, Billy," I began. "To save Madison the embarrassment of knowing that she just blew one of my friends, I will shield you from her. Give me five minutes to prepare her."
Of course, Madison was already on her knees in the four foot high box, but I didn't want Billy to think that I was a total sicko, so I pretended to fetch Madison. A few minutes later, I stuck my head around the door, and caught sight of him pacing nervously around the room, his erection visible in his pants.
"The bitch is ready," I announced. "Are you?"
Billy didn't need to be asked twice, and as we entered the sound-proofed room, I was happy that I had already opened the imposing metal door earlier that evening, in anticipation of using Madison for my own pleasure. I allowed him to go first, the excitement written all over his face as he unzipped his pants, and fished his erect cock from his underwear.
I stepped back a couple of paces to give him some privacy, and as he sidled up to the hole in the front of the box, I turned on the spotlights, positioned in such a way that they illuminated the phenomenal head-shot taken of Madison, on her very best day.
"Jesus Christ," Billy said quietly, as he looked at the huge poster, seemingly absorbing every detail. "She is a fucking incredibly beautiful woman. Is it really her inside the box?"
"The woman on that poster is about to blow you," I assured him. "How would you like it?"
As Billy contemplated the fact that this was a custom-ordered experience, he inserted his cock through the hole, and with his eyes firmly locked on the poster, let out a whimper as Madison's lips closed around his cock-head.
"I like having my frenulum teased," he said quietly, seemingly not wanting to push his luck.
Before I even had a chance to confirm that Madison had understood his preference, Billy let out another moan.
"Fuck yeah, right there, Madison," he muttered. "That is perfect."
I knew he wasn't going to last long as soon as I saw his legs start to tremble, and as he stood against the hole, the only audible sounds were his heavy breathing, and the lewd slurping sounds emanating from the box, as Madison worshipped Billy's frenulum.
"How long ago was that picture taken?" he asked, as he rapidly approached his release.
"About two weeks ago," I lied, knowing exactly what he wanted to hear.
Billy let out a final whimper, and announced that he was close, which prompted Madison to reposition her lips around his cock-head. With a low, guttural moan, he tensed up and blew his load into her mouth, never taking his eyes from the beautiful, oversized poster of Madison in her glory days.
"Stay there," I informed him, matter of factly. "Madison would be honored to clean you up."
Billy rested against the side of the box for several moments, gazing at the poster in admiration, as Madison licked his ejaculate from his softening cock. Finally, with a sheepish look on his face, he backed away from the hole, still looking up at the beautiful head-shot.
"Good as you expected?" I asked, stepping forward for my turn.
"I have wanted that bitch to suck my cock from the moment I first laid eyes on her," he admitted. "I just never in a million years...." he added, as his voice trailed off in astonishment.
I knew that the poster on the wall was no longer an accurate depiction of the girl in the box, but the porn from earlier had got me ready to blow my load, and I eased my way through the glory-hole. As Madison started to perform her oral magic on me, Billy and I chatted amiably. I took great care not to mention him by name, both to protect him from any blowback, and to heap additional embarrassment upon Madison, knowing that she had sucked an anonymous cock.
"Does she blow you regularly?" Billy asked, seemingly in awe of my arrangement.
"She hardly ever blew me when we were a couple," I said dismissively. "Too focused on trying to have my baby."
"You guys would have made beautiful babies," he said cheerfully.
"Probably would have," I admitted, "if I hadn't had a vasectomy right after I turned eighteen. Madison spent months trying to get me to impregnate her," I added, laughing. "Dumb slut."
It took me quite a while to reach my climax, especially as I wasn't under the illusion that Madison still looked like the girl on the poster. Billy watched on intently as I verbally abused her, and after I blew my load, I noticed that he was hard again.
"Go again, if you are up for it," I offered, as a smile appeared on Billy's face.
"Are you sure, Pete?" he asked, apparently just being polite, because he stepped forward before I could even respond.
"Enjoy her," I offered. "Talk dirty if you want. Madison didn't give you the time of day when you guys met. It is only fitting that she should end up on her knees with your cock in her mouth."
Billy was a lot more vocal the second time Madison blew him, although he still stared constantly at the poster, as if he was in disbelief that it was Madison in the box.
"Turn around, bro," I said at one point. "Drop your pants and spread your ass-cheeks apart."
Billy looked a little confused as he rotated one hundred and eighty degrees, and rested his naked ass against the hole. His eyes widened shortly after, and I assumed that Madison was rimming him through the hole.
"Holy Christ," he stammered. "This is a first for me!"
As I watched Billy writhing around in ecstasy while Madison ate his ass, it was a stark reminder to me how rare rim-jobs are for regular guys, particularly those in their forties. Billy was twenty years older than me, had a very average job as a mailman, and was not bombarded with offers of sexual favors, the way I constantly was.
Even though my generation viewed analingus as a fairly mainstream sexual act, I am pretty sure that no-one got their ass eaten as much as I did.
Despite Madison's best efforts to give Billy a world-class rim-job, he was still fixated on the poster, and was craning his neck to view it as she ate his ass.
"Turn around if you are more comfortable," I offered. "I just wanted you to see what a great rim-job artist my bitch is."
Billy did turn around to face Madison once again, and as he looked intently at the poster, and verbally abused my ex, he erupted a few moments later, enjoying an orgasm that appeared to be just as intense as his first. Now that he was aware of the program, Billy slumped against the box and allowed Madison to clean him up. After several minutes, he composed himself and withdrew his cock from the glory-hole.
"Jesus, Pete," he said with a huge smile on his face. "That was amazing. Thanks man."
Billy left shortly after that, the demands of his job as a mail carrier requiring him to get up at 5am the following morning. After he left, I went in to the punishment room to let Madison out of the box. When she arose shakily from her knees, struggling to maintain her balance after several hours of confinement, I noticed that she had been crying.



She had been used as a sex-toy for the last several months, by multiple different men, so I knew that Billy hadn't offended her sensibilities. Before I could ask her what was wrong, she blurted it out.
"You had a vasectomy before we even met?" she cried. "You knew we could never have babies?"
That conversation would be our last. Unbeknownst to me, Madison had been saving up her money from her odd jobs in the neighborhood, and that night she drifted out of my life, whereupon I never heard from her again.
She disappeared from Instagram and Facebook, and no-one in Newport Beach could shed any light on her whereabouts, so I gave up wondering where she had landed, although I am certain it was not a lateral move, given the abysmal physical condition she was in. I did ask George if she had gone to him for shelter, but he hadn't heard from her. I just hoped that she hadn't sought refuge in the hood with Maxwell, as he was probably one of the few people who would have actually helped her, based on their sexual history.
After Madison disappeared, Olivia and I settled into our friends with occasional benefits relationship, and I paid her four grand a month to procure young pussy for me. She was phenomenal at finding desperate women for me to assert myself over. As a former runaway herself, she knew exactly where to find disenfranchised teenagers, and because she was of a similar age, and was non-threatening with her Goth persona and casual drug use, they trusted her immediately. In fact, if I felt like some strange, Olivia could often procure me a desperate and hungry twenty-something year old girl within a couple of hours.
You could see the wheels turning in their young minds, as they processed what they had to do, to stay in the opulence of my five bedroom ocean-front house. I would give them space initially, allow them the luxury of a hot shower or a relaxing soak in the tub, which for many of them was long overdue. Once they were clean, and feeling better about themselves, I would feed them.
As I got to learn more about the young runaways, one of the defining characteristics was hunger. A lot of these girls had subsisted on handouts, fast food, and occasionally even dumpster-diving, so when they were presented with the opportunity to eat excellent quality food, in unlimited quantities, they were eternally grateful.
Gratitude was the perfect catalyst to sex, and even though there was never any inference of a quid pro quo situation, most of the young girls understood that there would be some expectation of payback. They often turned to Olivia for guidance, and she would advise them of my proclivity for analingus, and then report back to me as to their reactions.
Rimming is quite a mainstream sexual activity among my generation, so most of these young women had eaten a man's ass in the past. However, occasionally Olivia would encounter an innocent, previously sheltered runaway, who was blissfully unaware that these kinds of perversions existed, and I would take it upon myself to educate the young girl. Most young women are fairly malleable, particularly if they are feeling a sense of obligation, which the vast majority of them did, having been saved from the mean streets of Southern California.
Occasionally I would find someone who was so grateful for my intervention, that their feelings would be far stronger, and in an attempt to remain within the sanctity of my home, they would not only be willing to do whatever I wanted sexually, but would also actively encourage other young women to submit to me.
These young women, as they emerged from the crowd due to their enthusiasm for meeting my every need, were designated as "Team Leaders" by Olivia. I could only have one Team Leader in the house at one time, due to the "too many Chiefs, too few Indians" conundrum, and so this led to some healthy competition within the household for the much sort-after bestowal of honor.
Upon earning this title, the lucky teenager would be expected to demonstrate an exceptionally enthusiastic approach to my needs, to advise and inform others of my favorite proclivities, and to assist Olivia in the procurement of new young women, who were referred to as house-pets. My home could comfortably accommodate eight house-pets at a time, two to a room, in the unlikely event that I wasn't in the mood to take any of them to my master suite.
More often than not, I would enjoy the company of three or four of them, and the remainder of the young women could enjoy a restful night's sleep in their own beds. This was how it worked in theory, although in practice, the limited space and the rotating door meant that someone was always on the verge of being kicked to the curb. This created a healthy competition within the house, and I was constantly being offered sex as I went about my day, particularly from women who felt as if they were no longer in the inner-circle.
In fact, the evening selection process was a great method of control, as just by ignoring a beautiful women, I could elevate her level of anxiety at the prospect of being back on the streets, thus ensuring that sometime during the following day she would pull me aside, and negotiate the terms of her inclusion in tonight's sexual activity.
I did see a pattern emerge among the young women who expressed a reticence to eat my ass, and it was related to their reservations about cleanliness. I could understand their reluctance, as I wouldn't want to stick my nose between a pair of dirty ass-cheeks. However, this dilemma was easily solved once Olivia or the Team Leader got involved. Depending on the girl, I would either shower with them, and after demonstrating that I was squeaky clean, would force them to eat my ass in the undoubtably hygienic environment. Or, I would have them blow me while Olivia rimmed me, and then at some point order them to switch places. This worked wonders, as the new girl would recognize that the act wasn't as repugnant as they had previously considered, and encouraged by Olivia's enthusiasm, would often stick their tongue deep into my asshole.
Of course, in these days of fluid gender-identity, some of the runways that ended up in my ocean-front mansion were lesbians, although they would often try and hide it. Olivia made it abundantly clear that I still expected to use them, orally, anally and vaginally, but she would often pair them up with a like-minded girl, so that they could also get their needs met. As time passed, some of my favorite encounters were with lesbians, and I thoroughly enjoyed watching their internal struggle, as they traded what must have felt like unnatural-feeling sex, for a warm, safe place to stay.
Occasionally, Olivia would discover a jewel when the house was already full, and I would have to discard one of my girls, to make room for a new one. Initially, I dreaded these impromptu purges, but as it became apparent that the girls would stoop to new personal lows in order to remain in the sanctuary of my home, they became my favorite event. The girls named the dreaded cull, Judgment Day, and as word spread around the house that we needed to make room for some new girls today, I prepared myself for a sexually active morning.
Judgment Day, which slowly evolved into my favorite day of the month, began early this one particular morning. It was right before Christmas, and while the weather in Southern California is such that it is not that uncomfortable being homeless in December, any feelings of being homesick, or of general malaise, would have been amplified by the Christmas spirit, prevalent amongst the majority of residents.
I felt a pair of soft, young lips on my cock early in the morning, and slowly awoke from my slumber. As I looked down between my legs, Jessica withdrew her lips slowly from my cock, looked up at me with a seductive smile, and made the first of many pitches that I would hear that day.
"How would you like to wake up to this every morning?" she asked enthusiastically.
While I appreciated her efforts, I was also astounded at her naivety. I knew that she was new in the house, but surely she had been here enough days to realize that this was exactly how I was roused from my slumber, each and every morning. As I looked at my alarm clock, and saw that it was 4.45am, I wanted to give her extra credit for being the first girl up and ready to pleasure me this morning, and also for presenting herself to me fully made-up and with her hair styled perfectly. However, she needed to know the truth, so as she lowered her lips back onto my cock-head, I responded.
"I wake up to a blowjob every morning," I said condescendingly, enjoying the complete control I had over this nineteen year old red-head. "What can you offer to differentiate yourself from the other seven warm, eager mouths in the house?"
"Get rid of those two bitches, and I will show you," she responded confidently, as she momentarily removed her lips from my cock.
I am sure that the two young women who had shared my bed that night were not expecting to be booted out before 5am, but as I admired their tight, teenage asses as they scurried out of my bedroom, Jessica got back to work.
As she resumed her enthusiastic blowjob, I kicked the bed covers from my legs, and began to critique the young woman. I was laying on my back and she had maneuvered herself into position between my legs, as she blew me. She had a nice enough body, her tight little ass peeking out from beneath the copper chemise that she was wearing, which contrasted beautifully with her red hair. As she looked up at me with her green eyes, I realized that she was pretty too, and judging by the smile on her face, was amenable to doing whatever it took to secure her place in my home.
If I was being overly critical, her skin was milky-white, which was probably due to her natural, Irish-looking complexion rather than her avoiding the sun, particularly as we had found this lone stray on the sand in Venice Beach. Also her nails were way too short for my liking, although that was easily corrected. With eight girls in the house, there was always someone who knew their way around the nail-bar that I had set up in my utility room, and as Jessica ran her perfectly-filed nails under my nuts and began to tease my taint, I decided that I would modify her after she had sucked me off, treating her to some fire-engine red, nail extensions.
As her smooth fingertips approached my asshole, she removed her lips from me, and spoke.
"Turn on your side, Papa," she whispered softly, using the nickname that all of the girls adopted within moments of entering my home. "I know what you like."
As Jessica rose to her knees to allow me to roll over onto my side, she sucked her middle finger lewdly, as if she was craving something in her mouth. I nodded my approval, and after I was in position, she put her head in my crotch and continued to blow me. Jessica briefly rested one of her hands on my buttocks, before maneuvering it between my ass-cheeks. As she parted my butt-cheeks, she slipped the tip of her middle finger, which was well lubricated from her attempts to simulate fellatio, between them. Then, to my astonishment, she stuck this wet digit right through my sphincter, and applying just the right amount of pressure, forced the finger deep inside of me.
A few seconds later, when she expertly located my prostate, and began to massage the walnut-size gland with a perfect technique, I began to appreciate her lack of nail extensions. Two things became evident very quickly as she caressed my prostate. Firstly, she had undoubtedly done this before, and secondly, the short nails, and the way that they had been so smoothly filed, was intentional. I had fairly limited experience with prostate massage, having previously always had a young girl's tongue inside my anal-passage, instead of their finger.
However, as Jessica expertly stroked my inner gland, I felt an otherworldly sensation within, and a strong desire to piss. A few moments later, as my nuts constricted and I ejaculated in her mouth, I realized that the pressure created by her finger being deep inside of my ass, had contributed to the feeling of needing to pee. My orgasm was very intense, quite possibly one of the strongest ever induced by a single girl, in a one on one encounter. It also lasted much longer than usual, and as Jessica continued to caress my prostate while simultaneously blowing me, I felt my nuts throb as they continued to unload their contents.
A steady stream of semen flowed from the tip of my cock as Jessica milked me, and several minutes elapsed before I could tell that I was done ejaculating.
"Holy fuck, Jessica," I said with a laugh, as she looked up at me admiringly. "I think you completely drained my nuts. I can't believe I came so much, especially as at first it felt like I needed to piss."
"That's quite normal, Papa," she said sweetly. "The act of prostate massage puts pressure on the bladder, and creates the sensation of needing to pee. However, it is the first thing in the morning, so if you need to go, just go."
While I certainly didn't need her permission to go and use the restroom, once she put her lips back on me, I realized that I had misunderstood her. Jessica closed her lips firmly around the very tip of my cock, and keeping her middle finger embedded deep inside my asshole, held me firmly in place. I needed to be one hundred percent sure of her intentions, as she waited patiently on her side for me, with my cock-head just inside her mouth.
"Here?" I asked tentatively, as she nodded her head enthusiastically to confirm her consent.
I did need to go quite badly, and even though my restroom was less than twenty feet from me, I was quite comfortable in my bed, and it was only 5am I told myself, as I justified my actions. Jessica remained passively on her side, lips clamped around my cock, occasionally looking up at me and smiling.
"I want you to keep your nails exactly the way they are," I instructed her, as the first trickle of piss exited my cock.
Jessica greedily swallowed it, as if it were some kind of life-sustaining fluid, and over the ensuing minutes, I slowly emptied my bladder into her willing mouth. The combination of trying to urinate through a semi-erect cock, and her continued stimulation of my prostate gland, caused the flow to stop and start sporadically, and by the time I had finished, nearly three minutes had elapsed, and I was hard again.
Recognizing that I was ready to go again, but not necessarily in the mood to be in close proximity to someone with piss breath, Jessica removed her middle finger from my asshole, climbed out of my bed, and headed for my bedroom door.
"Who shall I send in to take care of that, Papa?" she asked, motioning towards my visible erection, and without the slightest trace of jealousy.
As I watched her standing in my doorway, with an agreeable smile on her face, I realized that she was exactly the kind of girl that I needed in the house. Clearly very resourceful, she possessed a unique sexual skill that I found highly arousing, but was also not burdened with a jealous streak, the way many young women are.
"Send Casey in," I instructed the young red-head. "Brush your teeth and then join us," I added, as her face lit up into a broad smile.
"Yes, Papa," she said excitedly. "Thank you, Papa."
The wheels were already turning in my head, as her tight little ass shimmied out of my master suite. With Jessica's place in the house cemented, I needed to make sure that none of the other girls cut off their fingernails, in an attempt to emulate her talents at prostate massage. There was only a need in the house for one such specialist, and until such time that I tired of her, she was my go-to prostate girl. It would be tough to improve on her technique anyway, so unless some girl showed up who was an expert at milking in her own right, which was reasonably unlikely, Jessica could remain at my place.
A quiet tap on my door signaled the presence of Casey, and as I commanded her to enter, she came in shyly. Casey was a recent arrival, a twenty-two year old petite Asian spinner, who had fled an abusive relationship, ending up homeless in the process. Olivia found this one panhandling at the Greyhound bus station, trying to rustle up enough cash to catch a bus out of California.
Olivia talked Casey off the ledge, and upon learning that the young girl didn't even know which state she was bound for, convinced her that she needed a safe place to gather her thoughts. I could tell that she was broken the second she came into my home, before I even learned about her abusive ex-boyfriend. However, even as she stood before me shuffling uncomfortably, as Olivia made the introductions, I could also tell that she had the potential to clean up really nice.
As she entered my bedroom, head bowed slightly in submission, Casey looked phenomenal, far exceeding my expectations. She was wearing a white silk babydoll, with matching stockings and a garter-belt, that contrasted beautifully with her jet-black hair, and dark skin. I knew that she was nervous around men, understandably given the abusive nature of her previous relationship. However, any feelings of inadequacy that she harbored as a result weren't my problem, and I wasn't going to make any concessions because of her piss-poor choice of boyfriend.
"Twirl for me," I instructed her, setting the tone for our first encounter. "Nice and slow. Good girl."
My condescending tone struck a chord with her, and she flashed me a look of resistance. If my time with Madison had taught me anything about women, it was that if you give them an inch, they will take a mile. Cognizant of the fact that Casey's options were limited, I decided to assert myself over her. I had plucked her out of the bus station, allowed her the luxury of an extended soak in my Japanese tub, and fed her. Now, as she rotated slowly before me, dressed up in about a thousand dollars worth of LaPerla lingerie, it was payback time, and we both knew it.
"Come," I beckoned, as she nervously approached my bedside.
Experience with the endless stream of young runaways that came through the revolving door of my ocean-front mansion, had taught me that the direct approach was always best. With this in mind, I clarified the situation for the beautiful Asian.
"You don't have to be here, if you don't want to, Casey," I said in a gentle tone. "You can spend a couple of nights here, relax and recuperate, then I will give you whatever bus fare you need to start your life over again. Which state are you friends and family in?"
It was a purely rhetorical question, as I had already been briefed by Olivia that the young Asian girl didn't even know what bus to catch out of California, such was the non-existence of her friends and family. Casey flinched at the notion of being back on the streets, even if I was offering to put out with a full stomach and a pocket full of cash. I could see the wheels turning in her pretty little head, and having seemingly weighed her options, she stepped forward.
'Kneel," I said, as she reached the bedside.
I wasn't trying to be an asshole, but I had a house full of young girls, and Judgment Day was upon us. I had some decisions to make, and while Casey certainly met the physical requirements, I needed to assess her demeanor, of which obedience played a huge part. She reacted much more decisively this time, sinking quickly to her knees. Once she was kneeling by the side of my bed, I moved over to her, and positioned myself in such a way that she was between my thighs.
It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what I wanted from her, but verbal instruction is a big part of control, so I gave her directions in an authoritative manner.
"Suck my cock, Casey," I ordered her. "Nice and slow, as if you are honored to do so."



Any resistance was now gone, and as she extended her tongue and began to tenderly lick my cock-head, there was another tap on my door. Jessica peeked around the door, and with a huge smile on her face, spoke with the confidence of a girl who knew she was in the inner-circle.
"Do you want me to come back later, Papa?" she asked. "You look like you are in the middle of something."
"No, Jessica," I said amiably. "Come on in. Your timing is perfect."
The way Jessica sauntered into the room as if she owned the place, was actually quite arousing to me. She had demonstrated her resourcefulness by being the first to get me off on Judgment Day, and now, as she and Casey made eye-contact, Jessica showed her leadership potential. Arriving at Casey's side, she placed one hand under the young Asian's chin, and in an authoritative voice chastised her for interrupting my blow-job.
"Keep sucking Papa's cock," she said firmly. "He'll let you know when he is done."
Casey nodded agreeably and lowered her lips back to my cock-head, as I motioned for Jessica to sit next to me on the bed. As soon as she lowered her tight little ass-cheeks to the comforter, we began to kiss, tenderly at first, but then with more passion. She had apparently brushed, flossed and gargled with mouthwash, because her breath was minty-fresh, and as our tongues intertwined, I felt the beginning of a connection to her.
"Would you like me to show Casey exactly what you like, Papa?" Jessica asked sweetly, between kisses, as Casey continued to blow me.
After I nodded my affirmation, Jessica knelt next to Casey between my thighs, and they took turns sucking my cock, bringing me close to the boil several times, before Jessica instructed Casey to stop, just before the moment of truth.
"This is edging," she explained to the young Asian. "Even if a man begs you to let him come, the longer you delay it, the more enjoyable his orgasm will be."
Truth was, as they continued to toy with me, bringing me tantalizingly close to release on multiple occasions, I did consider begging Jessica for an orgasm. However, she seemed perfectly aware of the effect that they were having on me, and continued to tease me.
"Sit right on the edge of the bed, Papa," Jessica instructed. "Bend your knees, feet flat on the bed, spread your legs wide."
As I maneuvered into her desired position, I realized that by doing so, I had exposed my asshole to the pair of them. Jessica, in full tutorial mode, continued to offer instructions to Casey, both verbally and via practical demonstration. Before long, Casey's cute Asian face was under my nut-sack, her moist tongue fully extended, as she flicked the tip of it across my taint. It felt really good as the young girl worked to pleasure me, but as soon as she emerged and was replaced by Jessica, there was a palpable improvement in the sexual act.
Jessica really knew her way around a man's asshole, and despite her best efforts to tutor Casey, I finally broke down and asked them to get me off.
"Jessica, can you eat my ass while Casey blows me?" I asked shakily, the anticipation of release starting to wear me down, after their prolonged edging session.
"Whatever you want, Papa," Jessica said cheerfully, as they got into their respective positions. "Get up on your knees for us. On the edge of the bed."
It had been quite a while since I had taken any direction from one of my house-pets, but Jessica seemed so concerned with my pleasure and sexual well-being, that I followed her instructions, and got up on to my knees.
I knew that I had made the right decision the second Jessica maneuvered into position underneath my nut-sack, and directed Casey to remain on her knees by the side of my bed.
"Keep sucking Papa's cock," she instructed the young Asian.
As Casey resumed her oral attentions, Jessica extended her tongue and began to perform analingus on me. When performed correctly, getting rimmed is my favorite sexual activity. However, despite having received a rim-job from just about every woman that I had ever kissed, I knew that it was definitely an art that took time and practice to perfect.
Apparently Jessica had put the time in, because her rim-job was comparable to Madison's, and as she and Casey worked in tandem to get me off, I knew that I wouldn't last long.
Once I was well on the road to orgasm, Jessica issued her next instructions.
"Turn sideways and get on all fours, Papa," she said sweetly, patting the mattress just in front of me, to indicate to Casey where she needed the young Asian girl to be next.
"Lay on your stomach, Casey," Jessica instructed the young girl. "Lips slightly parted."
Once the two of them were in their respective positions, Casey raised her head to look up at me, forming her mouth into a perfect O as she did so.
"Now you can scoot forward a touch, Papa," Jessica said sweetly. "Spread your legs apart a little wider for me."
Moving my knees further apart lowered my crotch slightly, and combined with my forward motion had the effect of lining the tip of my cock up almost perfectly with Casey's open mouth, formed as it was into a perfect O shape, as if inviting me to enter its warm environs.
"Now you can just fuck her face like it's a pussy, Papa," Jessica said cheerfully. "I will be doing my part to help you over the edge," she assured me.
Apparently she had done this before, because the way that Jessica had positioned the three of us, made it very comfortable for me to fuck Casey's face. I simply thrusted my hips forward, using the same motion that I would've used had I been taking one of them doggy-style.
Jessica wedged her nose between my butt-cheeks, and then wrapped her arms around my thighs, which held her firmly in place and enabled her to move with me as I thrusted into Casey's mouth. The three of us remained locked in this position for several moments, Jessica's tongue buried inside my asshole, as I face-fucked Casey.
As I slowly approached my orgasm, Jessica removed one of her hands from my thigh, and I heard what appeared to be the sounds of her sucking on her own finger. Seconds later, I felt her smoothly-filed nail brush across my rosebud, the tip of her finger wet from her saliva. Jessica knelt behind me and slid her middle finger inside my asshole, penetrating me deep enough that I felt the ridges of her first two knuckles slip through my sphincter, before the third knuckle came to rest against my rosebud.
Once it was evident that she was all the way inside me, she expertly located my prostate, rubbing it softly in a gentle circular motion, immediately confirming my suspicion that she had performed this particular sex-act numerous times. Even though her attempts at analingus had felt phenomenal, once she began to stimulate my prostate it felt otherworldly.
I began to fuck Casey's face in a much more aggressive manner, sliding in and out of her perfectly formed lips in an effort to achieve release down her throat. With Jessica's expert attention on my prostate, it didn't take me long to blow my load, and once again, as she continued to caress the walnut-sized gland inside my ass, I experienced a far longer and more fulfilling orgasm than I am used to.
As Jessica skillfully milked me, I had the sensation that I was coming for about ninety seconds, and it felt like my nuts were completely drained. At last, when it felt like she was done, I went to raise myself back onto my knees. Jessica arrested my movement by placing her other hand on my shoulder blades, thereby holding me in position.
"Stay where you are Papa," she teased. "We are not done with you yet."
I have never experienced anything quite like what happened next. My cock didn't really soften, remaining in a semi-hard state as Jessica continued to caress my prostate. It felt like I was having an extended, albeit lower-intensity orgasm for several minutes as I continued to expel semen into Casey's mouth. After what seemed like an eternity, my cock finally went flaccid, and Casey released me from between her lips. My penis hung limply between my legs, still dripping semen as Jessica continued to milk me.
"Now you may get up on your knees, Papa," she whispered, as she withdrew her middle finger from between my butt-cheeks.
Once I was on my knees, Jessica knelt beside me, and extended her finger towards Casey's mouth.
"Suck this, Casey," she ordered the young Asian, as she forced the soiled digit between the bewildered girl's lips.
Even though both girls were brand-new to my house, they had arrived separately, with Jessica showing up three hours before the young Asian. Casey had no way of knowing this of course, and presumably under the assumption that Jessica had seniority over her, and deferring to Jessica's more dominant approach, Casey obediently sucked the finger that had just been inside my asshole. I could tell that she found the whole notion disgusting, but she complied none the less. Once Jessica was satisfied that her middle finger was sufficiently clean, she dismissed the Asian girl.
"I will come and find you if we need anything else from you," she said assertively, as Casey obediently excused herself.
Once we were alone, Jessica laid on her back, her lips positioned right at the tip of my cock-head. Looking up at me with her beautiful green eyes, she smiled and offered herself to me again.
"You probably need to pee again, Papa," she said with a giggle, her eyes twinkling mischievously.
As I processed her words, she slipped her lips over the end of my cock, and lay there motionless, inviting me to empty my bladder inside her warm mouth. As it turned out, I did need to take a piss, and I ended up urinating in Jessica's mouth for several seconds, until my bladder was empty. After she swallowed the last few drops, she cheerfully rose from her prone position.
"I know," she said with a smile. "Go and brush my teeth. Let me know whenever you get the urge to pee again. See you later, Papa."
Chemistry is a funny thing, because despite Jessica being fairly average in the looks department, and certainly not resembling my stereotypical blonde hair, blue-eyed bimbo, I found myself thinking about that green-eyed redhead, for most of the day.
Being Judgement Day, it was an exceptionally satisfying and sex-filled period for me, as the girls pretty much laid everything out in an attempt to avoid being culled. At some point I kind of lost track, but I think I ended up blowing my load nine times that day.
Inexplicably, after each orgasm as I lay panting in my post-orgasmic glow, Jessica showed up to see if I needed to use the restroom. At this point, considering that she had brushed and flossed her teeth, and gargled some fresh peppermint mouthwash after each use, I pondered the fact that she was probably cleaner than my own toilet, and so subsequently decided to take her up on her offer, pissing down her throat five times during the course of the day.
We fucked again that afternoon, although when I was ready to climax, Jessica called Casey back in to my bedroom, and I finished inside the young Asian's anal passage, doggy-style, as Jessica massaged my prostate.
Apparently now aware of her place in the hierarchy, Casey waited until I removed my cock from her tight asshole, and then without any further prompting, willingly performed ass to mouth, sucking my cock clean. She had apparently given herself an enema shortly after entering my house, as an anal-cleanser and the accompanying instructions were part of the welcome package that the girls received.
After ensuring that my cock was completely clean, Casey waited patiently on her knees and Jessica slipped the soiled middle finger that she had used to stimulate my prostate, into the young Asian's mouth.
I, of course, hadn't even remotely considered cleansing my anal passage, and as Casey wrinkled up her nose at the foul taste, Jessica and I shared a laugh at her expense.
"You won't make it Casey if you telegraph your feelings that way," Jessica said quietly. "This very generous man saved you from the streets. When you get to taste his ass you should act like it is an absolute honor to do so. Why don't you put a smile on that cute little face of yours?"
After absorbing and following Jessica's directive, Casey's face lit up in a broad smile as she continued to suck the soiled finger.
After the three of us had showered, I found Olivia, eager to share my thoughts about Jessica with her. Within just a few hours of her entry into my house, she had made quite an impression, showcasing her resourcefulness, leadership and insane prostate massage skills. As Olivia and I huddled, my trusted friend revealed more about Jessica.
"In her intake photo she had long red nails," Olivia informed me. "They were a little ratty from being on the streets, but they were definitely much longer than they are now."
"You mean she cut them after she got here?" I asked. "I wonder why?"
"She asked me a lot of questions about your sexual preferences," Olivia began, putting two and two together. "I told her that your favorite activity was rim-jobs, and she asked me if you had ever been milked before. I responded that I didn't think so, which presumably emboldened her to cut and file her fingernails, to ensure that your prostate massage was comfortable."
"Impressive," I said with a smile. "Jessica is fast becoming one of my favorite girls."
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I really kept a close track of my sexual partners, and just before my twenty-third birthday, I had slept with over three hundred women, just five of whom had managed to escape my clutches without eating my ass, the most regrettable being the lovely Jody. I would see her around town occasionally, in a progressively more expensive car, as she periodically upgraded her benefactor. In her quest to be married, Jody moved on from relationships after six months or less, if she didn't have a ring on her finger.
Unsurprisingly, each successive man was wealthier than the last, and her latest sponsor, a fifty-year old investment banker, had gifted her a Convertible Lamborghini Aventador, wrapped in the brightest shade of bubble-gum pink you could imagine. Over the years, a significant amount of time and money had been invested in her appearance, and she truly was a spectacular looking woman, if you liked the platinum-blonde, bimbo look.
Of the three hundred plus women I had fucked, it was Jody that still elicited the strongest physical response from me, my heart literally skipping a beat every time I ran into her. She was always flirty and playful, fully aware of the effect she had on me, and inevitably by the time she was done with her coquettish charms, I would have a noticeable erection. Even with my trust-fund disbursement of two hundred and twenty five thousand dollars per month, financially she was hopelessly out of my league.
I wasn't too bothered about the fact that I never enjoyed Jody's cute, upturned nose buried between my ass-cheeks, because the house-pets kept my nuts drained at all times. It was, however, a testament to the desire that I harbored for her, that Jody could get me hard without any physical contact, even as I was blowing my load eight or nine times every day.
Olivia continued to procure fresh pussy for me, trolling the bus depots and beaches where the young runaways gathered. However, the biggest improvement in my sex-life occurred shortly after she decided to attend Saddleback Community College. It was with my complete blessing and support that Olivia enrolled, and her decision to only take a twelve unit course-load for the first semester, allowed her enough spare time to continue to find new house-pets for me. The first weekend after Olivia enrolled, she was invited to a frat-party, and she asked me if I would go with her for moral support.
I was reluctant to attend initially, but as the event approached I agreed to accompany her, and I brought along three of my house-pets for additional female company. For a laugh, I dressed the three of them identically, selecting bright pink, Hello Kitty crop-tops to make a statement. The hot-pink tops were made of spandex and were extremely form-fitting, particularly as I purchased them one size too small for each girl. Ordering the three of them to forego wearing bras only highlighted their pert breasts, and when matched with a tiny pair of hot-pink spandex shorts, made it obvious that the three of them were my fuck-toys.
I was only two or three years older than most of these college kids, but when I showed up in my Ford Raptor with four hot chicks, and two kegs of beer in the truck bed, I was instantly welcomed, as if I were a celebrity.
My confidence had soared over the years, the way I held myself giving off an air of importance, and the young women at the party picked up on it. I found myself being approached all night by young co-eds, and even though I only sipped a couple of beers, my contribution to the party was appreciated by all. Of course, to the young men in attendance, my sixty thousand dollar truck was a conversation starter, and I found myself making several new friends.
I instructed the house-pets to mingle, and gave them my permission to flirt with any young men that they found attractive. Everyone at the gathering was aware that the "Hello Kitty girls" were mine, and I was reveling in the attention that came with showing up to a frat party with three identically-attired young women. They had attracted quite a crowd, predominantly male, and hyped up on alcohol and testosterone.
As the beers flowed, some of the guys became a little more aggressive, and after coming over to get my consent, the Hello Kitty trio, began to make-out with several of them. I knew exactly what they were up to before the guys figured it out, and I was smiling from ear to ear as they systematically got guys excited, before moving on to the next.
I remained with Olivia, and the two of us chatted quietly and watched the house-pets use their sexual allure to get men erect. It was fun watching the abject disappointment on the men's faces, as they were left with a hard-on, and forced to watch on in envy as the Hello Kitty trio moved on to their next victims.
After they had enjoyed a few drinks, the trio ended up giving one of the guys a little extra play, after asking for and receiving my consent. It was just an over the jeans hand-job, but administered as it was by all three of them, the guy was getting visibly worked up as they stroked and caressed his teenage cock through his jeans, until he tensed up, and blew his load in his undies.
I left before eleven that night, rounding up the three runaways before they got too wasted, but as we were leaving several of the partygoers promised to invite me the following weekend, as soon as the plans were set.
I got a call on Thursday night, confirming the upcoming frat-party, and I offered to bring the beer, and some young girls to beef up the numbers. When I showed up on Saturday night with four kegs of Budweiser, word had already spread about my largesse, and when the guys realized that Olivia and I had three completely different chicks in tow, I was treated like royalty. I couldn't be sure exactly what my runaways had been talking about at the event of the prior weekend, but lots of female college students descended upon me, asking questions about my beach-front house and my Orange Lamborghini.
As the beer flowed, and the hours ticked by, the party descended into an alcohol-fueled fuck-fest, and I ended up getting cornered by two co-eds in the dorm-room lounge area.
Judging by the way that they approached me, arm in arm, and with the focus of a lion stalking its prey, this was not a random meeting, but rather a premeditated attempt to seduce me.
"Hi girls," I said cheerfully. "Are you guys having fun tonight?"
"Hopefully, we are about to, Pete," the shorter one said suggestively. "I am Betsy, and this is Gina. Do you really own a Lamborghini?"
I am a big proponent of stating your intentions up front, and while I greatly appreciated Betsy's forthright approach, I wanted to share my expectations with them, so that there were no misunderstandings between the three of us.
"I think you are asking whether or not I am wealthy," I responded playfully. "The answer is a resounding yes. However, unless you are writing a dissertation on the overt signs of success that men display, I can only assume that you come in search of a sugar daddy."
"First of all, Daddy," Gina interjected, answering the question before she even finished her response. "We are way too young to be writing dissertations. Betsy and I are Freshmen here at Saddleback College."
"Both eighteen, I assume?" I responded, trying to judge their body-language as they answered my direct question.
The only reason that a young man would ever ask a young woman their age, is to establish that they were of a legal age to consent to sexual activity. I was a stickler for this, demanding proof of age for every single previous encounter in my life. Betsy and Gina had done their homework, because before I could even ask for their IDs, they pro-offered their California Driver's Licenses.
After establishing that Georgina Thompson and Elizabeth Wilson had both turned eighteen years of age, I scanned the licenses to see what other information I could glean. Their stated heights and weights were certainly within my preferred zone, and seemed to be an accurate assessment of their current physical dimensions, although I had no doubt that the "Freshman 15" would catch up with them during the second or third semester. The "Freshman 15," as it was universally known throughout the American education system, referred to the common weight-gain experienced by female college students in their first year of school, as they sought to adjust to their new-found freedoms.
If, as I suspected, Betsy and Gina were looking for a sugar daddy, one of my expectations was going to be the maintenance of their exact current weights. Once this was firmly established, I may even slim them down a little, I mused, as I continued to digest the information on their licenses. I couldn't help noticing that they had already updated the address on their CDLs to their campus one, which indicated to me that both of them were organized. I also gleaned that they were currently room-mates, which was convenient, as I envisioned using them as a package deal.
Lastly, I saw that they had both elected to use the honorific "Ms" before their full legal names. Recently introduced under new California legislation, after intense lobbying by Millennial females, this title enabled young feminists to identify the fact that they were proudly single, and send the underlying message that they didn't need a man.
Betsy and Gina stood silently before me, offering their assurances that they were ripe for the taking, and of legal age to do so. It did occur to me that their current actions seemed to belie their long-term goals, and with the two appearing to be in direct conflict, I decided to press them for their true intent.
"I am open to taking on a couple of sugar babies," I said condescendingly. "However, I need for our respective expectations to be crystal clear," I added firmly. "I will go first."
The two of them shuffled nervously before me, as they realized that they were about to enter into their first pay for play relationship. I am sure it had been all fun and games for them, as they drank their beers and contemplated being wined and dined by a wealthy man. However, as the rubber now hit the road, their self-confidence had evaporated, and they looked exactly as they were, two eighteen year old kids who had just left the safety and protection of the nest.
"Obedience is key," I began assertively. "The foundation of our relationship will be your intent to obey, and my intent to protect."
"Understood, Daddy," Betsy said sweetly, as she glared at Gina.
"Understood, Daddy," Gina added softly, barely able to look me in the eye.
"Good girls," I said quietly. "I expect you to act with respect, actually deference, towards me at all times. You will speak when I instruct you to. You will address me as Papa from now on, even in the company of others, the exceptions being faculty and your families. Understood?"
"Yes, Papa," came the unified response, triggering the beginnings of an erection in my pants.
Despite not yet reaching an agreement on the monthly stipend, or even the services to be rendered, I felt that it was important to set the tone for our future encounters. For this reason, I gave them their first command.
"Kneel," I said assertively, hoping that the mono-syllabic command would be enough to spur them into action.
They gave each other a quick, sideways glance, as if to ask if they were really doing this, and Gina was the first one to crack.
"I don't think that this is a good idea," Gina said tentatively. "Even though I really need the money."
"You are the one that is so far behind on your bills, Gina," Betsy blurted out, unwittingly increasing my leverage over her friend.
Gina bit her bottom lip, seemed to weigh her options, and then held Betsy's hand, before the two of them sank slowly to their knees.
"What are your financial expectations?" I asked, once they were kneeling and looking up at me.
I hadn't had any experience negotiating with sugar babies, but I had heard that women either sold themselves short, or demanded sky-high allowances. There was even a name for such unreasonably high financial demands, Golden Pussy Syndrome, or GPS. After a few seconds of silence, during which they looked extremely uncomfortable, Betsy spoke.
"Gina, tell Papa what we talked about," she said quietly.
"Well, Papa," Gina began shyly. "We want you to pay for our schooling, so that we don't have to work full-time while we are in college."
"That is a wise decision, Gina," I said condescendingly. "Do you currently work?"
"I have two jobs," Gina freely admitted, blissfully unaware of the compromising position she was putting herself in. "I am worried that they will affect my study time."
"So, you would like me to foot the bill for your education?" I said quietly, as if it were a massive demand.
"Yes, please," Gina said, the desperation evident in her voice.
Even though I was tempted to blurt out that we had a deal, I pretended to ponder it. I had just paid for Olivia's schooling, and knew how ridiculously cheap community college tuition fees were. Olivia's had been four hundred and thirty five dollars, including books and parking on campus. As part of the induction process, we had been offered accommodation in the dorm rooms, a shared room being one hundred and eighty dollars per month. As I did the math in my head, I figured I was looking at no more than one thousand dollars for each of them, for the entire three-month semester.
Of course, this didn't include food, but if my intent was to have them drop a few pounds anyway, how much could that be?
"Tuition and books?" I countered, as if they were being unreasonable in their demands.
"Yes, Papa," Gina said quietly. "Although we are happy to get our required books and materials from the used bookstore on campus."
"I always had used stuff in High School," Betsy added, "even uniforms."
"Me too," Gina said, giving me unnecessary insight into the financial deprivation that the two of them had faced in their childhoods.
I could have used their poverty against them, but it felt unnecessarily cruel to continue to barter with them, considering my bank balance received a healthy infusion of cash on the first of every month.
"I'll tell you what, girls," I said, continuing to blend their identities into a singular entity by electing not to address them by their names. "I will give you twenty-five hundred dollars each per semester. That should be enough to cover tuition, new books, parking, your dorm rooms, and your food. Use whatever is left over to get your nails done," I added condescendingly. "I like bubble-gum pink."
They giggled nervously as they processed their generous stipend, although they appeared to sober up once the subject of what I expected in return was broached.
"What do I get in exchange for my generosity?" I asked firmly.
"Whatever you want, Papa," Gina said seductively, as Betsy eyed her nervously.
"Good answer, girl," I said cheerfully. "Just what I needed to hear. We have a deal. I want you to suck me off as a token of your appreciation. Where can we enjoy some privacy?"
This was clearly their first foray into pay for play relationships, as they made no attempt to secure payment upfront, which would have been totally expected. Rather, demonstrating that they had obviously had way too much to drink, they fumbled with the zipper of my jeans, as they giggled like a couple of schoolgirls.
"What is your major, Gina?" I asked, as she slid my jeans down around my ankles.
"We are both enrolled in Women's Studies," she said cheerfully, as she began to remove my shoes.
"We are going to rule the world after we start making bank," Betsy added enthusiastically. "Let's take him to the showers."
As we stumbled down the hallway to the gender-neutral shower block, leaving a trail of clothes in our wake, they were trying to enlighten me as to the opportunities that would be presented to them, once they had graduated. To hear them tell it, the Center for Women's Studies at Saddleback was among the most well-established bases for feminist and gender-oriented teaching and research.
"They adopt a women-centered and interdisciplinary approach to the changing nature of both women's experiences, and gender relations," Betsy informed me, as I unhooked her bra.
"And," Gina added excitedly, as she wriggled out of her silk panties, "after we graduate we will have a large network of female professionals, alma mater, who are looking to hire recent Women's Studies graduates, to perpetuate the cycle."
"Good for you guys," I said encouragingly. "Two strong women righting the wrongs of corporate America. Now, why don't you two feminists get on your knees?" I added, the almost comical nature of our exchange making it difficult for me to suppress my smile.
As they lowered themselves slowly to their knees, I began to explain the imbalance of power between the sexes. As they had only just begun the first semester of their long road to a degree, they hadn't been fully indoctrinated by the all-female faculty of the Women's Studies program, and after a lifetime of deferring to men, they appeared comfortable following my direction.
"At some point in your careers you will have a male boss," I began, as two pairs of lips descended onto my cock. "You will need a back-up plan, if you ever find yourselves employed outside of the protective canopy of your alma mater. At some point it may change, but as it stands our democratic capitalist system is male-dominated, and you may need to do whatever it takes to get ahead."
"I will never have a male boss," Betsy said firmly. "And if I do, I certainly don't intend to suck my way into his favor."
"That may well be, Betsy," I said agreeably, "but you will have male clients and male co-workers. You will still be in the patriarchal system. You will end up blowing someone to make a deal, or to apologize for a missed deadline, or to avoid undesirable work assignments."
As they worked in unison to pleasure me, I let them understand the imbalance of power that existed right at this very moment.
"Suck my nuts, Gina," I said firmly, as the young co-ed adjusted her position so that she could take my balls into her mouth. "Betsy, lick my frenulum. Good girl."
I had learned over the years to be direct and unequivocal about my expectations when it came to women. Occasionally I got slapped, but the vast majority of the young females complied, and got with my program. Even these two future feminists had knelt before me upon instruction, and were obediently following my commands.
I had never even spent one day in the workplace, having been a Trust Fund baby for my entire adult life. However, as I continued to pontificate, mansplaining about something I knew absolutely nothing about, the imbalance of power was more apparent than ever. Speaking in a condescending tone, I demeaned the young women as they knelt before me, too ingrained in our culture of deference to males, to offer any pushback.
"I am close, guys," I said, as I felt my nuts tighten. "Kiss each other and look up at me. I am going to jerk off on you bitches."
Armed with the knowledge that they were roommates, and having been informed that they were also feminists, it wasn't too much of a stretch to suspect that the two of them had at some point been intimate with each other. They were after all, college Freshmen, away from home for the first time as young adults. My suspicions were confirmed when they began to kiss, their tender, familiar manner suggesting that this wasn't their first intimate encounter. Within seconds they both closed their eyes, seemingly enjoying the moment.
They obviously needed the money, but I imagine for a feminist, kneeling before a man and sucking his cock was a tough pill to swallow. Oral sex is demeaning enough for financially independent women, but when you throw the exchange of money into the mix, it becomes a very subservient act. At least blow-jobs have a sense of intimacy about them, as a woman uses her lips, mouth and tongue to extract a man's load from his nuts.



This was a more detached, less personal encounter, with the two co-eds on their knees before me, as I masturbated standing above them. I wanted them to witness my power over them, and so I gave them their next directive.
"Open your eyes, you sluts," I said, as I moved closer to their interlocked mouths. "Look up at me while I get ready to blow my load on your faces."
They gave each other a sideways glance, as if to ask if they were really going through with this, before they resumed kissing and looked up at me in unison.
"Tilt your heads back for me," I instructed, "and keep kissing."
I could tell that Gina was having the roughest time being demeaned, and so I focused my attention on her, belittling her as I approached my orgasm.
"You are a very good girl, Gina," I said condescendingly. "You will do well in the male dominated workforce. Obedient and submissive, just the way men like their subordinates to be. If I was your boss, I would blow my load on you every day at work. You better pray that you get a nice supervisor. Some guys are assholes at work."
As I demeaned her, I could see the self-doubt in her eyes, and I began to wonder if she suffered from mental fragility. I continued to jerk off furiously, blowing my load across their pretty faces a few seconds later. I blew one rope of cum on Betty's face, but focused mostly on the object of my sustained derision, Gina. After I had finished emptying my nuts, Gina's face and hair were both covered in my ejaculate, and she could barely open her eyes. I had a feeling that this was the first two-girl blow-job for both of them, as I had to continually direct them.
"Eat my jizz," I told the two of them, as they look in bewilderment at each other.
"I am tested regularly," I assured them. "I am completely free of STIs. Eat."
In another completely rookie move, taking my word for it they extended their tongues in unison, and began to lick my semen from each other's faces. As they knelt on the hard tiles of the gender-neutral shower block, I instructed them in the fine art of snowballing, and watched on in admiration as they shared my load, spitting it into each other's willing mouths until they had ingested it all.
"Let's shower together," I suggested, as they rose shakily from their knees. "Then I will make your first progress payments to your respective accounts."
I could tell that they were relieved that I had brought up the subject of money, and as they turned the water on, the three of us luxuriated under the high pressure shower heads. It was really warm in there and as the girls got increasingly comfortable, I instructed them to soap each other up.
As I watched them playfully lather each other, it was apparent that they had some shared sexual history. They responded favorably to each other's touch, and soon were both excited, as evidenced by their erect nipples and elevated breathing.
"I want to watch you guys make out," I said firmly, as they slowly brought their lips together.
Their desire for each other was obvious, and as I directed them, their arousal was noticeable. At first they seemed aware of my presence, but as they continued to make out, they appeared to forget about me for a few moments, and after a few sensual caresses and embraces, they ended up on the shower floor, in the sixty-nine position.
Judging by the ease with which they brought each other to climax, this wasn't their first sixty-nine experience. As I watched them orgasm multiple times on each other's faces, my cock stiffened, and my thoughts turned to my own needs. Even though I knew that my status as sugar daddy entitled me to put my desires first, I allowed them to finish, which apparently created some goodwill from the two of them.
As they rose from the floor, their faces both slick with each other's vaginal secretions, they seemed grateful for the latitude I had allowed them, and both realized that it was payback time.
"What would you like from us, Papa?" Betsy offered suggestively, as she grabbed my erection.
I would have had a tough time answering that question a few years ago, but I had long since shed my inhibitions, and suppressed my natural politeness. I had reaped many rewards from my direct approach, and I decided to address the young co-eds with my tried and tested mannerisms.
"Let's clean you guys up first," I said playfully. "It looks like you both had way too much fun."
As the three of us slipped back under the high pressure shower heads, I allowed them to clean each other up, and then asked them to lather me off. It felt great to have four soft young hands roaming all over my body, and once I was covered in soap suds from head to toe, I spread my legs wide apart, and asked them to clean me thoroughly between my ass-cheeks.
I considered this a trial-close, and having encountered varying levels of resistance to this particular request in the past, I was pleasantly surprised when Betsy responded enthusiastically.
"We knew this was coming, didn't we Gina," she said with a giggle. "Your friend Olivia told us exactly what you like, Papa."
"Make sure I am squeaky clean back there," I instructed. "Inside too," I added ominously.
Their efforts to clean my undercarriage had created a copious amount of lather, and Betsy used this as lubrication as she slipped her middle finger through my sphincter, and deep into my anal passage. Wiggling it around inside of me induced some deep physical reaction which felt phenomenal, even as it served the desired purpose of an internal cleanse.
After they deemed I was clean, Gina grabbed the shower head, and as Betsy separated my buttocks, and held them apart, Gina washed the soap suds from between them. I heard the water turn off, and then after a brief discussion about who was going first, they knelt in unison, Betsy scooting around behind me. Once they were in position I raised my leg and placed my foot on the soap holder, which had a stainless steel rail just above it. Although it was more industrial-looking than the purpose-built shelf in my shower at home, it served the same purpose, which was to support my foot as I elevated it, in order to facilitate access to my asshole.
Gina lowered her lips to my cock and began to gently suck me off, while Betsy began to lick and kiss my taint. Having two eighteen year old co-eds on their knees focusing solely on my pleasure was incredibly arousing, and I felt myself on the road to orgasm as they worked in unison to get me off. I figured that we would be returning to the party after I ejaculated, and I wanted to enjoy analingus from both of them before I blew my load, so I allowed them to bring me close to the boil before I told them to switch places.
Gina's reluctance to eat my ass was written all over her young face as Betsy shuffled around in front of me. Trying to avoid the inevitable, she offered me a two-girl blowjob.
"Why don't you let us suck you off, Papa?" Gina asked, as she looked up at me from her knees.
"I already came on your faces," I said dismissively. "I want something different this time."
"Get behind him, Gina," Betsy instructed the timid young girl. "He is squeaky clean back there. You won't taste a thing."
The look on Gina's face as she processed that she was about to eat her first asshole was priceless. It was a combination of revulsion and self-doubt, as she tried to weigh the consequences of such a deep act of submission, against her desire to be an independent, feminist woman. I could sense her internal struggle and I should have probably helped her come to terms with it. However, because I was a controlling asshole, I reiterated her choice, rubbing it in her face, without any attempt to sugarcoat it.
"I have no doubt that you will be a boss one day, Gina," I began condescendingly. "However, every successful person will admit to having paid their dues, and it is time for you to pay yours. Stick your nose deep in between my butt-cheeks, and eat my asshole. Good girl."
My provocative choice of words, particularly the inclusion of the intentionally demeaning phrase "good girl," inflamed her, and as she flashed me a defiant glare, I thought I had pushed her too far.
"We talked about this, Gina," Betsy said softly, in an attempt to comfort her. "We will undoubtedly have to make some sacrifices on our way to world domination."
"That is sage advice," I said with a chuckle, thoroughly enjoying Gina's inner turmoil.
Even though it took several seconds, I could see the wheels turning in her pretty little head, and Gina appeared to accept her fate, and shuffled slowly around on her knees, until she was directly behind me. Intending to make it more difficult for her, I lowered my foot from its elevated position, which invoked a frown from Betsy as she realized that I was fucking with her young friend.
Gina now had to manually separate my buttocks, and she seemed to be having a really tough time with her decision. Finally, after a protracted period of consternation, I felt her manicured fingertips descend on my ass-cheeks, thereby signaling her submission to me. As she spread my buttocks apart, I issued a new directive.
"Start with my taint," I ordered, before adding the words that I knew invoked a strong revulsion within her. "Good girl."
Gina hesitated momentarily, before adjusting her position so that she could approach me from directly underneath my junk. Seconds later I felt her moist lips touch my nether regions, and she began to lap softly at my taint. Betsy gave me another disapproving look, and then lowered her mouth to my cock-head.
As the two of them sucked and rimmed me in unison, I felt myself on the road to orgasm. I continued to direct and demean Gina, as Betsy looked up at me disapprovingly. Finally, as I felt myself almost at the edge of release, I issued a firm directive to Gina.
"Stick your tongue deep inside my asshole, girl," I said authoritatively. "Keep it there until I tell you otherwise."
There was minimal hesitation this time, which was a good indicator that Gina had ceased her internal struggle, and had reconciled herself to the fact that she was my fuck-toy for the foreseeable future. Once her tongue penetrated the defenses of my sphincter, I spoke again.
"Wiggle it around inside me. You may feel some pressure when I orgasm but don't panic and withdraw."
I felt compelled to warn her about this, because I had experienced rim-jobs in the past where the girl had pulled her tongue out from inside my ass, in response to the strong contractions that my sphincter underwent during orgasm. Gina couldn't respond in her current compromised state, but she wrapped her hands around my hips as if to affirm that she was going nowhere.
Moments later, as Betsy slurped enthusiastically on my cock, and looked up at me smiling broadly, I ejaculated into her warm, moist mouth. It was a tremendous orgasm, made all the more satisfying by my subjugation of Gina, who kept her tongue buried in my ass as my nuts continued to spasm.
Betsy appeared to understand the post-orgasmic increased sensitivity of the male organ, and suckled my cock-head gently as I slowly gathered my composure. I placed one hand on the back of Gina's head to hold her in place. In response, she shook her head from side to side and firmed up her grip on my hips, as if to let me know that she wasn't going anywhere. Deciding to put my trust in the young girl, I let my hand fall to my side, and Gina submissively continued to eat my ass.
I made them stay in their respective positions for a few more minutes until my cock softened, and stopped leaking semen.
"Fetch me some bottled water, Betsy," I instructed the young co-ed, as she wiped my seminal fluids from her lips.
I watched intently as Betsy got dressed and freshened herself up. Once she deemed herself respectable, she left the gender-neutral shower block, and started down the long hallway to the main room of the dorms.
"We should probably take a shower, Gina," I said sweetly, as she got up from her knees. "Then I will pay you guys for your company. I am going to give you an extra two hundred and fifty dollars for your enthusiasm."
I could see the self-hate on her face as I purposefully tied the demeaning sex-act of analingus to the mention of payment, in particular the bonus for her enthusiastic rim-job. However, knowing that she desperately needed the money, I decided to push her boundaries a little more.
"Would you like the opportunity to earn another two hundred and fifty dollars?" I asked quietly.
"Doing what?" she asked tentatively, appearing to hate herself for still engaging me.
"It's a yes or no question, Gina," I responded. "But you are going to want to do this before Betsy returns," I assured her. "Trust me."
"Yes," she whispered. "I really need the money."
"Good girl," I said quietly, knowing how much she hated that particular salutation. "Lay down on the shower floor, on your stomach."
Gina dropped her head in resignation and lowered herself to the tiled floor. If she knew what degradation awaited her she didn't transmit it, although once she was in my desired position, I noticed that she closed her eyes. I made her wait for it. As she lay prone on the shower floor, I stood over her and began to belittle her.
"One day, when you are running your own little fiefdom," I began, as a trickle of piss exited the tip of my cock and splashed onto her lower legs, "remember the sacrifices you made for your education."
With little to no pushback forthcoming, I relaxed my bladder and directed a steady stream of my warm piss all over Gina's buttocks and lower back. You could see the revulsion written all over her teenage face, and after a few seconds of being urinated on, she turned away from me, her long hair cascading down her back.
"Face me, girl," I instructed her firmly. "And smile."
Reluctantly, Gina turned her head back towards me, and a forced smile appeared on her face. I moved slowly towards her, allowing her to understand the gravity of what was about to transpire. Redirecting my stream of urine, I began to piss on the tiled shower floor, just a couple of inches in front of her face. This infuriated Gina, particularly as the golden liquid was splashing on the hard surface, the ricocheting droplets dampening her face and hair.
"Keep smiling, girl," I taunted, as she forced the grimace from her face.
This was a true test for Gina, as she struggled to balance her pressing financial needs and her desire to be an independent feminist, and I suspected that at any moment she was going to throw in the towel, and get up from her prone position.
Before she had the opportunity to stop me, I decided to push the boundaries one last time, and I straddled her, placing my feet either side of her head. Stepping roughly on her hair, which elicited an anguished cry from the young co-ed, but also served to hold her firmly in place, I pissed all over the top of her head, soaking her hair in the process.
Despite Gina's smile having vanished, she lay there passively as I defiled her, the Women's Studies Feminist being taught a valuable life-lesson in the dorm rooms of her Freshman year.
Once I had finished my lengthy piss, I remained looming over her, shaking my cock so that the final drips of urine fell onto her naked frame.
By the time Betsy returned, Gina was already showering away the memory of her debasement, and Betsy and I started to talk about payment. After she shared her bank account routing numbers with me, I transferred the full twenty-five hundred dollars into her account.
"Would you like the opportunity to earn an extra grand?" I offered, knowing full well that her financial situation wasn't as desperate as Gina's. "Nothing crazy," I added. "Just keep Gina focused on the end goal, and don't ever discuss payment with her."
As Betsy agreed to keep her friend on my program, I transferred an extra thousand dollars into her account, and asked her to leave me alone with her young friend. Finally, after scrubbing herself clean for what seemed like an eternity, Gina emerged from the shower looking forlorn.
"Where is Betsy?" she asked, apparently seeking consolation from her room-mate.
"She went to freshen up our drinks," I lied. "I just paid her the first installment," I added, setting the expectation of a partial payment to Gina.
While Gina didn't seem thrilled by the prospect of the payments being disbursed in installments, I was holding all of the cards. For this reason, I never asked her how much she needed, but rather informed her that I intended to pay her twenty-five percent of the agreed upon sum.
"Of course," I added magnanimously, "any bonuses that you earn are payable on completion of the task."
With that proclamation made, I went to my jacket and pulled out several Traveler's Checks, sorting through the denominations until I had exactly eleven hundred and twenty-five dollars worth. Traveler's Checks, while still honored at every mainstream banking institution in the United States, have fallen out of favor with the advent of ATMs, and it was clear from the look of distrust on her face that Gina had never seen one before.
After ensuring her that they were as good as cash, and allowing her to verify my assertion on her phone, I signed them over to her. My real reason for paying her using this particular financial instrument was so that she would have to go into her bank to redeem them for cash. Knowing this, I took the time to record the reason for the payment, handwriting a few words on the Memo section of the check.
After the words "Services Rendered," I wrote blow-job on one of the two hundred and fifty dollar Traveler's Checks. On another, the denomination of which was also two hundred and fifty dollars, I wrote golden shower. The five hundred dollar Traveler's Check, was inscribed with the word analingus, followed by the word rim-job in parentheses, in case the bank-cashier needed further clarification.
"You do need to present these in person, to cash them," I added cheerfully, enjoying the horrified look on her face, as I handed her five individual checks, each marked with a demeaning notation in the Memo section. "See you back at the party."
Upon my return to the party, I was astounded to see a makeshift glory-hole in the corner of the room. It wasn't as beautifully constructed as my own four-foot high box in my punishment room, consisting as it was of a simple white sheet hung from the ceiling, with a small hole approximately waist high. However, judging by the line of horny frat guys, it was getting some use.
Despite several offers from the guys, I declined to avail myself of the services of the anonymous woman who knelt behind the sheet. However, I did offer to upgrade the facilities. The next day, having hired a competent handyman, I paid to have a small plywood closet built in the corner, complete with a padded floor so that the girl could kneel more comfortably for an extended period of time.
I added a full-length curtain outside of the closet, so that the lucky recipient could have some modicum of privacy as he got his cock sucked. As a token of their appreciation, the fraternity suggested that I could go first, each time the glory-hole was open for business.
After I voiced my concerns about ensuring that every young woman who volunteered to kneel in the box was of legal age, the Resident Advisor got involved. Every college dorm has an RA, a slightly older, young adult, entrusted with the protection of his youthful charges. Joe was a short, slender male, with virtually no redeeming physical attributes but in his capacity as the RA, he was afforded tremendous power within the walls of the dormitory. I was the Alpha Male of the entire facility, but Joe was a close second, and despite his very average looks and slight physique, he enjoyed an inordinate amount of pussy, due to his position.



College dorm facilities have a clearly established hierarchy, and even though I had usurped some of the thunder of the jocks, by virtue of the financial assistance I provided to the fraternity, they were still next in line for the premium girls, after myself and Joe. The football team were on top of the heap, closely followed by the Lacrosse team and then the Track and Field athletes.
Fortunately for me, our RA, Joe, willingly exchanged the well-being of the young women under his protection. He offered to perform ID checks on all of the glory-hole girls, and to ensure that any transgendered occupants of the closet were clearly identified as such, in exchange for two blow-jobs per night. Satisfied that I was completely safe from any potential under-age encounters, I began to participate in the glory-hole events.
It was around this time in my life, having just turned twenty-three, that I started to lose count of my sexual partners. The alcohol and the sheer number of glory-hole encounters, that involved oral, vaginal and anal sex with anonymous partners, made it difficult to know exactly who I was busting a nut into, rendering a true count virtually impossible.
I wore a condom for all vaginal and anal penetration, but went bare-back for blow-jobs, and once everybody got to know my sexual preferences, they encouraged me to back up to the hole, and enjoy an anonymous rim-job. Analingus is a fairly mainstream sexual practice among my generation, and with the alcohol dimming their inhibitions, there was never any shortage of female volunteers.
Despite losing count of my sexual partners, I did focus on ensuring that every co-ed that I hooked up with, ate my ass. Occasionally after a glory-hole blow-job, I would circulate the room trying to find the young lady by matching the shade of lipgloss that was left on my cock-head, to her lips.
I was still enjoying the sexual services of Betsy and Gina, although the dynamic changed from our original plan, which was the occasional threesome, to a total and all-encompassing domination of Gina. Every week, with Betsy's assistance, I put Gina through an increasingly humiliating experience, forcing her to endure untold subjugation before handing her the appropriate denominations of Traveler's Checks, the notes in the Memo section indicating what she had done to earn the money.
As Gina's Women's Studies course progressed, and the empowerment of women became the central theme, her internal struggle progressed to the point that she appeared to be verging on a nervous breakdown. A better man would have ceased her weekly torment, and encouraged her to seek help amongst the myriad of resources available to the Freshman class.
I guess I was still reeling from the shit Madison heaped upon me, because I continually sought to punish women, and Gina was an easy target. I gave her to the RA first, as payment for the age-verification system he had in place. Having first convinced Joe that the potential blowback for him was lessened by having one girl responsible for his two nightly blow-jobs, I sweetened the pot by allowing him three cum-shots per evening.
Around this time I also befriended the kicker of the High School Football Team, Nick. Nick and I had a lot in common. He had lost both of his parents at a young age and had channeled his anger into the subjugation of young women, although his position as kicker on the team didn't afford him the same opportunities as the more glamorous positions of Quarterback and Wide Receiver. For this reason, I took him under my wing, introduced him to Gina and the rest is history.
Nick abused the shit out of Gina, pushing her much harder than I ever did, and even though she begged me to set her free of him, I enjoyed watching her mental fragility as he demeaned her in new and interesting ways. I could see the hate in her eyes as he took her beyond her limits on a daily basis, but I never reined him in.
I was also using Gina to accommodate Joe's blow-job needs, and in order to prevent boredom, I opened up her pussy for his enjoyment, and a few weeks later her anus. Of course, being a man, it didn't take that many weeks for Joe to tire of his three-hole fuck-toy, at which point I introduced him to Gina's analingus skills. By the end of the first semester, just before Gina dropped out due to her fragile mental state, Joe and Nick were taking her down to the gender-neutral shower block on a nightly basis, whereupon they sold access to all three of her holes, for twenty dollars a shot.
I got into drugs around this time, MDMA primarily, although I didn't furnish the narcotics for other people, choosing to ingest three or four hits just before I arrived at the frat house. Some nights, as my status as VIP afforded me access to just about every female attendee, I would get taken care of by three or four different women, and as the months went by, they seemed less concerned with their reputations, and would openly engage in lewd behavior with me.
I even took a couple of college students back to my house on occasion, although this created unnecessary tension with my house-pets, and I decided to separate the two social groups. Of course, being the era of Instagram and Facebook, it wasn't long before there were pictures of me circulating on the various social media sites. I never understood the co-eds' fascination with my Orange Lamborghini, but nearly every young college student that stepped into my garage wanted me to bend her over the trunk of the exotic car, and take some erotic photos. Invariably this would lead to sex, and I got balls-deep inside so many young hotties inside my five-car garage.
I was over Gina by this time, and she had developed a bad drug habit, using heroin to numb her pain. Joe and Nick still used her as they saw fit, although in completely different ways. Joe employed Gina as his sex-toy, and was busting a nut inside her several times a day. Nick, in contrast, enjoyed humiliating the young co-ed, constantly finding new ways to demean her.
One memorable example occurred at the Quarterback's twentieth birthday party. As we gathered in the team locker room, Nick forced Gina to dress up as a kitten, complete with a long black tail attached to a butt-plug. In front of the entire High School Football Team, Nick put Gina through a series of demeaning agility tests before producing a saucer of milk for her to drink. As soon as Gina got down on all fours to lap away at her treat, Nick knelt by her side, unzipped his pants and began to masturbate furiously.
I think Gina knew what his intent was, because she flashed him a defiant glare, which was uncharacteristic of her, in her beat-down state. Nick didn't stop jerking off, but slapped Gina hard across the face with his spare hand. The noise echoed around the locker room, which should have spurred the gathering of young males into action, in her defense. However, the entire team looked in my direction for guidance, and as Gina's face reddened from the slap, I declined to intervene.
"Lap up your treat, Gina," I said, dispassionately, just before Nick ejaculated into the saucer.
Tears welled up in Gina's eyes as she lowered her lips to the saucer and began to slurp up its contents, which now included the very unappetizing globs of Nick's semen. Emboldened by my lack of intervention one of the linebackers stepped forward, his erect cock already in his hand. Kneeling on the other side of Gina, he began to jerk off, erupting a few seconds later into her saucer.
"Who is next?" I asked, as I fished my stiffening cock from my pants. "Don't be shy guys."
I kept Gina on all fours with her face in the saucer for almost an hour, enough time for the entire team to blow their loads, with several of them coming back for a second cum-shot. By the time the guys were satisfied, all of the milk had been ingested, and the saucer contained a disgusting mixture of congealed semen.
"Eat," I ordered the distraught young woman. "Or I will let everyone butt-fuck you."
As a murmur of approval reverberated around the locker room, Gina seemed to weigh her options, and then, with tears streaming down her face, she lowered her lips into the revolting mess and began to eat it.
Reveling in her submission to me, I began to show off, making idiotic threats to the young woman.
"You better lap up every drop, Gina," I taunted. "Or I will urinate on you in front of everyone."
There was a subdued approval to that remark from the guys, as I had clearly crossed the line for some of them.
"Gina is my fuck-toy," I continued. "Next weekend I am going to take her to get a huge tattoo. I am going to emblazon Pete's Toy between her ass-cheeks. Fuck, I might even brand the bitch as mine."
A few of the guys couldn't stomach the sight of Gina's disgusting meal, and several of them seemed shocked by my threats, and the locker room emptied slowly.
Once the demeaning act was over, I handed Gina twenty dollars, knowing that she would use it to buy some heroin. By this time in our dysfunctional relationship, I was still giving her money on a regular basis, but I felt that it was safer to use the anonymous method of payment, cash. I gave Gina just enough money to support her drug habit, and always made her beg me for it, naked and on her knees, dispensing twenty dollars at a time.
Once she was high, Gina was down for anything, and Joe and Nick hosted regular, spur of the moment gang-bangs in the gender-neutral showers. I was there the night that the paramedics showed up, to find an unconscious Gina in the shower block reeling from the after affects of a drug-overdose. She had semen dripping from all three of her orifices, and reeked of urine, as each participant in the impromptu gang-bang had pissed on her after blowing their loads.
That event created an enormous amount of heat on campus, some of it directed my way. I was interviewed by a Newport Beach Police Detective after my name was included on a list that was in Gina's possession. Joe and Nick were also on the handwritten list, and while the Detective was focused on whether the three of us were complicit in Gina's drug overdose, I recognized the possibility that she had started a retribution list.
Gina's overdose also resulted in an increased law-enforcement presence in the dorms, in an attempt to keep a lid on the illegal alcohol consumption by those under the age of twenty-one. The police officers also checked campus IDs on a regular basis, and not willing to draw additional attention to myself, I stopped hanging around Saddleback College.
Within just a few weeks I really missed the unbridled access to young pussy, and around this time my accountant kept recommending that I open a business, preferably one that involved cash, like a laundromat or a car wash. I had heard that the local strip club, "The Main Attraction," was for sale, although I had a feeling that it wasn't particularly profitable. However, the lure of top shelf pussy was too much of a temptation for me to resist, and I ended up buying the club, at a deep discount, renaming it "Top Shelf Pussy" on a whim.
I asked Olivia to manage it for me, not because I trusted her business acumen, but because I knew that she could set up some of the young dancers on dates with me. It became readily apparent that the strip club was not profitable, poorly run, and hard to staff, as employee morale was very low. I held several meetings to establish what the girls needed from me, and made some immediate changes.
I increased the cover-charge two-fold, which immediately reduced the number of voyeurs that hung out in the club without buying drinks or lap-dances. I allowed the girls to adopt an independent pricing structure, and allowed cops and firefighters free entry and cheap drinks.
The young men in uniform were very respectful and protective of the girls, and added a level of security to the club that made it feel very safe. Once we had established some mutual trust, I turned a blind eye to any sexual activity that occurred in the VIP rooms, charging a higher entrance fee to the luxuriously appointed private dance areas, but still allowing the police and firefighters free entry.
Of course, they still had to pay the dancers for any sexual favors, but the business relationship was a win-win. I radically improved the pay structure for the dancers, and introduced profit-sharing and free financial advice.
Most dancers just want a safe, clean environment in which to ply their wares, and with upwards of a dozen armed cops in the club on most nights, it felt very secure. Once in a while there was a flare-up, but most of the time, after a twelve hour shift patrolling the mean streets of Southern California, the Police Officers came in, had a couple of beers, and busted a nut before heading home to recuperate for the next day
Once word got around that I ran a safe, clean club, where girls earnings were essentially limitless, I had an endless stream of hot chicks trying to work there. Interviews were fun, needless to say, and it was during this induction process that I got my sexual needs taken care of.
Fortunately for me, Olivia had a very hands-on managerial style, and was not afraid to offer advice when she felt that I was making decisions with my little head, which was probably most of the time. I was so immersed in the procurement of top-shelf pussy, that I ignored the more important aspects of running a strip-club, like profitability and variety. At one point, Olivia walked me over to the photo board, a centralized location where we kept the proof of age on file for random inspection by law enforcement.
"Notice anything strange?" Olivia asked, as we stood together perusing the board, which contained a photo-copy of each of the dancers' IDs, and a recent head-shot with their stage name.
"Oh, Jesus," I said immediately, upon recognizing that the girls all bore a startling resemblance to each other.
I turned the hiring process over to Olivia that day, after realizing that every single dancer in my club was a tall, skinny, platinum-blonde, with nearly all of them possessing blue eyes.
"A successful club needs variety," she assured me. "Not just a harem of blue-eyed blondes for your enjoyment."
I still did the final interview, during which I had the girls dance for me, and then offer me a sample of what was available in the VIP room. By the time they got to me the girls had already basically been hired, but Olivia did a fantastic job of alluding to the fact that they didn't want to fail this part of the process, having come this far.
As you can imagine, stripping is not a pre-meditated vocation, and for many of these young women, dancing naked for men was their last chance to make money. Blessed with great looks and rocking little bodies, they desperately needed this employment, and most were willing to do whatever it took, to get hired. It was actually fairly simple when you looked at it. I wanted them to suck my cock for a few minutes and then I wanted a loving, enthusiastic rim-job. After I had enjoyed the visual of the young girl on her knees with her beautiful face between my buttocks, I would bust a nut, either in them or on them, depending on my mood.
Olivia set the tone for the interview, advising the applicants of my sexual proclivities, and encouraging them to present themselves to me at their very best. We held the interviews at the strip-club, albeit in the off-hours, so there was always a hair stylist and make-up team available, to pretty the girls up for their big moment. The club had a huge walk-in closet full of lingerie and fantasy wear, and while the girls had complete autonomy when it came to the music selection and clothing that they wore, Olivia was a big part of the process.
Aware of my obsession with youth, she often coached the girls into appearing before me dressed as schoolgirls or cheerleaders. I tried to hold interviews every few days, and they became one of the highlights of my week.
I had two interviews this morning, spaced two hours apart so that each applicant had sufficient time to make a good impression. As I showered before work, having declined my morning blow-job in order to more accurately assess the sexuality of the applicants, I had a raging hard-on. My house-pets were conditioned to constantly offer me sexual favors, and it became increasingly difficult to decline as the interview time approached.
I was very proud of myself by the time Olivia and I got into my bright Orange Lamborghini, as I had been awake for three hours without busting a nut. Even though the relationship between Olivia and I had transitioned into a non-sexual one, she knew that I enjoyed the anticipation of release, and so she began to tease me as we drove towards my club.
Initially it was verbal stimulation, a series of provocative suggestions on what I could ask the applicants to do, in order to earn their place on the roster. However, once I was erect, Olivia placed her dainty hand on my crotch, gently squeezing my nut-sack and raking her nails across my erect shaft, as I tried to concentrate on driving. Before long I was leaking pre-cum, and by the time I pulled into my designated parking spot, the inside of my briefs were wet.
"Looks like you are ready, Pete," Olivia said cheerfully, as we entered the dimly-lit club.
The place was pretty much empty as we weren't open for business yet. California permits licensed drinking establishments to open at 6am, but I wasn't going after the morning drinkers, preferring to attract the more established, upmarket businessmen, who were more apt to open their wallets. While we accepted credit cards, I offered a twenty percent discount for cash, and this was the primary method of payment. I had two ATMs in the club, and the average cash disbursement from each was twenty grand a week, most of which you have to assume was spent within the strip-club.
Olivia and I entered my office, and there were two Manila envelopes on my desk, containing the head-shots and resumes of the prospective dancers. Truth be known, by the time the applicants had reached this stage of the process, they were as good as hired. I only actually interviewed them to let them know that I was the Big Kahuna, and to see them perform, which usually resulted in some action for me.
"Two opposite ends of the spectrum, this morning," Olivia informed me, as I opened the sealed envelopes.
Olivia's summation was accurate, and I quickly realized that I had a seasoned pro and a complete newbie, vying for my attention this morning.
Lisa Neville was first, although she danced using the stage name Jade, which was surprisingly unoriginal. She was currently employed at a rival strip-club in my local area, and had lots of experience dancing and escorting. Jade was a tall, skinny blonde, with long platinum hair and perfect enhanced breasts, just my type. We had a plethora of blondes in the club, but at least Jade's eyes were a deep shade of green, which accounted for her name choice.
Jade showed up exactly on time, which was a rarity in the world of exotic dancers, and was beautifully presented. She was wearing a tiny two-piece green bikini with matching stripper heels, her hair and make-up had been professionally done, and she was scented with an intoxicating perfume. My cock stiffened as she sauntered into my office, and I made zero attempt to hide it, as I arose from the large leather chair behind my desk.
Jade's eyes met mine briefly before she lowered her gaze to my crotch, and seductively licked her lips. The absence of pretense was evident from the second she entered, made only more obvious as she spoke.
"Hi, I am Jade," she said sweetly, as I extended my hand for a professional greeting.
"And you handsome?" she said, as she rounded my huge desk, "you must be Pete. Although Olivia told me that you prefer to be addressed as Papa," she added playfully.



Right at the moment she reached me, I turned to face her, and she extended both arms to embrace me in a hug. I knew she could feel my erection jutting from my pants as we hugged, and this was confirmed by her next words as we parted.
"Now that is the kind of reaction I look for in a man," she said excitedly. "You seem happy to see me."
This wasn't going exactly to plan, as I usually controlled the conversation when it came to women, particularly those who I was considering hiring. However, Jade seemed very comfortable and if she was already immersed in the industry, she must have known that this interview was going to be sexually charged.
"Thanks for stopping by Jade," I responded, as I checked her out.
Normally, after a few moments of small talk, in which most prospective employees would appear nervous and apprehensive, I would take them to the VIP room, and have them dance for me. Jade, however, was very comfortable in this situation and walked around to the other side of my desk, before she began to sell herself.
"I am the top billing at Paradise," she began, referring to my competitor's club. "I have dozens of regulars, a few of whom I will invite here to watch me dance, as I am cognizant of your elevated expectations as far as the clientele you wish to attract. Let me pose for you first, so that you can get a good look at what I have to offer. Take your time."
Following that provocative statement, Jade ran though a series of obviously choreographed poses, each designed to showcase every square inch of her flawless body. Initially posing while standing, she transitioned to bending over my desk, kneeling on my desk, adopting the doggy-style position on my desk, before ending up on her back, with her legs splayed wide-open, and her stripper heels digging into the leather topped desk.
In an testament to the way that she moved, I was rock-hard and breathing heavily, even though she had not removed either piece of her bikini.
"Why don't you show me the way to the VIP room?" she asked. "I will run you through the menu of extras available to the most generous men."
Her confidence was unsettling, and I feared that if I didn't gain control of our encounter quickly, she was going to assert herself over me in the future. My fears proved unfounded once we entered the VIP room, and Jade invited me to sit on the oversized chair, designed specifically for the clients to enjoy whatever the dancer was offering.
The large leather recliner was raised slightly on an elevated platform that ran all around it. There was a side table next to the chair for the client to rest his drink, and a Baccarat ashtray designed for a cigar. Jade had ordered me a vodka on ice, and the frosted glass sat on a stainless steel plate, to keep it cool.
The chair was wide enough for two people to sit in comfortably, and the bottom panel and center of the leather seating area could be removed, to create a luxurious environment for analingus.
As I went to sit, I noticed that the center of the seat had already been removed, leaving a large opening through which the floor was visible. I flashed her a look of approval and she responded graciously.
"I have done my homework, Papa," Jade said suggestively. "Vodka on ice and a rim-job is on your menu for today. Please, sit."
Even though Jade was still in control of our interaction, she seemed to know exactly what she was doing so I allowed her to continue her little demonstration. Jade fired up some erotic dance music on a Bluetooth speaker that she had apparently brought to the audition, and began to sway to the music.
By this time in my life, I had fucked well over three hundred women, a large number of whom I had ordered to dance for me. It was an exercise in control to demand that a young, often shy woman, shimmy and shake for me as I looked on in amusement, and the results varied widely from pathetic to erotic. Most of the time, a visibly embarrassed young girl would gyrate awkwardly in front of me, until I tired of their humiliation.
Jade, by contrast, got my attention immediately, moving with the grace and sensuality of a seasoned pro. She was extremely erotic in her movements, and flailed her long platinum hair about as if she were having the time of her life. She kept moving into my personal space, a light touch here, a caress there, as my cock danced around in my pants.
At some point she was on my lap, her breasts in my face and her pussy grinding away against my erection, threatening to shorten our encounter with every thrusting motion. Jade seemed to anticipate my every desire, and was definitely in tune with my body. She took me close to orgasm several times, and as I writhed around in pleasure on the recliner, she periodically undid a shirt button, or removed an article of my clothing, taking the time to fold my things in a neat pile by the side of my chair. By the time she was done teasing me, I was completely naked, with pre-cum all over my thighs.
I wasn't expecting such an all-encompassing lap-dance, and even though she was still wearing her two piece bikini, I desperately wanted to fuck her, such was the level of desire she had inspired in me. Once she was on my lap, she rested her lips against my ear, and as she ran her fingernails up the back of my neck, she whispered softly.
"I think you are ready to fuck, Papa. The condom is optional. I am tested regularly and am on the pill if you want to fuck me bareback."
As if she was already anticipating my answer, Jade slipped her tiny green bikini bottoms to one side, and positioned the entrance to her pussy right over the tip of my cock. Dancing for me had evidently aroused her, because her vagina was slick with her secretions, and I could feel the heat emanating from it, as she transmitted her desire to get fucked. She knew she had me exactly where she wanted me, and as I slipped inside her she let out a satisfied giggle.
Men use the expression "light" to portray the way certain women move, and Jade certainly was deserving of this descriptive. Even though she couldn't have weighed more than one hundred and fifteen pounds, Jade managed to make herself appear weightless, moving with the grace and poise of a cat as we fucked.
Jade wasn't in a hurry either, and over the course of the next thirty minutes, we changed positions at least a dozen times, running through the entire gamut of conventional coupling stances, and several that were new to me. I lost track of time, as she brought me to the edge several times, and then to my surprise, as she slowed her bouncing in my lap to a halt, she announced that our session was complete.
"And that is the VIP experience," Jade said quietly, as she sucked on my earlobe. "Thirty minutes of teasing for two hundred and fifty dollars. Unless there is something else on your mind, Papa?"
There was only one thing on my mind, as I am sure was the case with all of the poor bastards that unwittingly got themselves into this predicament, buried balls-deep inside a goddess with the desire to finish consuming them.
"Jade," I began, trying to hide the desperation in my voice. "Don't leave me like this."
A smile crept across her face as she realized that, despite my prodigious number of sexual encounters, I had succumbed to her teasing, the way all men did.
"What do you have in mind, Papa?" she whispered, as she began to rock slowly in my lap. "How much cash do you have on you?"
Jade's slow grinding motions, presumably perfected through countless hours of practice, were sufficient to keep me wholly engaged without posing any risk of inducing an orgasm from me.
"What the fuck, Jade?" I responded angrily. "Quit fucking about. This is a job interview, for fuck's sake."
As she continued to rock in a tantalizingly seductive manner, she kept her lips on my earlobe, and resumed her negotiations.
"Oh, you have already made the decision to hire me," she said confidently. "Now you have to decide if you want to blow your load into my tight, wet snatch."
"Two hundred," I stammered, trying to remember how much cash I had in my wallet that was on the floor with my clothes. "I have two hundred in cash."
"That won't get you much play in the VIP room these days," she mocked, as she lowered herself down on my cock and contracted her Kegel muscles. "Do you have a credit card in your wallet?"
I nodded my head reflexively, trying to get past this fucking negotiation game so that I could enjoy my release. Jade picked up on my desperation and placed one hand behind my neck. Using me as support, she leaned backwards gracefully, grabbing my pants with her other hand.
"Give me the two hundred in cash and your credit card," she said firmly, as she bounced up and down slowly on my cock.
I was like putty in her hands, even though I was aware that I had a multitude of other options just outside of the VIP room. The club wasn't open yet, but there were two bar staff on the premises, both of whom I had fucked before, and as a last resort, Olivia was always willing to accommodate me. However, as Jade teased me on her road to extracting more cash from me, I wanted her pussy to be the destination for my next load, and we both knew it.
"Five hundred," she whispered, which cleared my head of the one unanswered question that reverberated around the otherwise completely vacuous brain.
"Money well spent, Papa," she added with a giggle. "Even if I say so myself."
By this time I had extracted my wallet from my pants pocket, and as if on auto-pilot, I handed her two crisp one hundred dollar bills, and my Chase credit card. Jade had somehow magically procured a card reader, although in her current state of dress, wearing just two tiny pieces of green fabric and her stripper shoes, I had no clue where she had hidden it.
"How much do you want to tip me?" she added, without any hint of shame.
I was in awe of her process, honed as it obviously was through trial and error and many hours of practice. Throughout the entire negotiation she continued to slowly bounce up and down on me, keeping my cock completely erect and my brain fully engaged on the end goal.
"Charge the full five hundred to my card," I said decisively, trying to see how much of the cash that she returned to me.
"I love generous men," Jade responded with a smile, as she tucked the two hundred dollar bills into her tiny green top.
As we resumed fucking, I had to admire her seductive ways. She had extracted seven hundred dollars from my wallet, with minimal fuss or drama, right in the middle of a fucking job interview. A few moments later, there was a quiet knock on the door, and I realized that my second applicant had arrived for her interview. I had only allocated one hour for Jade, never suspecting for one second that she would manage to draw it out so expertly.
"Your eleven o'clock appointment is here," Olivia said through the small crack in the door. "Shall I ask her to wait in your office?"
Before I had a chance to respond, Jade spoke up, in an authoritative manner.
"Send her in, Olivia," the green-eyed blonde instructed my manager. "I want to meet her too."
As Olivia waited hesitantly behind the door, I gave her my consent, and moments later a nervous looking young redhead appeared, and cautiously entered the VIP room. As soon as she came through the door, it was evident that she didn't possess Jade's confidence, even though she was equally as stunning physically.
Standing at around five feet nine inches tall, with a lithe frame, the gorgeous redhead had beautiful green eyes and a tight little ass. Olivia had intercepted her right before the interview, and dolled her up in a schoolgirl uniform, which accentuated her youthful appearance. She was wearing a red plaid micro-mini skirt, with a matching bra and some stripper heels. Her red hair was arranged in pigtails, held in place with two plaid ribbons, a very girlish addition, that had Olivia written all over it. She seemed a little unsettled by the unorthodox interview setting, but Jade took control and the new girl obediently responded.
"You will use the stage-name, Red," Jade instructed. "The guys will love you, I can assure you," she added, which seemed to put the young girl at ease.
"Come closer, girl," Jade ordered her. "We don't bite."
As Red approached the recliner, in which Jade and I were still coupled, the more experienced dancer issued her next directive.
"Lose the bra, Red," Jade said quietly. "We want to see the goods."
As the young redhead began to unhook her plaid bra, it occurred to me that this was quite possibly the most bizarre job interview that I would ever participate in. However, judging by Jade's blasé attitude, this appeared to be par for the course. I was balls-deep inside Jade as she continued to rock slowly in my lap, her head turned so that she could watch the potential new-hire remove her bra, until she presented her magnificent set of tits to us.
Jade leaned into me and put her lips back on my ear.
"Take my top off, Papa" she whispered. "I want to show you my rack, too."
As I reached around behind her back, I tugged on the strings of her bikini top, causing the tiny garment, and the two hundred dollar bills, to fall into the space between us. Jade grabbed the cash, and slowly rose from my cock, as I tried to hide my abject disappointment at the sudden termination of our encounter.
"Dance for us, Red," Jade instructed the young redhead, as she fired up her Bluetooth speaker. "Don't be shy."
Despite the words of encouragement, Red was in fact extremely shy, and as she began to gyrate slowly in front of us, she closed her eyes to blot out the visual of us. Jade had turned her back towards me, and was watching Red intently as she began to get into the rhythm. Then to my surprise, Jade backed up to where I was sitting and lowered herself slowly onto my cock.
As we resumed fucking, Jade ran Red through a series of dance moves, and as the less experienced girl started to relax, it was evident that she actually possessed a very sensual style.
"She has the right technique for the stage part of the job," Jade said quietly. "Now let's see if she can work the VIP room and earn her tips."
I wasn't ecstatic that Jade had hijacked the interview, but what unfurled next cemented her as one of the seminal encounters in my life. As Red gyrated topless before us, Jade spoke up, quietly yet with an authoritative tone, that left little room for disobedience.
"Kneel," Jade said, as she muted the dance music. "Crawl to us."
Red seemed to take a split-second to process the command, before sinking slowly to her knees. As she got on all fours, and began to crawl towards us, it occurred to me that perhaps the young redhead considered Jade to be the assistant manager of the strip-club, even though she hadn't even been officially hired yet. I felt that I needed to clarify the situation for Red, but my curiosity of Jade's intentions got the better of me, and I remained silent.
"Lay on your back," Jade ordered the young redhead, as she reached my outstretched feet.
As Red obediently rolled over onto her back, Jade resumed her rhythmic up and down motion on my cock, which snapped me back into the reality of the moment, and made me realize that I was on the road to orgasm.
"Slide under the chair," Jade instructed the young girl. "Papa likes rim-jobs. Have you any experience in the art of analingus?"
Unsurprisingly, as Red was in her early twenties, she admitted that mine was not the first ass that she had eaten, and a few seconds later, as she adjusted her position so that her lips were directly beneath my rosebud, she extended her tongue and began to lap away at my asshole.
"How does that feel, boss?" Jade teased, as the two of them worked in tandem to pleasure me. "I think you should hire that girl."
Any resentment that I may have felt towards Jade for the way she had hijacked the interview process, dissipated as I approached my orgasm. I was with two gorgeous women, on the edge of release, grateful for my good fortune at having been born as a Trust Fund Baby. Jade looked over her shoulder at me, her green eyes glinting mischievously as we made eye-contact.
"Bust a nut inside my pussy, whenever you are ready," she whispered. "You deserve this, Papa."
Deserved or not, I had to admit that Jade and Red's attention felt otherworldly, and as I contemplated hiring both of them, there was also the small matter of the seven hundred dollars that Jade had extracted from my wallet. Unexpected, and completely unorthodox in an interview setting, I decided that I needed to bring it up.
"Are you planning to keep my money, Jade?" I asked, as I got closer to my release.
"Are you planning on coming inside my tight, wet pussy, Papa?" she responded. "We can stop if you want a refund."
As I weighed up the situation, I came to the realization that coming inside Jade was worth every single penny of the seven hundred dollars that I had paid her. As Red eagerly tongued my ass, and Jade bounced up and down on my lap, I felt my nuts tighten, and shortly after, I ejaculated deep inside her very tight, very wet, very exclusive pussy. It was a very powerful orgasm, the combination of having not busted a nut all morning, and Olivia's earlier teasing conspiring to make me come hard.
As I composed myself I took the time to thoroughly check Jade out. In addition to being model-quality gorgeous, she was also extremely sensual, and had figured out exactly what floated my boat. Hiring her was a foregone conclusion, and I knew that she would be a big earner for the club. However, her next directive cemented her as a personal favorite of mine, and put a huge smile on my face.
"Keep licking his ass, Red," Jade instructed, as she gradually slowed her motions. "Let's get Papa hard again, and then we will switch places."
Under their combined stimulation, it didn't take me long to develop another erection, my cock stiffening inside Jade's tight snatch, as Red continued to eat my ass. As soon as I was hard, Jade slowly dismounted me, her vaginal secretions evident all over my cock. Red emerged from beneath the chair, still kneeling. The schoolgirl skirt and matching hair ribbons accentuated her youthful appearance and made her look like a picture of innocence, despite the lewd sex-acts that she had been engaging in.
"Stay on your knees," Jade ordered the redhead. "Suck Papa clean. Good girl."
Red was no stranger to oral sex, and as she expertly licked and sucked Jade's secretions from my cock, paying particular attention to my glans and frenulum, I thought that I might ejaculate in her mouth. Jade watched on intently, seemingly impressed with Red's oral talents.
"We found us a blow-job queen," Jade said admiringly, as I rapidly approached my second release. "Red is going to be very popular in the VIP room."
Even though I hadn't ever considered any blow-job to be bad, Red's skillful cock-worship session was one of the best I had ever experienced. It was the combination of soft teasing, and the perfect amount of saliva and suction that was rapidly bringing me to the boil. Jade was paying close attention to my body language, and as I closed my eyes momentarily, she spoke.
"Tell me when you get close, Papa," she whispered. "You can finish inside Red's pussy if you want."
"Or my ass," Red interjected, as she withdrew her lips from my cock and arose from her knees. "No rubber required, Papa."
It was a lot to process, as the two of them stood in front of me, making it abundantly clear that I could bust a nut in any of the six orifices that were on display before me. As I decided how I wanted to come, Jade reached under Red's plaid micro-miniskirt, and seductively lowered her plaid thong panties.
"Oral sex gets me wet," Red admitted sheepishly, as Jade held the soaked panties up to my face, as if to offer proof.



"I want to come inside Red's pussy," I said firmly, finally regaining control of my two newest employees. "Jade, get underneath me."
The two of them responded instantly, their voices in unison as they spoke quietly.
"Yes, Papa."
I found the collective show of obedience to be extremely erotic, and I watched on admiringly as Jade dropped the wet plaid panties onto the neat pile of my clothes, before she lowered herself to her knees, and then rolled over onto her back.
Red hiked up her micro-mini and lowered herself slowly onto my erection, her warm pussy enveloping my cock. At the same time, I felt a moist tongue lapping away at my nut-sack, as Jade maneuvered into my desired position.
"Well, Papa," Red said seductively, as she bounced up and down on my cock. "Am I hired?"
I must admit I considered my strip-club to be a way to fuck hot chicks rather than a business, and as the two of them worked in tandem to make me orgasm, I decided to hire them both. As erotic dancers are considered independent contractors under employment law, the rules regarding fraternization are slightly different, and I announced my intention to hire them, even as I was balls-deep inside Red.
"Getting hired is one thing," Jade said wisely, from beneath my chair. "The trick is keeping it interesting for Papa so that you can remain employed."
"Well said, Jade," I responded. "That is very true. Red, you have no idea how many job applicants I see each week."
To my surprise, Red responded by leaning in to my ear and offering me another option for release.
"Why don't you fuck my tight little ass, Papa?" she whispered seductively. "Blow your load deep inside me."
Red didn't even wait for my response, but simply raised her tight, wet pussy up slightly, grabbed the tip of my cock, and realigned it with the entrance to her ass. As soon as my cock-head slipped through her rosebud, I could tell that she had already lubed her anal passage.
"I did my homework, Papa," Red said proudly. "I know you love variety, and I am an all-access kind of girl."
Once I was balls-deep inside Red's third orifice, Jade shifted her focus from my nut-sack to my asshole, licking and nibbling around the highly sensitive entrance, before inserting her tongue through my sphincter. I blew my load a few moments later, under the combined stimulation of the two of them, and once I had caught my breath, Jade emerged from underneath me as Red dismounted my cock.
"We will co-ordinate our schedules with Olivia," Jade said cheerfully, as the two of them headed for the exit of the VIP room. "See you around, Papa."
It was evident to me that Jade had spent a lot of time around paying customers, as her timing was impeccable. Men in relationships pretend to give a fuck after they have orgasmed, because women need the post-coital connection. Given the choice, I would rather the girl get the fuck out of my sight, right after I blow my load. Jade, as a seasoned erotic dancer recognized this, and timed her exit to perfection, leaving me alone with just my thoughts, and an empty nut-sack.
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At the suggestion of Jade, I decided to host an "Amateur night" every Tuesday evening. Lasting just one hour, it was an opportunity for non-professional dancers to perform for an enthusiastic crowd. Depending on the number of participants, the young women were given two or three songs to showcase their wares, with the winner determined solely by the reaction of the crowd. The cash prize was initially five hundred dollars which was fairly standard in the industry, although after experiencing a decline in the number of applicants once the novelty wore off, I increased this to twenty-five hundred, which had the desired effect.
Newport Beach is a tight-knit community, and "Amateur night" initially attracted college co-eds and young, unattached females. However, once the cash prize was increased, I was besieged with applicants from all walks of life. Apparently, twenty-five hundred dollars was a significant amount of money for many of these desperate women, causing them to suppress their shame and willingly cavort for the assembled masses.
It must have been humiliating for some of the less attractive women who showed up to amateur night. I am sure as they looked around the waiting room and noticed that their competition included college cheerleaders and gymnasts, they knew that they had no chance of winning the cash prize.
Occasionally, we would discover a hidden gem, a natural-born stripper whose rocking little body and sensual movements elicited erections from the all-male crowd. I think most of us are familiar with the discovery of Pamela Anderson, whose image was shown on the stadium screen at a British Columbia Lions football game. Responding to the raucous cheers from the fans, the stadium crew escorted Pamela to the football field, and as word of the reaction to her introduction spread among the main-stream media, Pamela signed a commercial contract with Labatt's beer to be the Blue Zone girl. This led to more advertising assignments, and soon she was approached by Playboy Magazine.
While I wasn't expecting to discover the next Pamela Anderson, I did uncover some undeniable talent, hidden amongst the grocery store checkers and the myriad of young restaurant staff working in our coastal city. In fact, three of the winners, after undergoing a lengthy secondary interview with yours truly, got hired as full-time dancers in my club.
After the first two events, during which several of the older, less attractive competitors backed out before they got their time on the stage, I instructed Jade to offer words of encouragement to those who were inclined to quit. It was amazing how the positive reinforcement of a few well-chosen words could inspire a forty-something year old woman to don a ridiculously sexual outfit, and gyrate on stage in front of half of the town's adult males.
In fact, it was during one of these embarrassing performances, that Jade floated the idea of having two separate cash prizes for Amateur night. As we watched the Saddleback College librarian, who was well into her forties, dance her heart out while dressed as a naughty nurse, it became apparent that we needed a prize for effort, and the second cash award was conceived. Given to the woman who had demonstrated the most heart, despite their obvious physical limitations, this twenty-five hundred dollar cash prize, was voted on by a few members of my staff. Tonight it was awarded to the chubby librarian, who had stripped to just her bra and high-heels, before impaling herself on a large, black strap-on phallus, wielded by Jade.
As the weeks went by, the crowd continued to increase in size, each week bringing a noticeably larger gathering to Amateur night. I guess it was inevitable that one of the Newport Beach millionaires would bring his hot girlfriend to the event, and force her to perform for the salivating males.
I didn't know the first guy personally, although I knew that his name was Jon Dodd, and he was a local developer who had made a fortune building several high-rise luxury condominiums along the shoreline of Newport Beach. Jon was brimming with self-confidence when he grabbed the microphone from the emcee, and gave a brief speech before introducing his "Toys," as he collectively referred to them. To my astonishment, Jody and Rachel shuffled out nervously, identically attired in their Patriots Cheerleader Uniforms, and clearly ruffled by their forced humiliation.
Even in the highly sexually-charged environment of the strip-club, and despite the fact that I had already busted a nut twice during the evening's festivities, my cock throbbed in my pants at the mere sight of Jody. She was just so fucking hot, an indisputable Newport Beach ten, and yet she had once again been reduced to being a rich man's fuck-toy.
Jody and Rachel quickly gained their self-confidence under the sustained cheering from the assembled men, who could not believe the beauty of the two identical-looking platinum blondes. As they moved through their obviously choreographed routine, which included synchronized dance, a slow strip-tease, sensual kissing and a multiple-position, prolonged sexual encounter involving each of them wearing a strap-on, two things happened.
Firstly, the timekeeper, a young man in his twenties responsible for terminating each act after six minutes in order to keep things flowing, simply put down his stopwatch, and enjoyed the performance. Twelve or thirteen minutes elapsed, as the crowd went crazy with each new sexual position, before Jody and Rachel finally stopped fucking, and lowering themselves slowly to the stage, began to make out. In anticipation of an orgasm, the DJ killed the music.
Secondly, the predominantly young, male crowd quieted to a hushed whisper, as the two blondes tenderly kissed before Rachel entered Jody, and they started to rock together in the missionary position. The whisper became silence, and you could have heard a pin drop, as Jody began to moan softly under the sustained invasion of her tight, young pussy by Rachel's strap-on phallus.
The crowd remained silent as Rachel skillfully brought Jody to three stupendous orgasms, before withdrawing the latex cock from her slick pussy, and forcing her to suck it clean. It was such an erotic performance, and it elevated my level of desire for Jody, to the point where I would have paid whatever it took to have her as my own.
Of course, every man in the club that night was thinking the same thing, although I imagine most of them had come to terms with the fact that it was never going to happen for them. I couldn't go there in my mind, and as their new benefactor walked onto the stage with two black trench-coats, and covered them up to allow them some modesty before they left the brightly-lit performance platform, I wanted Jody more than anything on earth.
Jade, my manager, swiftly entered the stage gathering up the remnants of their Cheerleader Uniforms, although I saw three young men grab the two discarded pairs of panties and a garter-belt, as a memento of the performance.
Despite being a multi-millionaire, the developer went to claim his cash prize, as Jade escorted Jody and Rachel to the dressing room to get changed. I knew the protocol of the strippers' changing room. I knew it was a female-only environment, a safe haven for the dancers to toss down a couple of shots, or to ingest some cocaine or MDMA, in order to take the edge off. Jade had even shared with me that some dancers would enjoy a pre-show climax in the privacy of the dressing room, so that they were more in the mood to perform.
For these reasons, I knew it was wrong of me to enter the room, but my lust for Jody had impacted my judgment, and before I could stop myself I went to the door. I knocked first and identified myself, waiting several seconds before entering to allow the girls time to cover up, if they so desired.
Luckily for me, only Jade, Jody and Rachel were in there, the two platinum blondes listening intently as Jade made an impassioned plea to hire them full-time. It was laughable really, Jade blissfully unaware of the girls' financial situation, as she assured them that they could earn eight grand a month if they worked a regular schedule. I had offered them fifteen thousand dollars a month to be my live-in girlfriends, and I am sure that they had upped the demands for their monthly stipend, as their popularity increased.
"Hi Papa," Jody said, as I entered the dressing room, my face visibly flushed from my arousal, and my erection jutting out from the front of my pants.
"Hi Jody," I responded quietly, in awe of the power that she had over me.
"I don't have long, Papa," she whispered. "If you have something on your mind, spit it out. Jon gets very jealous if I talk to other men."
It was an excruciatingly embarrassing conversation to have in front of Rachel and Jade, but I had let this woman slip out of my life too many times before, to allow it to happen again.
"Jody," I began shakily. "You are too good for this. You deserve better. Jon obviously doesn't love you if he makes you perform for the amusement of other men."
"Fifty grand a month," Jody said, without a hint of shame. "If you want to revisit our memorandum of understanding."
I knew she was being deadly serious. The object of my fantasy was offering herself to me completely, for the ungodly sum of fifty thousand dollars per month. That would have included Rachel of course, an unrestricted, all-access pass to the six orifices that they collectively possessed.
"Fifty thousand?" I repeated incredulously. "How? Why?"
Even though I was trying to establish how the fuck she had come up with such an outrageous amount, I couldn't even get the words out of my mouth. Sensing that I was considering it, Rachel added her two cents.
"Our time spent together has strengthened our connection," Rachel added softly. "We know exactly how to pleasure a man. Jody and I would keep your nuts completely drained at all times. I know that you love rim-jobs and we would be honored to eat your ass, Papa."
"Let's go Rachel," Jody said cheerfully. "Jon is waiting for us in the limousine. Pete's hesitation tells me all I need to know."
As the two of them arose from their chairs, each wearing the remains of their cheerleader uniforms and a long, black trench-coat, I took in their collective beauty one last time. I felt the same pang of jealousy that I had experienced the day that I picked up my Lamborghini, upon realizing that I couldn't afford the Bugatti Chiron that was also available to be driven home. As much as I desired Jody, I just couldn't afford her.
As she passed me on her way to the door, Jody placed one of her perfectly manicured hands on my arm, and leaned into me, whispering in my ear.
"You are right, Papa," she said softly, as her lips grazed my earlobe. "Jon is an asshole and doesn't deserve me. I needed to hear it from someone I trust. Thank you."
I wanted this moment to last forever, Jody's scent permeating my nostrils as she snuggled up next to me, her fingertips raking across my forearm, her warm and minty breath in my ear.
Seconds later they were gone, with just their intoxicating scent lingering in the room. Jade was staring at me with an inquisitive look on her face, and as I passed her I tried to shed some light on my obsession with Jody.
"The one that got away," I said ruefully, as I entered the stage area.
Jon was heading towards the main exit, Jody and Rachel snuggled in tight against him, as he pushed his way through the crowd of admirers. When I reached the exit, I saw his stretch limousine parked right in front, his driver holding the rear door open for the trio. A few moments later the Lincoln Town Car drove slowly away from the club, and Jody disappeared from my life yet again.
Whatever words were exchanged between us that night in the dressing room, ended up impacting all three of our lives. The following day I received a text from Jody.
Short and sweet, it read, "Thank you, Papa, for always telling me what I need to hear. See you around."
I knew that she wouldn't respond, even after I sent her multiple texts over the next several days. I heard through the grapevine that she and Rachel had gone back to Baldwin, although I highly doubted that he had agreed to meet their fifty-thousand dollars per month stipend.
Baldwin and Jody got married shortly after she returned to his arms, a lavish local affair to which I was invited. I just couldn't stomach attending, as the highlight of my sexual life was betrothed to another man. The high-society event was documented in the Orange County Register, Jody looking angelic in her bridal dress. Inexplicably, Rachel was in the back of the Convertible Vintage Rolls-Royce as the happy thrupple departed for the airport, suggesting that she was joining the newly-weds on their honeymoon.
Baldwin, ever the asshole, texted me numerous times from Mauritius, where they spent three weeks soaking up the sun. Attaching several lewd photos of him enjoying the two young blondes, he included a picture of Jody on her knees in her bridal outfit, with his semen splattered and matted across the exquisite lace veil. When I failed to respond to his taunts, Baldwin threatened to bring Madison to "Amateur night" at my strip-club, promising a particularly demeaning show. I had no way to know whether or not he was bluffing, but I blocked his number after that latest threat.
It was several months later before I saw Jody again, in a Pink Bentley SUV, and quite obviously pregnant. It was her pregnancy, and the inevitable change in her priorities as she embraced motherhood, that finally made me forget Jody. Baldwin's threat to force Madison onto my Amateur night stage weighed heavily on me, and I contemplated canceling the event. It was Jade who talked me off the ledge, insisting that the popular evening was great for the club, both in the number of new customers that it attracted, and also in the plethora of new-hires that could be directly traced to the competition.
I dreaded the prospect of Baldwin dragging my ex-fiancée up onto the dance stage on Amateur night, even though she wasn't technically a newbie, having been made to dance for Barry's friends when she dated the sadistic attorney. Every week, right before showtime, I checked the roster of scheduled amateurs, their legal name which we used to check their age, printed next to their chosen stage-name.
One week I was running late, and as I sped towards the club in my bright Orange Lamborghini, I called Jade and asked her to see if Madison DuPont was on the list. I breathed a sigh of relief as she informed me that there was no such name on the list, but when I arrived about twenty minutes later, Jade ushered me into my office.
"Madison DuPont?" she asked, with a worried look on her face. "Who is she to you?"
As I began to try and unravel the fucked-up reality of who Madison was, Jade stopped me in my tracks.
"It's none of my business, boss," she said quietly. "However, I want to inform you that Madison DuPont is not eligible for Amateur night. She is far from an amateur. In fact, she used to work here."
As my jaw dropped open, Jade handed me a worn personnel file, bearing the name Madison DuPont, with the date of hire being nearly eleven years ago.
"I checked our old employee records," Jade said softly. "Madison danced here for a few months, using the stage-name Tramp. She took a few months off and returned under the new name Jugs," she added. "Once you see the pictures, it will make sense."
My hands were shaking as Jade handed me the old file, and I was grateful when she excused herself to go and judge the amateur dancers. The file contained some head-shots of Madison as a young woman, the beautiful pictures putting to rest any doubt I had about how stunning she was as a twenty-year old. There were also a few bikini shots, then some topless ones, culminating in full-nude pictures of the clean-shaven young woman, to whom I was recently betrothed. "Tramp" was inscribed on the bottom corner of each of the photographs, although after Jade had briefed me, I realized that this was a reference to her stage-name, rather than her perceived status within the club.
I knew from talking to Madison that she had worked as a stripper prior to becoming an escort, and that one of her regular clients, Barry, had allowed her to live at his Newport Coast mansion for two years. During their extended period of co-habitation, an increasingly controlling Barry had installed a pair of obnoxious 38Ds onto Madison's lithe, one hundred and fifteen pound frame.
As I continued to root through the personnel file, I came across the second set of pictures, which judging by the huge increase in the size of Madison's tits, were taken shortly after Barry had purchased her 38Ds. Each of these photos were inscribed with the moniker "Jugs," on the bottom corner, as Barry had apparently changed her stage-name.
Madison wore a pained look on her face in the second set of photos, and I remembered her telling me that Barry had modified her without her full consent. Granted, she had never actually voiced her objection to the over-sized breast enhancements, but a plastic surgeon that was doing his job would have quickly ascertained that Madison wasn't in favor of the mammoth implants.
Barry had assured Madison that she would enjoy a substantial increase in the gratuities at the club, but as soon as her breasts had healed, it became evident to her that Barry just wanted to fit-fuck her every day.
There were a few more photos of Madison cavorting in the VIP room with a bunch of older men, in expensive suits. These executives were presumably Barry's management team, with whom he shared Madison as a perk of the job, a bonus. Lastly, there were several pictures of my ex-fiancée engaged in lewd acts with a much older man, who I have to assume was Barry. Madison had apparently come to terms with her comical breast enhancements, and was even wearing a large gold necklace with the word "Jugs" embedded within it.
Whoever Barry was, and however he had managed to exert his influence over Madison, he had definitely enjoyed her at her prime. In fact, I thought, as I perused the naked photos of her, if I had spent one night with Madison in her prime it would have altered the trajectory of my life, and made me less obsessed with Jody.
After I put the photos away, I was trembling with anxiety. The two most important women in my life were gone, Madison in the wind despite Baldwin's threats to force her onto my dance stage, and Jody wedded to that fat prick, and pregnant with his baby. I knew it was Baldwin's financial superiority over me that had tipped the scales in his favor, and it was eating me alive.
Growing up with wealthy parents I was shielded from the myriad of financial difficulties that a lot of my peers faced. It was a complete shock to me when both of my parents were killed just before I turned seventeen, and I was too young to process the magnitude of my Trust Fund disbursement. When a team of attorneys and financial advisers sat me down and informed me that I was going to receive one hundred and sixty thousand dollars per month starting on my eighteenth birthday, I felt like I was the richest man on earth.
I just couldn't comprehend that vast amount of money, and with no parental guidance, I felt like there was nothing that I couldn't afford.
My first lesson to the contrary occurred when I went to pick up my Orange Lamborghini at the Newport Beach dealership. A member of the sales team had navigated me through the myriad of options available on the bespoke exotic, and I had checked every box that floated my boat. I had just turned eighteen years of age, and was old enough to sign a contract, and with my uncle willing to act as my co-signatory, I committed myself to a six thousand dollar per month payment on a Lamborghini Aventador.



The dealership had a Bugatti Chiron sitting on the showroom floor, surrounded by velvet ropes and "do not touch" signs. I knew that the Bugatti was one of the world's most desirable automobiles, and I casually asked the beautifully-attired floor manager what the lease payment would be on the Bugatti, in case I decided to switch cars at the last minute. My enquiry was met with a certain amount of derision from the stunning looking woman, and while the nice thing for her to do would have been to let me down gently, she elected to go and crunch the numbers.
When she returned a few moments later with a smirk on her face, and presented the quote on her iPad Pro, I realized quite why she had shown me disdain. At sixty five thousand dollars per month it was way out of my league financially, and it was at that point in my young life that I recognized that there were men worth one hundred times what I was.
"Our exotic car financiers typically want an automotive debt to income ratio of less than fifteen percent," she said coldly, continuing my education. "So they would expect a verifiable income of just under four hundred thousand dollars per month," she added dispassionately. "For you and your co-signatory," she concluded, with a fake smile.
Now, as I was facing the harsh reality that I couldn't afford Jody, that was a much bigger kick in the nuts. The whole Bugatti thing had been a minor embarrassment, the floor manager getting her jollies putting me in my place, as my uncle looked on in amusement. However, when it came to Jody, I wanted to possess her more than I wanted anything on earth, but I just couldn't swing the fifty grand a month entrance fee. The thought of her kneeling before that fat fuck Baldwin, as he blew his wad across her exquisitely fabricated, lace bridal-veil, was eating me alive.
The months turned into years, and even though Jody and I both remained within the city limits of Newport Beach, I ran across her very infrequently. We were just in completely different social circles, as she had kids in primary school, and I was still fucking college freshmen. I think I maybe saw her a dozen times over the course of two decades, and by time I turned forty years old, I had got her completely out of my system.
At least I thought I had, until she showed up one day at my strip-club. "Top Shelf Pussy," as my club name suggested, specialized in the higher end of the strip-club market, catering to the sophisticated wealthy men who were willing to pay much more for the attentions of a perfect ten.
Jody hadn't aged a day when she breezed into my club, a testament to her blessed genes, and the remarkable anti-aging characteristics of plastic surgery and cosmetic enhancements. She was fashionably attired, as always, her stylish clothing befitting the wife of a multi-millionaire. The finishing touches, a red beret and some dark, oversized Gucci glasses, made her look European.
I felt the familiar surge in my pants the second I saw her, and I walked excitedly towards her to give her a hug.
"Jesus Christ," I exclaimed loudly. "How long has it been Jody?"
"Jessie," she corrected me. "I am Jessie Baldwin. Jody is my mom."
Instinctively I began to apologize for my mistake but Jessie remained gracious, removing her sunglasses and flashing me a broad smile.
"No apology necessary, Pete," she said sweetly. "I know I am the spitting image of my mom when she was younger. She told me all about your history with her."
"Does she know that you are here today, Jessie?" I asked cautiously. "Did she send you?"
"Hell no!" Jessie responded. "My parents wouldn't approve of me being here at all. In fact, you are the only thing that they ever argue about. My mom is not even allowed to mention your name in our household."
I couldn't for the life of me figure out why this young girl was here, and a thought appeared that maybe she was setting a trap for me. So, I did the one thing that I needed to do to protect myself.
"How old are you Jessie?" I asked the young woman.
"I imagine that you will be needing a copy of this," she said sweetly, as she thrust her California Driver's License towards me.
I must have breathed a palpable sigh of relief as I viewed her license and ascertained that she was over eighteen years of age.
"I want to work in your club," she said, with a smile on her face. "I can't think of a better way to piss off my parents."
I knew it was wrong on so many levels, and I recognized the likelihood of severe blowback from Steve Baldwin if I allowed his teenage daughter to showcase her wares at "Top Shelf Pussy," but even as I weighed my options, my slowly stiffening cock had already made the decision for me.
Now in my forties, I wasn't as prone to involuntary erections as I had been in my late teens and twenties. However, as Jessie nestled right next to me, I inhaled her scent, and immediately recognized that she was wearing her mom's perfume, which caused my cock to fully harden. Jessie looked up at me, her bright blue eyes the mirror image of her mom's, her tanned skin contrasting beautifully with her incredibly white teeth, and it felt like time had turned back twenty years, and it was Jody standing next to me.
"There is an audition process, Jessie," I said quietly, as my desire began to overwhelm me.
"Olivia told me all about it," Jessie said confidently. "I know exactly what you expect of me, when we get to the VIP room, Papa. The only question I have for you is do you want me to dance as a Cheerleader or as a Schoolgirl?"
Jessie Baldwin was an incredibly alluring young woman, her model-quality looks virtually assuring her an easy ride once she found herself an appropriate benefactor. Newport Beach was full of eligible bachelors, successful attractive men in their thirties and forties who would have made a perfect husband for this young goddess. Jessie must have known that she was a perfect ten, so it was a little disconcerting that she had selected one of her mother's ex-lovers, and her Dad's nemesis as the target of her seduction.
"Did you decide, Papa, or shall I surprise you?" Jessie asked sweetly, resting her dainty hand on my forearm.
"Surprise me," I stammered, in awe of the effect this little hottie was having on me.
"Ok, Papa," Jessie said, as she raised herself up on her tiptoes and brushed her lips against my earlobe. "I will be a few minutes. Why don't you take a shower?"
As I watched her tight little ass head for my office door, my head was spinning. Was Steve Baldwin's daughter really going to dress up for me and dance? Was it some kind of trap? Why on earth did she want me to take a shower?
I did have some concerns that it was a trap, but as I tried to organize my thoughts, I came to the conclusion that as long as Jessie was eighteen, and a consenting party to any sexual activity that occurred between us, I wasn't opening myself up to any potential legal action. I had seen her California Driver License, which served as her age-verification, and the multitude of security cameras that existed in and around my facility would provide incontrovertible proof that Jessie had driven to my strip-club of her own volition. Just to be sure, I rang Olivia.
After a brief conversation, during which Olivia assured me that she had scanned Jessie's license, which created a digital copy and verified its authenticity, I began to feel a little less worried.
"Jessie has already signed her paperwork," Olivia added, referring to the employment application form, the non-disclosure agreement, and the consent to be filmed during the audition. "All of the loose ends are tied up."
After thanking Olivia for her efficiency, I took a shower in the private bathroom within my office. As I lathered myself up, I replayed Jessie's words in my head. In my perverse universe, there was only one reason why a woman would ask a man to shower, and as my cock throbbed and danced before me, I raised one foot and began to clean my nut-sack, taint and asshole.
Despite having had several hundred sexual partners, Jessie's mom was the one that got away. Even though I had fucked Jody, the fact that she hadn't given me a rim-job was my principal regret, sexually. There was nothing I could do to change that sad situation, but if I could persuade her daughter, Jessie, to eat my ass, it would go a long way to filling the void.
After I was satisfied that my undercarriage was squeaky clean, I dried myself off, and made myself presentable. I knew that Jessie was totally out of my league looks-wise, and that the only reason that I might get some play from her, was to piss her parents off, but I was at peace with that. My plan was to push her as far as I could during the audition, and then reject her employment application on some technicality.
As long as I sought her consent for each individual sex-act, and recorded the entire audition, I should be indemnified from any claims of impropriety. With my plan firmly cemented in my mind, I asked Olivia to bring in Jessie's employment package, just to ensure that the important forms had been executed correctly.
As I perused her application, my nuts ached with desire. This was either the first job Jessie had ever applied for, or she was fucking with me, because the entire four page disclosure was riddled with sexual innuendo.
In the box designated for the applicant's birth date, she had disclosed her date of birth, and then added the words "Barely Legal" right next to it. Under her education history, she disclosed that she had attended an all-girls private school, before inexplicably adding "designed to keep me pure until I came of age."
Similarly, her vocational history, which was predictably light considering her youthful age, detailed her experience as a volunteer underwear model, with the words "after I turned eighteen, just for my boyfriend" in the additional details section.
I found myself getting increasingly aroused at her sexual bravado, and hurriedly turned to the last page, which contained the section in which to detail any additional skills or hobbies. Jessie had listed her hobbies as nude-sunbathing, entering wet t-shirt contests and playing the trombone, although she had added the word "rusty" in parentheses right next to the name of the musical instrument. The duality of the word left me wondering whether her playing abilities were rusty, or whether she enjoyed playing the "rusty trombone" which, of course, were two very different things. I had to chuckle at her clever double-entendre, and while I had no desire to hear her butcher Arthur Pryor's famous brass piece, "Blue Bells of Scotland," I was very much interested in her "rusty trombone" technique.
Under additional skills, she had written, "I can tie a cherry stem into a knot using my tongue," which I took to be a self-assessment of her oral skills.
In the final section, marked other accomplishments, she seemed to focus on the more wholesome things in her life. I learned that she had been a Girl Scout, a Cheerleader for the all-girls school soccer team, and President of the Celibacy club in her senior year. When I finally put her employment application down on my desk, I was totally confused. Jessie Baldwin seemed to have presented two diametrically opposed images of herself, and I was hoping to find out which was the true her.
I hadn't anticipated an audition this much for years. I had an endless stream of hot chicks parading through my office, looking for work. Nearly every interview culminated in sexual release for me, and I often found myself balls-deep in some twenty-something year old erotic dancer, as she demonstrated her VIP menu. Today, however, I was about to be treated to the sight of Jessie Baldwin, who was not only the spitting image of the woman who I fell for twenty years ago, but was also the teenage daughter of my nemesis, Steve Baldwin.
There was a light tap on the door, which snapped me back into reality. I knew I needed to regain control of this young hottie, so I spoke in a commanding voice.
"Enter."
Jessie peeked around the corner of the solid mahogany door, her face transmitting a combination of shyness, and the need for my approval. I could only see her head, but she had arranged her hair into a high ponytail, and her platinum blonde tresses were held up in place with a red silk ribbon.
"Come in Jessie," I said in a softer tone, trying to make her feel more at ease.
Jessie flashed me an appreciative smile, and shyly entered my office. She looked phenomenal, dressed as she was in a Japanese schoolgirl uniform. The authentic-looking sailor uniform, as they are referred to in Japan, was in the traditional colors of white and blue, although the silk bow-tie was in the same shade of bright red as her hair ribbon.
I had spent a lot of time in the Far East in my twenties and thirties, and while Bangkok and Manila were my preferred destinations for paid sexual encounters, Tokyo escorts were renowned for their sexy schoolgirl uniforms, and I enjoyed the services of many a young courtesan dressed that way. Of course, amongst the homogeneous population of Japan, black hair is the norm, with the vast majority of women possessing darker colored tresses. To see the platinum blonde Jessie dressed up in the authentic-looking uniform, was incredible. In fact, I had only ever seen such an alluring sight in the world of anime porn, and that particular young woman's look was undoubtedly achieved using a white wig.
"Wow," I said reflexively. "Jessie, you look phenomenal. Come on in. Don't be shy."
As she walked towards me, I had the opportunity to fully check her out. The silk sailor-top that she was wearing was the perfect size for her petite frame, and was pure white with blue and white striped cuffs. The front of the sailor collar matched the blouse cuffs, the blue with white stripes contrasting beautifully with the bright red silk bow-tie, loosely tied in the nautical style. Her pleated blue skirt was also a perfect fit, although it was several inches too short. Jessie may have been able to get away with this skirt length in the red light district of Shinjuku, Tokyo, but no public school system would have allowed her to attend class in such a provocative uniform.
Lastly, eschewing the knee-high socks that are often worn with the sailor schoolgirl uniform, Jessie had elected to wear white, silk stockings with elasticated tops. She had pulled them up to just above her knee and they accentuated her toned legs beautifully.
"Are you comfortable turning around for me?" I asked her softly, trying to get her to relax.
With a shy nod of the head, Jessie rotated one hundred and eighty degrees, and stood motionless with her back to me. I could see her shoulders rise and fall as she took in deep breaths, presumably from the stress of our interview.
The back of the sailor schoolgirl uniform was no less alluring, and even as her high ponytail prevented her long platinum hair from reaching the top of her skirt, I wanted to bend Jessie Baldwin over my imposing looking desk, and get balls-deep inside her teenage pussy. Lust is a very powerful emotion, and I wondered briefly if Jessie Baldwin was trying to use mine to make me do something that I would regret.
As I checked her out, a barely legal High School graduate, all dolled up to audition for a spot on stage at my strip-club, I could see her heavy breathing. I knew it was nerves rather than arousal, and I wondered if she may have exaggerated her sexual experience on her innuendo-filled application.
The rear of the sailor collar was solid blue, although it had white stripes running around its outer edge. Her white, stay-up, silk stockings were adorned with a matching blue bow attached just behind each knee, which was a cute embellishment. Lastly, in place of the regulation black or brown flat shoes that Japanese schoolgirls are expected to wear, Jessie had a pair of white stripper heels, modified slightly to include a tiny blue bow on the back of each pump, which was a very feminine touch.
"You look beautiful, Jessie," I said, as I shuffled in my chair, trying to conceal my erection. "Absolutely spectacular."
Having garnered the approval that she so desperately needed, Jessie appeared to loosen up slightly, and lowered her shoulders in a more relaxed manner. Inexplicably, she didn't turn back to face me, and I realized that she was waiting for my next directive.
"You may turn around now, Jessie," I said quietly. "Have a seat."
Jessie turned around slowly and flashed me a broad smile, before moving gracefully to the chair on the other side of my desk. As she lowered herself into the leather seat, she grabbed the hem of her skirt to try and pull it down, in a failed attempt to gain some modesty from the tiny pleated garment. I was treated to a very brief flash of her underwear, just enough to ascertain that they were the same shade of bright red as her hair ribbon.
"I am sorry, Jessie," I began. "The club provides a multitude of different sexy costumes for the dancers and I am sure if I had allowed you more time to browse, you could have found a skirt in your size."
"This is my own personal uniform, Papa," she said shyly. "I bought it after Olivia told me you liked schoolgirls. I also brought a cheerleader uniform to my audition today."
The way that the sexy Japanese schoolgirl uniform fit her upper body so perfectly, made sense that she had custom-ordered it. I had to smile at the thought that the obscenely short, pleated, micro-skirt was intentional, and as we made eye-contact I wanted to fuck this little vixen even more.
"Well," I began, "first thing is first. You signed a consent form to allow me to film today's audition and I want you to know that there are two cameras running at the moment."
Jessie nodded her understanding and consent, as I pointed to the two 4K cameras that were strategically placed, in order to film the entire office.
"The audition will probably last about an hour, and will consist of a brief conversation, followed by some still photos, and a quick look at your dance moves and stage presence. Any questions or concerns, so far?"
"When do I get to entertain you in the VIP room, Papa?" Jessie asked seductively. "Olivia told me that this is where the decision to hire is really made."
I was trying to proceed in a calm, measured manner, so as not to spook the young girl, but as her confidence seemed to be growing with every passing moment, I answered her question.
"We will at some point visit the VIP room," I said with a smile. "However, I need you to be completely comfortable with that first. Fair enough?"
Jessie gave me a relaxed smile, her demeanor suggesting that she was already comfortable with whatever direction this meeting took. Leaning back slightly in her chair, she crossed her legs, which had the immediate effect of causing the hem of her already comically short, pleated skirt, to rise up her upper thighs.
"Fair enough, Papa," she whispered, as my erection throbbed in my pants.
"I looked over your employment application," I began, as I struggled to take my eyes from her toned legs. "Not too much work experience, but you are very young so that makes sense. Were you in the school band?"
This was my subtle way of addressing the trombone playing situation, but Jessie called me on it right away.
"I put that in there as a joke," Jessie giggled. "Olivia told me that your thing is rim-jobs, and I wanted to pique your interest. I would feel much more comfortable if you asked me exactly what is on your mind, Papa," she added flirtatiously. "Instead of beating around the bush."
As I sat there opposite this little temptress, with my raging boner, and my nuts aching with desire, the VIP room, and its luxurious leather chair with the removable seat was all that was on my mind. However, trying to maintain a semblance of decency around this hottie, I changed tact.



"Were you really President of the Celibacy Club?" I asked. "Or was that a joke, too?"
"Towards the end of the semester it was a bit of a joke, Papa," she responded with a smile, alluding to the fact that she had lost her purity during this time.
At some point it became obvious that Jessie was here to seduce me, and while I didn't know exactly why she had chosen me, her intent didn't seem at all nefarious. As we both relaxed, the conversation became much more candid, and she spilled the beans on why she was here.
"I turned eighteen, a few months before graduation," she began. "I was a very inexperienced young woman, having attended an all-girls private school. As an adult, my parents gave me a little more freedom, and I started attending parties at the local college frat house. One night, after too many beers, I had sex with a college junior, which was a very dissatisfying experience."
"How so?" I asked. "Did he force you?"
"No, nothing like that, Papa," she assured me. "He just blew his load as soon as he entered me, before I had a chance to really even get wet."
"That happens a lot with young guys, Jessie," I said quietly.
"We exchanged numbers but he never called me," she continued. "Then about two weeks later I ran into him at another party. He was with another young blonde, and didn't give me the time of day. I know it wasn't the best decision of my life, but I had a few beers and I let his best friend fuck me in one of the dorm rooms."
"Was that any better?" I asked, trying not to pass judgment on the young girl.
"Worse," she whispered. "He blew his load inside me twice in twenty minutes, before hopping off to get another beer."
"Asshole," I muttered. "Did you at least get to orgasm?"
"I am not sure, Papa," Jessie admitted candidly. "I was wet the second time, but I don't know if I came."
As I processed her naivety, it occurred to me that despite her bravado, and sexual innuendo, Jessie Baldwin was an incredibly innocent young woman. Evidently, she had never experienced an orgasm, which was interesting for a woman of her age.
"You would know if you had an orgasm, Jessie," I assured her. "Trust me on that one. And you were wet because your partner ejaculated inside of you."
"I have never been able to talk to my parents about sex, and it was a taboo subject at my school," she admitted. "Going to an all-girls school, I never had any male friends, and the Celibacy Club had a hard-core policy when it came to being alone with guys. After my two random hook-ups, I went to the sexual health clinic, and as an adult, I was able to get birth-control without parental consent. Several days ago, my Dad found my pills hidden under my dresser and all hell broke loose."
"What did your mom say, Jessie?" I asked. "Did she stick up for you?"
"She is a hypocrite," Jessie said quietly. "She got passed around Newport Beach like a joint before she and my Dad got married. In her quest for a wealthy husband she sucked and fucked half of Newport Beach's eligible millionaires. My mom and dad argue about her promiscuous youth whenever they fight. Your name always comes up, too, Papa," she said with a smile.
"So, why are you here Jessie?" I asked, sensing that we had both lowered our barriers and were being truthful.
"Honestly, Papa," she began, tears forming in her eyes. "My parents kicked me out of the house. I am an authorized user on my Dad's credit card so I booked into a cheap motel over by Disneyland, and have been staying there for the last week or so. It is in a rough area, and I am scared to go out at night. I need to work and I know erotic dancers make good money. If you give me the opportunity to work, I can get myself back on my feet and upgrade my living arrangements."
"Are you still at the motel?" I asked, fearful for her safety.
Twenty years prior, I had employed Olivia to procure me fresh, young pussy from the streets of Southern California. I knew from first hand experience how quickly young runaways could exhaust their options, before resorting to exchanging sex for a warm place to land. As much as I hated Steve Baldwin, I didn't want any actual harm to come to his daughter, particularly as I still harbored hopes of one day being with Jody.
"I spent last night in my car," Jessie admitted. "I didn't sleep a wink though, I was so scared."
"Surely the motel was a safer option, Jessie?" I said, as I felt myself moving into a more paternal role with the frightened teenager.
"I did feel safer in the motel," she admitted, on the verge of tears. "However, after I made the decision to beg you for work, I called Olivia to ask her how to make an impression on you. She shared your preferences with me and I drove to Trashy Lingerie on La Cienega Boulevard and bought the cheerleader and schoolgirl uniforms. My dad must have freaked out when he saw the eight hundred dollar charge on his Visa, because when I stopped to get gas for my car, the credit card was declined. On my return to the motel, I was informed that I needed to find an alternate method of payment, because the Visa was declined. I have sixty five dollars to my name, so I came here looking for a life-line. I am desperate, Papa."
As tears began to flow down her angelic face, I arose from my chair and went to comfort her. I guess it was a testament to my maturity, that my focus changed from the subjugation of Jessie, to her protection. As the only daughter of my nemesis, it would have given me immense satisfaction to have stuck that eighteen year old goddess under my pleasure chair, and filmed her as she ate my ass. However, as she sobbed in my arms, all of my lewd intentions evaporated, along with my erection.
"Would you like me to take you home, and patch things up with your parents?" I offered. "Your mom and I go back a long way."
"Maybe in a few days, Papa," she whispered. "My dad is really hot about my most recent purchase," she said, as she gestured towards the Japanese schoolgirl uniform she was wearing. "He sent me some pretty hateful texts."
"Well you came to the right place," I said warmly. "I really loved your mom, at one point," I said ruefully, Jessie's uncanny resemblance to her mom, causing me to reminisce fondly.
Jessie Baldwin never danced for me that day, nor did we step foot in the VIP room. I had the feeling that I was going to regret my decision for the rest of my life, as it would have been the perfect opportunity to do everything that I ever wanted to do to Jody, to her clone of a teenage daughter. However, it just didn't feel right, so I gave Jessie some privacy, and she changed back into her expensive designer clothes, which felt like a step backwards, after what she had just been wearing.
I decided to put Jessie up at the Ritz-Carlton in Laguna Niguel, a private five-star resort about a fifteen minute drive south of Newport Beach. I could have taken her back to my house, but I didn't want to create any sense of impropriety, and I felt like the house-pets would be a bad influence on this innocent young girl. After checking her in to a nice suite, I left as I had two meetings that I didn't want to cancel at short notice. I promised Jessie I would return in the late afternoon, and we ended up having dinner together, on her secluded balcony.
It was actually nice to be in the company of a beautiful young girl, without the expectations of sex. Any time I spent more than ten minutes with one of my house-pets, I would end up busting a nut, in them or on them, but Jessie and I just chatted freely, and got to know each other.
Growing up economically advantaged, Jessie was comfortable in the luxurious hotel, and when we went to take a stroll through the magnificent hotel grounds at sunset, our time together felt very natural and relaxed.
In the early evening, we drove over to South Coast Plaza, and I treated her to some essentials, as her Dad had kicked her out with just the clothes on her back.
"I did have this in my car, too," she said sheepishly, as she brandished a light blue t-shirt with the words "Celibacy Club" embroidered across the front.
Despite showing up to my strip-club in designer clothes, Jessie had very simple tastes for the daughter of a wealthy man, and I bought her some jeans, some casual t-shirts, some toiletries and make-up, and a bathing suit, so that she could enjoy the hotel pool the following day.
"I need some underwear, too, Papa," Jessie told me as we walked around the huge shopping mall. "Some pervert stole mine from the laundromat when I went to get some more quarters from the change machine."
Her request was followed by a brief uncomfortable moment as I considered the logistics of buying her intimate apparel, but I suggested that she go inside and buy the panties, and I would simply pay for them when she had made her selection. I did feel like a bit of a voyeur waiting outside Victoria's Secret as she shopped, particularly as she came to the door several times holding a garter-belt, or a silky camisole up for my approval. Of course, being a man, I gave the thumbs up to everything, and by the time Jessie had finished shopping, she had three huge bags full of Victoria's Secret intimates. The whole bill cost about what Madison used to spend on one La Perla ensemble, and I was grateful that Jessie seemed to be low maintenance.
I must admit, the five hours that we spent together were totally enjoyable for me, as I felt like we were connecting on a deeper level, and I had completely suppressed the notion of having sex with her. My plan was to keep her safe in the hotel for a few days until Steve Baldwin cooled off, and then take her home and try and broker a peace deal.
Of course, as they say, the best laid plans of mice and men. When we returned to the hotel, I tried to say goodbye to Jessie in the parking lot, but she asked me to help carry her bags to her suite. I obliged, and the second we got to her door, she invited me in.
"One drink, Papa," she said sweetly. "And then you can go home to your house full of strays."
Because she was only eighteen, which is below the legal drinking age in California, she suggested that we order a bottle of wine from room service. I am not much of a wine drinker, preferring vodka on ice, so Jessie selected an inexpensive Chardonnay and room service delivered it to her suite.
I must clarify that my intentions were pure at this point, but one glass of wine turned into two, and before I knew it Jessie had called room service and ordered another bottle. The wine took effect almost immediately, lowering my inhibitions and heightening my libido. However, at some point in the evening, I decided it was time for me to leave.
"I am going to call an Uber, Jessie," I told the beautiful young girl. "I will get my car in the morning."
"Will you just wait until I shower, Papa?" she asked sweetly. "I won't take long."
It seemed like an innocent request, so I went out onto the balcony with the remainder of my wine, to enjoy the cool ocean breezes. I had a healthy buzz going, and was starting to feel sleepy, even though it was still only nine o'clock. Several minutes later, I heard Jessie singing inside the hotel bathroom, and was pleased to hear the change in her mood.
I must have dozed off because when I opened my eyes, I noticed that the lights were dimmed and Jessie had lit some candles. She had changed the music too, Ariana Grande having been replaced by Marvin Gaye. I got up carefully from my chair, fully aware that I was intoxicated. As I entered the dimly lit room, I noticed that Jessie was sitting on the edge of the King Size bed, and she was wearing some of her new lingerie and a pair of high heels.
"Come, Papa," she said, patting the bed right next to where she was sitting. "Sit with me, and we can call you an Uber."
I knew it was a bad idea the second I walked towards her, but the alcohol had diminished my judgment, and my cock had assumed all of the decision-making responsibilities. The second I sat next to her, Jessie leaned in and kissed me tenderly on the cheek.
"Thanks for a wonderful day, Papa," she whispered, as I took in her intoxicating scent.
I turned to face her directly, and our lips touched softly as we began to kiss. Despite her relative lack of experience, Jessie Baldwin was a very tender kisser, and her minty fresh breath invited me to ease my tongue between her lips. We french-kissed for nearly half an hour, the slow pace of our encounter seeming to ignite a fire within both of us, despite the twenty five year age gap.
Truth be told, I felt the exact same chemistry that I had experienced two decades ago with her mom, and it felt like I was making out with a younger version of the love of my life. I was erect the entire time that we kissed, and I could feel my pre-cum dampening my underwear. At some point, Jessie laid back on the bed, and invited me to get on top of her. We were still fully clothed, although Jessie was just wearing lingerie and her high heels.
We dry-humped in the missionary position for several minutes, and she brought me to the edge of climax a couple of times, before I rolled onto my side next to her. I started to kiss the side of her face, before moving my attention to her neck. As I licked and kissed her neck and shoulders, her level of arousal elevated significantly, and she began to moan softly. I teased her upper body for a few moments before lowering my lips to one of her erect nipples. Initially teasing her through the silky fabric of her peach colored camisole, Jessie wanted more and whispered to me as she arched her back in pleasure.
"Take my top off, Papa," she moaned, as she raised her arms up to facilitate its removal.
As I slid the silky garment up her outstretched arms, I admired her lean, taut abdomen. Possessing the same genetic traits as her mom, Jessie had a phenomenal mid-section, her abs visible beneath her tight, teenage skin. As I let her camisole slide to the floor, she raised her feet up onto her bed, and I heard her high heels hit the plush carpet of the bedroom. Jessie spread her legs slightly further apart, and I lowered my lips to her breast.
It had been years, possibly decades, since I last made an effort to pleasure a woman. I knew my way around the female anatomy, and possessed the skill to make a woman feel good, it's just that I didn't need too. Between the strip-club and my house-pets, I had more young pussy than I could handle, and the huge financial gulf between my lovers and I, ensured that I never hard to work too hard in any sexual encounter. Olivia would typically tell the young women that I enjoyed anal sex and rim-jobs, and they would accommodate my every desire, without expectation of reciprocity.
With Jessie it was different. I had been madly in love with her mom, a virtual addiction that took at least a decade to kick. Given the missed opportunity with her mom, Jody, I wanted this to be a prolonged encounter, from which Jessie emerged completely satisfied.
As I sucked her erect nipples and kissed her gently all around her areolas, she began to softly whimper, and it felt like I was really getting her excited, which felt incredibly flattering. Jessie had arched her back completely now, and her breathing was heavy and labored, as she writhed under my soft caresses. After I had teased her breasts for several minutes, I traced my tongue slowly across her abdomen, and watched as she tensed under the stimulation.
I licked and nibbled all over her stomach, stopping at one point to tease her inside her belly button, with the very tip of my moist tongue. I traced my tongue all the way down to the waistband of her silky panties, before stopping abruptly and repositioning myself on my stomach with my face between her upper thighs.
I could have removed her panties at that point, such was her obvious desire for me to go down on her. However, I continued to tease her, by licking and nibbling her inner thighs, stopping right when my tongue made contact with the silky underwear. Jessie was visibly wet by this point, the crotch of her peach colored panties noticeably darker than the front, and the scent of female arousal emanating from her pussy.
Jessie was in an elevated state of arousal, and I was determined to keep her on the boil. I began to lick her vagina through the material of her silk panties, which elicited soft moans of pleasure from her, and prompted her to put her hands on the back of my head. As Jessie ran her fingers through my hair, I pressed my lips firmly against her sex, and she finally broke down.
"Papa, please," she begged, "take my panties off."
The desperation was palpable in her voice, and I was aware that she was breathing heavily as I slid her panties down her slender, toned legs. I couldn't help notice that the crotch of her underwear was slick with her vaginal secretions, and after I tossed her intimates onto the floor, I lowered my face to her pussy, stopping just before I made contact.
"Papa, please," she whispered. "Go down on me."
It had been a while since I last ate pussy, but Jessie's reaction to my touch was so strong that it made me want to continue to pleasure her. As she grabbed a fistful of my hair, I hovered just above her vagina, and gently parted her labia with my hands, exposing her clitoris in the process. Breathing gently onto her clit, as she continued to moan softly, I waited several moments before slowly lowering the tip of my tongue, until it brushed against her sex. Jessie let out a whimper of pleasure, and feeling that I had teased her sufficiently, I slipped my tongue between the folds of her labia, and softly caressed her clitoris.
A few moments later, as Jessie arched her back, and cried out my name, she had a stupendous orgasm on my face, which, judging by her reaction, may have been her first. Jessie's orgasm lasted for almost a minute, and during the entire episode she thrashed around on the bed, tensing and flexing, her fingernails embedded in the comforter, as she discovered the pleasure associated with the female release.
After she came, Jessie exhaled sharply, and lay motionless on top of the comforter. A few seconds later she began to giggle and then she spoke.
"Oh my," she whispered softly. "I had no idea. That was fucking incredible, Papa. I have never experienced anything like that before. Thank you."
Once my suspicions were confirmed that this was her first ever orgasm, I realized that Jessie probably had no clue that women, not constrained by a refractory period, were capable of multiple releases. As she basked in her post-orgasmic bliss, I lowered my tongue to her clitoris and began to gently nibble it. In her elevated state of arousal, Jessie approached her second orgasm with alarming alacrity, crying out with pleasure as she climaxed on my face, less than three minutes later.
Jessie was even more appreciative after her second orgasm, but as my tongue flicked against her clit and she realized that she could go again, she began to verbalize her admiration.
"Are you serious, Papa?" she whispered. "I had no idea."
I ended up bringing Jessie Baldwin to climax five times that night, and after her last orgasm she whispered that she loved me, right before she drifted off to sleep. As I watched her sleeping peacefully, I was overwhelmed with emotion, and I tossed and turned in our hotel bed before I finally fell asleep.
I slept like a baby that night. As I listened to Jessie's heavy, contented breathing, my paternal instinct returned, and I spooned her as she slept.
Embarrassing as it was, when I awoke very early in the morning I was sporting an erection, and my hard-on was pressed against Jessie's back, my pre-cum having leaked all over her butt-cheeks. She was still asleep, breathing deeply, her pert ass defying gravity, as she was lying on her side. Had I awoken next to one of my house-pets in such an alluring and available pose, I would have applied a healthy dose of Anal-Ease to my morning wood, and butt-fucked the sleeping girl. However, as I watched Jessie sleep, I was filled with a strong urge to continue to pleasure her.



Lowering my lips to the base of her spine, I began to kiss her softly on her lower back. After a few moments Jessie stirred, rolled onto her stomach, and emitted a quiet moan of pleasure, as I traced my tongue across the top of her buttocks. I kissed and nibbled her perfect ass-cheeks for several minutes, elevating her level of arousal until I noticed that she had started to self-lubricate.
When I slid my tongue between her firm buttocks, she let out a whimper, and after raising her hips from the bed, she wiggled her ass seductively, thereby inviting me to enter her vagina from behind. Jessie maintained her elevated position as I scooted slightly lower and started to lick her pussy. As she moaned softly, she lifted her head from her pillow and slid it under her hips, so that she could remain accessible to me, without the effort of supporting herself.
The pillow elevated her in such a way to facilitate my entry into her teenage pussy, but I chose to remain with my tongue on her sex, as she started on her path to release. A few moments later, with her ass in the air, and my soft tongue lapping gently at her clitoris, Jessie had another explosive orgasm, crying out my name as she creamed all over the pillow.
I got Jessie off three times in very quick succession, before I removed my lips from her sex, and using both hands, parted her perfect ass-cheeks. She was trembling as I hovered above her rosebud, my warm breath giving her some indication of my close proximity to her third orifice. As I blew softly against her tight little asshole, she moaned in anticipation, and goosebumps appeared all over her buttocks and lower back.
After several moments of teasing her, I extended my tongue and began to lap away at the entrance to her ass. I knew from personal experience how pleasurable rim-jobs were, the myriad of nerve endings that terminate in this area making for an otherworldly experience when properly stimulated. I had enjoyed thousands of ass-eating sessions, and they were by far my favorite way to orgasm.
It was no surprise then when Jessie began to whimper contentedly, as I ate her perfect ass. As she began to breathe more heavily, I slid one hand under her and lightly caressed her clitoris. Between the combined efforts of my tongue and fingers, Jessie enjoyed three more orgasms on her stomach, before she exhaled deeply and told me that she was completely satisfied.
A few minutes later, as I gently massaged her lower back, I heard her heavy breathing, and realized that she had gone back to sleep. Again, I wouldn't have tolerated one of my house-pets drifting off to sleep before some kind of reciprocity, but Jessie looked so peaceful as she lay there in silence, so I got out of bed, and went down to the hotel lobby to get a cup of coffee.
It was still early in the morning, so I checked my emails, and caught up with the daily news, before deciding to go to the fitness center to work out. I have a daily exercise routine to keep in shape, but the Ritz-Carlton had such an impressive array of work-out equipment, that I put in a full hour, working up quite a sweat in the process.
Returning to Jessie's room, my plan was to take a quick shower, and then head back to my house. I had a completely unscheduled day, but wanted to give the young girl some privacy, so that she could absorb our impromptu sexual encounter. I was twenty five years older than her, after all, and wasn't sure if she had just got caught up in the alcohol-infused moment, or if she really found me remotely attractive.
Jessie had seemed to thoroughly enjoy our morning encounter, although she was fast asleep when I started, thereby unable to give her full consent. When I got back to her hotel suite, I was happy to see that she was awake, although she was still in bed, with a contented look on her face.
"Good morning, Papa," she said cheerfully, as I moved over to where she was reclining against a pile of pillows.
"Morning Jessie," I whispered, as I planted one tender kiss on her forehead. "Did you sleep well?"
"I think you know the answer to that question, Papa," she responded playfully.
"I am going to take a quick shower," I informed her. "I won't be long, and then we can grab a quick bite in the hotel before I leave."
"Ok, Papa," Jessie responded. "Whatever you want."
I kissed her once more on the top of her head, before excusing myself to shower. I was fully erect when I entered the large shower enclosure, having gone almost fifteen hours without release, despite the extreme sexual provocation of being in close proximity to this beautiful young blonde. I figured I would bust a nut the second I got home, using one of my house-pets as a cum-receptacle.
As the dual-headed rain shower unleashed a torrent of warm water onto my sweaty body, I heard the glass door of the enclosure open, and a naked Jessie Baldwin joined me.
The second that I saw her appreciative smile, I knew that she was planning to reciprocate. She looked so beautiful, her angelic youthful appearance evoking a tightening in my nuts, even as I was already fully erect.
"Last night was amazing, Papa," she gushed, as she immersed herself under the powerful shower heads.
Once she was wet, Jessie grabbed the plastic bottle of body-wash that was sitting on the shower shelf, and squeezing a large dollop into the palm of her hand, began to soap up my chest. The moisturizing body-wash lathered quickly as she rubbed it into my upper body, and repeating her motions she began to wash my abdomen. I made no attempt to hide my erection, and as she raked her nails across my lower stomach, we both knew where this was heading.
Despite her apparent sexual inexperience, Jessie had a very sensual touch, and having seemingly learned a thing or two from last night's slow, unhurried, teasing encounter, she really took her time. Once the front of my upper body was covered in the soapy suds of the body-wash, Jessie lowered herself onto her knees, and began to wash my legs.
I use the word wash loosely, as it does nothing to convey the sensual way that Jessie soaped up my legs and feet. It was more of a combination of a light massage, and a sustained raking of her nails, over the entire length of my legs, including the top of my feet. Occasionally, Jessie looked up at me from her kneeling position, to gauge my level of interest, her bright blue eyes twinkling with delight as she recognized that I was enraptured by her.
"Lift your foot, Papa," she said softly, as I placed one foot upon her lower thigh, and she began to tenderly wash it.
Jessie attended to both of my feet, soaping up between each toe as I stood over her, my erection jutting lewdly in front of my body, telegraphing my desire for her. My nuts ached in anticipation of my impending release, although I had no clue whether it was going to happen within the confines of that shower enclosure, or the second I got back to my Newport Coast mansion.
Once Jessie was satisfied that I was sufficiently lathered, she arose from her knees and washed the suds from my body. She still hadn't made contact with my considerable erection, although as her hands roamed freely around my inner-thighs and my stomach, she had come tantalizingly close numerous times.
"Turn around, Papa," she whispered, once the soap suds were removed. "Let me wash your back."
Jessie was a very inexperienced young woman, but as our encounter was unfurling at such a relaxed pace, she seemed to be gaining confidence with every passing moment. After I turned my back on her, Jessie rested her head on my shoulder, placed her lips against my earlobe and nibbled it gently.
"You are going to have to teach me everything, Papa," she whispered softly. "I have never pleasured a man before, but I am willing to try anything you desire."
I let out a moan as I processed her words, and I started to breathe more heavily in anticipation of what my release would entail. With her intentions clearly stated, Jessie applied some more body-wash to my shoulders and began to lather them up. She repeated the sensual combination of massage and nail raking to the entire back of my body, ending up on her knees with her face right behind my ass-cheeks.
I tensed up the second I felt her dainty hand slip between my buttocks, and as she began to lather up my undercarriage, I widened my stance slightly to give her more room to work on me. Using a perfectly light touch, Jessie thoroughly soaped up my nether regions, her hand gliding sensually over my asshole and taint, until her fingertips emerged from between my legs, and tenderly massaged my aching nuts.
I was leaking profusely now, something that just didn't happen to me any more. I used to leak pre-cum in copious amounts when I first dated Madison, as my youth and lack of sexual experience combined to ensure a steady flow of seminal fluids. However, now that I was in my forties, and had enjoyed several hundred different partners, I no longer tortured myself with the prospect of release. If I was horny, I found one of my house-pets or one of my erotic dancers, and used them as I saw fit. I never went a day without busting a nut, and often enjoyed several orgasms in a twenty-four hour period.
By contrast, I had spent nearly the last twenty four hours in the company of Jessie Baldwin, and while I had brought her to numerous climaxes through oral-sex and a tender rim-job, she had yet to offer me any reciprocation. To say I was ready, was a total understatement, and we were both acutely aware of it.
As Jessie massaged and caressed my nut-sack, I let out another whimper, and she responded by soaping up the shaft of my cock. After my cock was covered in the suds of the moisturizing body-wash, Jessie began to give me a very slow and sensual hand-job, one of her dainty hands moving up and down my shaft, as her other hand tickled my asshole.
Her cadence was perfect, not quite fast enough that I was in danger of ejaculating, but coupled with the attentions of her fingertips on my asshole, it was enough stimulation to keep me on the boil. I figured that my first cum-shot with this young goddess would be a hand-job, and I was fine with that. I didn't want to force her into anything or even rush her, due to her sexual inexperience, even though I routinely took the anal-cherries of any runaway that entered my home with that particular orifice still virginal. It just felt different with Jessie, and I wanted things to unfurl naturally, and at her pace.
After a few moments of a very sensual hand-job, Jessie removed both hands from my genital area, and slowly stood up. Remaining behind me, she grabbed the hand-held shower attachment, and rinsed my back off before inserting the attachment between my legs and washing off my asshole and taint. Once my back was free of the lather, she reached around to my front with the hand-held shower head, and washed the suds from my cock.
A few seconds later, as she remained standing behind me, she turned the water off, and for a split-second I thought we were done. I was breathing heavily now, and as the water flow slowed to a halt, the sound was quite noticeable. Jessie rested her head back on my shoulder and I felt her warm breath against my earlobe as she moved her lips to my ear.
"You are squeaky clean now, Papa," she whispered. "Would you like to teach me how to play the trombone?"
I felt my knees weaken at her provocative words, and I stammered my reply, as the anticipation was getting the better of me.
"Everything you just did was perfect, Jessie," I said quietly. "I like a slow, sensual touch. Please, take your time."
"Whatever you say, Papa," she whispered, as her lips left my ear.
My legs began to tremble as Jessie slowly traced her tongue from my ear down to the side of my neck, causing the hairs on the back of my neck to stand up. Over a period of several minutes, that little temptress teased the hell out of me, licking, nibbling and kissing all over my back and my shoulders.
When I felt her kneel down behind me, I assumed that she was ready to eat my ass, but Jessie had taken my pleas for an unhurried session to heart, and began to lick me behind my knees. She ran her tongue up and down the back of my legs, inching closer and closer to my ass-crack with each pass. Finally, as I felt her breath on my buttocks, she placed her manicured hands on my ass, and pulled my cheeks apart.
Analingus is definitely an acquired skill, and while I had experienced mechanically superior rim-jobs, the fact that it was Baldwin's daughter on her knees with her nose between my butt-cheeks, definitely added to the experience. Jessie had presumably done some research, because during her twenty minutes of ass-eating, she covered all of the bases. To begin with, she focused her attention on the underside of my nuts, extending her tongue fully so that she could lap away at them, as they throbbed and pulsated with every touch. Moving slowly to my taint, she peppered this sensitive area with light kisses, before changing things up with a nibble here and there.
By the time I felt her tongue circling the entrance to my ass, I was shivering with desire, the majority of my body completely on edge. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of teasing, Jessie extended her tongue and slipped it through my sphincter, and I felt her nose come to rest just above my asshole. Once she was inside my anal-cavity, she reached around and began to caress the tip of my cock, using the palm of her hand to coat my pre-cum around my glans. I had expelled a significant amount of pre-cum from my cock-head over the course of her extended teasing session, and a long string hung lewdly from the top of my cock.
Reaching down, I scooped the thin rope of seminal fluid up in the palm of my hand, and coated my glans with it for additional lubrication.
Jessie removed her tongue from my ass, and spoke quietly.
"Am I doing it right, Papa?" she asked innocently. "Is there anything that I can do to make it more pleasurable for you?"
"Wiggle your tongue once you are inside me," I gasped, shocked at her desire to accommodate me.
"Ok, Papa," she responded. "Anything else I can do? Olivia said that this is your favorite way to come. Are you almost ready?"
As I weighed maximizing the enjoyment of my release, against respecting Jessie as a woman, I decided to speak up.
"I want to watch you rimming me," I said quietly. "Can we move in front of the bathroom mirror?"
"Whatever you want, Papa," Jessie said sweetly, as she got up from her knees.
We were both pretty much dry by this time, and the bathroom heater had created a warm and comfortable environment in which to enjoy each other. Exiting the shower enclosure, we moved to the large bathroom counter with its double sinks. Beautifully lit from above, the large wall was mirrored from the countertop to the ceiling, and there were two large mirrors on each side of the sinks, creating a three-sided mirrored enclosure, albeit only two feet deep.
"How do you want me, Papa?" Jessie asked innocently. "What will give you the best visual?"
As eager as she was to accommodate me, we ended up trying several different positions for the rim-job, settling on one in which I actually got up onto the huge marble countertop, and squatted over one of the deep sinks, with my back to the large mirrored wall. As I rested my hands against the wall to maintain my balance, Jessie scooted underneath me, head first. In this position, her naked torso was in front of me, her lean abdomen stretched taut as she arched her back.
Her long platinum hair hung into the deep sink, and once her tongue was at the entrance to my asshole, I lowered myself slightly, and squatted on her face. Using the side mirrors, I could now see the side-profile of her face, as she ate my ass. The additional visual stimulation was provocative to say the least, a girl less than half my age, barely legal in fact, draped backwards over the countertop, butt-naked as I squatted on her face. Jessie followed my directive perfectly, and as soon as her moist tongue slipped through my sphincter, she began to wiggle it around deep inside my ass.
With mirrors now surrounding me on three sides, and the naked teenager's limber body stretched out in front of me, I was assaulted by lewd visuals whichever way I turned, and I knew my release wouldn't take much longer. As Jessie tongued my asshole, I reached over and grabbed a bottle of baby oil, pouring a healthy amount of it along the shaft of my cock. Giving the bottle another squeeze for good measure, the excess baby oil dripped from my cock, and landed on Jessie's phenomenal pert tits.
She let out a giggle as the makeshift lubricant rolled down between her tits, before sliding down her tight abs.
"Can you please jerk me off, Jessie?" I asked her, as the combined physical and visual stimulation was getting the best of me.
I tried to last as long as I could, in case this ended up being the only time that Jessie ever got me off. However, the whole encounter was so lewd, so visually appealing, so exactly what floats my boat, that I felt my nuts constrict as soon as Jessie wrapped her dainty teenage hand around my cock, and closed it tightly into a fist. As she began to slowly jerk me off, I moved my head every few seconds, taking in the next, equally exciting visual.
"Right there, Jessie," I moaned, as she stumbled upon the perfect combination of grip and hand speed. "That is perfect. When I come, keep your tongue inside of my ass. You may feel some pressure on it."
Jessie mumbled some inaudible response, although judging by the fact that it was three syllables, and her most frequently uttered phrase, I can only assume she said, "Yes, Papa."
A few moments later, as I watched her perfectly manicured, peach-colored fingertips work their magic, I blew my load. I felt my nuts tighten first and then my sphincter, and as Jessie followed my instructions to the letter, the first rope of ejaculate was expelled with considerable force, landing all over her pert tits.
The resultant splat of my semen landing on her breasts caused Jessie to jump slightly, before she began to giggle. She kept wiggling her tongue around inside my anal cavity as she jerked me off, and a split-second later, I expelled my second rope of semen onto her naked body. Jessie tried her hardest to give me a fulfilling orgasm, and while I greatly appreciated her efforts, her inexperience was evident as she continued to jerk my cock even as it got sensitive. Resting one of my hands upon hers, I slowed her cadence to a much less frenetic pace.
"Release your grip slightly," I instructed her, as she relaxed her fist. "Men experience heightened sensitivity after they orgasm."
Jessie followed my instructions perfectly, and as I squatted above her with her tongue still inside me, she gently stroked my softening cock. Traces of semen continued to leak from the tip of my cock for several moments, dripping on to Jessie's breasts until they were glistening with my seed. She remained passively beneath me, tongue deep in my anus, as I recovered from the mind-blowing release.
I was expecting a period of awkward silence after I dismounted her face, but Jessie's reaction was anything but. As I helped her up from the countertop, she was beaming with what appeared to be pride.
"How did I do, Papa?" she squealed excitedly. "Any tips for improvement?"
"That was amazing, Jessie," I told her. "Was that your first time?"
Nodding her head appreciatively, she assured me that she had never done anything remotely like that before, and as I processed the fact that Steve Baldwin's baby girl had just eaten my ass, I broke into a huge grin. Grabbing a blue t-shirt that was hanging on the heated towel rail, I started to wipe my ejaculate from her tits, before she burst into laughter.



"That's my Celibacy Club t-shirt," she exclaimed with a giggle. "Now covered in your semen."
"Oh, Jesus," I said apologetically, as I held up the light-blue garment for closer inspection. "I will run this down to the concierge for dry-cleaning," I offered.
"Perfect, Papa," she said with a grin. "Check into a five-star resort with a teenager, and in the morning give a semen-stained article of clothing, emblazoned with the words "Celibacy Club" to the dry-cleaning center. I am going to brush my teeth and then shower again, Papa," she whispered, as she reached for her toothbrush. "Toss my t-shirt on the floor and I will rinse it out later."
I exited the bathroom to make a quick call to check in with Olivia, and a few minutes later, as I sat in the hotel suite, Jessie appeared at the door. Still naked, with my semen having dried on her chest and stomach, she was a picture of happiness.
"Shower time," she said cheerfully. "Care to join me?"
I should have taken a quick shower and left the young girl alone, but as soon as we were back in the warm environment of the enclosure, Jessie's playful side emerged, and after an extended frolic under the water, we rolled out of the hotel bathroom, both still wet, and practically fell onto the King Size bed.
I knew exactly what she wanted, even before she began to push my head down her body. I imagine experiencing her first ever orgasm had a profound effect on Jessie, because she seemed very eager for a repeat performance. Enjoying the effect I was having on her, I started to tease her, in a similar manner to the previous day. Jessie tolerated it for a few minutes, before wrapping her fist in my hair and gently guiding my tongue between her legs.
As Jessie got progressively more comfortable around me she relaxed, and predictably her orgasms became easier to induce. In fact, as soon as I grazed her clitoris with the tip of my tongue, she arched her back and let out a contented whimper. Jessie quickly self-lubricated as I licked and sucked her clitoris, and after just a few minutes I noticed her stomach muscles tighten, a sure sign that she was fast approaching orgasm.
Jessie enjoyed five very powerful orgasms courtesy of my eager tongue, and once she was done, she coaxed me from between her legs, by inviting me to make love to her.
"I have only had sex twice before," she said innocently. "Two, young, premature ejaculators," she added derisively. "I want you to show me how it is done, Papa."
I got up off the bed, and went to wash her vaginal secretions from my face, as she continued to engage me from the hotel bedroom.
"Does doggy-style really hurt, Papa?" Jessie asked, presumably confusing it with anal sex.
"Not if done carefully," I replied, wondering if I was going to get a crack at her virgin ass.
When I returned to the bed, holding a condom, Jessie was laying on her back, ready to be taken. Her legs were splayed apart, and I could see the evidence of her arousal, as her juices were all over her labia and inner-thighs.
"You don't need a condom, Papa," she assured me. "I am on birth-control, and it has been months since my last sexual activity. I am clean."
I hardly ever used condoms for sex, my vasectomy at eighteen years old indemnifying me from the risk of pregnancy. However, I wanted Jessie to be comfortable and was planning to secure her consent for every single thing we tried. That said, it was music to my ears when she invited me to enter her bareback.
Predictably, having only had two very brief sexual encounters, she was tight as fuck. Even though she was extremely well-lubricated, it still took me several moments to get balls-deep inside her, and she whispered words of encouragement the whole time I eased my way into her tight pussy. As Jessie looked up at me, her bright blue eyes twinkling as she smiled, her youthful innocence caused my nuts to ache with desire. It was as if I was in a time-warp, such was her resemblance to her mom, Jody, who I had fucked over two decades ago.
Jody had been just eighteen years old the night we fucked. Even though Baldwin had paid Jody to seduce me, knowing that the blowback from Madison would derail my impending nuptials to my fiancée, and Jody disclosed that fact to me, before I got balls-deep inside her, I still couldn't resist her. Jody sucked me off first, before inviting me to enter her clean-shaven, teenage pussy, in the exact same position that I was currently coupled with her daughter, Jessie. The resemblance between mother and daughter was uncanny, although Jody possessed way more sexual experience at eighteen, than her daughter did.
As Jessie and I got into a rhythm, we began to talk about her sexual history, or rather her lack of it. At my age, my second release was going to take a while, and the close connection that the missionary position provides, was conducive to a little personal revelation.
"You are really tight, Jessie," I said, as we started to get to know a little more about each other.
"I have only had sex twice before, Papa," she said quietly. "Almost a virgin."
"Have you ever given a man a blow-job?" I asked, enjoying the way this conversation was heading.
"Prior to last night I had never given or received oral-sex," she said candidly. "Now that I have enjoyed receiving oral, I can't wait to reciprocate. I feel like I really owe you one, Papa."
We ended up making love for nearly an hour, tenderly rocking together as we whispered sweet nothings to each other. I was aware of the fact that my time with Jessie Baldwin would be short-lived. Eventually, her father would figure out where she was, and come gunning for me. I wanted to enjoy as much play from her as I could, and then return her to her nest, so that Steve Baldwin could ruminate over my violation of his little Celibacy Club President.
Jessie came twice more as we remained coupled in the missionary position, although the releases paled in comparison to the ones she experienced from oral sex. It was a very tender and satisfying experience, and after I blew my load deep inside her teenage pussy, we remained coupled until my cock softened.
After our first time making love, there was a much deeper connection between the two of us, and despite the age difference we had a lot in common. I hadn't gained the maturity that typically comes from attaining the grand old age of forty, and having spent the last twenty years in the company of teenagers, I understood their slang, was familiar with their music, and felt right at home hanging out with them.
Jessie shared her dreams and aspirations with me, and as she continued to receive hostile texts from her father, she eventually decided to show them to me. Steve Baldwin was known to be a controlling prick, and it was eating him alive that his sheltered, Catholic Schoolgirl daughter, President of the Celibacy Club, was on birth-control and had just charged eight hundred dollars of fetish wear to his credit card.
In his rambling texts he referred to her as a worthless slut, a whore, and a cocksucker, which seemed wildly inappropriate correspondence between a father and his only daughter. He also made some reference to an upcoming Debutante's Ball, telling her that he had no intention of going with her, and to ask her new boyfriend to take her instead. His last text, which caused Jessie to burst into tears, said that he was ashamed to be her father. I could tell that she was really hurt by his mean texts, and as she sobbed quietly, I hatched a plan to bring Steve Baldwin to his knees.
Jessie and I stayed together in that luxurious hotel suite for nine days, coming up for air to eat, shower and the occasional walk on the beach. I fucked her in every conceivable position, was the proud taker of her anal-cherry, and enjoyed multiple blow-jobs over the protracted fuck-fest. Jessie was literally down for anything I desired, and even though there were things that she obviously didn't particularly care for, she never said no to any of my requests.
In exchange I provided her a safe, loving environment in which to make some important life-decisions, and got her off multiple times a day with my tongue. When it became apparent that I needed to go home, I invited her to join me, and was ecstatic when she agreed. I contacted Olivia and asked her to clean house, depositing eight young runaways onto the streets of Newport Beach, which probably doubled the homeless population of the well-heeled enclave. Olivia gave each of the young women two grand in cash, and the offer of a plane ticket to anywhere in the country, although they all elected to stay in the beach-front community.
When Jessie and I returned to my mansion, she took it all in her stride, not exhibiting any of the open-mouthed awed reaction that most homeless teenagers showed. Jessie had grown up very rich, and her father's current home was far more opulent than mine.
A few days after it became apparent that we were going to live together, I took Jessie shopping again. As new lovers this was a much more intimate experience, and Jessie tried on multiple outfits as I sat and watched, reminiscent of the scene in the movie Pretty Woman. Deferring to me on just about every thing she chose, she finally announced her desire to submit to me.
"I just want you to decide what you want me to wear, Papa," she said seductively as she pulled me into the dressing room, lowered herself to her knees, and sucked me off.
Once Jessie was settled in, I reached out to Steve and Jody Baldwin individually, to inform them that their daughter was living with me, which was immensely satisfying. Jody called me back, and after an extended conversation with her teenage daughter, didn't exactly give her approval, but wasn't overtly hostile. Steve Baldwin, in contrast, was livid, alternating between threatening my life, and disowning his "slut of a daughter." When the subject of the upcoming Debutante's Ball was raised, he was adamant that he would not attend.
"You take the slut," he screamed down the phone, as Jessie listened on in tears. "Put the bitch on the main stage of your pussy club for all I care. See if she can make her new daddy proud."
After he hung up on me, Jessie was catatonic. It was one thing for her dad to be pissed at her cavalier attitude towards her celibacy, but the Debutante's Ball was the biggest father and daughter event on the social calendar. It was her opportunity, having just turned eighteen, to be presented to the elite of Newport Beach, as an eligible young socialite, and she desperately wanted her dad there.
The following morning, Jessie appeared to have come to terms with her father's decision to boycott the Debutante's Ball, and I agreed to accompany her, as her chaperone. This was laughable really, given that the intended purpose of the chaperone was to make sure the young lady's welfare and safety was protected, and Jessie had already made it quite clear to me that she wanted to fuck in the limousine on the way to the event.
As it turned out, Steve Baldwin calmed down after a few days, but the long-term damage to his relationship with Jessie was done, and after telling him to go fuck himself, she wanted retribution.
One night, as we laid in bed snuggling, after a prolonged love-making session, she whispered softly in my ear.
"Let me dance in your strip club, Papa," she begged. "One night. Hold a special event just to piss my dad off."
"I can't sell alcohol, and have performers under the age of twenty-one at the same time," I replied, trying to deflect her request.
"Paradise just did it," she responded, referring to one of my competitors. "They had an alcohol-free event, which enabled them to feature eighteen year old dancers, and also allowed the performers to be totally nude."
"Jessie," I countered, "while I would love to see your tight little body rocking naked on my stage, it would cost me a fortune in lost revenue. We make fifteen grand a night from alcohol sales."
"Charge a premium for entry that night," she offered. "I know tons of guys at Saddleback College who would pay fifty dollars to watch me dance naked."
"Jessie, this is not a good idea," I said, approaching it from a different angle. "Someone will undoubtedly smuggle in a camera or use their phone to take some lewd picture of you. With the advent of social media, if your images go viral it will haunt you forever."
"But I really want to fuck with my dad, Papa," she said despondently. "I would love to see the look on his face when he finds out that his baby girl is the featured performer at Top Shelf Pussy."
As I absorbed her words, I realized that fucking with Steve Baldwin would be the highlight of my life. That asshole had caused me countless humiliations over the last twenty five years, and payback was long overdue.
"I think I have an idea to rub your dad's face in your new-found sexuality," I said cheerfully. "Hear me out."
As I detailed my plan to upturn her dad's life, Jessie listened on intently. The idea was to promote a one-night, special event featuring Jessie Baldwin naked on my main stage, without actually naming her. As we brainstormed, we came to the conclusion that Jessie could dance naked wearing just a mask.
"Like at a masquerade ball," she said cheerfully. "You should come on stage after I dance, reveal my true identity, and force me to suck you off, Papa," she added with a giggle.
"Fuck yeah, Jessie," I said excitedly. "Great idea, although why stop at a blow-job. We should go through all of our sexual repertoire, anal, rimming, the works. After everyone is blown away at how nasty you can be, we could remove your mask. Half the fun will be the big reveal. Your dad will shit himself."
Once Jessie was on board, I ran prominent advertisements all over Newport Beach. Utilizing a multi-media strategy, that incorporated bill-boards outside all of the exotic car dealerships in town, an aerial banner towed behind a small Cessna plane along the entire Newport Beach coast, and several radio spots on the local classical musical station, I focused my efforts on the older, wealthy men of my beloved city.
I never mentioned Jessie Baldwin by name, but promised an alcohol-free evening featuring an eighteen year old, recent High School graduate. This young mystery woman, a daughter of one of the most prominent men in Newport Beach, was set to appear in the upcoming "Debutante's Ball" next week, followed by her debut at "Top Shelf Pussy."
By designating the event as alcohol-free, the dancers in my club would be permitted to dance naked. Also, under California's complex licensing laws, I was able to turn a section of my strip club into an adult book store, which in turn allowed for a live sex-show. I often featured lesbian sex-shows at the club, but the inclusion of strap-on phalluses meant that they were deemed to be "simulated shows" under the law. My event permit would allow me to run Baldwin's teenage daughter through a series of progressively lewd sex acts, before revealing her true identity in front of a few hundred carefully selected guests.
This change of use application required one permit, and the approval of the Newport Beach Police Department. My club was a second home to the rank and file officers of NBPD, and the Police Chief was happy to rubber-stamp my request. In addition, the Fire Department inspected the premises, and after determining that we had adequate fire suppression equipment installed, and an emergency exit, signed off on a maximum occupancy of three hundred and twenty five guests for the one-night event.
The Fire Chief approved the event, telling me privately that the biggest headache that it caused him was trying to accommodate the requests for that day off from his young firefighters.
Once the day was etched on my calendar, I set about trying to ensure that I had the right mix of clientele for the event. I had no interest in filling my club with horny college guys, some of whom would surely smuggle in alcohol, which would contravene the rules of my permit. I wanted the elite of Newport Beach to witness Jessie Baldwin submit to my every whim.
After consulting with my tax accountant, it became apparent that it was more financially beneficial to the club to give the tickets away, and claim the charitable donation on my tax return. I set aside twenty-five tickets for the Police and Fire Departments, and then gave out three hundred free tickets at at local charity fund-raiser.
The caliber of gentlemen that attended the charity event were exactly the sort of guys I needed at Jessie Baldwin's unveiling. I wasn't interested in making money for this particular evening, but rather in the complete humiliation of that prick Steve Baldwin. Over the years he had tormented me and systematically emasculated me, first through his sadistic treatment of my best friend Olivia, and then through his debasement of my fiancée, Madison.
Lastly, as a final kick in the nuts, he had taken the love of my life, Jody, and turned her into his fuck-toy. Not content with flexing his financial superiority over me, Baldwin also periodically sent me lewd photos of his sexual conquest of all three of the most important women in my life. Even as Jody entered the last trimester of her pregnancy, almost nineteen years ago, Baldwin ass-fucked his young bride regularly, and sent me photographic proof of his continued domination of the object of my desire.
I was salivating over the prospect of my payback, particularly as it would be witnessed by all of our peers. It was all the local guys would talk about, and with no other personal information divulged, they were trying to identify the debutante, by a process of elimination. Every wealthy man in Newport Beach with an eighteen year old daughter wore a furrowed look on his brow, as he contemplated the reality that it might be his baby girl who was going to dance naked on stage in front of his contemporaries.
The "Make Daddy Proud" event as it was advertised, received an inordinate amount of attention from the Newport Beach millionaires, and there was a palpable excitement when our advertising blitz attached the stage-name "TOY" to the young debutante.
Baldwin had used the moniker "TOY" for decades to demean young women, and identify them as his playthings. Jody, Madison and Rachel had driven exotic cars around Newport Beach with personalized license plates that incorporated their name with the word "TOY," for the whole world to see. The rumors floated around town that it was Baldwin's beautiful young daughter, Jessie, who was to be outed as a wannabe porn-star at the upcoming event, and it was clearly ruffling his feathers.
However, I never expected him to capitulate so quickly, and it was a very satisfying moment when he called me and wanted to talk. I was very lightly scheduled but I wasn't going to put him out of his misery so quickly. I made him wait three days for the opportunity to speak to me, and in an overt act of control, I instructed him to meet me at "Top Shelf Pussy," first thing in the morning, before we opened up for business.
On the day of our meeting, I got to the club early intending to rub my subjugation of his daughter in Baldwin's face. Making sure that there was an abundance of "Make Daddy Proud" marketing materials displayed around the venue, I instructed my security crew to pat Baldwin down upon entry. I never really considered him a violent man, but who knew how he would react to the news that I was going to fuck his teenage daughter, on stage, in front of the entire Newport Beach upper echelon.
Truth be told, I didn't think that Steve would be packing a gun to the meeting, but my security crew thought that he may be wearing a wire in an effort to get me to implicate myself in a crime. This wasn't a concern for me, having ensured that I examined the identification of every single one of my sexual conquests, to ensure that they were old enough to consent.



As it turned out, it was a very subdued and contrite Steve Baldwin that slinked into my strip-club that morning, hat in hand, and looking to make peace. After a brief exchange of pleasantries, my security crew patted him down, and offered him a seat. I sat behind my large imposing desk, which incidentally had been the location of my most recent sexual encounter with his daughter, and probably still had her scent emanating from it.
"How can I help you Steve?" I started, wanting him to do all of the work in this conversation.
"Is it Jessie?" he began, apparently struggling to contain his emotions.
"Is what Jessie?" I responded, thoroughly enjoying his turmoil.
"TOY," he said, barely able to verbalize the word. "Is my baby girl Jessie the star of the Make Daddy Proud event?"
"That is the question on everyone's lips these days," I said calmly. "Most of the guys with eighteen year old daughters have reached out to me over the last few days. I told them all exactly what I am going to tell you. Show up at the event and prepare to be shocked."
"Pete, please," Baldwin begged me. "This will ruin me if TOY is Jessie. I will never be able to show my face around town again. What can I do to prevent you following through with this?"
As he capitulated to me, I felt an intense feeling of satisfaction, an almost euphoric surge of emotion at finally getting one over on my long-time nemesis.
"I will think about it, Steve," I said quietly. "Give me a few days and I will let you know my terms."
"Can I talk to my daughter?" he added softly. "She refuses to answer my texts and calls. Please. One brief chat. FaceTime preferably."
Without committing to anything, I nodded my head to acknowledge his request, and then dismissed him, telling him that I had another meeting scheduled.
"Another desperate young woman looking for work," I added, as he rose from his seat.
I had engineered what happened next and it really couldn't have gone any better. The young woman "looking for work" was actually from an exclusive escort service. I made Baldwin wait three days for a meeting with me, to buy enough time to find a virtual clone of his daughter. Standing together, Jessie Baldwin and the teenage blonde escort wouldn't have been indistinguishable, but they were undoubtedly very similar in appearance. I had dressed the young girl in Jessie's clothes too, just to evoke a response from him.
Scheduled right after him, she was waiting in the lobby and under instructions from Olivia, approached Steve Baldwin as he was leaving.
"Hi Papa, I am Amber," the young escort said, as she extended her hand to greet Steve. "I am here for the rehearsal."
Steve recoiled reflexively as he took in the startling similarities between Amber and his daughter, Jessie. Amber was wearing an unusual tartan t-shirt that Steve had purchased for his daughter on their visit to Warsaw, Poland, and the unlikely co-incidence of her attire seemed to shock him to his core. When he didn't take her pro-offered hand, she moved in for a hug, and I watched his nostrils flare as he recognized that Amber was wearing his daughter's perfume.
After their awkward embrace, which Amber held for way too long, Steve finally verbalized what was on his mind.
"Are you a friend of my daughter, Jessie?" he asked nervously. "Jessie Baldwin."
"I'm her understudy, Papa," she beamed. "I am here to run through the Make Daddy Proud routine, in case Jessie can't make it for some reason."
Baldwin struggled to process what was going on, and as Amber hung all over him like an over-zealous groupie, he appeared to change his mind about leaving.
"Why don't you just use Amber as your Toy for the show?" he asked me. "I will pay her whatever she wants if you agree to leave Jessie out of it."
"I am open to that, Steve," I lied. "Stay and have a beer and let's chat about it."
Steve hesitated briefly, before nodding his head agreeably. As we went towards the bar, Olivia intercepted us and took our drink orders. Years prior, Olivia had suffered tremendously under the sadistic tendencies of Steve Baldwin, and was salivating at the thought of him getting his comeuppance.
"The male escort who is standing in for you in the rehearsal is ready, Pete," she said cheerfully, as she handed us two ice-cold beers. "His name is Ethan if you need anything from him."
Steve Baldwin and I were never destined to be friends. Even as we sat next to each other at the end of the bar, looking out onto the dance floor, I could feel the tension between us. However, I wanted him to view this rehearsal of the Make Daddy Proud event, knowing that his daughter was going to be the main attraction on the actual night.
Moments later, as the lights dimmed and the music started, Amber and Ethan began to dance seductively together. From a distance, under the soft lighting of the stage, Amber bore a startling resemblance to Jessie Baldwin, and as the routine became progressively more risqué, I could see Steve getting pissed.
The two understudies went through a series of simulated sex-acts, as they slowly disrobed each other, and once they were both naked, Ethan developed an erection and forced Amber to her knees. As she began to fellate him, Steve looked down in abject misery.
"Jesus, Pete, please," he said forlornly. "What do I have to do to change your mind?"
I made Steve Baldwin sit and watch the whole sordid rehearsal, as Olivia periodically refilled our beers. Amber extracted three cum-shots from Ethan during the ninety minute performance, and as he took her in every conceivable position, I peppered Steve with questions and my own personal observations.
"You don't really get the same atmosphere in an empty room," I taunted him. "When we have three hundred and twenty five guys packed in here like sardines, it will be a completely different experience."
I thought that Steve was going to throw up when Ethan began to ass-fuck Amber, as he imagined his little girl, fresh out of High School, getting sodomized on stage.
"Amber and Ethan don't know each other," I added with a chuckle. "That's the only reason that he is wearing a condom for the anal scene. I certainly won't be on the big night."
Once I was satisfied that I had extracted my pound of flesh from my nemesis, I took my foot from his throat, and signaled the DJ to cut the lights and music. Amber and Ethan stood there awkwardly as I gave them some direction.
"The anal scene needs to be much more aggressive," I said firmly. "Amber, you need to transmit fear and pain in equal measure. You are losing your anal-cherry. It needs to appear to be a traumatic experience. Steve, any thoughts?" I added, just to be a prick.
Steve shook his head in silence, the whole sordid event having beaten him down.
"Ok, guys," I said cheerfully. "Let's skip to the rim-job scene."
Steve excused himself upon learning that his daughter would be performing analingus on stage at the big event. Olivia escorted him to the door, and I saw the look of defeat on his face as she handed him Jessie's tartan, Warsaw t-shirt, and he exited the club.
It felt so good to get one over on that prick Baldwin, and while I had zero intention of letting him off the hook, I did follow through on his request to talk to Jessie. She was reticent at first, but when I presented it as an opportunity for her to rub her Dad's face in the fact that we were fucking, she loved the idea.
"Why don't you let me give you a facial first?" I suggested, as we both cracked up. "Then we can FaceTime him."
Jessie ended up lubing her pert breasts for my enjoyment, and I tit-fucked her to completion, blowing my load all over her neck, lips and chin. After a perfunctory clean-up, which left visible dried semen stains on Jessie, she donned one of my "Top Shelf Pussy" T-shirts, and called her Dad.
I stayed out of the camera's view, but judging by Steve's uncomfortable start to the brief conversation, he could tell I had just blown my load on his daughter's face.
"But I love him," I heard her say at one point, trying to piss her Dad off.
As he begged his daughter to reconsider her upcoming appearance at the "Make Daddy Proud" event, she reiterated that it was merely a public demonstration of our love. I was enjoying every moment of their excruciatingly awkward exchange, but when I signaled her to wrap it up, she saved the best for last.
"Gotta go, Daddy," she said cheerfully. "Pete is just getting out of the shower and is probably ready to go again. Night, night."
As the day of the "Make Daddy Proud" event approached, I had significantly increased the marketing budget, and I had a dozen promotional bulletin billboards, strategically located in the places where wealthy men gathered. Every night, under cover of darkness, my event management team changed the picture on each of the twelve massive billboards, the new image which measured a gargantuan fourteen feet by forty eight feet, creating additional excitement in town.
The latest picture, taken from behind Jessie to hide her identity as she leaned over the top of my Steinway Grand Piano, showed off her new Henna tattoo. The oversized temporary inscription, situated as it was in the classic tramp-stamp position, read "Top Shelf Pussy Debutante," a clever play on words as it paid homage to Jessie's upcoming Debutante's Ball. Jessie's long blonde hair cascaded down her tanned back, the latest clue as to the hidden identity of the future stripper.
Once the picture was up on the bulletin billboards, I imagine there was a collective sigh of relief from every one of the Debutantes' fathers whose daughter had black, brown or red hair, and an exasperated groan from the guys with blonde daughters. As an additional kick in the nuts to the guys who had not been able to positively eliminate their eighteen year old baby girl from the potential list of strippers, the words "Pete's latest Toy" were emblazoned above the beautifully constructed image.
It was all the locals could talk about, especially the guys who had eliminated their own Debutante from the running. One of the colossal billboards was situated right in front of my club, and I thoroughly enjoyed looking out of my office window at the ever-changing advertisement. I even got a call from the Police Chief informing me that he had to deploy additional patrol units to keep the traffic moving on Pacific Coast Highway. Apparently, drivers were stopping to admire and photograph the huge billboard, situated on the congested main route of Newport Beach.
The following day, as Jessie cavorted topless in my swimming pool, the photographer captured several natural-looking shots of her, before she agreed to pose for a more seductive billboard image. Jessie came up with the provocative notion of spilling suntan lotion on her stomach, but as we brainstormed some ideas, we decided to squirt the milky white cream on her tits. The billboard went up overnight, and in the morning the lewd image assaulted the town.
I knew I was going to get some blowback as the huge photo of Jessie laying topless on a sun lounger with suntan cream pooling all over her tits and neck, created the visual that she had just been tit-fucked. Jessie was wearing a black sun visor, pulled down in such a way as to shield her face, thus protecting her anonymity. The caption above the provocative image read "Cum and see me dance at Top Shelf Pussy."
I did get a call from the City Public Affairs Officer asking me to take down the offensive billboards, but by the time my team arrived to remove them, it was already dark, and the damage had been done. The local news did a live report on the lewd billboards, although they blurred Jessie's chest, which predictably created more interest in the image. They say there is no such thing as bad publicity, and as the image went viral on social media, there were some educated guesses as to the identity of the young blonde, and Jessie Baldwin's name was mentioned on numerous posts.
The following day, I needed city approval before I was allowed to post my advertisement, and on Jessie's instruction, we selected a very inoffensive image. Jessie was photographed exiting a large shower enclosure, with a towel concealing her naked torso, and a second towel wrapped around her head. Jessie raised her arm to her head to hold the towel in place, and with her upturned arm obscuring her face, the photographer snapped a few dozen shots. It was very innocent, and as we reviewed the options, Jessie pointed to one particular shot and told us to use it.
I didn't think much more of it and predictably it passed the scrutiny of the city official, whose job was to censor any offensive images. We pushed the line a little with the caption, but as it was more innuendo than graphic, it passed the inspection too.
The next morning as I sat in my office looking out at the gargantuan billboard featuring Jessie Baldwin under the caption, "I love getting wet," I heard a commotion at the entrance to my strip-club.
As I approached the front door, I saw Jody Baldwin wrestling with one of my security guys. She was furious, screaming at the top of her voice for me to take down the images of her daughter. It took a few minutes but she finally composed herself and we moved our conversation into my office.
"What the fuck, Pete?" she asked me angrily. "Why would you embarrass Steve and I like that? That is my baby girl plastered all over town."
I tried to deny that the image was of Jessie, but apparently Jessie had a small, light colored birthmark under her right armpit, which is precisely why she had chosen to adopt this pose, and select this particular image.
"Steve will fucking kill you when he finds out," Jody threatened.
The look on Jody's face was priceless as I informed her that her husband had already been to see me, cap in hand.
"He practically begged me not to allow Jessie to appear in a live sex-show," I said with a smirk. "It was one of the highlights of my life to have Steve Baldwin capitulate to me. He even asked me if I could arrange a brief FaceTime with Jessie, as she wouldn't take his calls."
"Bullshit," Jody retorted. "Steve wouldn't beg you. He hates your fucking guts."
"Call him," I invited her. "Ask him the sordid details of the FaceTime call. Ask him what your daughter was wearing. Clothing wise, and on her face," I added cruelly.
Jody appeared to process the evaporation of her leverage, and then began to offer up some compromises.
"Pete, I can almost come to terms with you and Jessie being intimate," she began softly. "But we have been friends for years. Please, don't fuck my daughter on stage. I am begging you."
"Friends is a bit of a stretch, Jody," I responded. "All I remember is you derailing my wedding to Madison. Oh, and the last time I showed an interest in you, it was going to cost me fifty grand a month."
Jody and I went back and forth, as she vacillated between threatening me and offering me incentives to cancel the show. After I laughed at her offer to pay me, she changed tactics and began to cry and beg me. It was still two hours until opening time of my club, and truth be told Jody's persistence was wearing me down. However, I remained stoic and resolute in my insistence that I was going to fuck her teenage daughter in front of the majority of our peers.
Jody had used her sexual allure to manipulate men since the day she turned eighteen, and I was surprised that it had taken this long. However, in typical Jody style, she dried her crocodile tears and asked to use the restroom. After a prolonged bathroom break, Jody returned to my office, with her make-up refreshed, a friendly smile on her face, and heavily scented with my favorite fragrance.
Walking in as if she was here to audition for a dancer's position, Jody locked the door as she closed it, and headed towards me. She knew the sexual attraction I harbored for her, and had evidently decided to use it to her advantage.
"There must be something I can do to persuade you, Papa," Jody said, as she rounded my desk.
Jody was on me before I had time to react, invading my personal space as she sought to use my obsession with her to manipulate me into getting with her program. It worked too, my cock stiffening immediately as she put her lips to my ear and began to promise me the world. As I inhaled her scent, I was reminded of our last encounter, nearly twenty years ago.
As a Trust Fund Baby, I was used to getting my sexual needs met, and it was a pretty rare occasion for me to jerk off. However, over the last two decades, every time I masturbated, it was to the memory of my brief hook-up with Jody.
Years before they eventually married, Baldwin had paid Jody to seduce me, in an attempt to derail my upcoming marriage to Madison. Jody had warned me that it was a trap, even going so far as to tell me how much he had paid her, but I was unable to resist her, despite being fully apprised of the potential blowback. Jody had sucked my cock that night after we shared a Chinese takeout, bringing me to an embarrassingly quick orgasm, before allowing me a second release, inside her tight, teenage pussy. It was the seminal sexual encounter of my life, the memory of which I would resurrect, anytime I jerked off.
It was also the regret of my life, on two accounts. Firstly, it cemented Jody as the love of my life, the one that got away, if you will. Secondly, despite Jody having promised me a two-girl rim-job with the lovely Rachel, they left me high and dry as I showered for the encounter, and this had haunted me for twenty years.
Now as she had drifted back into my life, and was in desperate need of my benevolence, I knew that whatever happened today, I was going to get that high-maintenance bitch's nose between my ass-cheeks.
Jody had taken control of the situation, and it was obvious to me that she had matured over the last two decades. She had accumulated a mountain of experience when it came to manipulating men, and as her dainty hand brushed across the front of my pants, she flashed me one of her heart-stopping smiles.
"You are hard, Papa," she whispered, as she nibbled my earlobe. "I have missed you, baby."
As she flattered and teased me, my mind began to spin, my focus disappeared, and I started to lose sight of the goal, a rim-job from my dream girl. Jody caressed my cock through my pants, and once I was leaking pre-cum, extracted my erection, knelt before me, and began to suck me off.
I hated Steve Baldwin with a passion, but as Jody demonstrated her other-worldly oral skills, I started to envy that fat fuck. I was receiving the best blowjob of my life, and if Baldwin was enjoying that service even once a week, he was the luckiest man alive. Predictably, despite having sky-high expectations for this unexpected encounter, I was unable to resist this goddess, and with a guttural moan, I exploded in her mouth.
After I came, Jody looked up at me with her angelic-looking face, opened her mouth, and with a huge smile, swallowed my load. The juxtaposition between her innocent looks, and her willingness to perform lewd sex-acts, was overwhelming, and I found myself unable to focus on my game plan. Jody was well aware of the power she wielded, and after I composed myself, she began to flatter me.
Rising from her knees, she placed her lips against my ear, and whispered into it.
"I love you, Pete," she began. "I guess I always have. In a different universe you and I would have been together. It is one of my lifetime regrets that I ended up married to another man. It should have been you and I. We are soulmates."
As I processed her words, I felt a deep sense of melancholy, coupled with immense relief. If Jody really did consider me her soulmate, maybe there was hope for us in the future. Maybe she would leave that asshole Baldwin, and be mine. As we shared a tender embrace, Jody began to weep quietly, and in an uncharacteristic show of vulnerability, started to detail the perverse nature of her relationship with Steve Baldwin.



"We haven't made love in nearly ten years," she sobbed. "Steve has some heart troubles and his medication has severely inhibited his sexual capacity, and his ability to get an erection. Unlike you," she added softly.
As we opened our hearts to each other, I felt the connection, a deep, life-affirming desire to possess this woman. As the coin dropped, I realized that using Jody's daughter in my "Make Daddy Proud," event was not the ideal way to ingratiate myself with her, and immediately decided to acquiesce.
"What do you want from me, Jody?" I asked, fully aware that I was prepared to give her whatever she needed.
Jody leaned in towards me and kissed me tenderly on the lips. I felt the jolt of electricity immediately, and in my compromised state, I folded.
"Tell me, and I will do it," I said, abandoning my position of power because I truly loved this woman.
"Well," she began, "not to state the obvious, but release my daughter from your upcoming event. Replace her with someone. You have a stable of erotic dancers. One of them needs to step up."
"Done," I said, trying my best to placate her. "And us? Where do we go from here?"
"You know I love you, Pete," she whispered. "If I leave Steve, can I be assured that you will treat me with more respect?"
As I offered her my assurance, she began to catalog Steve's perverse sexual proclivities.
"Even though he can't get it up," she began, "he makes me eat his ass on a regular basis. I understand the thrill of dominating women, but your wife, for fuck's sake?"
Over the next hour, as my refractory period expired and I developed a second erection, Jody vacillated between flattery and trying to gain my sympathy. Her honesty was refreshing, and having been informed that she considered rim-jobs to be particularly demeaning, I decided to avoid that particular sex-act.
Jody cried on my shoulder as she got things off her chest. Apparently, Steve Baldwin had recently discovered Viagra, and being able to develop and sustain an erection with the pharmaceutical assistance, he suddenly looked to Jody's tight asshole for his release.
"I am twenty-five years his junior, and at my sexual peak," she cried. "I need more from a relationship than to be sodomized whenever my partner can get it up."
As we poured our hearts out, kissing intermittently, Jody again offered herself up to me.
"Do you remember these?" she said playfully, as she removed her panties and waved them at me.
Jody held a tiny pair of silky, pink gingham panties between her thumb and forefinger, before raising them up to my nose. Reflexively I inhaled, the scent of her perfume and her vaginal secretions permeating my nostrils, and taking me back to that night over twenty years ago.
Jody and Rachel had promised me a two-girl rim-job, but had split as I showered for the upcoming treat. Later that night, as I climbed into bed I found two pairs of identical pink gingham panties under my comforter, which embarrassingly enough I still had, hidden in my bedroom closet.
"I still have your original pair," I blurted out, "twenty years later."
"Well, Papa," Jody cooed seductively. "That is very flattering. I want you to keep these too so that you never forget me."
As she hung the wet panties around my neck, I should have realized that this was part of an elaborate, pre-meditated plan to seduce me. What were the chances of Jody accidentally wearing the exact same panties that she wore the last time we were intimate? Why were they so slick with her vaginal secretions?
In my heightened state of arousal, I wanted nothing more than to bust a nut, so choosing to completely ignore the warning signs, I bent Jody over my oversized, mahogany desk, and entered her from behind.
"Do you want me to get Rachel to join us?" she whispered. "She is waiting in the car. I brought her with me to sweeten the pot in case you weren't receptive to my pleas. Rachel can lick your ass until you come inside me."
As Jody teased me verbally, I closed my eyes to visualize Rachel kneeling behind me with her tongue in my ass. A few seconds later, as I inhaled Jody's scent from the panties draped around my neck, I exploded deep inside her tight pussy.
Immediately after I ejaculated, a very businesslike Jody informed me that she had to leave.
"Do we have a deal?" she whispered, as I tucked my erection back into my pants.
After assuring her that I wouldn't use her daughter in the upcoming event, she bade me farewell and departed my office.
As I watched her tight little ass sashay towards her Pink Convertible Rolls Royce, I could see that the car was empty. Rachel wasn't with her and I realized that she had played me. Jody Baldwin, devoted wife to one of Newport Beach's richest men, had exchanged the release of her daughter from my "Make Daddy Proud" event for the promise of a life together. It was an empty promise though, I realized, one borne of necessity and unlikely to be fulfilled.
To say that I was angry would have been an understatement. Feeling that our deal had been reached under false pretenses, I didn't feel obligated to honor it. In fact, I wanted to extract revenge from that manipulative bitch, and simultaneously punish Steve Baldwin.
Unfortunately for me, my latest sexual encounter with Jody ignited my smoldering passion for her, and she was all I could think about, even when I was balls-deep inside her teenage daughter. On more than one occasion I feigned a headache to get out of having sex with Jessie, only to get up in the middle of the night to jerk off using her mom's pink gingham panties.
I was obsessed with Jody, fixated on the fact that after twenty-odd years, this goddess still hadn't given me a rim-job, which was my primary goal with all of my sexual partners. It was as if I had set out to climb Mount Everest, only to get within a hundred feet of the summit, before being forced to abandon my attempt.
My relationship with the younger Baldwin, Jessie, was based on sex, but we had also agreed to communicate our desires and inner thoughts to each other, so that we could maintain an honest and open dialogue.
For this reason, I felt compelled to tell Jessie that I was still in love with her mom. Predictably, my revelation was met with a certain amount of jealousy, but as we hashed it out, Jessie admitted that she was attracted to younger men, and often fantasized about guys her age when we fucked.
Realizing that our fledgling relationship was coming to an end, I called Steve Baldwin to lay out my terms for the return of his teenage daughter. He wanted to meet in person, but fearing he would lose control when I informed him of my new plan, we hooked up on FaceTime.
Even though Jessie was heading back home to her parents, she was completely onboard with my desire to fuck with her dad. We drove over to my strip-club, the added measure of security that I had in place there, seeming like a good idea in case Steve lost it. I instructed Jessie to dress up in her Japanese schoolgirl uniform, and wait just outside my office door. Then, as I relaxed in my oversized office chair, I FaceTimed the Baldwins, streaming the call to a huge monitor on the wall opposite my desk.
Steve and Jody tried to present a united front, but their body language was horrible, the tension between them palpable, as Steve begged for the return of his baby girl.
"Where is Jessie?" he asked, just a few seconds into the call.
"Going through the routine with Ethan," I lied. "Final dress rehearsal."
The look on Steve's face was one of abject misery as he processed the fact that his baby girl was on stage at Top Shelf Pussy, with a male escort.
"I can get her in here," I said cheerfully. "Just so that we are all on the same page."
As her parents looked on from my huge monitor, I put two fingers in my mouth and whistled loudly, the way you would summon a dog. Jessie, of course, was waiting right outside my door, and after a few seconds entered the room swiftly, as if she had run in from the dance floor. I let them absorb the fact that she was wearing a Japanese schoolgirl uniform, before issuing her a one-word directive.
"Sit," I said, pointing to the floor by the side of my desk, and using the same tone that you would use to instruct a puppy.
Jessie and I had rehearsed this earlier this morning, and without any hesitation or change in her facial expression, she whispered "Yes, Papa," and then lowered herself slowly to the floor of my office.
Steve Baldwin was noticeably pissed by my apparent domination of his teenage daughter, and I saw Jody rest her hand on his arm to keep his temper in check.
"We are here to discuss the terms of Jessie's participation in my upcoming Make Daddy Proud event," I began confidently, taking control of the meeting. "As you may well know, after you kicked Jessie out of your house for behavior that we all indulged in at her age, she came and begged me for work. Even though I have yet to showcase her wares on my main stage, she has practiced an exhaustive display of her sexual capabilities, and is willing to appear at the event. Isn't that right, Jessie"
Jessie looked up adoringly at me and said quietly, "Yes, Papa."
"As you are both well aware, I will have a capacity crowd for the much anticipated event, consisting of twenty five of Newport Beach's police and firefighters, and three hundred of our city's most upstanding citizens."
"My fucking best friends and business associates," Steve snarled, barely able to contain his rage.
"Exactly," I said cheerfully. "A carefully thought out mix of people to ensure that the event will live on in infamy. The President of the Celibacy Club losing her anal-cherry, live on stage."
"Pete, please," Jody begged, as she intervened. "What can we do to change your mind?"
"Yeah, man. Just fucking cut to the chase," Steve growled. "I don't want Jessie to be any part of this event."
As I watched him squirm uncomfortably in his seat, I tried to prolong his agony, and just as Jessie and I had practiced earlier that day, I turned and looked down at the beautiful teenager, sitting by the side of my chair.
"Jessie, fetch me a cold beer," I instructed her.
"Yes, Papa," she whispered without hesitation, before she arose swiftly from the floor of my office and left the room.
"Don't be a prick about it," Baldwin said, his voice cracking under the strain of seeing his baby girl as my fuck-toy. "What the fuck do you want from us?"
"I asked her to leave because I don't want her to hear my offer," I began. "This is between the three of us. Jessie will do whatever I decide is best for her."
"Pete, please," Jody begged. "Let us off the hook."
Once I determined that they were truly desperate, I laid out my plans.
"I am willing to bring your daughter back to your home this afternoon," I began. "She can go back to her life as a teenager, and I won't bother her again. Steve, I will allow you to purchase the three hundred and twenty five tickets, effectively cancelling the public nature of the event."
"Those tickets were free," he said, with an air of irritation.
"They were a charitable donation," I corrected him. "A tax deduction of thirty two thousand five hundred dollars, at their stated value of one hundred dollars per ticket."
"You want me to pay you just over thirty grand to cancel the event?" Steve asked. "Done deal."
As I watched him fall over himself to try and cancel the event, I realized just how desperate he was, and it was with immense satisfaction that I dropped the other shoe.
"That's a good start," I said slowly, absorbing his body language as he realized I wanted more from him.
"I also need you to reimburse me for my marketing expenses, permit costs and other incidentals. My billboards alone were sixty five thousand dollars, not including the cost of the professional photographer."
"I'll give you one hundred and fifty grand," he blurted out. "For your assurance that you will stay the hell away from my daughter."
As I processed his desperation, Jessie returned with my beer. As she closed the distance between my office door and my desk, her back was to the monitor, giving Steve and Jody a close look at her ridiculously sexualized Japanese schoolgirl uniform. The skirt was so ludicrously short, that her panties flashed as she leant forward and placed the beer on my desk.
"I want it in a chilled glass," I said in a dismissive tone, going through our pre-ordained routine.
"Yes, Papa," Jessie responded subserviently, as she picked up the glass and quickly scurried out of the room.
"Where were we?" I said pleasantly, as Steve's face turned bright red with anger at the way I was treating his daughter. "Oh, yes. One hundred and fifty grand."
"Please, Pete," Jody asked. "Do we have a deal?"
"Not quite," I said quietly. "Although I suspect we will get there. Jessie does look adorable in her stage attire though. Don't you agree?"
As he processed that Jessie's appearance at my Make Daddy Proud event would entail her being dolled up like a Japanese schoolgirl, Steve cleared his throat.
"What else, Pete?" he asked impatiently. "Spit it out."
"I still want to hold the event," I informed him. "However, I am willing to do it without Jessie's participation, and without a three hundred strong crowd. I just need you to exchange your wife for your daughter."
"What the hell are you proposing?" Baldwin asked me, with a look of exasperation on his face.
"I want to incorporate Jody into my Make Daddy Proud event," I said firmly. "The music, lights and choreography are already done and the event promises to be spectacular. Jody and I have been friends for twenty-odd years, and we already have a sexual history. In fact, you paid her twelve grand to seduce me and ruin my engagement to Madison," I reminded him.
As Steve and Jody absorbed my idea, their lack of pushback was noticeable. I was expecting an extreme reaction from Steve, upon hearing that I wanted to fuck his wife, but they seemed to consider it in a rational, measured way.
"With no crowd watching?" he asked me, after several seconds of hushed whispering between them.
"Just you, Steve," I said firmly. "After all, you will have bought all of the tickets."
Relentless stress can be a very incapacitating ordeal, and as Steve processed his options, he seemed to accept the inevitability of the compromise.
"And Jessie gets to come home today?" he asked, her welfare appearing to be his primary focus.
"You can send a car for her right now, if we have a deal," I said cheerfully.
Jessie's timing was perfect, as she rounded the door of my office with my ice-cold beer in its chilled glass. Once again, treated to the sight of his teenage daughter having been sexualized for my visual entertainment, it was the kick in the pants that Steve needed.
Jessie reached my desk, leaned forward once more, thereby exposing her bright red panties, and placed the beer in front of me.
"Sorry, Papa," she said quietly with her head lowered, conveying her regret at not providing me a chilled glass on her first attempt.
"That's okay, Jessie," I said condescendingly. "I forgive you."
Pointing to the floor next to my desk, I uttered my next mono-syllabic directive.
"Kneel."
Steve Baldwin looked on in disbelief as his eighteen year old daughter sank to her knees by the side of my chair, which prompted her micro-mini skirt to rise up her slender thighs.
"I think you are going home, Jessie," I said cheerfully. "Your parents are willing to welcome you back with open arms."
"Whatever you say, Papa," came her rehearsed response.
Less than thirty minutes later, Steve Baldwin sent his driver to pick up his teenage daughter. I said my goodbyes to that beautiful young woman, from whom I had taken so many of life's firsts, while at the same time teaching her so much about her own body. As if to deliver a parting shot to Steve, I sent Jessie home wearing her light blue Celibacy Club T-shirt, which was ludicrous considering she had spent the better part of three weeks being my fuck-toy. We hadn't got around to laundering it either, so there were visible dried semen stains from where I had used it to wipe my ejaculate from Jessie's tits, after her first ever rim-job.
I did consider the possibility of Steve Baldwin reneging on his promise, so I texted him several photos of Jessie to keep him honest. The photos, taken from the series of billboard images that we had posted all over town in the days preceding the event, showed Jessie in each of the various outfits, but with her face completely exposed, leaving no doubt that Pete's New Toy was Jessie Baldwin.
My particular favorite was of Jessie leaning across the top of my Steinway Grand Piano, showcasing her oversized Henna tattoo. Taken from behind, this glamour shot showed Jessie looking back over her shoulder in response to something that the photographer had instructed her to do. She was smiling broadly, her bright blue eyes twinkling as we worked to find the perfect shot for the billboards.
Along with the compromising photos was a explicit warning that I would post them all over town if his wife, Jody, failed to show for my Make Daddy Proud event. Hours later, presumably having weighed his options, he responded with a terse text.
"We will be there. You have my word."
Steve ended up attending the Debutantes' ball with his daughter, proudly presenting her to the elite of Newport Beach, who still were none the wiser as to the identity of the Debutante in the Make Daddy Proud event, now that it had been canceled. There were some pictures of the Debutantes in the local newspaper, and Jessie looked phenomenal in her demure gown, the true picture of innocence, despite her extended sexual experience at my place.
As the day of my upcoming encounter with Jody approached, I was really excited. My brief tryst with her in my office had whet my appetite, and most of the time she was all I could think about. I still harbored a strong desire for her, and hoped against all odds that we would one day be together.
The day before the event, I reached out to the Baldwins on FaceTime, and as they sat there with grave looks on their faces, I advised them of my expectations as far as the schedule was concerned.
"Showtime is 7pm," I informed them. "I want Jody there by 3pm for hair and make-up," I added, leaving no doubt that this was a one-sided discussion.
"Ok," Steve said quietly, his passivity very unusual for him.
"I will have my wardrobe coordinator take care of Jody's costume changes," I added, alluding to the fact that Steve's wife would be wearing multiple outfits for our encounter. "However, why don't you bring Jessie's Japanese schoolgirl uniform, Jody?" I said with a smirk. "I assume it's not getting much use these days and you guys are about the same size."
Jody's face reddened as she realized how ridiculous she would look in that hyper-sexualized costume.
"Pete, please," she said anxiously. "I am not a fucking teenager. I am okay with us fucking on stage but don't humiliate me unnecessarily."
"Fair enough," I said cheerfully. "That is your call, Jody. Use your best judgment. See you guys tomorrow," I added with a smile, as I terminated the FaceTime connection.
The following day, with my anticipation sky-high, I arrived early at Top Shelf Pussy. The DJ had automated the lights and music, so that after he left I would be able to start the soundtrack with a single flick of a switch. I had two security guards on the premises, but other than that the place was completely empty. I knew that it would be a totally different experience in an empty club, but I was hoping to make it a very intimate encounter, thereby rubbing it in Steve Baldwin's face.
Around 2pm, the hair and make-up team showed up, three professional MAC employees who worked at Nordstrom in South Coast Plaza, and a celebrity hairstylist. They gravitated to the dancers' private dressing room, setting up a vast array of different hair and make-up products.



"My private dancer is in her forties," I advised them. "However, she is extremely youthful looking for her age, and with the right make-up she looks twenty five. I want her hair straight," I added.
When Jody showed up at exactly 3pm, I breathed a sigh of relief as I realized that this was going to happen. I was going to get the love of my life all dolled up, and fuck her in front of her husband, who happened to be my nemesis. It just didn't get any better than this.
As soon as Jody entered my strip-club, I could tell that she was inebriated. Presumably to take the edge off, she had imbibed three glasses of Chardonnay and was feeling no pain. I introduced her to the make-over team, and they were very excited by Jody's youthful appearance, stating that the transformation to innocent teenager would be a breeze. I had to smile when Jody handed me a sealed dry-cleaning bag, the contents of which, the Japanese schoolgirl uniform and her original Patriots Cheerleader Uniform, I hung up in clear view of all the women.
"Is this the look we are going for?" the lead make-up artist asked. "Innocent schoolgirl?"
This event is titled "Jody, a loss of innocence" I said cheerfully. "As the name suggests, she will start out as a very innocent young woman, before becoming progressively more lewd."
Jody shuffled around nervously, as we openly discussed her debasement.
"I want her in this to start," I said firmly, handing one of the women a bag with my desired outfit in it. "I will see you guys later."
I checked in on the makeover twice over the next hour, noticing that Jody had a large glass of wine on the counter before her, which she sipped periodically to maintain her buzz. Sitting there in a white silk "Top Shelf Pussy" robe, Jody looked like just another one of my strippers, and I contemplated how she had managed to maneuver her way into such an easy, luxurious lifestyle, through her skillful use of sexual manipulation.
As I admired her from the doorway, I felt a pang of regret that she wasn't mine. Certainly for the next several hours I was going to possess her, but at the end of her humiliation, she would be going back to Steve Baldwin's huge mansion in her Pink Convertible Rolls-Royce, which was her current car, now that her child-rearing responsibilities were behind her. I truly loved this woman, and yet she was still unattainable to me.
After about an hour, the lead make-up artist informed me that Jody was ready.
"We will touch her up just before she goes on stage," she advised me. "Do you want her dressed in her first stage outfit?"
"Leave her in the robe," I said decisively. "Escort her to the VIP room."
A few moments later, as I sat in my large oversized recliner, Jody tapped lightly on the door of the VIP room.
"Enter," I said firmly, as the door slowly opened.
Despite our sexual history, two random hook-ups spread over the course of twenty years, Jody appeared very uncomfortable as she shuffled in. Much of her self-confidence had disappeared, no doubt replaced with self-doubt and regret at the way she had been manipulated into dancing for me twenty years after her last foray into the brightly-lit environment of a strip-club stage.
It had been on this very stage too, two decades prior, on Amateur Night as her current benefactor and owner, Jon Dodd, had forced his identical looking girlfriends, Jody and Rachel under the bright lights, dressed as cheerleaders. They had been a hit with the capacity crowd, performing a sensual simulated sex-act, with an ominous looking phallus.
Twenty years later, as a housewife and a mother, Jody Baldwin was about to be forced back on to the main stage of "Top Shelf Pussy," wearing the exact same Patriots Cheerleader uniform, that thankfully still fit her rocking little body. The absence of a crowd, and its attendant atmosphere would probably make the event more humiliating, especially as the sole attendee was her husband, Steve.
As she stood before me with her gaze lowered, Jody was breathing heavily, which I surmised was from stress rather than arousal.
"Do we really have to do this, Pete?" she asked timidly. "I am too old for this shit."
"I have waited nearly twenty five years to get my revenge on your prick of a husband," I said firmly.
"But do you need to embarrass me so thoroughly?" she responded. "Can't we just fuck in private, in the VIP room?"
"Jody," I began assertively, "this is happening tonight. You need to come to terms with it. And if was looking to embarrass you, I would have invited your entire PTA members to attend, your church choir maybe."
A look of despair flashed across Jody's reddening face, as she contemplated how much worse it could have been, had her fellow members of Jessie's Parent Teacher Association been invited to watch her debasement.
I parted my legs slightly, to allow Jody to see that I had removed the middle seat panel of the oversized recliner, thereby enabling it to be used as a pleasure chair. I had enjoyed numerous rim-jobs over the years relaxing on that leather throne, and as Jody stared forlornly at the floor visible through the large gap in the seat, the inference was that I wanted to enjoy a little pre-show analingus.
The surprise was written all over her angelic face as I rose from the pleasure chair, and addressed her.
"Loosen your robe, Jody," I instructed her, as she pulled gently on the waist cord causing the front to slip open. "Sit," I added, pointing to the leather throne.
Once Jody was comfortably positioned, we were joined by one of my most recent new hires, Red. A popular attraction in the VIP room, Red had spent countless hours under the pleasure chair, and without the embarrassment of any formal introductions, she simply nodded politely at Jody, before sliding under the chair on her back. There were already two pillows situated under the chair, which enabled Red to adjust her head to the correct height.
Taking a seat on a small ottoman directly in front of the chair, I signaled my intent to watch, and as Red maneuvered her head into the perfect position, she slowly extended her tongue. Jody jumped reflexively as Red's moist tongue grazed the outer folds of her labia, but as she adjusted to the soft caresses, her eyes widened and she let out a moan.
Red was an expert at tease and denial, and was the club's biggest earner in the VIP room. Men would pay two hundred and fifty dollars for thirty minutes in the private enclave, during which time Red would tease them incessantly. As the men writhed in ecstasy on the pleasure chair, they would invariably lose track of time, and were disappointed when Red announced that the session was over. More often than not, being in a heightened state of arousal, the men would fork over another two hundred and fifty dollars for a second session. After informing the stage manager that she would be in the VIP room for an additional thirty minutes, Red would spend the first few minutes on her knees showcasing her outstanding oral abilities.
Once the man was truly desperate to have an orgasm, she would negotiate the terms and cost of his climax, often able to extort exorbitant amounts of money from the guy in exchange for his release. Because sexual activity in the VIP room was technically forbidden, the man had no recourse or avenue for complaint. They would occasionally leave disgruntled, nearly always returning a few days later, and asking if Red was available.
It was this skill-set that Red brought to the VIP room on this late afternoon, and as I watched on in awe, the young stripper teased Jody incessantly, bringing her tantalizingly close to orgasm on numerous occasions. I refilled Jody's wine glass twice more as she writhed under Red's expert touch.
"Please, Pete," Jody begged me on more than one occasion. "Let me have an orgasm. Take the edge off."
Red let out a contended giggle as she received confirmation that she had successfully brought Jody to a maddening state of desperate arousal, and I shook my head to deny Jody her much needed release.
"I want you to be an easy come when we fuck in front of your husband," I said quietly. "However, if you want to take the edge off slightly, I will get you some pharmaceutical assistance."
I had secured some insurance for myself, having crushed three Viagra into a fine powder that I intended to pour into a drink, in the event that I developed stage-fright, and was unable to get an erection. With this in mind, it seemed reasonable to give Jody a little bump too, so I left the VIP room briefly, returning with a large glass of wine, into which I had crushed three MDMA pills.
I had extensive experience with ecstasy, having personally used it over the last two decades, as well as sharing it with several of my sexual partners. I found it to be a powerful aphrodisiac, and recognizing that Jody would probably fight her urges to orgasm, when I took her in front of her husband, I decided on the more powerful dose of three pills.
When I re-entered the VIP room, my nostrils were assaulted by the strong odor of female arousal. I hadn't really noticed the gradual permeation of the room as Jody had self-lubricated, and leaked vaginal secretions all over her labia, inner thighs and Red's lips and nose. However, after being outside of the VIP room for just a couple of minutes, on my return Jody's scent was overpowering. Red continued to tease Jody as she sipped her ecstasy-laced wine, scooting back slightly so that she could eat Jody's ass, which elicited a fresh set of whimpers from the trembling woman.
After Jody had finished her wine, I returned her to the make-over team. As the celebrity hairstylist arranged Jody's long platinum hair into pigtails, Jody, in her elevated state of arousal, shivered under her every touch.
"Dress her using the contents of the bag," I instructed the woman. "I am going to check on Baldwin."
Steve Baldwin arrived right on time, absent his usual bravado. When he politely asked for a drink, I informed him that my event permit prohibited alcohol consumption for the duration of the show. I seated him in a front-row center seat, and shortly after he was situated, he was joined by two men who he had known for the last thirty years, Newport Beach's Police Chief, and the Fire Marshal. After a brief exchange of pleasantries, Steve arose from his seat and approached me.
"What the fuck, Pete?" he said angrily, "I am supposed to be alone at this event."
"You are the sole paying guest," I responded cheerfully. "However, I am required to have a law enforcement presence at events with over two hundred people."
"I am the only one here," Baldwin said with a certain amount of exasperation.
"Unfortunately, it goes by ticket sales, not attendees," I replied with a smirk. "Relax. Have a seat. Showtime starts soon."
As Baldwin sat flanked by the two senior public protection officers of the entire city, he appeared mortified that his wife's defilement was going to be witnessed by the two men who he had known for three decades. I returned to the dancers' dressing room as they were applying the final touches to Jody's hair and make-up.
The MAC artists had done a phenomenal job of accentuating Jody's youthful appearance, even though she was forty years old. They had used a subtle blend of concealer, and soft pastel shades that made her look innocent, despite my lewd intentions for her. Once her hair was neatly arranged into two girly pigtails, one of the MAC girls removed the contents of the bag that constituted Jody's first outfit.
Jody's face dropped as she realized that she would be entering the stage wearing her daughter's Celibacy Club t-shirt. The two women wore a similar size, but Jody's breast augmentation ensured that the light blue garment was very restrictive around her tits, her large implants threatening to rip through the thin material of the top. I had modified the t-shirt also, having the dry-cleaners cut several inches from the base of the garment, so that it more closely resembled a crop-top.
"I had it dry-cleaned," I informed her cheerfully. "When Jessie wore it home it was covered in my semen."
The hairstylist and make-up crew exchanged furtive glances as they processed what they had just heard, and Jody lowered her head with embarrassment. Once she had squeezed into the tight shirt, she picked up the skin-tight, stretch-latex, booty-shorts, looking at them with disgust. Two sizes too small, the tiny shorts were currently popular on college campuses across the United States, as the new generation of co-eds, seeking to share their aspirations to be Instagram models, filmed themselves twerking in the provocative item of clothing.
In my day, girls wore Daisy Dukes, obscenely short denim cut-offs, often distressed or ripped, seeking to emulate the desirable ass and legs of the alluring blonde on "The Dukes of Hazard" television show. These had now been replaced by the tight, stretch latex material, that not only appeared to be painted on, but when worn without underwear, as Jody was about to realize, created a very visible camel-toe.
Of course, because I wanted to further humiliate Jody, I had procured these particular booty-shorts from a sex shop, and the inside of the crotch had a small, latex phallus that was meant to be inserted into the wearer's vagina.
"Pete, no," Jody said, as she started to wriggle into the tiny shorts and noticed the flexible protrusion.
"It will slip right inside you," I said dismissively. "You are totally fucking wet. Do you need one of the ladies to help you?"
Appearing panicked by my offer of assistance, Jody pulled the stretch-shorts up her toned legs, widening her stance slightly as the phallus came into contact with the entrance of her pussy. As it slipped inside her, she grabbed both sides of the pliable latex material, and shoe-horned herself into the tiny garment. The shorts were so tight that they accentuated every curve of her perfect ass, and within a few seconds, as they adjusted to her shape, the clear outline of her labia came into view through the thin material.
"Pete, please," she whispered. "These are obscene."
The make-over women had dropped any pretense of remaining invisible now, and having been witness to numerous celebrity parties, where gorgeous young women cavorted in clothing that was incredibly revealing, began to offer suggestions to Jody of how to "work it."
"You are putting on a private dance show for your husband, I hear," one of them said naively. "Pull the back of the shorts up higher and showcase your assets. You have a fantastic ass. Flaunt it."
As I nodded my consent for the modification, the young make-up artist stepped forward and yanked the rear waistband of the shorts skyward, the way we used to give nerdy kids wedgies in High School. The stretch latex material sunk into the crevice of her buttocks, making the shorts appear even smaller.
"Perfect," the woman said. "You look like a wannabe porn-star."
While this descriptive might be considered a compliment in the hyper-sexualized world of Instagram, it held some negative connotations in my day, and Jody reacted accordingly.
"Can't I wear something a little more modest? she begged. "A little more befitting of a forty year old mom."
"It's perfect for the intended purpose," I said emphatically. "I also have one more surprise for you."
Reaching in to the bag, I emerged with a small remote control. As I pressed the centrally located button, the latex phallus, which was about two inches long and buried inside Jody's tight vaginal cavity, began to vibrate. Jody's eyes widened considerably under the initial assault, but upon realizing that I had selected the maximum speed, I slowed the oscillations down, and a look of pure pleasure appeared on Jody's face.
"Thirty minutes until we go," I said quietly, as Jody began to breathe more rapidly under the sustained stimulation of the vibrator.
I called Red back into the dressing room, and after yielding control of the remote to her, I returned to the control room to make the final preparations. By this time, Red had familiarized herself with Jody's level of sensitivity, and although I didn't witness it, she later assured me that she had kept Jody right on the edge of release for the duration of their stay in the dressing room.
About five minutes before showtime, I dimmed the stage lights and started to play some music that we used on Amateur Night. It was the usual stuff you hear in strip-clubs all over the country, Def Leppard's, "Pour some sugar on me" and "Purple Rain," by Prince. I figured it would be hard to create an atmosphere in the virtually empty club, but the Police Chief and the Fire Marshal were up on their feet, swaying to the music, as Steve Baldwin sat disconsolately between them.
Even though I had seen a highly-choreographed series of rehearsals when Jessie was supposed to be the star of the show, Jody had not been given the luxury of practice, so pretty much the last thing I told her was to wing it, and to follow my lead.
Right at the appointed time, the door to the dancers' dressing room, which I could see from my vantage point in the DJ booth, slowly opened, and Jody Baldwin reluctantly emerged, looking absolutely mortified. Red had to pretty much force her down the dimly lit hallway that led to the rear of the stage, and Jody appeared to be on the brink of changing her mind.
I knew I needed to spur her into action, so I got onto the microphone and announced her presence.
"Gentlemen," I began, addressing the three guys in the audience. "I present for your visual pleasure, the alluring Jody Baldwin, who last graced this stage twenty years ago and who is returning tonight as a sacrificial limb, in order that others may be spared the humiliation."
While the message was cryptic, and didn't mention her daughter by name, it was enough to remind the adoring mother that if she didn't perform her heart out, I was going to out her daughter Jessie as the mystery girl in the "Make Daddy Proud" advertising blitz. Upon hearing my veiled threat, there was a noticeable change in Jody's body language, and having seemingly made the decision to suck it up, she sauntered alluringly onto the main stage.
As I selected her first dance track, Jody swayed playfully to Cyndi Lauper's "Girls just want to have fun," and I increased the tempo of her oscillating phallus. Jody looked extremely youthful, coquettish almost, as she danced seductively, just as she had twenty years prior on this very same stage, as a terrified teenager.
The lighting technician had given me some rudimentary instructions on how to operate the array of colored spotlights and strobes, and as Jody danced with her eyes half-closed, I shone powerful LED lights to illuminate the new marketing posters that adorned the stage.
My advertising team had painted over all of the billboards from the "Make Daddy Proud"campaign that were scattered across Newport Beach, and had included the provocative images of the mystery Debutante. Restricting our new marketing campaign to the interior of the strip-club, the new slogan was "Jody - a lost innocence."
As the title of the event suggested, my plan was to take the wholesome looking, innocent Jody and progressively turn her into my fuck-toy. Jody was responding favorably to the oscillating phallus, her abs visibly tightening under the sustained teasing as she approached her release.
Under the bright stage lights, tiny droplets of sweat were noticeable, forming on her brow and neck as the sexual stimulation began to get the best of her. I kept a close eye on her level of arousal, lowering the speed of the vibrator right as she closed her eyes, and appeared on the brink of orgasm.
As Madonna's "Material Girl" blared over the loudspeakers, Jody began to dance in a more sensual manner, and I noticed the Police Chief adjusting the crotch of his uniform pants, apparently trying to hide his erection. She had closed her eyes now, either to blot out the sight of the city dignitaries for whom she cavorted, or to try and will herself over the edge of release. After four songs, I faded the music out and resumed control of the microphone.



"Gentlemen, I give you Jody, innocent teenager and member of the Celibacy Club," I said as I shone a spotlight right on the bewildered woman.
Under the bright glare of the high-intensity LED stage light, Jody's arousal was very evident, her erect nipples poking through her Celibacy Club modified crop-top, a visible bead of sweat on her brow, and the latex material of her booty-shorts noticeably damp in the crotch area, as she self-lubricated under the sustained assault of the vibrating phallus. I allowed the three men a few seconds to observe her elevated level of excitement, and the unmistakable outline of her camel-toe, before killing the lights.
Jody, recognizing that this was her cue for the first costume change, scurried off of the dimly-lit stage, and bolted for the refuge of the dancers' dressing room. I watched the three members of the audience, trying to gauge their reactions to the first segment of the show. Steve Baldwin looked heartbroken, his head in his hands as he processed his wife's debasement. The Fire Marshal, probably trained in grief counseling, rested one consoling hand on his long-time friend's shoulder, as the Alpha Male Police Chief ignored Steve's anguish, and concentrated on fondling his own erection through the pocket of his pants.
As the brief intermission began, I illuminated the neon Budweiser sign above the bar, and Steve Baldwin, clearly in need of a drink headed immediately in that direction. Acting as the stand-in barkeep, I reminded him that the event-permit expressly forbade the consumption of alcohol for the duration of the show, despite the fact that he was stood right next to a fully stocked bar.
"Maybe just one for medicinal purposes?" the Fire Marshal suggested. "Steve is about to have a heart attack."
The Fire Marshal was at the event solely to ensure that the conditions of the permit were strictly adhered to. Despite having garnered his consent to dispense one stiff measure of alcohol to the tormented Baldwin, I shook my head disapprovingly, and told them that I intended to follow the rules.
"You can have one beer," I added magnanimously. "I will have your server bring it to you."
As Steve and the Fire Marshal returned to their seats, I poured my nemesis an ice-cold, alcohol-free beer, and on the spur of the moment, poured a healthy dose of the powdered Viagra into the beverage. Calling the dressing room from the intercom on the bar, I summoned Jody, and instructed her to take her husband his beer.
"Offer the guys lap dances too," I said condescendingly. "Earn yourself a few tips before we proceed to the next segment of the show."
I watched in amusement as Jody approached the trio of powerful men, her hands shaking under the continued oscillations of the phallus that was still embedded within her vaginal cavity. Steve took the beer from his wife, and imbibed the entire twelve ounces in one frantic gulp, completely unaware that not only was it a non-alcoholic brew, but that it had been spiked with a powerful pharmaceutical aphrodisiac.
Jody was already offering the Fire Marshal a lap dance, but demonstrating that he was a loyal friend of her husband, he politely declined her, gesturing towards Steve as if to remind Jody that she was wedded to this man.
No such polite response came from the Police Chief, who having openly fondled his erect cock throughout Jody's entire first segment, nodded agreeably. Before Jody could begin her seductive tease, the Chief pulled her into his lap, and began to aggressively grope her tits. Jody reflexively looked at her husband for help first, but as he averted his gaze from the sight of her in another man's lap, she turned to me in desperation.
Enjoying the sight of this perennial cock-tease finally getting some of her own medicine, I declined to intervene, and merely rubbed my thumb and the two adjacent fingers together in a rapid motion, thereby showing her the universally recognized symbol for making money. The Chief had a firm grasp on the bewildered looking woman, and as he ran his hands over her tits and ass, she relented and began to seductively grind her pussy into his crotch.
Baldwin had lowered his head by this time, and the Fire Marshal had a comforting hand back on his shoulder as he simultaneously glared at his good friend, the Chief of Police. I increased the speed of the latex phallus once again, and as Jody reacted to the internal stimulation, it appeared as if she was getting hot from the Chief's continued molestation of her.
I don't know how far he would have taken it if I hadn't intervened, but his actions, which met the legal definition of sexual assault, were not befitting of his status as the highest ranking law enforcement officer in the entire city. As I came around the bar to head in their direction, he kept pointing at the door to the VIP room, as if he was trying to get Jody to agree to accompany him into the more intimate surroundings. Jody kept shaking her head, and as she was fighting a losing battle against his roaming hands, he was in the process of removing her Celibacy Club crop-top, as her husband sat powerlessly next to her.
While I couldn't disagree that the Celibacy Club top was ridiculously out of place in my strip-club, I wasn't going to allow the Police Chief unfettered access to Jody. I leaned in towards him, and spoke in a firm, but measured tone.
"It's time for the second act, Chief. Maybe you can get a little alone time with Jody later."
With that enticement hanging in the air, the Chief stopped mauling Jody and she hopped from his lap, her fear of him evident on her face.
"Get Steve another beer," I instructed her. "Non-alcoholic," I whispered, as she obediently headed towards the bar.
All four of us looked admiringly at Jody Baldwin's tight little ass as she sashayed towards the bar. Her booty-shorts appeared to have been painted on, the stretch-latex material clinging to every curve. When she returned moments later with the ice-cold, non-alcoholic beer, our collective gaze focused on her noticeably wet crotch, and the clearly visible camel-toe.
Jody passed me first as she headed towards her husband, and I took the opportunity to whisper her next directive.
"See if your husband is hard," I ordered her. "He deserves a little play before we start act two."
Jody flashed me a look of resistance, which I crushed immediately just by mouthing her daughter's name. Recognizing that anything but her total compliance would cause me to out Jessie as the mystery Debutante, Jody forced a huge grin on her face, and handed her husband the beer. The Police Chief had regained control of his senses, and muttered a word of apology to Jody, as the Fire Marshal ushered him away from the Baldwins.
Steve took a sip of his beer, and placed it on the small side table situated next to his seat, as Jody climbed onto her husband's lap. Her arousal was written all over her face, as I had kept her on the boil since she first squeezed into the booty-shorts, several hours ago. However, as if to remind her that tonight was about me, I switched off the vibrating phallus the second she lowered herself onto her husband.
Jody looked in my direction, pleading with her eyes for the resumption of the stimulation, but I watched on dispassionately as she began to slowly dry-hump him. I was completely aware that his current medical condition, and its considerable daily pill requirements, would prevent him from getting an erection. Well, at least until the powdered Viagra that I had administered to his first beer kicked in.
Jody gave her husband a very intimate lap-dance, and I generously allowed them significant latitude in their interactions, watching as they kissed and whispered words of encouragement and support to each other. You could see that they respected each other, despite the lack of a physical component to their relationship. For a split-second I tried to empathize with my nemesis, but this thought evaporated when I remembered all the shit he had put me through over the last twenty five years.
"My turn, Jody," I said firmly, as she parted from his tender embrace, and reluctantly followed me to the dressing room.
Her reluctance dissipated the second I fired up the phallus embedded within the crotch of the booty-shorts, and she began to tremble with pleasure.
"Please, Pete," she begged. "One orgasm. I am desperate."
"Make Jody look more like a slut," I instructed the make-over crew. "Dress her in the Patriots Cheerleader Uniform, but leave the booty-shorts on her. Tear a small hole in the back of them, right over her anus."
As the make-over girls looked at each other in amazement, I lowered the speed of the vibrating phallus to its lowest level, thereby ensuring that Jody didn't orgasm before I was ready. After dragging a chair onto the center of the stage, I resumed my place in the DJ booth and dimmed the stage lights.
With four women attending to her hair and make-up, Jody's transition from innocent teenager to wanton slut didn't take long. Through the skillful application of heavier make-up, a more garish color palette, and the removal of her pigtails, they managed to make her look a least a decade older. She still looked fantastic for her age, but had the appearance of a more seasoned, street-wise woman.
The spotlights were dimmed as she entered the rear of the stage, and I had washed the dance floor with a muted red light, which made the area look very erotic. As she stepped onto the center of the stage, I raised the intensity of the spotlights allowing the four of us to check Jody out. Alluringly attired as she was in the Patriots Cheerleader Uniform, Jody began to dance, slowly moving to the beat of the music.
I increased the level of the vibrating phallus a couple of notches, and Jody's desire was written all over her face. I sat on the chair that I had placed in the middle of the dance stage, and beckoned her towards me. I knew that she was prepared to do whatever I asked in exchange for an orgasm, and as she got within arm's reach, I pulled her onto my lap.
Once she was in place, straddling me with her high heels on the ground, I moved in for a kiss, which she initially resisted, looking apologetically at her husband as he watched us from the audience. However, as if overcome by the relentless stimulation of the phallus, as it oscillated within her pussy, she finally relented and kissed me back.
About twenty years prior, I had witnessed my previous girlfriend, Madison, getting fucked right in front of me by Maxwell, a black gangster from the hood. While it had pained me to see her getting impaled by his monster cock, it was the sound of her orgasm that cut me to the core. I knew that it was going to have the same affect on Steve Baldwin, to hear his wife, Jody, cry out in pleasure. For this reason, I increased the level of her internal stimuli, and as I began to undress her, I knew she was close.
Discarding her Cheerleader top, and exposing her pert breasts in the process, I lowered my lips to her erect nipple, and began to gently bite it. Jody arched her back under my touch, and I placed one hand behind her neck to support her, as her long platinum hair grazed my legs. With my other hand I gently stroked her back and massaged her shoulders, which I knew from prior experience were an erogenous zone for Jody. Under my gentle caress, and with the oscillating phallus working its magic inside her pussy, she quickly approached her release, crying out with pleasure a few moments later.
I really wasn't prepared for the intensity of the orgasm, despite having had her on the boil for the last several hours. Jody threw her head back, closed her eyes and screamed loudly as she climaxed on my lap. Predictably, now that the floodgates were open, she approached her second orgasm with alacrity, and this time, she cried my name out as she creamed inside her booty-shorts. This must have been particularly emasculating for Steve, and I made eye-contact with him right after she cried "Pete" in ecstasy.
Steve was furious with his wife for having an orgasm, on stage, in front of an audience. They had undoubtedly talked about this encounter in the days preceding it. Aware that it was necessary to avoid humiliating his daughter, Steve had sacrificed Jody to save Jessie and her reputation. No doubt Jody had assured her husband that she would go through the motions, and not derive any pleasure from it. Inexplicably, as I sucked and nibbled her breasts, she had exploded twice from my tender caresses.
The Police Chief and Fire Marshal were also flabbergasted by our chemistry, and her incendiary reaction to me, and they kept whispering to each other in amazement.
After her second orgasm, I told her to stand, and as I moved the chair to the edge of the stage, Jody stood topless under the spotlights. Unsteady on her high heels, with her legs threatening to buckle under the continued stimulation of the vibrating phallus, she stood there shaking and breathing heavily, with her erect nipples coated in my saliva.
"Bend over the chair," I ordered her, as the three audience members looked on intently.
I had positioned the chair so that the men had a sideways view of Jody, and as I approached her from behind, she was so lost in her arousal, that she began to wiggle her ass seductively, letting me know that she was available for my use. Any remaining notion of respect for her husband, or the institution of marriage, had evaporated by now, and her focus was her continued release.
After fishing my erect cock through the zipper of my pants, I removed a small tube of Anal-Ease lubricating gel from my pocket, and I made an exaggerated, theatrical show of lubing it up. Once it was slick with the petroleum-based jelly, I closed the cap, and tossed the tube to Steve Baldwin. He caught it with a bewildered look on his face, a look which quickly turned to anger as I summoned him to the stage.
"Get up here you fat pussy," I yelled derisively, as he walked nervously on to the stage. "Lube my bitch's asshole for me."
Steve took several seconds to comply, and for a moment I thought I had lost control of him.
"Steve," Jody begged her husband, in a hushed tone. "Just do whatever Pete says. I would much rather it be me that gets humiliated, than our eighteen year old daughter."
"Sage advice, Jody," I said condescendingly, before addressing her husband. "Your slut wife already has an opening in the rear of her booty-shorts to provide me access," I said with a smirk. "I just need you to prep her for me."
Steve Baldwin reluctantly unscrewed the cap on the tube of Anal-Ease, and squeezed a healthy dollop onto his fingers. It was his turn to tremble now, as he began to smear lubricating jelly around the entrance to his wife's asshole, although I believe that the cause of his quaking was anger rather than arousal.
Once he had applied a copious amount of the petroleum-based lubricant to her asshole, I instructed him to insert his fingers into her rectum in order that her anal cavity be easier for me to penetrate, and enjoy. Steve Baldwin had humiliated and emasculated me in numerous ways over the last twenty five years, and it gave me a tremendous amount of satisfaction to watch him squirm under my direction. Once I was satisfied that she was sufficiently lubricated, I instructed him to stand right in front of his wife and I.
Steve stood there awkwardly, his pained expression illuminated under the spotlight as he watched me position myself behind his wife. He was still holding the tube of Anal-Ease, the inference being that he was there to provide assistance in case Jody's anus got dry.
Once the tip of my cock was lined up perfectly with Jody's rosebud, I turned the oscillating phallus back on, and slapped her once very firmly on the buttocks. With the music having been muted a few moments ago, the club was now eerily quiet, and the slap reverberated around the large empty room, as if to confirm my total domination of Jody Baldwin.
Of course, under the resumed stimulation of the vibrator, Jody immediately began to tremble, giving off the appearance that she was excited by the prospect of being sodomized by me. Emboldened by having my nemesis right in front of me as I butt-fucked his wife, I began to slap and demean her. Even though it was solely the relentless throbbing of her internal stimulator that brought her to climax for the third time, to the uninitiated it appeared that Jody was getting off on being verbally abused, while simultaneously getting ass-fucked.
Jody came three times more as I pounded her asshole, while Steve looked on disconsolately. While I knew that he was hating every second of his wife's defilement, his body was unable to resist the pharmaceutical kick that the crushed Viagra provided, and under the harsh glare of the spotlight, I noticed an involuntary swelling in his crotch. Steve really made an effort to hide it but I called him on it, in front of his wife and his two long-term buddies.
"Steve Baldwin is a fucking cuckold," I said derisively. "He got an erection from watching me pound his wife's asshole."
Jody was too engrossed in her all-encompassing pleasure to care, and I was focused on my own fast approaching orgasm. However, I did notice the Police Chief and the Fire Marshal averting their eyes from our impromptu sex-show, to check the status of their friend's crotch.
Seconds later, as the two senior public servants shared a hidden joke, I felt my nuts constrict and I blew my first rope of cum inside Jody's tight anus, thereby checking another item from my bucket list, when it came to this little vixen. Quickly withdrawing my cock from her rosebud, I blew my second rope all over the back of her New York Patriots Cheerleader skirt, and her lower back.
As Jody tilted her head back, arching her back for my visual stimulation, I blew my last two ropes of cum into her platinum blonde hair, the semen matting instantly as it quickly dried. Jody was breathing heavily and panting from the encounter, and as I switched off the remote controlled phallus, she slumped forward, seemingly spent.
"Costume change," I said cheerfully, as Jody tried to get to her feet and maintain her balance. "Let's go Jody."
Even though the source of her pleasure had been mechanical rather than some kind of off the charts chemistry or attraction on her part, I felt like a stud as I exited the rear of the stage, especially when the Police Chief and the Fire Marshal began to politely applaud my performance. Jody followed dutifully behind, after picking up her clothes and grabbing the Anal-Ease from her dejected husband.
The next costume change took longer, as Jody needed to take a shower to wash my ejaculate from her hair. I used the time to reset the stage lights, and put the music back on, before I took a shower. Now that I was in my forties, my refractory period wasn't what it used to be, and I knew I would need about thirty minutes before I would be ready to go again.
I looked over at the three audience members once in a while. The Police Chief had apparently abandoned the idea of getting a taste of Jody, my performance having made such an impression on him, that he had no desire to follow it. He was saying his goodbyes and heading home. The Fire Marshal was required to stay under the rules of the permit, but having ensured that no minors were in attendance, and no alcohol was being served, the presence of law enforcement was unnecessary.
Steve Baldwin was wandering around with a bewildered look on his face and a huge erection sticking from the front of his pants, that the other two guys assumed was from the sexual excitement of seeing his lovely bride getting sodomized. Only I knew the true reason for his involuntary and seemingly everlasting hard-on, and I wasn't planning on telling anyone, least of all Jody.



"I think the fat guy is a cuckold," I heard the celebrity hairstylist telling the MAC artists as I entered the dressing room. "He got hard watching that incredible performance."
They stopped gossiping the second I walked in there, realizing how wildly inappropriate it was for them to be discussing what they had apparently witnessed. However, one of the MAC artists, a young girl in her mid-twenties, began to flirt shamelessly with me, obviously in awe of my sexual capabilities.
"I am Kat," she whispered seductively. "Like the pussy."
"Pete," I responded, amused by her double-entendre.
"I know who you are, silly," she said with a giggle,
I knew that Kat must have been aware who I was. I had a very visible profile in Newport Beach, as the owner of Top Shelf Pussy, and a single eligible bachelor with a fleet of exotic cars. Even though I was well aware that I could have enjoyed that MAC girl's attentions in the privacy of the VIP room, I was too focused on the emasculation of Steve Baldwin to respond to her blatant come-on. However, being the dog that I am, I chatted with her for a few moments, and then handed her Olivia's business card.
"Call my club manager, Olivia, if you want to audition for the club," I said cheerfully. "You can use the stage name Pussy. Olivia will walk you through the process and my expectations," I added, as the young girl moved in to my personal space.
Jody emerged from the shower room a few moments later, and Kat reluctantly joined the other three members of the make-over team, as they went to work dolling Jody up for the final act.
"I want her in the Japanese Schoolgirl Uniform next," I said decisively. "Make her wear the booty-shorts backwards," I added.
The team nodded their understanding, and a few seconds later, as Jody processed the fact that the oscillating phallus would now be nestled deep inside her anal cavity, her face reddened.
"Pete," she whispered softly. "Haven't you taken your pound of flesh already?"
Ignoring Jody's attempts to manipulate me, I turned to Kat.
"Make her resemble a Geisha girl," I said firmly. "The club has several black wigs in the dancers' closet."
"Would you like me to use transfer-resistant foundation?" Kat asked me with a knowing smile.
As my confused facial expression transmitted my lack of understanding, Kat clarified its purpose.
"They use it in pornography," Kat said helpfully. "It prevents the transfer of the female's make-up to the man's genital area. Or anus, in your case," she whispered suggestively. "It's great for rim-jobs. I am wearing it right now."
As she continued to throw herself at me, I felt my cock twitch in my pants, which was a good sign as I was about to go another round with Jody.
"Yes to the rimming make-up for Jody," I said firmly. "And why don't you leave your number with Olivia so that we can arrange your audition, and put your special make-up to the test."
I found Kat's flirtatious manner quite titillating, and as the team worked hastily to turn Jody into my own personal Geisha girl, I went into the shower. When I emerged a few minutes later, they were just finishing up with Jody.
The transformation was incredible, and through the skillful application of hair and make-up, they handed turned Jody into a passable Asian woman. The use of white, transfer-resistant foundation gave her the appearance of an authentic looking Geisha. Jody had bright red lips, although they were glossed to look smaller than usual, and her eyes were flattened through the use of contouring and eyeliner, so that she was more Asian looking.
Dressed as she was in the Japanese Schoolgirl Uniform that belonged to her teenage daughter, Jody resembled a submissive fuck-toy, and she knew it. Barely able to look me in the eye, she responded to my question about whether she was wearing the booty-shorts by lifting the hem of her micro-mini skirt. As the white, stretch latex shorts came into view, I saw a small hole in the front of the material, confirming that she was wearing them backwards, as instructed. This ensured that her pussy was available for my enjoyment, and that the oscillating phallus was now inside her anus.
"Remote," I said cheerfully, as Kat quickly handed me control of Jody's pleasure, which I planned to wield mercilessly.
As I pressed the remote control, and selected the lowest speed, Jody's demeanor instantly changed, as the oscillating phallus worked its magic inside her asshole. Gone was her hesitance and reluctance to look at me, replaced with an agreeable smile as she started back on her road to release.
Jody and I entered the rear of the dance stage together, as if we were a couple. Only two audience members remained, as the Police Chief had excused himself for the evening. Jody's husband sat forlornly in his chair, as the Fire Marshal tried unsuccessfully to console him. I knew that Steve Baldwin would rather have been just about anywhere else at that exact moment, but watching me defile his wife was the price he needed to pay in order to protect his daughter.
As we approached the center of the stage, the club was very quiet. With the music muted, all you could hear were Jody's high heels as she traversed the large dance area. Once I my desired position, I told her to stop. Rotating slightly so that I faced Baldwin, I began to tenderly kiss his wife. By this time, having enjoyed numerous orgasms, she had loosened up considerably, and was much more receptive to my touch.
I surmised that under the stimulation of the wine and the MDMA, and with the oscillating phallus teasing the sensitive, nerve-centric area inside her anus, she would once again climax under my caresses. I didn't care that I had resorted to using pharmaceutical assistance and the mechanical teasing of the vibrator to make Jody come. All that mattered, was that her body now associated me with sexual pleasure, and was responding accordingly.
As we french-kissed, Jody began to moan lightly, which increased our palpable chemistry, and caused me to harden. I allowed my hands to roam across her shoulders and neck, and I could feel her quiver under my tender caress. Occasionally, I would open my eyes and look at Steve, enjoying his utter torment as he watched me kiss and fondle his wife. He had an extremely pissed-off look plastered across his fat face, but he was unable to turn away.
After several minutes of open-mouthed kissing, Jody had moved closer to me, parted her slender thighs, and begun to dry-hump me like a bitch in heat. Now that her back was to her husband, she had seemingly forgotten about him, and was living in the moment, doing what she needed to in order to climax. As our lips disengaged, she looked up at me adoringly, and I gave her a very paternal peck on the forehead.
"Kneel in front of me, Jody," I whispered softly. "I want you to suck my cock."
Smirking at Steve, as his wife lowered herself slowly to her knees, I let my hands fall to my side and allowed her to unzip my pants. I was already hard with the anticipation of my next release, and I felt Jody's hand wrap around my shaft once she had fished my cock out of my pants. A few moments later, she began to tease my cock-head, her moist tongue flicking across the glans as I emitted the first droplets of pre-cum.
Jody had sucked me off twenty years prior under instructions from Steve to seduce me, and derail my impending marriage to Madison. On that occasion, as a young man myself, I had blown my load very quickly. Now in my forties, I wasn't prone to such episodes of premature ejaculation, but I certainly wasn't enjoying her fellatio skills any less. At one point, I lowered my pants and underwear, and Jody stopped blowing me for a few seconds, while she removed my clothes. As she knelt before me in her Japanese Schoolgirl Uniform, she folded my pants and put my stuff in a neat pile.
Once she was done, she looked up at me for direction, her body-language signaling her desire to accommodate me.
"Eat my ass, Jody," I said firmly, as I spread my legs further apart.
Without any hesitation, Jody held the tip of my cock in one hand and pulled it skyward, before lowering her lips to my nuts and gently nibbling them. After teasing my balls for a few moments, she scooted further under me and began to kiss my taint. Her head was tilted all the way back so that she could work on my under-carriage, and her long black hair, or rather the jet-black, human-hair wig that she was wearing, tickled my legs as she maneuvered around beneath me.
Rim-jobs had long been my favorite sexual activity, and while Jody would have been my preferred partner for this satisfying experience, forcing her husband to watch made it even more enjoyable. When Jody's tongue finally reached the entrance to my asshole, I let out a whimper, and a few seconds later her tongue slipped through my sphincter. I made her perform analingus on me for several minutes, stopping her occasionally to change positions.
I had thrown an oversized beach towel onto the stage a little earlier, and as I lay on my back, and placed my feet flat on the towel, I instructed Jody to lay between my legs and eat my ass. Next up, I got onto my hands and knees, while Jody got behind me and rimmed me. This was followed by a protracted face-squatting session, which entailed me being on my knees, and Steve's wife flat on her back, as I sat on her tongue. Baldwin was furious by this point, yet in an impossible situation of having to suck it up.
The entire time that Jody serviced me, the oscillating phallus whirred away inside her asshole, on the lowest setting, driving her insane with frustration. I normally like to orgasm from rim-jobs, but I really wanted to fuck Jody first, and at my age wasn't capable of a multi-orgasmic encounter. For this reason, I finally arose from her face, pausing briefly to check between my buttocks, to see if the transfer-resistant foundation lived up to the hype.
With the only traces of make-up on my entire genital area being bright-red lipstick on my nut-sack and glans, it appeared to have worked as advertised. Jody remained on her back, having already been conditioned to wait for my next directive. It was evident from the look of desire on my face that I was ready to fuck, and she parted her legs to facilitate my entry. Guiding my cock into her wet pussy, through the small hole in the booty-shorts, I slid in easily, and with little apparent concern for our audience, Jody wrapped her toned legs around me, resting her feet on my ass.
I adjusted the speed of her internal vibrating phallus up a couple of levels, which elicited an immediate whimper in response, and then we began to fuck. As I thrusted deep inside her well-lubricated pussy, I could tell that she was fast approaching orgasm. A few moments later, under the sustained stimulation of the latex phallus, she tightened the grip of her thighs around me, and achieved her climax.
Jody was quite vocal as she came, throwing back her head and crying out in pleasure, as she quivered beneath me for several seconds. A few strokes later, as my pelvis ground into hers, she came again, much more intense this time, and for far longer in duration. I made eye-contact with Steve as his wife was in the throes of her climax, and he quickly averted his gaze. The Fire Marshal had also disengaged from the disturbing sight of his friend's wife getting fucked live on stage, and was busying himself by checking the service history of the fire extinguishers scattered around the premises.
I got Jody Baldwin off five times on that stage, and with each successive climax, our connection got stronger, and her husband faded deeper into the background. As our bodies responded favorably to each other's touch, and our undeniable chemistry ignited our desire for each other, I switched off the vibrating phallus, intending to come inside her tight little pussy.
Inexplicably, even without the additional stimulation of the phallus, as I approached my release, Jody climaxed again, crying out my name as she creamed all over my cock.
"Pete, please," she begged. "Enough. I am completely satisfied. It's your turn baby."
At this point, we weren't aware of her husband's presence, our world having been condensed to that oversized beach towel and its two occupants. Shortly after she had her final, explosive release, my nuts constricted, and I blew my load deep inside the love of my life. After I ejaculated, we kissed and cuddled for several minutes, whispering our hopes for the future, and our regrets for having wasted our past opportunities to connect.
I loved that woman more than anything on earth, and for our brief time intertwined on that beach towel, the love felt reciprocated. It was Kat who finally broke us apart, coming to the edge of the stage and coughing to warn us of her presence.
"Will you be needing the MAC girls any more this evening?" she whispered. "Or is the performance over?"
Despite our deep connection, Jody seemed to remember where we were, and that her husband was in the room, and she told me that it was time for her to leave. I arose slowly from our prone position to allow Jody to leave the stage, and she scurried off to the dancers' dressing room.
I took my time leaving the stage, enjoying Steve's abject misery at the way I had completely satiated his wife.
Over the years, Steve Baldwin had tormented me sexually, and continuously rubbed my face in it. From our first encounter, when he scooped Madison up from the parking lot of the patio bar in his LaFerrari Aperta, during one of our frequent arguments, he had set the stage for our fucked-up relationship. Baldwin used Madison frequently during my courtship of her, even enjoying her once in my own bed while I attended the Super Bowl. He had opened my Valentine's Day present to Madison a few days early, jerking off on the exquisite lingerie, before repackaging it for me to find.
Before they were married, he had taken Jody's anal-cherry, and a few days later he auctioned it off to the highest bidder.
He had completely broken Olivia, thrashing her with a rattan cane until she required medical attention. During this entire time, he sent me multiple photos of him defiling the three most important women in my life, Madison, Olivia and Jody. He never seemed to tire of it either, sending me photos of him sodomizing Jody, even as she was heavily pregnant with their daughter.
However, all of the photos and videos paled in comparison to a live sex-show, and I took great pleasure in fucking Jody less than twenty feet from where he sat, especially as he paid over thirty two grand for the privilege of his seat. Because it was an alcohol-free event, that fat prick couldn't even drown his sorrows.
When I reached the dressing room, I was a couple of minutes behind Jody, and Kat was just leaving.
"Jody is showering," Kat said quietly. "You fucked the crap out of that girl. I am impressed. Stay in touch, Pete."
As I processed the likelihood that Kat would be my next sexual encounter, I noticed a pile of Jody's clothes just inside the dressing room door. I picked up her tiny, pleated micro-mini schoolgirl skirt, and used it to wipe my cock clean, our collective fluids leaving milky-white stains all over it. After I was dressed, I approached the Fire Marshal and Steve Baldwin, who were milling around awkwardly by the exit, wanting to get the fuck out of there. Inexplicably, Steve Baldwin was still sporting a massive erection, the large dose of crushed Viagra I slipped into his beer, having kept him hard for the duration of our live sex-show.
"Thanks for your help securing the permit," I told the senior firefighter. "You are free to go. Showtime is over."
Addressing Steve Baldwin immediately after the Fire Marshal slinked out of the door, for the first time in my life, I felt as if we were equals.
"Here's your daughter's schoolgirl uniform," I said, handing him the semen-stained skirt first. "It could probably use a dry-clean right now."
Steve reluctantly took the soiled garment from me, holding it by the hem to avoid getting another man's seed on his hands.
"I enjoyed both Jessie and Jody in that cute outfit," I taunted him. "That was the best eight hundred dollars your daughter ever charged on your credit card."
Jody arrived shortly after I was done rubbing shit in her husband's face. Her arousal still evident by her erect nipples, despite having showered away the scent of her vaginal secretions, she put her arm through Steve's, and gave him a light peck on the cheek.
"Let's go baby," she said quietly. "Drive me home."
"Your husband got hard watching us fuck," I taunted, pointing at his very visible erection. "See you and the cuckold around town, Jody," I added cheerfully, unable to stop myself from kicking Baldwin in the nuts one last time.
As they shuffled towards the exit, Jody peppered her husband with questions about his arousal.
"What the fuck about that demeaning encounter got you hard, Steve?" she said with a considerable amount of hostility. "And how come you can't get it up for me, when we are alone? Did you take Viagra? Are you really a cuckold?"
As she badgered Steve, I was overcome with a deep feeling of melancholy, knowing that this would be the last time I would ever have a sexual encounter with Jody, the love of my life. I watched them from the open doorway, Jody still unsteady on her feet as she walked towards the passenger door of the Pink Convertible Rolls-Royce. Her vanity license plate, JODY B, seemed to affirm Steve's ownership of the beautiful woman, and as they pulled out of my strip-club parking lot, I was filled with a sense of loss. Jody Baldwin was the one that got away.
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The loss of Jody Baldwin really hit me hard, and for several days I mooched around my house feeling sorry for myself. It was ridiculous really, as I was a young, healthy multi-millionaire with a multitude of options for casual sex. I didn't have an orgasm for several days which was highly unusual for me, and once I snapped out of my funk, I realized that I was in an elevated state of arousal, and desperately needed to bust a nut.
It was Kat, the MAC make-up artist, that I turned to for release, the inherent asshole within me completely taking advantage of her interest in my sexual prowess, having witnessed me put the wood to Jody.
In my usual authoritative style, I didn't even really ask the young woman, electing to send her a very forthright text.
"I have an opening at 10am tomorrow at the club if you want to audition," it read. "Wear your special rim-job make-up."
I didn't even sign off as Pete in the text, deciding to close with my preferred salutation, Papa. I didn't even really care if Kat showed up or not. I was going to be at work anyway, having let over a week go by without showing my face in there. If Kat did arrive at the appointed time, it would be a sign that she was willing to submit to me, particularly as I had made no attempt to sugarcoat my lewd expectations.
I had zero intention of hiring Kat. She certainly was attractive enough, and she possessed the playful, flirtatious manner that is a necessity within the manipulative environment of a strip-club. Kat was however, lacking the key ingredient that I required all of my employees to possess.
My stage manager, Jade, had mastered the art of private dancing, where the girls are looking to remove the maximum amount of cash from the punter's wallet, and the guy is looking for as much action as possible, for the least amount of cash. Jade had extracted seven hundred dollars from me, in the middle of a job interview, for fuck's sake. That was truly impressive, the benchmark by which I judged all subsequent auditions. Maybe Kat possessed a similar level of manipulative allure, you could never really judge a book by its cover, as the saying goes.
Whatever attributes Kat did bring to the table, the key required ingredient that she lacked was desperation, which was an absolute requirement for a position in my pussy club. Kat had graduated Cosmetology School, had a full-time job at the MAC counter in Nordstrom, and free-lanced for extra cash. While she might have been impressed with my Bugatti that I drove to work most days, and had certainly reacted positively to my inducement of multiple orgasms from Jody, it was the lack of desperation in her life that gave me cause for concern.
Without the overriding, crushing pressure of some unyielding outside force, such as impending bankruptcy, job loss, or threat of foreclosure, young women would go with my program until they were faced with some sexual act that they deemed repugnant, at which point they would throw in the towel.
Truly desperate women, however, those for whom life presented no alternate options, would suppress their disgust, force a smile onto their faces, and suck it up. Without this desperation, Kat wouldn't be forced outside of her comfort zone, and the encounter would lack the young girl's abject revulsion, something that I needed in order to experience a fulfilling climax.
The following morning I was pleasantly surprised to see Kat sitting in the waiting room completing her application package, which included the employment application, the non-disclosure agreement, and the various consents to sexual activity, being filmed etc. Olivia checked Kat's paperwork, scanned her California Driver's License into my database, and then escorted her to the large walk-in closet where the club stored its vast collection of fantasy and fetish wear.
"Paperwork is all in order, Pete," Olivia said over the intercom.
A few minutes in front of the mirror as the hair stylist attended to the last minute touches, and Kat was ready to be used as a cum-receptacle for my six-day load. Olivia knocked quietly on my office door, announced the arrival of "Pussy," my latest aspiring dancer, and Kat crawled in on all fours in a black latex catsuit, complete with a long black tail and some cute kitten ears.
However alluring her previous boyfriend might have found this hyper-sexualized costume, it left me cold. I had enjoyed hundreds of lovers by this point in my life, and had been through the submissive pussy-cat scenario maybe a dozen times. In fact, just about the only memorable encounter of this nature, was when I forced the college Freshman, Gina, to lap up the entire football team's ejaculate from a saucer, as if she were a kitten.
I needed more from this current sexual encounter. Kat was in front of me, but it was Jody that I yearned for. As Kat crawled around my office floor, purring and mewing like a kitten, I watched on in amusement. Olivia's assurance that Kat's paperwork was in order meant that for the duration of her audition, I could take complete liberties with the young job applicant.
Written by a team of highly experienced labor-law attorneys, my interview process disclosure was quite graphic. It stated quite clearly, that due to the physical interaction inherent in giving somebody a lap-dance, the job applicant should expect some incidental touching, groping, caressing, genital contact and the likelihood of inducing an erection, possibly even a climax.
When I first read the document that the lawyers proposed we had all applicants read and sign, I thought it was a joke. It seemed so unnecessarily blatant in its disclosure of what could occur during the audition. However, several thousand job interviews later, with the courts having ruled in favor of "Top Shelf Pussy" on multiple occasions, against accusations of sexual harassment, the document was an indispensable part of the application process.
Kat had signed it, acknowledged that she had read and understood its contents, and she was mine, ripe for the taking.
"I want to watch you bring yourself to climax first," I ordered the bewildered-looking young woman. "There are some toys in the ottoman in front of you."
Kat bit her lip first, a seemingly universal sign among young women that they are struggling with the idea of something. Fortunately for me, Kat's internal battle was brief, and she lifted the lid of the large, leather foot-stool. Extracting a "Magic Wand" personal vibrator, she looked at me for direction, her indecisiveness immediately losing her points.
"On the floor, on your back," I instructed. "Maintain eye-contact with me."
Kat fired up the vibrator, slid the crotch of her catsuit to one side, and lowered the wand to her genital area, before finding the correct placement to stimulate her clitoris. A smile crept across her face as the personal massager began to work its magic. I was barely hard, going through the motions as I tried to imagine Jody in the same situation.
As I slowly undressed I closed my eyes, and accessing the recent image of Jody sucking me off from my short-term memory banks, I finally got an erection. I watched dispassionately as Kat brought herself to climax five or six times, before I gave her my next directive.
"Stay on your back," I said firmly. "Are you wearing your rim-job make-up?"
As she nodded nervously, I walked towards the prone woman and straddled her body, placing my feet either side of her breasts. Without any attempt to secure her consent, I lowered myself to my knees and leaned slightly forward, which put the tip of my cock just in front of her face.
"Suck my cock," I ordered, as Kat raised her head slightly, and parted her lips to facilitate my entry into her warm mouth.
It wasn't really a blow-job as much as a face-fucking, as I took advantage of Kat's passivity and indecisiveness. If she chose not to fight my advances, I was going to push her up to, and over, her limits. As Kat lay there, I used her mouth as if it were a pussy, thrusting deeply into her oral cavity in an attempt to trigger her gag reflex. She seemed a little perturbed by my aggressive behavior but still voiced no objection.
It had been six days since my last orgasm, as I had wallowed in my misery after losing Jody for the final time in my life. Even though I was ready to bust a nut, I wasn't going to blow my load without experiencing Kat's analingus skills, so I withdrew my erect cock from between her lips, and scooted slightly forward. In my new position, with my nuts resting on Kat's chin, my intention was obvious, and I lifted my cock up by its tip, thereby exposing my scrotum for Kat to pleasure.
While she didn't seem enthralled with this one-sided encounter, the look on her face didn't suggest that she found anything actually repugnant, so I kept moving forward.
"Suck my nuts," I ordered her.
Obediently extending her tongue, Kat began to lap away at my nut-sack.
"Good pussy," I said condescendingly. "Meow."
And there it was, the first flash of resentment as my disparaging comment had presumably touched a nerve. After a protracted ball-licking session, during which Kat sucked, nibbled and licked my swollen nuts, she scooted further beneath me, and began to lap away at my taint.
I love having my undercarriage attended to. It just never gets old, particularly if it is a new girl who is having their first taste of my nether regions. On the day of Jody's demeaning performance, Kat had been quite open about her willingness to perform analingus, jokingly making reference to her transfer-resistant foundation being well-suited to such sexual activity.
However, as I had discovered on multiple previous occasions, there was quite often a disconnect between the sexual bravado of a young girl, and her actual reaction to the act when it was required of her, in the flesh. I was ready for my rim-job, and was interested to gauge Kat's reaction, when I verbalized my desire. Rising up slightly onto my knees, so that I could see her face as she lay beneath me, I issued my next directive.
"Eat my ass, girl," I said firmly, looking down at her face as she lay beneath me.
Kat flashed me another look of resentment, wrinkled up her nose to transmit her disdain for the way I was addressing her, and then disappeared from my view as I lowered my buttocks onto her face. Seconds later, as I squatted on her face, I felt her tongue licking around the entrance to my ass.
"Yeah, Pussy," I said appreciatively. "Right there. Perfect."
Like I said, I love rim-jobs, considering them to be the perfect mixture of physical and visual stimulation. As Kat lapped away at my asshole, like the little kitten she purported to be, the sustained teasing started to get the best of me, and I began to whimper appreciatively.
I have no clue what Kat's expectations were when she decided to attend the audition, but I imagine she had hoped for us to fuck, seeing as how she had witnessed me pound Jody into a completely satiated state, about one week prior. Unfortunately for the young woman, I wasn't planning on spending much time with her this morning, and shortly after her tongued entered my anus, I reached for my lube and began to coat my erection with a liberal dose of it.
Even though it had been six days since I last came, it took me quite a while to jerk myself off. It was to the image of me butt-fucking Jody that I turned, closing my eyes and trying to recall her in the Patriots Cheerleader Uniform, bent over the chair, with my dick in her perfect ass. Finally, as Kat continued to rim me, I blew my load, most of which landed in her hair and the black kitten ears that she was wearing.
Shortly after my cum-shot, I got back onto my knees, and then I stood.
"Olivia will let you know if we have any available slots on the roster," I said, as I headed towards my shower.
Kat glared at me from her prone position, her look as she realized that I had used her as a cum-receptacle one of disgust, and our brief encounter shattering any illusions that the young MAC make-up artist had about my sexual prowess.
At that point in my life, I just didn't give a fuck. Without Jody, I felt lost and empty, and no amount of fresh pussy was going to change the way I felt. I went slowly downhill after my encounter with Jody, drinking more, working less, and becoming much more dependent on drugs.
I ceded the day to day control of the strip-club to Olivia and Jade, and basically partied all day and night, fucking most of my dancers in their off-hours, and as many young college co-eds as Olivia could persuade to come to my house. There were some crazy nights at my mansion, most of which were documented on social media.
My uncle intervened finally, after suspecting that my drug use was no longer recreational, and seeing a few of the lewd photos that circulated the internet. I knew that I was in too deep with the drugs and partying, and I offered him zero resistance when he asked me to check into rehab. My uncle picked up the tab for my three month stint in recovery, and when I got out I was clean, sober and over half a million dollars richer, my expenses having slowed to a halt during my time in the facility.
When I got out, my plan was to stay away from the strip-club and the college kids. I just didn't want the additional temptation in my life, especially as I was committed to a sober lifestyle.
One day at Alcoholics Anonymous was enough to steer me in a completely different direction. There were some pretty fucked-up chicks in the meetings, and I got talking to one young blonde who attended fifteen meetings a week, between AA, Narcotics Anonymous and Sexaholics Anonymous. We exchanged numbers and the following day I attended my first ever sexual addiction meeting.
In retrospect, I should have realized how this would turn out, twenty five young adults with a compulsive desire to fuck that was strong enough to derail their lives. There were some beautiful girls in that group, and after the meeting, as they crowded around my Bugatti, I invited two of them back to my house for coffee.
Mary and Joanne squeezed into the front bucket-seat of my hyper-car, and within moments of feeling their flesh pressed tight against another human, all of the lessons imparted in the Sexaholics Anonymous meeting, seemingly flew out of the window, and they began to kiss each other tenderly.
By the time we entered the electric gates of my mansion, they were deeply engrossed in each other, and had somehow managed to virtually disrobe, within the confined space of my Bugatti front seat. As the three of us entered my home through the garage, we didn't even make it to the master suite, such was the desperation of the two sexual addicts.
My situation was completely different from most of the other attendees of the SA meeting. I wasn't actually a sex addict. I was a forty year old, single, multi-millionaire who just had a lot of options. I think most men in my situation would have fucked as many exotic dancers as I did, had they owned a strip-club. I didn't think I had a problem with sex. I freely admitted to being a drug-addict, and an alcoholic, and after I kicked those two vices, my road to recovery encouraged me to address any other of my addictive behaviors, and the subject of casual sex reared its ugly head.
Encouraged by the staff at my outpatient recovery center, I agreed to continue to attend the sex-addicts meetings, but I quickly discovered that most of them, especially the women, had way worse problems than me. The room was full of twenty and thirty year olds, most of whom had sucked or fucked a random stranger for their drug fix. These young women were ripe for the taking, and with my extensive experience of manipulating the fairer sex, it was a ridiculously easy proposition for me to work my way through the group.
The co-eds of my youth, at Saddleback College, had basically been nice young women, fueled on the weekends by alcohol, peer-pressure and the sexually permissive environment of the dorms. The runaways were a bit more desperate, and were often fueled by hunger and fear. By contrast, the female sex-addicts in my group session were a truly deranged bunch, hanging on to life by the skin of their teeth. Some of them had their lives shaped and destroyed by drugs, and were willing to perform just about any degrading act for a fix.
However, for some, including Mary and Joanne, as they ate each other out in the sixty-nine position, sex was their drug of choice. It had been a while since I had enjoyed a sober sexual encounter, and I wasn't as authoritative as I usually am, as I stripped off and sought their consent to join. They had their faces buried in each other's pussies, but as Mary brought Joanne to her third climax, she looked up at me, her face slick with her partner's secretions and spoke.
"Fuck my ass, Pete," Mary practically begged me. "I like it rough."
Mary's vaginal secretions were all over her inner-thighs, and I used the viscous fluids to lube up my cock. As soon as I entered her anal-cavity, I could tell that she was no stranger to getting butt-fucked. Her asshole had been stretched open from being sodomized on numerous occasions, and it was with minimal effort that I got balls-deep.
I had enjoyed what I considered to be rough sex, a few times in the past, although I got my jollies from humiliating young women, not beating them. However, not averse to a few playful swats on the ass, or some gentle hair-pulling, I began to periodically slap Mary's butt-cheeks as I fucked her ass.
"Harder," Mary insisted several times, before I was spanking her with much more force than I was comfortable using.
As she kept begging me to hit her with more intensity, Joanne finally emerged from beneath Mary's pussy, and after grabbing my pants, removed the leather belt. Folding it in half, she handed it to me.
"Use this," Joanne said coldly. "That will get the bitch off. Trust me."
Realizing that the two of them had a sexual history, I raised my arm and gave Mary a fairly solid whack across her right ass-cheek. A red welt appeared immediately on the young girl's ass and she let out a plaintive wail, which led me to believe that I had overdone it.
Before I could make my apologies, Mary took a deep breath, turned her head over her shoulder, and in an obvious highly aroused state, spoke quietly.
"Harder," she begged. "Hit me harder."
That was my first clue to the fucked-up backgrounds of many of these sex-addicts, and I laid the belt on the floor, and withdrew from her much abused asshole.
"I need to take a shower," I informed them, as Joanne picked up my belt and raised her arm skyward.
The first whack with the belt would have been enough for me to throw in the towel, but despite inducing an anguished howl from her friend, as soon as Mary caught her breath, she begged for more.
"Again, Joanne," she begged. "Hit me again."
It was tough to watch, but Joanne beat Mary's ass and its environs until there were red welts all over her ass, lower back, and upper thighs. Mary had three orgasms under the sustained assault before she slumped to the floor in tears.
"Now you can butt-fuck her," Joanne said, as Mary struggled to get on all fours, wiggling her ass to signify her consent once she was in position.
I wasn't a fan of the violent nature of their coupling, but apparently that is what it took to get Mary off. With the two younger women having been satiated, they turned their attention to me, and predictably I ended up fucking both of them in the ass, before turning the subject towards rim-jobs.
They had both been in some pretty fucked-up relationships, and thought nothing of eating my ass, alternating between the two of them, as the other one blew me. Mary, Joanne and I had a few more encounters after that, spread over the course of several weeks, but Mary's desire to continuously escalate the violence scared me, and after a few more sessions, we parted ways.



Fearing some blowback from the pair of them, I stopped attending that particular chapter of Sexaholics Anonymous, finding an alternative weekly meeting in a different city, fairly close to Newport Beach. Entering into a new group of deranged sex-addicts was fun, and within two weeks I had fucked five of the young girls.
Between the strip-club, Saddleback College, and my sobriety meetings for drugs, alcohol and sex addiction, I was fucking an inordinate number of young women. I thought that the supply would never dry up, but at some point I started to notice that more and more of them rejected my advances.
Figuring it was my declining looks as I got older, the next time I saw my uncle I asked him his secret for attracting young pussy at his advanced age.
"Pete," he said in his usual paternal manner. "I am looking for a young girlfriend, someone to wine and dine, and to treat like a lady. No matter how old I am, girls will gravitate towards me because I treat them with respect."
I felt like this was a departure from some of his previous advice, which was to only spend money on things you can directly enjoy, or benefit from, like lingerie, or a manicure. When I pressed him for his change of heart, he leaned in to me and shared his thoughts.
"I am not getting any younger, son," he said quietly, using my favorite salutation. "I don't want to die with tens of millions in the bank. I am worried about you though," he added. "You have a very bad reputation around town. Word is you are fixated on Jody Baldwin, and you dominate and abuse young women to take your mind from the love of your life. Be careful son. One day you might abuse the wrong man's daughter."
Shortly after my forty-fifth birthday, my beloved uncle passed away. I was devastated as he was my last remaining family on earth, and my most trusted advisor. His obituary mentioned that he was a self-made multi-millionaire, and identified me as his sole beneficiary, which I wasn't happy about. Not only was I besieged with investment offers, but every charitable organization within a hundred miles contacted me, requesting a donation.
I was a self-centered asshole, and basically told them all to pound sand, choosing instead to spend some of my windfall on the latest and greatest exotic hyper-cars. My current home, a twenty-four thousand square foot mansion in the hills of Newport Coast, had a twelve car garage, and I was intent on filling it with the most desirable automobiles on the planet.
Shortly after my much-publicized inheritance, I began to get the feeling that I was being followed. It was subtle at first, although over the months as my awareness heightened, I had no doubt that I was under some kind of surveillance. I was close friends with the Newport Beach Police Chief, so I asked him if he was aware of any law-enforcement interest in me, or my business dealings. After he assured me that they considered me to be a law-abiding citizen, I suspected the surveillance was for a nefarious reason, and I increased my security detail.
I had two bodyguards with me at all times, and a round the clock home protection detail, comprising of several ex-military servicemen, predominantly special forces. That is why the day of my abduction, at the age of forty-six, was completely unexpected, and the most terrifying moment of my entire life.
I was at home taking a shower when I heard my satellite-phone ring. Only three people in the universe had that number, and two of them were currently at my residence, my head of security and Olivia, who had stopped by for a visit.
I knew that it had to be important as that phone only rang about three times a year, even though it was always within arm's reach. I grabbed the waterproof, Iridium Extreme, military-grade phone, and answered it by the third ring.
"We are coming for you," an unknown voice said ominously. "We will be there in exactly one hour."
Ever since I had turned eighteen, I had contemplated the possibility of being kidnapped for ransom. My wealth at such a young age made me an obvious target, and my complete lack of familial connections, made me fit the profile of the perfect victim.
In the absence of heirs, and without the leverage of family, single wealthy victims were far more likely statistically to be personally kidnapped, at least according to data posted by the FBI. This made sense, as I imagined that if I had kids or a wife, they would be the obvious target of a kidnap for ransom demand.
After immediately informing my head of security, we went into lockdown mode. This was a drill that we occasionally practiced, that required me to take refuge in my safe-room, while my security team dealt with the intruders.
All of the other occupants of the house were sent home immediately, which included Olivia, two cleaners and a gardener. Once I was alone with my security team, four heavily-armed, ex-military guys, the head of security began to issue instructions.
"It is probably a hoax," he began confidently.
"It's Baldwin," I said quietly. "I fucked his wife and his daughter. It's definitely him. My uncle warned me that this could happen. Steve Baldwin is the only enemy I have on earth."
"Well, whoever the fuck Steve Baldwin is, we will handle him," my security chief said with confidence. "Although we need to get to the bottom of how your emergency contact number was compromised. Did you share it with anyone not on the list? His wife? His daughter?"
"No," I assured him. "The only people that have that number are you, Olivia and my stage-manager, Jade."
"Well, that aside," the ex-special forces commando continued. "What kind of moron gives us an hour to prepare for their arrival? This Baldwin guy must be an idiot."
A few moments later, with the house-alarm activated, and the security team in place at their designated emergency stations, I entered my safe-room and hunkered down.
Almost exactly one hour after I received the warning call, I heard my back-up generator start, an indicator that we had lost electrical power. Moments later my security alarms began to wail, although the sirens were silenced within seconds as my security team appeared to have dealt with the threat.
I answered my satellite-phone the instant it rang, only to be informed that my security team had been neutralized, and that the intruders were about to disable my satellite connection. I don't know what kind of advanced technology that the intruders were using, but when I went to call the Newport Beach Police Department for help, my signal had been compromised, and my heavily-encrypted, military-grade satellite-phone was worthless.
Having decided to shelter in place in my airtight, self-contained bunker, I sat on the floor, panting heavily from the stress. I had been given a lengthy tutorial about the safe-room shortly after it was installed, and as I watched the numerous dials and warning sensors, it became apparent that the intruders had taken control of my bunker too.
They disabled the fresh air supply first, knowing that without a constant supply of oxygen, my time in the pressurized capsule would be very limited. At this point, I suspected that it was an inside-job, and my suspicions fell on Olivia as the accomplice.
That suspicion was very short-lived, as it was the sound of Olivia being beaten that forced me to emerge from the safety of my bunker. They were obviously aware of her importance to me, and had swiftly rounded her up and began a brutal assault on her, which had the desired effect of rousting me from my hiding place.
I knew that this was a serious, well-planned, co-ordinated attempt when I saw my entire security team hogtied on the floor, rendered incapable of providing me any assistance. A few moments later, despite my pleas for mercy, I was hustled into a nondescript white van, with my hands bound behind my back, and a black hood over my head.
"Do you know who the fuck I am?" I yelled defiantly, trying a different tactical approach.
I remained passive and silent after receiving two hard punches to my solar plexus, and as I struggled to regain my breath, I felt the sharp prick of a needle in my buttocks.
Some time later, I awoke naked on the tiled floor of a communal shower facility. As I tried to recall how I got here, I came to terms with the fact that I was either in a prison, a hospital or on some kind of college campus. That was the only plausible explanation for the communal shower in which I lay.
I was still groggy from the injection, and even as I struggled to clear my head, I tried to come to terms with the fact that Baldwin had abducted me. As I ran through the terrifying ordeal, I remembered that his goons had beaten Olivia to flush me out of the safe room. Baldwin knew Olivia's importance to me and I prayed that he hadn't taken her too. His motive was clearly revenge rather than financial, as he had a hundred times as much money as I did. He would have known that with my uncle's recent passing, Olivia was my closest friend on earth.
"He is awake, Joelle," a high-pitched girlish voice said quietly, as two scantily-clad females entered the shower block. "Let Georgie know."
As Joelle scurried off down the hallway, her high-heels clicking on the tiles, the second alluringly-attired girl approached me as I lay on the floor.
"Can you stand?" she asked softly, her demeanor seemingly in contrast with her role as my captor.
I tried to get to my feet, but the effects of the drugs they had injected me with had altered my balance, and with my hands tied behind my back, I was unable to stand without assistance.
"No problem," the young girl said sweetly. "I will help you to your feet."
Working with the practiced efficiency of someone who had done this before, the girl attached a thick leather belt around my waist, and secured a braided wire to the loop in the front of it.
"Stand slowly," she whispered. "The harness will support your weight."
With a touch on a hand-held remote, the wire began to slowly retract into an industrial looking winch, and as my weight was lifted skyward, the girl helped me to stand. The whole mechanism was freaking me out, particularly as its location and ease of use suggested it had been utilized before. I was truly powerless, with my hands still secured firmly behind my back, and I rocked unsteadily on my feet until Joelle returned.
As Joelle rounded the corner, her high-heels clacking in a rapid cadence which suggested that she was either running or taking short, effeminate steps, a flash of recognition washed over me. I knew this person years ago, although they had undergone a startling transformation.
"Hi Pete," Joelle said sweetly, as she worked in conjunction with the other girl to prepare me for Georgie. "Remember me?"
Truth be told, I couldn't place her. I didn't recall ever fucking someone named Joelle, although during my Saddleback College days, I hooked up with countless co-eds without learning their names. As I struggled to remember my sexual history with this young woman, the two of them untied my hands, and after handcuffing them in front of me, hoisted my arms up and hung me by my wrists from a sturdy hot water pipe that ran the length of the showers.
Releasing the braided wire from my waist harness, they positioned me in such a way that the majority of my weight hung from the pipe, with my toes barely touching the floor. It was an incredibly uncomfortable stress position, and I felt pressure in my shoulders immediately as I struggled to remain balanced on my tip-toes.
As the second girl came into focus, I recognized them both, although when I had last encountered them over twenty years ago in the dorms of Saddleback College, they had both been males.
"Joe?" I asked incredulously. "The Resident Assistant at Saddleback?"
"Yours truly," he said, in a high-pitched squeal that now passed for his voice. "And this is Nick, the kicker for the High School Football team."
"Nikki, now," she added helpfully.
As I struggled to process their transformation, they began mine.
"We are going to remove your body hair first," Joelle informed me sweetly. "Georgie hates manly men."
As I digested this new information, which seemed to suggest that it was someone other than Baldwin who had abducted me, I set about trying to figure out exactly which George I had pissed off sufficiently, that they would take retribution on this level. I could only recollect one George, the bartender from the patio bar where I had first encountered Madison, and I considered him an ally, if not a true friend.
Nikki and Joelle began to rub a depilatory cream across my shoulders and chest, their soft, beautifully-manicured hands, stirring some unwanted sensations within my groin area, particularly as I knew them both to be genetically male. They knew the effect that they were having on me, and seemed delighted by the prospect of getting me hard. As their silky hands worked the cream into my chest, I closed my eyes and tried to fight my arousal, which intensified as they toyed with my erect nipples.
Moving in unison, they systematically coated my entire body from below my eyebrows, with a thick layer of depilatory cream. They paid particular attention to my genital area, rubbing the cold cream into my nut-sack, ass-crack and taint with a very tender caress. I am ashamed to admit that by the time they had finished their sensual application, I was fully erect, and no longer concerned that these two hotties had at some point, been men.
As I took in their startling transformations, their birth genders seemed like a moot point. Joelle and Nikki had both lost forty pounds of body mass since their college days, through an arduous and systematic weight-loss program, which incorporated diet, exercise and liposuction, to create the beautiful feminine forms that they each currently possessed.
They were both sporting large, surgically-enhanced breasts, and each had their Adam's apple shaved, which was one of the few discernible physical differences between post-operative males and naturally born females. While their long, platinum-blonde hair had initially been achieved by an expensive human-hair wig, they had both since grown natural healthy-looking locks, which were bleached almost white on a regular basis.
The girls had endured several liposuction sessions, extracting the excess from their taut, lean stomachs, and using the latest cosmetic procedures, re-distributing it around their hips and buttocks, to create a more feminine appearance. They were sensual in every way, and as they allowed their soft fingertips to roam freely across my erection, I was ready to bust a nut.
"Six minutes," Joelle said quietly, as they began to wash the depilatory cream from my upper body, taking my hair away with it.
Once my chest and shoulders were completely devoid of hair, they rinsed my abdomen, genital area and legs. I was still hanging by my arms from the hot water pipe trying desperately to keep my toes on the ground, and the physical exertion was making me sweat, and creating a severe cramp in my calves.
"Please," I begged, after the pain intensified, "can you lower me a couple of inches so that my feet are flat on the floor?"
The girls ignored my pleas for a more comfortable position, and once I was free of any body hair below my eyebrows, they dried me off, kneeling before me, which did absolutely nothing to diminish my erection.
Nikki and Joelle dried my feet, which was easy as I was still suspended from the overhead pipe, with just my tip-toes touching the floor. Once she was satisfied that my feet were clean and dry, Joelle tapped on the remote control and the winch lowered me slightly, so that I could rest my feet flat on the floor. The relief was immediate and palpable, and I felt the blood rush to my calves, which had been stretched in a very uncomfortable position for the last thirty minutes or so.
The two of them began to apply a scented massage oil into my skin that served both to make me smell very feminine, and to soften me to the touch. The massage oil contained visible flakes, and as soon as it dried on my skin, it gave the appearance that I was covered in glitter.
Nikki left the shower block briefly returning with a scented anal-cleanse kit. Instinctively, I tried to fight the insertion of the nozzle between my buttocks, which was much easier now that I had both feet planted firmly on the floor.
"Relax and spread your butt-cheeks," Joelle ordered me. "Or I will raise you up again onto your tip-toes, and leave you hanging there until Georgie arrives."
I knew that I was fighting a losing battle as far as the anal-cleanse was concerned, so I spread my feet further apart and relaxed my ass-cheeks, which until now had been firmly clenched together, as I offered them as much resistance as I could. Nikki lubed up the tip of the nozzle and then gently inserted it through my sphincter, before squeezing the soft plastic sack that contained the enema solution.
"You may feel a little full the first few times," Joelle said with a giggle. "But over time you will get used to this procedure."
The girls ended up using three bags of the anal-cleanse solution before they deemed me sufficiently clean for Georgie, whoever the fuck he was. The whole time they prepared me for this upcoming meeting I was racking my brains, trying to imagine who Georgie could be. Over the last twenty five years I had taken many men's wives, girlfriends and daughters, but for the life of me the only George that I could recollect was the bartender, with whom I had no beef.
"He's clean," Nikki announced, as I expelled the last bag of solution from my bowels. "Let's lube him up."
They seemed to enjoy this part of the process, taking turns inserting their fingers deep inside my increasingly stretched rectum, as they coated it with a liberal amount of Anal-Ease lubricating jelly.
"One final touch and then we can untie you," Nikki promised, as she brandished an ominous looking cock-ring.
The black ring was made of stretch latex, and was extremely tight and restrictive as Nikki secured it around the base of my nuts. Once it was in place, she waved the remote in my face.
"I am going to give you one, short, electric shock," she warned me. "Just so that you understand that it will be futile to try and escape once we untie your hands."
Before I could even respond, Nikki pressed the remote and released her finger immediately. My legs buckled first, as the electrical charge entered my body through my testicles, leaving me hanging from the hot water pipe by my wrists. It felt like a simultaneous kick in the nuts and a punch in the solar plexus, as I struggled to stand and breathe. Over in just a few milliseconds, the initial blast gave way to a prolonged throbbing pain in my balls, as my body reacted to the shock. Nikki and Joelle looked on intently as I contorted my face into a grimace, and tried to process the pain.
"Are we on the same page?" Joelle asked sweetly. "Or shall I have Nikki zap you again?"
I still hadn't caught my breath, and so I nodded my head furiously to affirm that I was one hundred percent on their program, as the girls smiled at each other.
"Good boy," Nikki said, condescendingly. "A fast learner. We like that."
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, they released me from the overhead pipe, and as I struggled to keep my footing, they untied my hands. I was limping pretty badly from the persistent pain in my balls, and they led me down the corridor to a room that was unoccupied. Once inside, they helped me into a pink silk camisole and matching silk boy-shorts, before they bent me over the desk, securing my hands in such a way that I was completely helpless.
"Georgie will be with you soon," Joelle said, as she spritzed me with a generous spray of perfume. "Don't go anywhere."



It was with a healthy degree of terror that I waited, bent over the desk for Georgie to show up and introduce himself. Whatever I had done to warrant being kidnapped and feminized for his enjoyment was beyond me, and I had a million questions spinning around inside my head, as I waited for him. That bastard kept me hanging too, and Joelle came back into the room twice more to spritz me with additional perfume, before Georgie finally entered the room.
As soon as I heard her voice, I recognized her from my days at Saddleback College. It was Gina, the Women's Studies Major that I had taken as my sugar baby in her Freshman year. The last time I saw her she was lying on the tiled floor of the gender-neutral shower block, unconscious from a drug overdose, in a puddle of urine with semen flowing freely from all three of her orifices. I stopped hanging around the College Campus at that point due to the increased police presence, and I never bothered to enquire after the young woman.
"Gina," I asked hesitantly. "Is that really you?"
"Georgina Thompson in the flesh," she said confidently, as she rounded the desk and came into my direct sight line. "How are you Pete?" she added as an afterthought, although it didn't seem like she was going to wait for an answer.
I was tightly restrained over the large wooden desk, and I had to strain to lift my head up, in order to communicate with her.
"I have waited a long time for this moment," she said quietly. "Ever since you urinated on me in that shower block, I have dreamed of retribution."
"Gina," I pleaded, recognizing the gravity of my situation. "I was just a kid."
"And I wasn't?" she responded angrily. "Choose your words carefully, Pete," she threatened. "I hold your future in my hands."
I swallowed hard as I processed her words. With the recent passing of my uncle, I had no family left on earth. If Gina did snuff me out, no-one would even know. I quickly decided to remain passive, in order not to inflame her. As I lay bent over the desk in silence, Gina continued.
"You, Joe and Nick were on my list," she began ominously. "As you can see I have already dealt with Joelle and Nikki. Those bitches are eternally grateful for my mercy and will do whatever I tell them to."
"Gina, please," I begged.
"Silence," she barked, as I stopped talking and lay there whimpering.
"After you stopped hanging around at Saddleback, I got my shit together," she began. "I graduated college, and immediately got a job under the protective auspices of the alma mater. Revenge was the one thing that kept me sane until I achieved very high wealth and status. I have already extracted it on those two other bimbos, and it is now your turn to pay."
My fear was all-consuming now, as I realized that Gina had me exactly where she wanted me. I was shaking uncontrollably, as she laid a large strap-on cock on the table, right under my nose.
"Here's what happens next," she said quietly, enjoying the complete control she had over me. "First of all, I am going to fuck you in the ass. Will I be your first such experience?" she added with a giggle. "I love taking anal-cherries."
"Gina, please," I begged, as I struggled in vain against my bonds. "Can we talk about this?"
"I go by Georgie now," she stated, deflecting my question. "After I sodomize you, we can talk about your future. I can't decide whether to put you on a plane to Brazil for full gender-reassignment surgery, the way I did with most of the other guys who abused me back in College, or whether to just feminize you a little bit, the way I did with Joelle and Nikki."
I was scared shitless now, as this crazy fucking bitch began to secure the imposing looking latex phallus into her leather harness. As she locked it into place with an ominous click, and began to grease it with what appeared to be Vaseline, I begged for mercy. My pleas fell on deaf ears, but she did clarify what she considered to be the half-measures of forced feminization that she had applied to Joelle and Nikki.
"They are pre-op transsexuals," she informed me. "They still have their male organs although they are both unable to have or sustain an erection. I chemically castrated them, which is my plan for you in order to mitigate the harm you do to the young females of Newport Beach. I thought maybe you had learned your lesson, but once I heard about your "Make Daddy Proud" event, I decided that you needed to have your nuts clipped, too. An eighteen year old High Society Debutante working in your strip-club, for fuck's sake."
"That was a huge misunderstanding, Georgie," I cried. "I was doing a young woman a favor because her dad was being an asshole. Call Jessie Baldwin and ask her. I will give you her number. Please."
"If you fucking lie to me, Pete, it will make things much worse for you," she threatened.
"Georgie," I began to beg, "if you let me go I will sell my strip-club and donate all of the proceeds to the cause of your choosing. The National Organization of Women, The Women's League, whatever you decide."
"That is a start," she conceded, as she rounded the desk, and opened the drawer. "Tell me more."
I started to babble incoherently, my mind scrambled by the threat of complete gender reassignment, in South America, for fuck's sake. I was offering compromises and firing questions at the same time, fixating on how I could return to the United States with a male passport and a pair of 38D breasts. Georgie listened for a couple of moments and then pressed the remote control to my electrically-charged, cock-ring to shut me up.
Georgie must have held the button down for way longer than Nikki did, because I thrashed around on the table trying to escape my bonds, as the searing pain surged through my testicles. I almost passed out, such was the intensity of the agony, and I heard Georgie let out a satisfied giggle.
"Let's fuck first, Pete," she said quietly. "Then you can beg me to keep your male identity intact."
Georgie withdrew a pair of scissors from the desk drawer, and roughly tore a crude opening in the back of my silk boy-shorts, nicking my bare flesh in the process, which drew blood. I was trembling now, aware that my life was in her hands. After she laid the scissors down in front of my face, the blood visible on the stainless steel blade, she lined up her phallus with the opening of my well-lubricated anus, and waited at the entrance of it.
"We are at the freight terminal of John Wayne International Airport," she informed me, which answered one of my questions, leaving approximately one thousand unanswered. "My private jet is here, and we have already been granted approval for take-off. One of my options is to incapacitate you and then load you as freight. We can get to Brazil in less than a day, stopping in Canada first, which has less invasive policies regarding transportation of livestock, and then again in Mexico City to refuel."
"Transportation of livestock?" I repeated with a shaky voice.
"Yes," Georgie answered cheerfully. "If I declare you as a household pet there are various mandatory inspections. However, as livestock I just need to produce the appropriate vaccination certificates and we are good to go. You will be asleep anyway, and there is minimal likelihood of a secondary inspection."
"Georgie," I begged, as she pushed slightly against my sphincter. "I will spend the rest of my life championing women's rights, if you let me go back home today."
"I am trying to decide if I can trust you," she said. "Although you must know that my extraction agents can pick you up anytime I desire."
"Please," I begged. "Show me some mercy."
"Decisions, decisions," she sang in a playful voice, as she eased forward inside of my ass. "Whether to allow you to remain as Pete, or to transform you into Petra."
I cried out in anguish as she forced her way through my sphincter, and this emboldened Georgie to continue to belittle me.
"Do you remember your sage words of advice when you pissed on me in the shower?" she asked, that singular event seemingly driving her hatred of me.
"Something about making sacrifices?" I said, through my heavy breathing. "I was just trying to motivate you, Gina."
"Georgie," she said angrily. "I go by Georgie now. That is the last time I will remind you."
"Georgie," I repeated, the stress and pain beginning to overwhelm me. "Georgie."
"I remember it verbatim," she whispered. "In fact, those words have haunted me for over twenty years."
"I am sorry, Georgie," I wailed, as she adjusted her position slightly in order to penetrate me more deeply.
"One day, when you are running your own little fiefdom," she began, in a detached, monotone voice, "remember the sacrifices you made for your education."
My heart sank as I remembered the dehumanizing encounter in vivid detail. I had urinated on the young girl, before paying her with a Traveler's Check with the words "Golden Shower," inscribed on the memo line.
"Payback is a bitch," Georgie said coldly.
I had sodomized literally hundreds of young women by this time in my life, getting my jollies from their plaintive cries as they tried to deal with the emotional and physical pain of losing their anal-cherry. I had never once given any thought to the discomfort associated with first-time anal sex, but as Georgie forced her way inside my anal cavity, it brought tears to my eyes.
Georgie rained insults and threats down on me as she slowly impaled me with her strap-on phallus. My mind kept focusing on what the hell faced me if I was put on a plane to Rio de Janeiro for complete gender-reassignment, until the pain of being sodomized forced me to deal with my current crisis, instead of my future one. Georgie made me cry out for mercy as she butt-fucked me, and after a protracted session, she finally withdrew the strap-on from my tender asshole.
"My plane for Rio leaves in ninety minutes," she said, clearly enjoying my anguish. "Convince me why you shouldn't be on it, asleep in your crate."
As I began to articulate my thoughts on how I could help her cause, I was grateful that the cessation of pain allowed me to speak clearly and concisely. I made an impassioned plea for my life, and after a few moments Georgie cut me off.
"You know what Pete," she said cheerfully, as she unlocked the phallus from its harness. "I modified Nikki and Joelle because they didn't demonstrate the abject contrition that you just did. They spent two years in Brazil, between the extensive physical modifications, and the transgendered brothels that they worked in, to pay for their medical bills. I am inclined to believe you, but I need a little more from you."
As she wiped her soiled strap-on in my hair to clean it, I offered her additional concessions, and by the time I was done, I had committed twenty five percent of my monthly allowance to the charity of her choosing, the immediate cessation of my involvement in the strip-club business, and a promise that I would no longer use and abuse the young vulnerable women of Newport Beach.
Seemingly content with my concessions and the palpable remorse I had demonstrated, Georgie released me from my bonds, and told me to kneel by her side. I obeyed her reflexively, one brief torture session having been sufficient to make me toe the line. Also, she hadn't yet released me from the confines of the cock-ring, and she still had the remote in her hand to fully ensure my compliance.
"I will be right back," she said cheerfully. "Stay on your knees."
It would be a huge understatement to say that I was quivering with fear, as I waited on my knees for her to return. After what seemed like an eternity, Georgie breezed back into the room, waving her phone in my face.
"Well," she began slowly, enjoying my torment. "I spoke to Jessie Baldwin, and luckily for you, she confirmed your rendition of the Make Daddy Proud event. Jessie claims you treated her very well throughout your brief relationship, which is in sharp contrast to the way you abused every other young woman who was sucked into your sordid web. I am going to let you go, but I want you to see what awaits you if you don't follow through," she said firmly. "Joelle, Nikki, come."
Despite being beckoned as if they were puppies, the girls showed no sign of resentment or resistance as they sashayed into the room, their exaggerated femininity belying the fact that they were both still male, at least in the eyes of the law.
They were identically attired in silky lingerie, not dissimilar to the intimates that I had been forced to wear for my reunion with Georgie. They also wore garter-belts and stockings, which along with their sky-high heels, only added to their feminine allure.
"Dance," Georgie instructed the two bimbo-looking girls.
As excruciatingly painful as it was for me to have to witness their debasement, it must have been ten times worse for them, as they began to gyrate their hips, ensuring that their motions were perfectly synchronized. They were both very sensual dancers and I found myself wondering if they moved so lightly under the bed sheets.
Georgie made them perform for her amusement for several moments, the lack of music making the humiliation even more pronounced, as the only sound was their high heels clacking on the marble floor.
"Strip," Georgie ordered, as the two of them stopped dancing, and began to disrobe in a seductive and alluring manner.
They had obviously been forced to do this before, because they worked in almost perfect synchronicity, shedding their silky lingerie in a clearly choreographed manner, until they ended up butt-naked, in just their high-heels, facing away from me. As I admired their beautifully sculpted, completely hairless bodies, Georgie gave me a detailed rundown of their collective efforts and sacrifices, in order to have achieved such desirable physiques.
"This transformation took a significant toll," she assured me proudly. "Both physical and financial. Although I made the girls work in a transgendered brothel in Rio, until they had earned back every cent that I had fronted them," she added softly. "That took two years."
"Two years," I repeated, to no-one in particular, as I knelt uncomfortably on the marble floor.
"Their platinum-blonde, waist-length wigs were two thousand dollars," Georgie said in disgust. "It costs a fortune to feminize an Alpha male. Although now that the girls' natural hair has grown out to my desired length, I have kept the wig for my next victim," she added ominously, as we made eye-contact.
Georgie had a devious smirk on her face which caused me to look away immediately, before she issued her next command.
"Arch your backs," Georgie told Joelle and Nikki.
Again, in perfect unison they raised their heads skyward, which arched their slender toned backs, and made the tips of their almost white hair, brush against the top of their tight asses. Their long, natural tresses were phenomenal, both in appearance and condition, and I wondered how much time each week they devoted to their hair treatments. The resultant look had a healthy shine, appearing almost silk-like and certainly soft to the touch.
"Hair up," Georgie instructed.
Upon hearing her latest command, the girls placed the palm of their right hand directly against the back of their neck and lifted their hair over their right shoulder. As both of their necks came into view, there was a large raised tattoo visible at the base of their respective skulls.
The wording, particularly provocative as it would remain there for life, caused me to swallow hard once again. I hadn't ever seen a tattoo quite like these before, as the words "Georgie's Toy" seemed to be raised above their skin, instead of underneath it.
"Where did they get those tattoos done?" I asked. "They are very unique."
"Brazil," Georgie answered cheerfully. "Although they are not tattoos. I branded them."
"Branded?" I asked incredulously, on the verge of pissing myself, but trying to remain respectful of her at all times.
"Like I said, Pete," she whispered softly. "I consider these pieces of shit livestock. I want them to wear a brand of ownership."
I didn't know what to say. I was completely lost for words, unable to verbalize what was going through my head, which was a combination of revulsion, shock and sheer terror.
"In retrospect, I shouldn't have used a hot brand," Georgie said quietly, as if she was discussing the incorrect choice of paint color for her living room. "They were out of action for a month as the wounds healed, which cost me a small fortune in lost revenue at the brothel. There just weren't any other options in Brazil," she added. "What do think of their asses?" she asked, changing the subject completely.
"Just about fucking perfect," I mused, trying to be complimentary of her work, as I admired their pert, upturned buttocks.
"Countless hours on a StairMaster," Georgie informed me, aware of my fascination with anal sex. "Combined with a strict weight-loss regimen, liposuction of the upper thighs, and periodic hyaluronic acid injections. These bitches are high-maintenance."
I shuddered as I realized how close I had been to a similar fate. Nikki and Joelle offered zero resistance as Georgie referred to them as bitches, and put them on display as if they were her house-pets. After I had taken in every square inch, she addressed them again.
"Turn and face me."
Once again, rotating in the same direction, and in perfect unison, Joelle and Nikki turned one hundred and eighty degrees in order to face Georgie. As I knelt silently by her side, I was grateful to have dodged this humiliating fate.
Joelle and Nikki, despite their demeaning circumstances, both wore huge smiles on their faces, as if they were honored to be in the presence of their mistress. Of course, with my extensive history of enslaving desperate women, I knew first-hand that most humans are relatively happy as long as their current life experience is better than their most recent. Nikki and Joelle would happily put up with Georgie's dehumanizing treatment of them, as long as they didn't have to return to the transgendered brothel, in the slums of Rio.
Standing before us, with their matching manicured nails on display as they hid their genital areas with their crossed hands, they looked like two coquettish young girls. Even as my body was hairless, I felt very masculine in the company of these two highly feminized she-males.
Now that they were no longer in the humid environment of the shower block, Joelle and Nikki had taken the time to do their make-up. They had made an obvious effort to appear similar, and were both wearing hot-pink lip gloss to match their brightly colored nails.
I was used to a more subtle application of make-up, in which the goal was to highlight youth and innocence, in a muted way. By contrast, Joelle and Nikki looked like a couple of street walkers with their garish lip color, and I wondered whether this is how they had presented themselves when they had been forced to suck their way through Rio, to repay Georgie for their surgeries.
Once again, Georgie allowed me to take in every detail, and I marveled at their perfect tits. I had dated numerous women who had undergone breast-enhancement surgery, but I had never seen such perfectly sized, identically symmetrical, breasts. Their proportions were ideal, skinny yet toned legs, flat taut abdomens, incredible upper bodies, topped off with the most amazing set of fake tits I had ever seen. Even their nipples, each of which were surrounded by a perfectly sized areola, stood erect, inviting male attention. These were two of the most physically desirable women I had ever encountered, and for a split second I forgot that they were men.
"Hands-up," Georgie ordered, completely shattering the illusion.



As they simultaneously raised their dainty, manicured hands and placed them on top of their heads, I was assaulted back into reality. Joelle and Nikki definitely met the broad requirements of the descriptive "lady-boys," but they were nothing like the she-males that I had seen in the bars of Manila and Bangkok, on my travels to the Far East.
Asian "lady-boys," in particular the "Katoey" of Thailand, were universally proud of their fully-functioning, often impressively-sized members. Being well-endowed offered them the option of being a top or a bottom in any sexual encounters, which was also referred to as being a "switch."
There would be no such option for the two limp-dicked, emasculated men that stood before me. Clearly identifiable as receivers, or bottoms, their tiny, shriveled cocks were no longer capable of an erection, and their testicles were invisible as they had shrunk to the size of a pea, and retreated back inside their bodies.
"Ah the relentless assault of estrogen," Georgie said with a chuckle, referring presumably to the copious amount of hormones that she had forced into their young bodies over the years.
I swallowed hard as I took in the pitiful sight of my two former partners in crime. The three of us had abused the hell out of Georgie, back when she was a young Freshman going by her schoolgirl nickname of Gina. Now, twenty years later, the only thing that saved me from the complete subjugation that Joe and Nick had been forced to endure, was my financial situation, and the monetary benefit I could provide to Georgie and her numerous causes.
"Tough to believe this one was on the High School Football Team," she added cheerfully, as she pointed her index finger at Nikki. "It was fun breaking him of his overt locker-room masculinity. And what do think of the bitch's new legs?"
As I took in Nikki's perfectly sculpted legs, her lean, toned calves accentuated by the towering high-heels she was still wearing, I had to admit that they were absolutely phenomenal. I was good friends with Nick when he was enrolled at Saddleback College, and I attended several of his practice sessions, in order to get to know the Cheerleaders better.
Nick was the kicker for the team, responsible for extra-point attempts and the punts. Spared from the full-contact aspect of the sport by his role on special teams, Nick was able to focus solely on long-distance kicking, and had developed a very powerful, impressive-looking right leg. How on earth Georgie had transformed that muscular tree-stump into such a gorgeous looking, feminine appendage was beyond me, and the look on my face apparently transmitted my disbelief.
"It took years," Georgie said quietly. "Although the most painful part was the first six months, right Nikki?" she added.
Nikki shuffled around nervously, clearly reluctant to share the story of her transformation.
"Tell him," Georgie ordered. "Own it. Be proud of your accomplishments, girl."
"A lot of hunger pains," Nikki began tentatively, not wanting to relive the event. "And six months in a leg cast," she added, as her face reddened.
"I had to starve the poor bastard for six months," Georgie said cheerfully. "He would beg me for food, but we needed to drop forty pounds quickly. Once the weight was off, his kicking leg was still way too muscular to pass for a woman. He had no symmetry, his right leg being way more developed than his left. So, I put his right leg in a full cast which caused it to atrophy with impressive results. The rest was simply hours on a treadmill and a low-calorie diet."
I had seen enough of this crazy bitch's handiwork and desperately wanted to get the fuck out of there. However, as I knelt by her side, it was apparent that Georgie wasn't done toying with me yet.
"You don't get to walk away scot-free," she said ominously. "I am not going to subject you to the indignities of gender re-assignment. However, you will be taking a permanent reminder of today home with you. Girls, restrain Pete over my desk."
As soon as I processed her words, it invoked a fight or flight response in me. Driven by fear of pain, and deeply ingrained within the human psyche, this reflexive response caused me to stand up quickly, which Georgie interpreted as disobedience. She took one firm stab at the remote resting within the palm of her hand, and the resultant pain in my nuts forced me back to the ground.
"Georgie, please," I begged, as the pain continued to surge through my testicles. "Turn it off."
As I writhed around in agony at her feet, Georgie had a detached look on her face, like a young boy burning an ant for the first time using a magnifying glass. She was aware that I was in a considerable amount of anguish, but seemed incapable of one of the most basic human emotions, empathy. Finally, as I was on the verge of passing out, she lifted her thumb from the remote control, and the pain slowly subsided.
I was unable to move for several moments, my autonomic nervous system temporarily paralyzed by the electrical current.
"Carry him," Georgie instructed the girls, as Joelle and Nikki hoisted me to my feet, and dragged me back to her over-sized desk.
I wasn't in any position to offer resistance and a few seconds later I was bent over the desk, with my hands secured firmly. Georgie seemed to use anticipation to induce mental stress, because she left me in that compromising position for several minutes. When she finally entered the room, she had a spreader-bar, some kind of stencil and a liquid nitrogen canister.
"There, there, sweetie," she said condescendingly. "Don't panic. This won't hurt much."
While Georgie's words offered me zero comfort, her actions elevated my stress level through the roof. As she attached the spreader-bar to my ankles, and kicked my feet as far apart as I could stand, she began to taunt me.
"Fortunately for you," she began in a hushed whisper, "there are more branding options available to me in the United States, than the barbaric methods used in Brazil."
"Branding? Georgie. No. Please. I beg you." I blurted out, barely able to form the words.
"I am going to apply a cold brand to you," Georgie said, ignoring my protestation. "It will still last a lifetime, but there will be less inflammation than with a hot brand. As I expose your skin to the liquid nitrogen, melanocytes, which are the pigment-producing cells in the skin will be instantly destroyed. Even your subsequent hair growth will be white," she added cheerfully. "Although nothing will grow in that spot for several months. Trust me."
"Georgie," I pleaded one last time. "I am begging you for mercy."
Again, seemingly unable to experience the emotion of empathy, Georgie picked up her stencil, and laid it on the desk right under my nose. The words "Georgie's Toy," were legible, carved into the body of the stainless steel stencil.
"I have identified all of my prior tormentors with the same mark," she said proudly. "I actually got the idea from you, Pete. That day in the football team's locker room, when you let everyone jerk off into the saucer of milk and made me eat it. You told everyone that you were going to brand me as Pete's Toy. As I knelt before you with my face in the congealed mess of the entire team's ejaculate, I visualized turning the tables and one day branding you instead. And now here we are," she added cheerfully. "You are the last one to get branded."
As I processed the fact that this was going to happen, I turned my focus to the logistics of the procedure.
"How long will it take to heal?" I asked, trying to suppress my tears.
"The branding will first scab over, which can last from a few weeks to just over a month," she began dispassionately. "At this phase, the appearance of the branding is a bright-red, raised scar, which slowly becomes lighter than the normal skin tone. This phase lasts about twelve months, and the scar tissue may rise slightly more during this time."
"Jesus," I said quietly, slowly coming to terms with my fate. "Is freeze-branding painful?" I muttered, on the verge of throwing up.
"There have been a handful of studies looking at pain caused by the various forms of branding," Georgie intoned, as if she was reading the brochure. "Hot-iron branding is most painful at the time of brand placement, while freeze-branding appears to be most painful fifteen to thirty minutes after the procedure."
I was breathing heavily now, and sweating under the stress.
"How painful?" I asked, dreading the answer.
I remember asking a medical professional a similar question as a thirteen year old boy. I had contracted pneumonia with the additional complications of pleurisy. I was scheduled to undergo a lumber-puncture, which I had been informed was quite painful. However, after I was secured to the gurney, the Doctor used his gentle bedside manner to calm me down, assuring me that it was moderately painful, but not unbearable. His soothing words helped me through my ordeal that day, and I hoped that Georgie would offer me the same words of comfort.
"Absolutely fucking excruciating," Georgie said matter of factly, enjoying my distress. "I have seen grown men cry from being branded. Joelle, remove his cock-ring, in case he pisses himself."
The visual of the platinum blonde lowering herself to her knees and scooting under the desk that I was bent over, would have normally excited me. However, in my current predicament I was scared shitless, and as her soft hands roamed all over my balls as she loosened the latex ring, I felt absolutely no sexual desire, just primal fear.
Joelle emerged from under the desk holding the latex cock-ring between her beautifully manicured thumb and forefinger. She had a smile on her face and appeared to be enjoying my torment.
"May I watch, Georgie?" she asked quietly, in a very submissive tone.
"You and Nikki may both watch," Georgie replied magnanimously. "You were good girls today. You deserve a reward."
As I laid over one edge of the desk, Joelle and Nikki took their positions side by side on the opposite edge. Completely naked, with their nipples erect, presumably from the excitement that my torture was causing them, they arranged themselves in such a way that their genitals hung below the desk, out of my sight line. From my prone position, if I looked up slightly, I was treated to the visual of two phenomenally gorgeous platinum blondes, and now that the evidence of their manhood was concealed, I started to get erect.
"Finally," Nikki said with a giggle. "He is responding to us. All men do eventually, no matter what the circumstances."
"At least he can't piss himself with a hard-on," Joelle added cheerfully.
As the blondes chatted aimlessly amongst themselves, Georgie picked up the stencil and I started to realize that without long hair to hide it, my mark on the back of my neck would be visible. As I tried to come to terms with this additional humiliation, I felt the cold metal of the stainless steel stencil resting on one of my buttocks.
"At least Joelle and Nikki can hide their marks of ownership with their flowing locks," Georgie giggled. "I doubt that you will ever enjoy a rim-job again, now that I have selected the placement of your brand."
Georgie spread my ass-cheeks wide apart, and motioned for the girls to hold them in her desired position. The two naked blondes leaned over me, and in the process of keeping my buttocks separated, they thrust their perfect, surgically-enhanced breasts in my face. I felt Georgie wedge the stencil between my butt-cheeks before adjusting its position slightly.
"Does that look straight to you girls?" she asked Joelle and Nikki.
"Georgie, no. Please. For fuck's sake, not there," I begged, to no avail.
After a brief discussion they agreed that the stencil was positioned in such a way that it was both straight and symmetrical, and Georgie picked up the canister of liquid nitrogen.
"Fuck that is cold," she exclaimed, dropping the canister on the desk before reaching for the gloves that accompanied the branding agent.
A few moments later, as I lay hyperventilating on the desk, Georgie began to coat the stencil with the freezing liquid, as her bimbos held my ass-cheeks wide apart. Even though it felt ungodly cold, there wasn't much pain involved, as the cryotherapy agent, administered at negative three hundred and twenty degrees Fahrenheit, immediately froze my skin.
Less than two minutes later, after a surprisingly drama-free application, Georgie removed the stencil from between my buttocks and the three women left me alone, bent over the desk.
By the time they had returned, I had composed myself, and was breathing normally. The crack of my ass, which had been the area selected to wear her permanent marking, felt cold but there wasn't much actual pain.
"This is my favorite part," Georgie said ominously, as the three of them sat on a medium sized sofa that faced the desk.
"Me too," Nikki added. "How long before the pain kicks in?"
Initially, Nikki's words made no sense to me, but as the burning sensation between my butt-cheeks began to intensify, I realized that the true discomfort was about to start. I tried not to give them the satisfaction of seeing me in distress, but at some point the pain became unbearable and I let out an anguished cry.
"There it is," Georgie said with a giggle, as the three of them sat upright on the sofa. "Showtime!"
For the next thirty minutes I writhed in agony, bent over at the waist across Georgie's desk, as my audience relished my abject misery. Tears were shed, bonds were struggled against, I even had an out of body experience, as I observed myself begging for pain medication. Georgie and her platinum blondes watched impassively throughout my entire ordeal, and seemed disappointed when my pain finally began to subside.
As soon as Georgie realized that my torment was over, she rose slowly from the sofa, her arousal clearly evident.
"Fetch a mirror, Nikki," Georgie ordered, as she approached me.
"It will be painful to the touch for a few days," Georgie said quietly, as she looked over her handiwork. "Try and keep it clean, and don't rub or scratch it. Do you have a bidet at home?"
While this initially seemed like a very strange question, bearing in mind that the European bathroom facility is a rarity in the United States, I caught on after Joelle untied my hands, and Nikki held the mirror over my asshole.
Glancing over my shoulder, I recoiled as I saw a horrific looking, bright-red welt that appeared to be growing, as it etched deeper into the layers of my skin. Perfectly centered between my buttocks, the raised scar which formed the words "Georgie's Toy" was still emanating a tremendous amount of heat, and I wondered how on earth I was going to wipe my ass.
"Dress the wound," Georgie said dispassionately, as Nikki and Joelle sprang into action.
The efficiency with which they applied the soothing balm to my tender ass, before covering the throbbing scar with a surgical dressing, suggested that they had done this before. A couple of minutes later, as the analgesic gel began to ease the pain, Nikki began to giggle.
"Oops, Joelle," she said in a girlish manner. "I think the numbing gel was supposed to go on before the brand."
Before I had a chance to reflect on how much less painful the procedure could have been, Georgie stepped forward and grabbed a fistful of my hair.
"My extraction agents can pick you up at any time," she told me. "I could have grabbed you late at night from the strip-club, or from your weekly chiropractic appointment in Corona Del Mar," she added, confirming that she had followed me before abducting me. "I chose to bring you in from the safety of your own well-protected home, having given you an hour's notice," she said quietly. "Just to show you that you cannot hide from me. If you do anything to suggest that you have not changed your ways, I will send you to Brazil and transform you into Petra. You will weigh one hundred and ten pounds by the time I am done feminizing you, and you will be sporting 38Ds. Understood?"
"Yes, Georgie," I squeaked, barely able to get the words out.
"Don't fuck up, Pete," she growled at me, as I looked up at her in submission. "If you so much as look at another innocent College co-ed, you will be a transgendered fuck-toy in the favelas of Rio. Now get this bitch out of my sight before I change my mind," she barked.
Georgie set me free that day, with a burning sensation emanating from my buttocks and a warning that I took to heart.
From that day forward, I was a changed man. Almost thirty years of using and abusing young women was behind me, and I ended up asking Olivia to move back in with me. It was more of a friendship than a relationship, as we never had much sex, but it demonstrated to the outside world that I had matured, and was no longer engaged in predatory behavior towards Newport Beach's young women.
Steven Baldwin died of a heart attack a few years later, and I attended the funeral, not to pay my respects, but so that I could see Jody. I knew that she hadn't married Baldwin out of love, and the instant we laid eyes on each other, our connection returned.
After the service, Jody and I took a walk around the grounds of the cemetery. Even though she was dressed demurely, in a black, exquisitely tailored suit, I felt like she was the most beautiful woman on the planet. I could feel our chemistry and the familiar, strong urge to possess her. As we chatted and caught up, time seemed to slow down, and by the time I walked her back to her black, stretch limousine, most of the other attendees had left the cemetery.
As inappropriate as the timing and location of our reunion was, after a prolonged embrace at the rear door of her limo, Jody rested her forehead against mine and told me that she loved me. For the first time since I had met this woman over twenty-five years ago, her words seemed genuine, rather than spoken in order to manipulate me.
Jody's driver, recognizing that we were at an emotional cross-roads, gave us some privacy, walking off amongst the graveyard head-stones, to smoke a cigarette. As soon as we were alone our lips grazed, the lightest of touches, yet conveying the deep desire that we harbored for each other. I inhaled her scent, the fresh, minty breath that Jody always seemed to possess, and the intoxicating aroma of her perfume, which caused my cock to stiffen immediately.
Our bodies were still pressed tightly together, as we were both reluctant to cease our lengthy embrace. As my erection grew in my pants, Jody gave me an agreeable smile, her blue eyes twinkling with delight, as she processed the effect she still had on me.
I have no idea where the time went, but as her limo driver milled around in the distance, Jody and I kissed, and whispered sweet nothings to each other. I was erect the entire time, my cock leaking copious amounts of pre-cum into my briefs, which just didn't happen to me anymore as I was in my early fifties.
"Take me home with you, Pete," Jody implored me, as the sun sank into the horizon, and the air chilled.
I wanted nothing more on earth, but Georgie had instilled such fear in me, that I called her first, to make sure that she was cool with it. Georgie and I still spoke occasionally, as I was one of the primary contributors to her female-empowerment charities, and she consented to my reunion with Jody.
Jody and I married shortly after Baldwin's passing, and have been in a relatively conflict-free relationship for the last ten years. Thanksgiving and Christmas can get a little awkward, as Jessie and her husband attend, and I still don't know if she ever told him about her days as my fuck-toy. Jody, for her part, forgave me for my treatment of her then teenage daughter.



Jody and I still fuck regularly, although our sex-life would be considered vanilla by today's youth. Regrettably, I haven't enjoyed a rim-job in well over a decade, the placement of my "Georgie's Toy" brand, right on my asshole, ensuring that no-one gets within two feet of my ass.
Occasionally I reminisce on my good fortune as a Trust Fund Baby, and I yearn for the good old days, where I would get my ass eaten on a regular basis. However, as tempting as it is to hire an escort for the evening to relive my glory days, the absurd placement of my brand, and my fear of Georgina Thompson keep me in line.



        The Bully Pt. 01

        I bullied the new kid at my school and it backfired badly.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-bully-pt-01

Title: The Bully Pt. 01

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: I bullied the new kid at my school and it backfired badly.

Tags: dominant man, cuckold, deflowering

Series: The Bully


Growing up in a chaotic, brutal family, I was always comfortable resorting to violence in order to resolve conflict. As a kid I got into a lot of fights, losing just as often as I won. I was large for my age and wasn't afraid to throw my weight around, which actually probably prevented a few fights from even happening.
When I was sixteen a new kid joined our High School. John was two months younger than me and I took an instant dislike to him. He was a good looking guy, and being a new student he always had girls around him. I was probably acting out of jealousy, but a couple of weeks after he joined the school I had a run in with him, and ended up kicking his ass. I was a couple of inches taller than him, and outweighed him by thirty pounds or so, in addition to having had the experience of being in multiple fights. Most of my class witnessed the beat-down, and after I walked away several girls helped him up and consoled him. After that day I picked on him relentlessly, kicking his ass several more times over the next year or so, although much of the time he just ran away.
My best friend Billy was a student at the local Karate Dojo, and informed me that John had started training there. I thought it was funny and would jump him from time to time, taunting him about his martial-arts training. Several months elapsed and the first thing I noticed was that John appeared taller. I wasn't sure if it was his improved posture, as his self-confidence increased, or if he had undergone a growth-spurt. However, having already established my physical superiority over him, he fled the scene whenever I chased after him.
I turned eighteen as a senior in High School, and being the proud owner of a used Honda Accord, started dating this girl in my class. Walela, or Lela as she preferred to be called, was a month older than me, a dark-skinned, black-haired beauty, who was a quarter Cherokee, a Native American Indian Tribe. We were both sexually inexperienced, having made out just a few times, despite spending much of our time together. As our relationship blossomed, Lela asked me if she could wear my Letterman Jacket to school. In the United States, this particular article of clothing is worn in High School and College to represent school and team pride. I had earned mine on the Lacrosse Team, and allowed Lela to wear it to school, to signify our status as a couple, which is a very common occurrence in High School.
I think most of us would agree that our first time being in love was special, but I fell especially hard for Lela and I knew that I would eventually marry her. In fact we talked about it on numerous occasions, and as our relationship progressed Lela used the promise of matrimony to highlight the importance of her virginity.
"That is the greatest gift that a woman can give a man," she told me on more than one occasion. "And I want you to take mine on our wedding night."
Much to my annoyance, Lela was also friends with John, and they were study partners as they were enrolled in some of the same advanced placement classes. Like most eighteen year old males, I possessed a jealous streak, and it often surfaced when Lela hung out with John. For her part, Lela seemed to enjoy my jealous outbursts, viewing them as affirmation of my love for her, and after a few months of us being a couple, she started to stoke my fire when it came to my feelings towards John. Lela would make random comments about John, knowing that they pissed me off. When she complimented his good manners, or his taste in clothing, I would immediately respond by getting angry, and Lela would get her much needed validation. I would react by taking it out on John whenever I saw the little punk, and Lela asked me to leave him alone on several occasions.
Of course, I ignored her, and continued to make John's life miserable, even going so far as to go over to his house and threaten him, while his parents weren't there. Shortly after Lela got her driver's license, she began to be a lot more independent, and started to spend even more time with John. I knew that they were just friends, but it still bugged me, and when Lela was invited to John's eighteenth birthday party, I tried to intervene. On the day of John's birthday, as she was getting ready, I allowed my jealousy to get the better of me.
"Lela, why do you hang out with that pussy?" I asked. "Everyone at school will think you guys are fucking, now that he is eighteen."
"We are just friends, Mark," Lela said quietly. "Although now that he is of legal age, maybe I will give him a blow-job for his birthday," she taunted me, fueling my jealousy.
"I don't want you to go tonight," I said firmly. "Stay home with me."
Lela was adamant that she was going to attend her friend's birthday party, and we ended up having a big argument about it. Once it became apparent that she was going, I stayed home, stewing in my juices as Lela took an Uber to John's house. Around eleven o'clock that night, she texted me to see if I could give her a ride home, and I drove over there to pick her up. When I arrived the front door was open so I let myself in, and followed the sound of music coming from the back yard. The party was winding down, with all of the under eighteens having left, and about six High School seniors remaining, two guys and four girls, including my girlfriend.
John and Lela were over by the fire pit, engrossed in conversation, and they didn't even know I had arrived. I had been wallowing in self-pity all evening, and as I saw them together my jealousy surfaced and before I knew it, I was consumed with rage. I approached them rapidly from behind, grabbed the first thing I could get my hands on, which happened to be a stainless-steel ice-bucket, and hit John as hard as I could on the back of the head. John fell forward and slumped to his knees, dazed and unable to defend himself. Taking advantage of his disorientation, I dropped the ice-bucket, and rained a few blows down on him, causing him to fall from his kneeling position to the ground. Lela was trying to get me to stop, but I pushed her away roughly, and she also stumbled to the ground. Grabbing John by the hair, I pulled him up onto his knees, and as he struggled to gain awareness of his surroundings, I threatened him.
"Did you get your birthday blow-job you little pussy?" I shouted at him, as the small gathering of High School students watched on, too fearful to intervene.
Emboldened by his lack of pushback, I threatened to make him suck my cock, and I pulled his face into my crotch and held it there. I didn't have any homosexual tendencies, and was only interested in humiliating John, but as I ground my crotch into his face, I developed an erection. As the High School seniors looked on, I made a big show of unzipping my jeans as I continued to threaten the kneeling, still-dazed man. I never made John blow me, but I did wipe my cock-head across his lips and nose, just to prove I could have. Lela was very pissed at me, and was quite vocal about it.
"Go home, Mark," she said firmly. "You are not welcome here. I will get an Uber later, after you have calmed down."
A few days went by, and as the story of my domination of John spread around the High School, it seemed to get exaggerated with every retelling. Random students would approach me and ask me if I had really butt-fucked John in front of his mom. It was ridiculous really, but I just nodded and confirmed every crazy rumor.
One night after Lela and John had been studying together over at her house, I intercepted the two of them as they walked to her car. Even as I approached John, with my fists clenched and my posture signifying my intended aggression, he seemed different. The first thing I noticed was that he was definitely taller. He had bulked up too, presumably from the physical demands of his martial-arts training. As I stormed up his driveway, he made no attempt to run from me, but rather stood his ground, adopting a basic defensive Karate stance. I immediately began to throw punches, and while I occasionally made contact, he managed to deflect most of them, and actually struck me a few times in the ribs and kidneys with his fist. Lela was screaming at us to stop fighting, and while I didn't feel like I was getting my ass kicked, I was quite relieved when the next-door neighbor came up to us and pulled us apart. I had expended a lot of energy with my ineffective strikes and was panting to get my breath as the neighbor stood between us.
"Let's go, Lela," I instructed my girlfriend. "I'll deal with you later, John," I added in a threatening manner.
"You leave, Mark," Lela said in a hushed tone. "What are you even doing here? We were just studying."
I didn't want my hatred of John to interfere with the relationship with my girlfriend, so I ended up leaving the scene, and heading home. Lela ignored my texts that night, although in the morning she allowed me to pick her up and run her to school which was our normal routine. When I got to school, I noticed the strange looks from a few of my classmates, and when I ran into my group of buddies, they informed me that word around the school was that John and I had got into a fight, and that he had got the better of me. Peer pressure is a very strong motivator when you are eighteen years old, and humiliated by the prospect that the majority of my school class believed that John had won our fight, I went gunning for him. I caught up with him at lunchtime, on the basketball courts, and even though our last encounter had been a close call, I challenged him to a fight.
John seemed very relaxed as I called him out, and as he removed his shirt, I questioned the wisdom of my decision. John had packed on at least twenty pounds over the last few months, most of it apparently muscle. Now that I could no longer rely on my brute strength and weight advantage to physically dominate him, I tried to use the element of surprise, swinging a wild punch, as he handed his shirt to one of his friends.
A sucker-punch is never the favored way to win a fist-fight, but I was going to do whatever it took to change the perception that John had kicked my ass. He had obviously taken his martial-arts training seriously, because not only did he block my punch, but as my energy was deflected to the side, he thrust his fist forward, and connected with a solid blow to my ribs. Gasping for breath, I lunged desperately at him, a move that he countered by stepping aside and elbowing me in the back of my head.
John thoroughly embarrassed me that day, easily beating my ass in front of most of our peers. He took his time too, pummeling me all over my upper body, until I was in tremendous pain, before sweeping my legs from under me. After I hit the floor, he kicked me a few times, his anger at having been bullied by me for so long, outweighing the self-restraint that martial-arts training instills in you.
Finally, in a considerable amount of pain, and under the relentless assault of his kicks, I pleaded for him to stop. It was the lowlight of my High School experience, and as I held onto his legs to prevent him from kicking me any more, John bent over and spat on me. Emboldened by the cheers from the crowd, who were witnessing the changing of the guard at our High School basketball courts, John grabbed me by the hair and bashed my face into the hard surface of the sports court, knocking me unconscious.
When I awoke, I was in hospital, and while my injuries were not life-changing, it was apparent to my entire High School that John had totally dominated me physically. On my return to school, I was treated much differently, while John's status was elevated to that of Alpha Male. I kept clear of him after my comprehensive beat-down, and while he never physically harmed me, John harassed me continuously, forcing me to change tables at lunchtime, or to move seats in the library, as soon he entered the room.
Lela and I were still dating, although she spent a lot of time with John too, even though she insisted that they were just friends. Lela and I had more opportunities to be alone as our parents gave us increased freedoms, now that we were both eighteen. Of course, being young teenagers, we used our alone-time to make-out, experimenting different ways to make each other feel good. Our minimal sexual interaction was always a fumbling affair, an almost pre-determined struggle between me, driven by my constant hard-on, pushing for more play, and Lela, driven by her desire to remain virtuous, resisting my increasingly aggressive advances.
One night, after an extended make-out session while my parents were both at work, we were both naked except for our underwear. Having been in this situation multiple times in the past, I knew the drill. Lela would resist my advances, and as I leaked a copious amount of pre-cum into my briefs, she would finally relent, and give me a handjob. Always a rushed affair, she would use baby oil as lubricant, clench her fist around the shaft of my cock, and allow me to fuck it, as if it were a pussy. I never lasted long, usually blowing my load across my bedsheets within a couple of minutes, as she lay there completely unfulfilled. In my defense, Lela never asked for any reciprocation, not that I would have had any clue how to provide it anyway. This went on for a few months, the cumulative frustration piling up as she rebuffed my requests for sex.
Occasionally Lela would allow me to dry-hump her, which was undoubtedly much more pleasurable for me, than for her. Clad only in our underwear, I would lay on top of her in the missionary position, and grind my pelvis furiously into hers, until I exploded in my briefs. The whole event typically lasted less than five minutes, after which I would roll over in abject embarrassment, unable to look her in the eye. Of course, being a man, I wanted more from Lela, and as I became more sexually frustrated, I got more aggressive. I always regretted it when I lost control of myself, and Lela began to avoid coming over when my parents weren't home. She also began to spend much more time with John.
John was very popular in High School, and having grown to well over six feet tall had no shortage of female admirers. Now eighteen years old, he began to experiment sexually, and just before we graduated he had slept with the majority of the High School Cheerleader squad, which consisted of the prettiest girls in the whole school. John and Lela still hung out, but they were just good friends, although I could tell that my girlfriend liked him, which pissed me off.
As the Winter Formal Dance approached, there was a palpable excitement around the High School. Letterman jackets were one way of demonstrating that you were in a couple, but as the most popular jocks seemed to have their Varsity Football jackets draped over the shoulders of a different cheerleader's shoulders each week, it wasn't recognized as any kind of long-term commitment. Attending the Winter Formal or the Prom as a couple, however, identified you as being paired up, and I was so excited for the student body to recognize Lela and I as being in a committed, long-term relationship.
We took a few pictures together about a week before the event, Lela looking angelic in her beautiful gown, even as it was quite demure. We had gone dress shopping together, and while I had encouraged her to show a little leg, or maybe put her pert breasts on show, she had chosen a very modest gown. Hanging loosely around her perfect body, it neither flattered or showcased her lithe, taut frame. Obscuring her breasts from view, with the hem falling just beneath the knees, it was the perfect way to signal her virtue, particularly when combined with her chastity ring. The final touch was the addition of tights, full-length pantyhose almost ensuring that her purity was intact after the dance.
It was well known that many High School Seniors lost their virginity at the two, school-sanctioned events. Despite the presence of chaperones, and the strict requirement that anyone under the age of eighteen leave the dance with a parent or guardian, the students who were considered adults in the eyes of the law, were free to come and go as they pleased. Predictably, this freedom led to the illicit consumption of alcohol and drugs in the numerous off-site parties. Held in hotel rooms in close proximity to the dance, these virtual love-nests were also the scene of many a young woman's first sexual encounter, and countless virginities were lost on the night of the Winter Formal.
Lela and I were both eighteen, and I had a credit card in my name. While the limit on my card was low, it was sufficient to rent a hotel room, and about a week before the dance, I called the Marriott and did just that. Requesting some fresh flowers to be installed in the room on the day of the event, and asking for a box of Godiva chocolates, Lela's favorites, to be left on the pillow, I was hoping that my thoughtful gesture might reap some rewards in the amorous department.
One night, a few days before the Winter Formal, Lela came over to my house so that we could study together. My mom was home so my girlfriend was comfortable hanging out in my room, as long as I left the door open. We were engrossed in our work when my mom came up the stairs and told me that she was running to Costco for a few things. The interaction between Lela and I had been non-sexual as we studied, but as soon as my mom left the house, I began to put the moves on my girlfriend. Lela resisted me as I wrestled her onto the bed, and even though our play-fighting began very innocently, once I was erect, all I could think about was busting a nut. Hoping to enjoy a dry-humping session, or maybe even a hand-job, I began to pester Lela for some release. For her part, she was adamant that this wasn't happening, and as my frustration grew, I lost my control.
Forcing her down on the bed, I managed to get the outer-layer of her clothes off, although I tore her shirt in the process. Once she was clad in just her bra and panties, I mounted her in the missionary position, and began to thrust into her, in the hope of a dry-hump release. By this time she was trying to fight me off, and I sustained some scratches in the process. I never considered the prospect that I had taken something from Lela without consent that day, my teenage frame of reference obscured by my overwhelming desire. However, as Lela resisted my advances, and continued to ask me to stop, I dry-humped her furiously, extracting my cock from my briefs shortly before I blew my load. Changing from dry-humping to masturbation, I ejaculated across her stomach, covering her bra with semen in the process. It was a tremendous orgasm on my part, mainly because it was the furthest I had ever gone with a woman. After I came, I rolled over onto my side, and as I decided how to voice my apology, Lela jumped off my bed, grabbed her clothes and ran downstairs in just her underwear. A few moments later I heard her car disappear down my parents' driveway, and the reality of what I had just done hit me.
Predictably, Lela ignored my texts, which began as a simple apology. However, as my remorse intensified, the texts turned into a justification of what had transpired, including a blow by blow account of the encounter.
The following morning, I was overcome with remorse, and as I read my texts from the previous night, I developed a pit in my stomach, as I realized that I had completely incriminated myself. To compound matters, my mom told me that my Letterman jacket had been left on our doorstep. It was a little disconcerting that she had returned it, but I figured when I saw her in person, I would patch things up with her. We often drove to school together, but she wouldn't respond to my texts on this particular day, so I drove alone. When I arrived at school, I headed straight for the lockers, both to store my excess books for the day, and as it served as the main area for socializing before class began. To my surprise, Lela was sat with John and a few of his football jock friends, and she was wearing his Letterman jacket. In the hyper-codified world of High School this could only mean one thing, and Lela was announcing her change of loyalties to the entire student body.



I was devastated when I saw their body language, as Lela was showing a far greater public display of affection than she ever had with me, appearing completely comfortable in the arms of her new man. Snuggled in close beside him, as he occasionally kissed her on the forehead, she seemed enraptured by him, and I exited the locker area feeling sick to my stomach. Of all the students in the school, John was the last guy I wanted to see Lela with, and I figured that she was just teaching me a lesson.
That day at school was one of my worst ever, as not only did I keep seeing them together, but all day I was bombarded with questions about whether or not we had broken up. After school I returned home disconsolately, wondering how long she was going to punish me for. I couldn't even face dinner, and ended up going to bed around eight o'clock, before enduring a restless and sleepless night.
Two days later, as the two of them appeared inseparable, I began to fear that I had lost her. John and Lela were all over Facebook, the social-media platform being one of the primary forms of communication for the kids in my school. Taking selfies together all over town, they presented a unified image of a happy couple. I tried not to look, but something drove me to log-in to Facebook regularly, and as I obsessed over my ex-girlfriend, I was looking at the website several times a day. Immediately after Lela coupled up with John, she began to dress a little less conservatively, exposing more skin and favoring shorter skirts and tighter tops that showcased her nice rack. She had a glow about her, a satisfied look on her face, as if she had found happiness.
On the night of the Winter Formal Dance I was sick to my stomach, my jealousy consuming me as I contemplated whether Lela would attend, and if she would be accompanied by John. I had already rented a tuxedo, and secured a room at the Marriott, and so was definitely going to attend, with or without Lela.
I stopped by the Marriott before the Formal to apply the finishing touches to the room. I had hoped to run into Lela at the dance, and convince her to come back to my hotel room. Ideally, my thoughtful gestures of the fresh flowers and the chocolates would go a long way towards making my apologies to her, but just to make sure, I scattered rose petals all over the bed. I had also procured an expensive bottle of Chardonnay, and I put this inside the mini-fridge. By the time I was done, the room looked beautiful, the perfect location for an intimate moment with Lela, assuming I could persuade her to come back with me.
It was with a certain amount of trepidation that I entered the Winter Formal. I was dreading seeing John, particularly if Lela was draped all over his arm, and I felt like an outsider, now that my status within the school had been diminished. I felt a sigh of relief as I scanned the room, as there was no sight of John.
I saw Lela first, attracting the attention of many of the partygoers as she entered the ballroom. She looked spectacular, glowing as she took in the admiring glances of the assembled teenagers. Her hair and make-up had been professionally done, and she looked much more worldly than usual. Even though she was wearing the same dress that we had purchased together, it had been extensively modified, and was no longer the demure, somewhat matronly outfit that she had modeled for me in the department store. The hem was much shorter now, several inches having been cut from its former knee-high length, so that it hung provocatively exposing her upper-thighs. She had taken the waist in too, the material clinging to her shapely hips and taut abdomen like a second skin. Lastly, the bust line had been lowered significantly, and she appeared to be wearing a push-up bra, which when combined with the dress alterations thrust her perky boobs skyward, and made her look decidedly available.
She walked with much more confidence too, under the admiring stares of most of the young men. Her high-heeled stilettos made her four inches taller, showcased her toned calves and served to make her seem far slimmer, her physical stature appearing almost model-like. We made eye-contact briefly, and Lela flashed me a smile, making no attempt to suppress her burgeoning self-confidence.
I hesitated briefly before I moved slowly towards her, just long enough to allow John to reach her first, his muscular upper body enveloping her, as they shared a tender kiss. Lela was completely engrossed in this young man, her eyes never leaving his as they enjoyed an extended, open-mouthed kiss. I didn't know where to look, feeling like a pervy voyeur as I took in their show of affection, but unable to avert my gaze.
As they came up for air, Lela extended her toned arm and John slipped a corsage over her slender wrist, the exquisite accessory matching his own boutonnière, which was pinned to the lapel of his jacket. This had the same affect as the Lettterman jacket, identifying her as his. Once they had declared themselves paired up, John led my ex-girlfriend to the dance floor, and they nestled in close, and began to gyrate together to the slow music. Their bodies were pressed closely together, which was going to attract the attention of the chaperones, if they kept it up. As Lela ran her fingers through John's hair, before resting her hand on the back of his neck, I noticed the absence of her purity ring. This was an absolute kick in the nuts for me, and with my head spinning I retreated to the bathroom. I was hyperventilating as I entered one of the stalls, and sat down on the toilet seat.
Under the assumption that Lela had removed it just before entering the dance to fuck with my head, I began to browse the pictures of the two of them, that I had stored on my iPhone. It was a real gut-punch when I realized that all of the pictures taken of the happy couple in the last few days, depicted my beautiful ex-girlfriend absent her symbol of purity. I didn't want to believe it at first, trying to convince myself that she had simply chosen to wear the ring on a necklace, or a bracelet. However, as I pored through dozens of photos of them, including several taken at a recent pool-party, I came to the conclusion that Lela had definitely stopped wearing it.
As I looked back at our shared memories, I saw the purity ring prominently displayed in every picture. By a process of elimination, I was able to establish the timeframe of Lela's decision to eschew wearing the symbol, and to my disgust, it coincided with the day after I forced her to accommodate my needs. I wasn't sure if she felt that she had become impure after I ejaculated on her breasts, or if she was signaling her intent to John, that she was available, but it was killing me.
I knew that I needed to get the hell out of there, but I didn't want to leave without talking to Lela, so I waited until John went to use the restroom, and then made my move. I only had a couple of minutes, so I used the time wisely, telling Lela that I loved her, and that I was very sorry for my past actions. The last thing I told her, as John approached was my room number at the Marriott.
I knew John wouldn't touch me at the dance, so I waited until the last second before I left Lela, making an impassioned plea for her to come to my room after the event. I left the Winter Formal immediately after that, and headed back to the Marriott.
On the off-chance that Lela would stop by later that night, I made the room as inviting as possible. Once I was satisfied that the hotel room was perfect, I sat in the leather recliner in the corner of the room, admiring the intimate setting. I had dimmed the lights, put on some sensual music and lit some scented candles. The room smelled heavenly, the candles combining with the rose petals to make it a very alluring environment in which to seduce someone.
Nearly three hours later there was a soft tap on the door. After I asked who was there, Lela responded.
"It's me, silly. Open up."
As I opened the door John and Lela practically fell into the hotel suite, their intoxication apparent as they giggled at some hidden joke. Lela was still wearing her modified formal dress, but had draped John's Letterman jacket over her shoulders to keep her warm. I went to voice my objection to his presence, but before I even got the words out, John punched me hard in the stomach, causing me to fall to my knees, gasping for breath.
"Stay on your knees, you fucking pussy," John said aggressively, his testosterone level clearly elevated by the alcohol that was evident on his breath, and his close proximity to my beloved ex-girlfriend. "Lela told me that you forced yourself on her."
"Lela," I pleaded, "tell John the truth. I got caught up in the moment and apologized immediately after. We didn't have sex."
"I read your texts you asshole," John said aggressively. "What you did to Lela was sexual assault. If she decides to go to the authorities, you will be in big trouble."
Initially I assumed that the presence of John in my hotel room had been a spur of the moment decision. Maybe Lela had just told him about the day that I got caught up in the moment, and ejaculated on her stomach and bra. However, as he towered threateningly over me and produced a set of stainless-steel handcuffs, I realized that it had been completely premeditated.
As a fan of documentaries, I had seen my fair share of shows on the Discovery channel about being kidnapped. The common thread, the central piece of advice, was to avoid escalation of your situation. Force the kidnappers to deal with you right now, on your terms. If you were on the street, resist getting into a car. If your movements were unencumbered, resist being tied up. According to all of the expert advice, the threat could best be addressed with your defense mechanisms intact, and this included the use of your hands. Armed with this knowledge, I made it very clear to John that there was no way I was going to allow him to restrain me, and I held my hands wide-apart in front of me, in defiance.
"Put your hands behind your back, Mark," he said in a threatening manner. "I am only going to ask you once."
I glanced nervously at Lela, who seemed to be thoroughly enjoying John's domination of me.
"Do as he says, Mark," she added softly. "You know he will beat your ass if you disrespect him in any way."
Shaking my head from side to side, thereby conveying my intent to resist being bound, I decided to get up from my knees. I knew I had a better chance of holding him off and getting some help from the hotel employees if I was on my feet. John anticipated my move, however, and wrapping one of the steel bracelets around his knuckles, punched me hard on the side of the head. The strike knocked me to the floor, completely disorienting me, and as I lay there in a daze, he stood over me.
"Strip," he ordered.
I knew that John had the capacity to resort to extreme violence, after all he had slammed my head into the concrete and knocked me unconscious during a previous fight. For this reason I obeyed him immediately, and he let out a sneer and called me a pussy in a very disparaging tone. I was trembling as I disrobed, partly at the embarrassment of being naked in front of another man, and partly from the adrenaline of being physically abused. To make matters worse, I had a very visible erection. Developed as I waited patiently for the arrival of my ex-girlfriend, it jutted from between my legs, giving the two of them the impression that I was getting off on being dominated.
After I was naked, John cocked his fist as if he was going to strike me again. At that point my fear was in control of my actions, and as Lela looked on in amusement, I begged John for mercy. With my compliance now secured, he told me to lay on my stomach on the floor, and put both hands behind my back. When I heard the click of the handcuffs being tightened around my wrists, my level of fear elevated significantly. I was now rendered completely helpless, unable to defend myself in any way in the event that John decided that he wanted to pummel me more. A couple of kicks in the ribs later and I was writhing in pain, and struggling to breathe. Throughout my ordeal, Lela watched on dispassionately, her lack of empathy astonishing to me, considering the amount of time we had been a couple.
Once I was incapacitated, John dragged me roughly from the floor, and forced me to kneel right next to the bed. He gave me one hard, back-handed, bitch-slap, just to let me know who was in charge, and then he approached Lela. After removing his Letterman jacket from her shoulders, he draped it over the back of a chair, and then sat on the bed, about two feet from me. Lela made no attempt to hide her arousal at his dominance of me, and hopped onto his lap and straddled him. As I watched on disconsolately, Lela and John made out, their passion evident as they french-kissed and he openly fondled my girl. She had always rebuffed my amorous overtones, but presumably under the effect of the alcohol, Lela seemed very receptive to John's aggressive sexual behavior.
As his hands roamed over her young, lithe form, I willed my erection away, to no avail. It was humiliating enough to be forced to witness their intimate encounter naked and on my knees, but to appear excited by the visual made me look like a cuckold pussy. The two of them soon forgot about me, and John's wandering hands appeared to have induced a favorable reaction from Lela, as she began to quietly moan. John's hands disappeared under the base of Lela's formal gown, and as he raised the hem, I was treated to a glimpse of the garter-belt that she had elected to wear instead of the panty-hose that acted as an additional barrier against unwanted sexual advances. I had only ever seen such a provocative item of lingerie in porno movies, and was captivated by the silk and lace straps that attached to the top of her stockings.
As they kissed and dry-humped in front of me, Lela was getting increasingly aroused, and made no attempt to slow John's advances as he unfastened the rear of her bodice. Slipping the gown down over her shoulders, he deftly undid the clasp on her bra, causing it to fall away from her body, thereby exposing her pert breasts. While I was enthralled to finally see her naked boobs, the circumstances under which the unveiling took place was not ideal, as I knelt before her, physically restrained. John was on a roll now, helping Lela to ease out of her formal gown as he continued to kiss her passionately. She offered him zero resistance as he brushed his fingertips gently across her nipple, which stiffened almost immediately under his touch. Even though my principal emotion was jealousy as my nemesis kissed and felt-up my ex-girlfriend, it was accompanied by a touch of admiration for his moves.
It goes without saying that John had much more sexual experience than me, but in spite of his reputation as a lothario, he possessed a skillful touch when it came to the ladies. Lela was certainly responding favorably to his caresses, moaning quietly as he toyed with her fully-erect nipples. I could see some other physiological responses from Lela as John increased her level of arousal. In addition to both of her nipples standing upright, her breathing was labored and her face was flushed. I had never induced such physical reactions from her, as I had always focused on my pleasure, during our brief encounters. As I watched him tease my ex, I wondered how many of the Varsity Cheerleading Squad had moaned and writhed under his touch. I know he had fucked most of them, although that certainly wasn't going to happen today, with this virtuous young woman. Most of the bimbo Cheerleaders were sluts anyway, I mused. John's tender, yet obviously orchestrated seduction may work on them, but any second now Lela is going to put the brakes on him. When he lowered his lips to her left breast, she arched her back and let out a satisfied whimper, which was a clear signal that she consented to his actions, and the exact opposite reaction that I expected of her.
"Oh, that feels good, John," Lela whispered, as she placed her hand on the back of his head, thereby encouraging him.
Emboldened by her positive affirmation, John sucked lewdly on her nipples, nibbling them occasionally which elicited an even more favorable response from Lela. I am not sure if John was taking his time because he was thoroughly enjoying rubbing my face in it, or if women responded better to a slow, measured touch. However, at some point Lela was ready to move to the next step, and she lowered one of her dainty hands into his crotch, and began to rake her nails across his presumably erect cock.
To say I was shocked by her bold move would have been an understatement. Despite our months together, after we both turned eighteen Lela and I had only engaged in heavy-petting, and the occasional hand-job. However, she never initiated any sexual behavior and only responded to my sustained advances after I effectively wore her down. Now, after half an hour of John's skillful caresses, she was willingly stroking his cock, albeit through his pants. He gave me a self-congratulatory smirk before addressing my beautiful ex.
"Did you buy the Rabbit, as I instructed?" he asked cheerfully, as I pondered why the fuck he would ask her to purchase a domestic pet.
"Yes, John," Lela responded quietly, her shyness surfacing once more. "It's in my purse."
"Good girl," he said in a condescending manner. "Fetch it."
I could see how he was exerting his control over her, and as she hopped from his lap, we both admired her tight little ass. Clad only in her panties, garter-belt and stockings, she looked very alluring as she walked over to her purse. Her self-confidence was increasing as John devoured her with his eyes, and as she returned with a gift bag from Spencer Gifts, she was positively glowing. I shuffled uncomfortably on my knees as Lela opened the bag and produced a brand-new, still wrapped, personal massager.
"Good girl, you resisted the temptation to try it out," John said enthusiastically. "Unwrap it."
Lela tore the massager from its packaging, and began to insert the batteries after some brief instructions from John on how to open the latex object. He had obviously had some previous experience with this device, and I wondered how many women had purchased one, at his behest. Once the massager was ready for use, John spoke firmly.
"Kneel on the bed, Lela," he ordered her. "Face your ex-boyfriend."
John tossed the discarded packaging towards me, where it landed in a crumpled pile at my knees. The words "Rabbit Personal Massager," were clearly visible on the front of the brightly colored cardboard, and I could also see the words "Vibrating Sex Toy," on the instructions that were inside the plastic. The picture showed an oversized, realistic, life-like phallus, complete with a veiny shaft, and an exposed glans, mimicking a circumcised cock.
I had never witnessed a woman masturbating, but despite her compromising position, being asked to pleasure herself in front of two men, Lela offered him no resistance. As she knelt on the bed, I could see that she was in an elevated state of arousal, and the crotch of her silk panties were visibly damp.
"Ok," John said, taking control of my ex-girlfriend. "Turn it onto the lowest setting to start with. Touch the tip of the Rabbit lightly against your clitoris, and see how it feels."
Lela jumped reflexively at the first contact with the oscillating phallic symbol, and I heard her let out an audible gasp, a few moments later. John watched her admiringly for a few moments, and then lowered his lips to her nipple and began to gently bite it. I knew that this wasn't Lela's first orgasm. We had talked about masturbating openly, after she joined the Celibacy Club and began to wear her purity ring. At one point it looked like this would be my only sexual option, although after several weeks of dating, she relented and gave me the occasional hand-job. Lela told me that she masturbated very infrequently, in the bath-tub using the portable shower head attachment. However, the combination of the lack of privacy, and the guilt that her Catholic upbringing made her feel after the abominable act, ensured that her self-pleasure sessions were quite rare, and limited to one quick release. I had never even tried to pleasure her, let alone help her achieve an orgasm, so as John teased her erect nipples, she was in uncharted territory.



"Increase the speed one notch," John said quietly, as he briefly removed his lips from her nipple.
Obediently, Lela turned the end of the massager to the right, thereby increasing the intensity of the oscillations, and let out a whimper of pleasure. John moved to the side of the bed, so that he was standing slightly behind her, and began to nibble her earlobe.
"How does that feel baby?" he asked her, as she closed her eyes. "Are you getting close?"
Lela nodded briefly, and this prompted John to start to kiss the back of her neck. At the time I had no clue about erogenous zones, but John's prior experience had taught him that women responded favorably to this. As he kissed and nibbled her nape, he extended both hands around to her front, and began to lightly flick her nipples, using his thumb and forefinger. This caused Lela to jump again, and her eyes opened widely.
"Oh John, that feels amazing," she whispered, as I saw her stomach muscles tighten. "I am close."
"Has Mark ever made you orgasm?" John asked, the self-satisfaction evident in his voice as he already knew the answer to this.
"No," Lela said quietly, through her labored breathing. "We dry-humped a few times but it wasn't pleasurable for me. He always blew his wad in his undies before I got warmed up."
While Lela hadn't spoken any material untruths, hearing it verbalized in front of another man was emasculating to say the least.
"You might want to watch this then, Mark," John said with a chuckle. "Lela's first orgasm with a man."
A few moments later, under the sustained stimulation of the vibrating sex-toy, and John's skillful touches, Lela tensed up and exploded into a very vocal climax. As soon as she had her release, she reflexively dropped the vibrator onto the bed, her shame surfacing to combat her pleasure.
"Lower the speed and put it back on your clit," John instructed her firmly. 'It will feel even better the second time."
Lela looked over her shoulder at him, and as he calmly told her to follow his lead, she picked up the oscillating phallus, reduced its speed, and touched the end of it lightly against her clitoris. Lela's lips parted and her mouth gaped open, as she processed the latest set of feelings. Within moments, she began to breathe hard, and as John continued to tease her breasts, she climaxed for the second time. The second orgasm was clearly more pleasurable than the first, and Lela writhed around in apparent ecstasy as she quivered under the sustained stimulation. John brought my ex-girlfriend to climax five times as I watched on in absolute misery, shuffling uncomfortably on my knees, as I dripped pre-cum onto the floor of the hotel room. When Lela was done, she rolled over onto the bed, giggling like a schoolgirl, and babbling excitedly about her experience.
"Oh my God. That was incredible," she gushed. "I have never experienced anything quite like that."
"You look so sexy when you orgasm, baby," John said sweetly. "Take five and then I want to try something new."
His words, framed as they were as an assumptive close, were a real kick in the nuts to me as I knelt in front of them. It was apparent, that having taken my ex-girlfriend to new heights sexually, John now expected reciprocation. I had no clue what form this would take, although I had no doubt that Lela would not accommodate his desires, if they involved much more than a hand-job. Once Lela signaled that she had composed herself, John told her to stand. As if in a trance she obeyed him immediately, getting to her feet right in front of the bed, wearing just her garter-belt, stockings, and her visibly wet panties.
"I see you put your panties on last," he said. "The way I instructed you."
"Yes, John," Lela whispered. "I dressed exactly the way you told me to."
"Good girl," he said cheerfully. "You are a quick study, Lela. I like that."
As I absorbed the fact that not only was this encounter completely pre-meditated, but that my ex-girlfriend had allowed this arrogant prick to tell her exactly what to wear, and had even obeyed his direction as to the order in which to put it on. At that point in my sheltered life, I didn't know why it even made a difference, although I was just about to learn.
"Do you understand why the panties go on last?" John asked her, as her face reddened.
"Yes," Lela said quietly, her embarrassment at being put on the spot now evident.
"Explain," John said, ratcheting his level of control up a notch.
"It makes sense for the panties to go on after the garter-belt is secured to the stockings," she whispered.
"Embellish," he said, continuing his mono-syllabic interrogation.
"If a man wishes to make love to me while I wear the garter-belt, the panties can be removed easily if they go on last," she added shyly.
"A man?' he asked aggressively. "A man?"
"You, John," she stammered reflexively. "If you want to make love to me this way, I can remove my panties easily for you."
"Exactly," he said confidently, reveling in his control of her. "Let's put that theory to the test. Remove your panties Lela."
I knew Lela to be a virtuous, guilt-ridden, young woman, and fully expected her to decline his request. However, as John relaxed on the King Size bed, Lela flashed him a broad smile and began to slowly lower her panties.
"Work it," he encouraged her. "Nice and slow. I want Mark to see exactly what he is missing."
I don't know quite how much pleasure John had given Lela during her five-orgasm session, but she was apparently sufficiently enamored with him, to want to offer him some reciprocation. Wiggling her ass seductively, as she slid the silky panties down her toned, freshly-waxed legs, she continued to beam at him, until her underwear were on the floor.
"Show Mark the crotch of your panties," he instructed her. "Let him see how wet you are."
With the alcohol still dimming her inhibitions, Lela walked to where I was kneeling, and extended her hand towards my face, until the crotch of her panties were under my nose. Slick with her vaginal secretions, the liner was soaked, and a strong odor of arousal emanated from both the soiled garment, and her clean-shaven pussy, which I had never seen before.
"Make him hold them," John ordered. "Until we are finished."
This was a bit of a stretch since my hands were currently handcuffed behind my back, but Lela, in an attempt to follow John's instructions, made an executive decision, and hung the wet panties over the tip of my cock-head.
"That is the closest you will ever get to my teenage pussy," she said cruelly, as John burst into laughter.
Once the silk panties were draped over my cock-head, my erection throbbed and danced between my legs, the lewd visual and the caress of the silk conspiring to make me want to have my own orgasm. John shot me another look of derision and then issued his next directive.
"Get up on the bed, Lela," he said quietly. "On all fours. Face your ex."
Once again, without any trace of pushback, Lela climbed onto the King Size bed, got into the doggy-style position, and waited there passively. The look of desire was back on her face, and I knew that if I didn't intervene, John was going to fuck her right in front of me.
"Lela," I pleaded. "Don't do this. If not for me, for the sake of your family and your commitment to God. Please."
Before I could get much more than one impassioned plea out, John was upon me. He struck me once in the solar plexus, which had the desired effect of shutting me up, as I doubled over and fell onto the floor, gasping for breath. With my hands secured behind my back, it was almost impossible to get enough oxygen into my lungs, and I began to panic as I couldn't breathe.
"Relax, just breathe," John said quietly, his calm tone working to dispel some of my fear, and allowing me to regain control of my breathing.
A few moments later, with my oxygen deprivation subsiding, John dragged me roughly to my knees and pulled Lela's panties from the tip of my cock. Wadding them into a small ball, he inserted them into my mouth, which was wide open in an attempt to inhale as much oxygen as possible.
"Be quiet, Mark," he ordered me. "I want you to witness this."
As I adjusted my breathing to utilize my nostrils instead of my mouth, John walked over to where Lela was positioned on all fours.
"This is the position, Lela" he began authoritatively. "When I tell you to assume the position, this is what I expect. Just a few minor adjustments," he added.
As Lela waited submissively on the hotel bed, John began to make his adjustments. Picking up the latex phallus, he began to use it to slightly alter her position. Tapping the vibrator between her inner-thighs, he widened her stance slightly, which served to make her look even more available for his use.
"Arch your back," he instructed, as he arranged her long black hair so that it cascaded down her tail end.
"Head back," he intoned, as she raised her eyes to the ceiling, and her hair fell closer to the top of her buttocks.
I heard the Rabbit fire up, and John placed the vibrating massager on the base of her spine, just above her ass-cheeks.
"Lower here," he ordered, pressing the vibrator into her flesh.
Lela adjusted her position slightly, the arch in her back becoming more pronounced as she did so, which in turn raised her ass further into the air.
"That is it," he said proudly. "Perfect. Good girl."
John made Lela hold the position for several seconds, as if he was trying to etch it into her muscle memory. I thought it was unnecessarily humiliating to exert that level of control over her, but judging by the vaginal secretions that were now evident on her labia and inner-thighs, Lela was loving being dominated. John traced the latex phallus slowly up her back, the vibrations seemingly arousing Lela even as the toy was nowhere near her clitoris. When he reached the base of her skull, he held it there and she closed her eyes under the stimulation. After a few seconds, which he appeared to use to gauge her reaction to the touch of the Rabbit on different areas of her body, he traced the vibrator slowly over her shoulder, coming to rest on the side of her neck. I knew where he was heading, even as he moved the vibrator tantalizingly slowly towards her face. It dawned on her too, her innocence having shielded her from any lewd ideas until they were actually presented to her. As the phallus rounded her chin and approached her bottom lip, he informed her of his expectations.
"Suck," he instructed, as her lips involuntarily parted, and he switched the vibrator off.
It should have been a very sensual and erotic sight for me to witness Lola slowly get robbed of her innocence, piece by piece. However, as the loss of virtue was being inflicted by another man, for me it was tempered with abject jealousy. As I knelt there with her wet panties in my mouth, Lela opened her lips, and began to suck on the latex phallus. It was the efforts of a novice, of course, but administered with unbridled enthusiasm, that John seemed to appreciate. As she bobbed up and down on the penis-shaped sex-toy, John offered her some helpful hints, and a few minutes later, having slowed her pace considerably, Lela began to give her loving, tender, rendition of a blow-job. Using the oversized life-like phallus, John patiently walked Lela through the finer arts of oral-sex, including frenulum stimulation, and glans-worship.
"We will save deep-throating until you have a little more experience," he said quietly, as I looked on in disgust.
Once she had sucked and licked the phallus for several minutes, he withdrew it from her mouth, and switched it back on. Moving it slowly down her neck, he then dragged it under her until it brushed against her breast, as it hung beneath her. I had to hand it to the guy, he had definitely kept her engaged the entire time that he teased her, skillfully using anticipation to heighten her arousal.
John teased Lela's tits incessantly, as she writhed under the sustained stimulation of the vibrating phallus across her nipples and areolas. I thought at one point he was going to make her orgasm just through his soft caresses using the vibrator, but inexplicably, each time she approached her release, he withdrew the sex-toy from her breasts. With my limited sexual experience, this made no sense to me, but the coin dropped when Lela turned her head towards him, and practically begged him to take her over the edge. It was tough to hear the desperation in her voice as she made her plea.
"John, please," she whispered. "Let me have another orgasm. I will give you anything you desire in return."
John looked at me for my reaction as Lela offered herself up to him, and I lowered my eyes to the floor, unable to meet his gaze. I heard her gasp, which drew my attention, and I watched on jealously as he traced the vibrating phallus across her stomach and towards her leaking pussy. Lela was still assuming the position, and this caused her juices to run down her inner-thighs towards her knees, as she held herself up in the doggy-style pose. She let out another whimper, as the phallus brushed across the outer lips of her labia, and I watched as she tried to force herself against the vibrator.
John climbed onto the bed, and laying on his back, scooted beneath Lela so that his face was directly beneath her pussy. Once he was in position, he began to toy with her clitoris, using the tip of the oscillating phallus. After spreading her labia apart with one hand, he stimulated her sensitive button until she had another powerful orgasm, which was followed almost immediately by a second explosion. It seemed as if John was trying to create as much goodwill as possible between them, to indebt her to him so thoroughly that it would have been rude for her not to eventually offer reciprocation. As she hovered just above his face, wobbling unsteadily on all fours as she struggled to support her own body under the relentless assault of stimulation, John raised his lips to her sex, and tenderly licked her clitoris. This new assault induced a whole host of other reactions from my girl, and she simultaneously let out a whimper of pleasure, and lowered her head so that she could watch him eat her out. I had only seen this in porn movies, and it was normally depicted as a forceful aggressive act, one in which a man pushed his face deep between a woman's legs while she wrapped her thighs around his head.
John by contrast, fully extended his tongue and lapped away at her pleasure button with short strokes, the way a kitten drinks milk. Once he had locked on to the clitoris, he released his hand from her labia, picked up the Rabbit vibrator, and rested it against Lela's rosebud.
"Oh fuck, I am close," Lela whimpered, as her legs began to tremble.
As I watched on in awe, John took my girl to three more climaxes before she finally cried out that she needed a break. John ceased the stimulation, emerged from beneath her, kissed her on the forehead and spoke softly.
"Relax for a few minutes, baby. I need to shower," he said as he headed for the bathroom door.
I could tell by the way that her gaze followed his every move that she had already fallen for him. As he slowly disrobed in the doorway, his chiseled torso came into view, his abdomen toned from countless hours in the dojo. Lowering his briefs exposed a very large cock, which was still hard from Lela's earlier attentions. I heard the shower start up and the enclosure door close.
John had left the keys to my handcuffs on the bedside table and as he showered I begged Lela to release me, my garbled words making absolutely no sense as I tried to speak with her panties wadded in my mouth. At one point, she picked up the keys and waved them at me.
"If I unhook you, you won't get to watch me lose my virginity," she whispered softly, as I pleaded with my eyes for release. "You can hold this though," she said with a giggle as she brandished her purity ring.
As soon as Lela realized that I had no way to hold it, other than behind my back, she changed tact.
"I want to see my purity ring as I lose my cherry," she taunted me.
Improvising as she went, she grabbed her corsage and attached it to my cock using the elasticated wrist band. Once it was secure, she dropped her purity ring into the center of the large pink rose that adorned the corsage, so that it was on display for the three of us.
A few minutes later, John emerged from the shower, with just a towel around his waist. As he stood in the doorway, he smirked at me, and beckoned Lela with a simple command. She arose from the bed, still wearing her garter-belt and stockings and walked seductively towards him. When she reached him, she raised her head to meet his lips, and their chemistry was palpable as they french-kissed. It was her turn for wandering hands now, as she traced her manicured fingertips across his muscular, clean-shaved chest. As they made out, his erection began to tent in the towel, until it won its battle to escape the confines of the cotton restraint, and the head of it emerged, glistening with pre-cum. John broke their tender embrace, leaned into Lela's ear, and whispered something inaudible to me. Lela looked up at him, nodded her head agreeably, and slowly sank to her knees. Lela was my dream girl, and to see her kneeling before my nemesis, in her matching lingerie, was a real kick in the nuts. Positioned as she was with her back to me, all I could see was her long black hair falling down her back, and her tight little ass, perfectly framed by the straps of her garter-belt.
I had fantasized about Lela's first blow-job ever since she had turned eighteen, hoping that the familial pressure heaped upon her as a devout Catholic, would drive her to seek alternative ways to pleasure me, as she sought to avoid the shame of pregnancy. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that she would be on her knees in front of another man, as I watched her suck her first cock. Tentatively at first, she lowered her head to take him between her lips. However, emboldened by his whimper of pleasure, Lela's efforts became more focused. John enjoyed my girl's lips around his cock-head for several minutes, offering her words of encouragement, before turning to his side, so that I had a better view.
Over the course of the next few minutes, Lela mirrored her previous actions on the phallus, running through her tutorial with the eagerness of a student looking for positive affirmation. John gave her this much needed feedback, moaning and whimpering as she blew him. It was a disgusting sight for me to have to witness, but despite my frustration and jealousy, my body betrayed me, and my cock remained rock-hard the whole time. John kept Lela on her knees for an extended time, as I watched on helplessly, in despair. After several minutes, he put one hand under her chin and she released her hold on his cock, and raised her head to meet his gaze. Lela seemed enraptured by this man as she knelt before him looking up at him in adoration.
"On the bed," John instructed her. "On your back."
Lela obeyed him without hesitation, and once she was in his desired position, she propped her head up with a couple of pillows. I couldn't verbalize my objection, with Lela's wet panties wedged in my mouth, but shook my head furiously from side to side, in an attempt to jolt Lela out of her trance. Her body language was in complete contrast to the way she was with me, her legs splayed wide open as if to welcome John to possess her, instead of crossing her ankles the way she did whenever we were on my bed. As he climbed on to the bed, I realized that this was going to happen. John was going to take my girl's cherry, right in front of my eyes.
"Take one last look at my chastity ring, Mark," she taunted. "Another man is about to deflower me."



Once I had absorbed and processed this reality, my focus changed from trying to stop it, to making sure it was safe. Scanning the side tables I was aware that there was no sign of a condom, and with my sexual experience limited to our High School's SRE classes, I knew that this was a requirement for safe sex. The Sex and Relationship Education classes, or SRE classes as they were commonly referred to, had pretty much given up on the promotion of celibacy, and had evolved to focus on the importance of birth-control. The "wear a condom" message was drummed into us constantly, and so I was very confused when John lowered himself on top of my girl, and positioned the tip of his unsheathed cock, right at the entrance to Lela's pussy.
"Are you sure you are ready for this, Lela?" John asked with affected concern.
"I have never wanted anything more," Lela whispered, as she put her manicured hands on his muscular buttocks, and pulled him into her.
She let out a slight cry of discomfort as he tore through her hymen, but this was quickly replaced with a satisfied moan, as John got balls-deep inside her. Watching my girl getting impaled by another man was an awful thing to have to witness, but it also set a completely unrealistic expectation for my first sexual encounter. As I watched him drive into her with deep, rhythmic strokes, I imagined that this was how the first time was for everyone. Months later, when I finally got my turn with Lela, I erupted within seconds of entering her well-used pussy, leaving her high and dry, and completely unfulfilled. John pounded Lela for several minutes, before he withdrew his erect cock from her previously-virginal snatch. There were specks of blood visible on his cock-head and shaft, but other than that, Lela appeared to have survived the loss of her purity.
"Assume the position," John instructed her, as Lela immediately got up on to her hands and knees. "Face your ex."
John watched in admiration as Lela made some minor adjustments to her position, arching her back and elevating her ass, exactly the way he had taught her. Once she was ready, she waited silently for his approval, desire written all over her face as she avoided my gaze.
"Perfect, Lela," he said quietly. "Good girl."
John climbed onto the bed behind Lela, and once he was kneeling behind her, he entered her from behind. Lela's eyes widened as John eased his way inside her tight pussy, and when he was finally balls-deep, she let out an audible gasp.
"Are you ok, baby?" John asked.
Lela nodded her head to affirm that she was comfortable, and after giving me a quick smirk, John started to fuck her from behind. This visual was even worse than the last, as I could see the delight on their faces as they copulated. Lela was apparently experiencing some profound pleasure, as a broad smile appeared across her face and her eyes half-closed in ecstasy. John, by contrast, was all business, pounding rhythmically into my dream girl as he looked at me with disdain. I could hear squishing sounds emanating from her pussy as she self-lubricated, and after a few minutes, the scent of her arousal began to permeate the hotel room. Once she was on the boil, John reached down to the bed and picked up the Rabbit vibrator. Lela's eyes opened wide the second that the oscillating phallus touched her clitoris, and she let out a whimper of delight.
I don't know if it was because she was more comfortable with John, or if being fucked like a dog is even more pleasurable than the previous sexual stimulation, but Lela reached her climax with much more alacrity in this new position. To my horror, she cried out John's name as she stiffened up, and then enjoyed a tremendous orgasm all over his cock. Her eyes were glazed as she climaxed, and it was obvious to me that I no longer existed in her universe. After Lela came, John removed the vibrator from her clitoris, and allowed her a brief moment of recuperation.
"Again?" he asked my girl.
"Yes, John" Lela responded enthusiastically. "Please. Make me come again. Please."
As emasculating as it was to watch another man fuck my girl, it was ten times worse to hear her beg him for another orgasm. John smirked at me again, before touching the tip of the Rabbit on her clitoris, which caused her to jump involuntarily before letting out a satisfied moan. Lela reached her second orgasm rapidly, throwing her head back as he took her over the edge. They both seemed to be thoroughly enjoying themselves, in contrast to my state of abject misery, as I shuffled around uncomfortably on my knees, the steel handcuffs beginning to bite into my skin, as they held my hands tightly behind my back.
John fucked Lela into oblivion that night, his stamina, honed from boning the entire Cheerleading Squad, on display as he pounded into her relentlessly. Lela threw the towel in first, professing her love for him before she assured him that she was totally satisfied, and was ready for his release.
Once again, my mind turned to the practicalities of his orgasm, and the fact that he was not wearing a condom. Lela would be in a world of trouble if she got pregnant before getting married. In addition to her family probably disowning her, she would be shamed in the community, and effectively ex-communicated from the Catholic Church, that was central to her life. Of course, with Lela's panties acting as a very effective gag, I was unable to voice any of my concerns, and they merely floated around inside my head, filling me with dread at the potential outcome if this asshole blew his wad inside my girl. John had apparently faced this dilemma before, because just before he came he issued his last directive.
"Arch your back. Head up," he said firmly, as Lela adjusted her position to accommodate him.
John waited until the last second before he withdrew his large cock from her vaginal cavity, and then with a guttural roar, he blew his load all over Lela's lower back and ass, coating her long, black hair with his ejaculate in the process. Lela seemed equally lost in the moment, as she wiggled her ass seductively while he coated it with his semen.
"Come all over me, baby," Lela said in a slutty rasp, which seemed an appropriate tone for her, having just shed her virtue.
John blew several thick ropes of ejaculate into Lela's silky, black hair, before he finally stopped emptying his nuts.
"Watch this, Lela," he said, as he got off the bed and approached me.
I cowered instinctively, fearing that he was going to hit me again. Prior to our last showdown, I had bullied John mercilessly, using him as a very public punch-bag, all over our school. Fortunately for me, John wasn't interested in physical retribution, but rather seemed to enjoy humiliating me. John told me to remain silent, and then removed Lela's panties from my mouth. He wiped his cock clean of their combined juices using the tiny, silk garment, before inserting the now quite disgusting undies, back into my mouth. Lela seemed thrilled with this latest demeaning act, and climbed slowly off the bed to embrace him. After a few tender kisses, they entered the hotel bathroom and I heard them run a bath. I am not sure how long they left me there, naked and on my knees, with my ex-girlfriend's soiled panties wadded up in my mouth, but my knees and wrists ached by the time the finally emerged.
Lela had a glass of wine in her hand, so I can only assume that John had opened up the expensive bottle that I had bought for the evening. Her intoxication was still evident, and she had a serious look on her face as John tried to coerce her into something.
"Baby, of course I want to make you happy," Lela said, looking quite worried. "It's just that I heard anal-sex really hurts."
"Who told you that?" he asked gently. "It will be painless if I go real slow, and use lots of lube. I can stop immediately if it hurts."
Lela seemed on the brink of acquiescing to his request to butt-fuck her, and I began to object strenuously to the notion. Lela made eye-contact with me, saw the look on my face and decided against it.
"No, John, I am just not ready for anal, yet," Lela said quietly. "Although I want you to be my first when I am."
"How about if I can prove to you that it is totally painless?" he added, refusing to take no for an answer.
"How?" she began. "How can you prove that?"
John hoisted me to my feet by my hair, and dragged me over to the bed. He punched me twice in the stomach to get my attention, which caused me to double over and flop onto the bed. As I lay gasping for breath, my airways blocked by Lela's soiled panties, he roughly unfastened my hand-cuffs. Pulling the silk panties from my mouth so that I could get some oxygen into my lungs, he cocked his fist once more and I began to plead with him.
"John, don't hit me again," I begged. "Please stop."
Once John was certain he had my compliance, he spoke firmly.
"Assume the position, Mark."
I flashed him a confused look and he issued me a warning.
"Assume the position, or I will beat you into assuming it," he said ominously, as he closed his fists.
I think most men have had the conversation about what they would do if someone threatened to rape them, either in prison or on the street. I know I had, sitting around a campfire with a group of other young adults, as we all swore that we would have to be rendered unconscious, or totally restrained, before allowing another man to butt-fuck us. I had been very vocal about my intent to go down swinging if I was ever in that awful situation. Now as John had removed my hand-cuffs, I was neither restrained nor unconscious, and I certainly had no fight left in me.
"Assume the fucking position, you pussy," he practically spat at me. "Now, bitch."
I couldn't look either of them in the eye as I got up onto my hands and knees, even though I was aware that they were both transfixed by his overt domination of me. Once I was in the doggy-style position, Lela came over and made a couple of adjustments. Firstly, she removed the corsage from my cock and retrieved her purity ring which was nestled within the pink rose. After a few seconds of deliberation, she held the ring up to my face and spoke firmly.
"Hold this between your teeth, Mark, while my new man butt-fucks you. Arch your back, too," she added softly. "John likes his bitches a certain way for anal-sex."
"That's good," John said firmly, after Lela spread my knees further apart. "Fetch the anal-ease from my backpack, Lela," he instructed her. "It is in the bathroom."
After Lela skipped happily out of the room, John whispered menacingly into my ear.
"You better have a smile on your face the whole fucking time," he threatened. "If you give Lela any indication that it hurts, I will beat you into a pulp. Understood?"
"Yes, John," I replied meekly, barely able to talk with Lela's purity ring between my teeth. "I understand."
"It will hurt too," he added cheerfully. "I butt-fucked half the Varsity Cheerleading Squad and most of them cried throughout the ordeal," he boasted. "Suck it up, you pussy."
Lela came back into the hotel bedroom barely able to contain her amusement at my predicament, which seemed to be worsening with every passing hour. She handed John the anal-ease and he squeezed a large glob onto his hand, and began to lube up his cock.
"Put some around the entrance to his asshole," he directed her, as he handed her the tube.
As humiliating as it was to wait on all fours to get butt-fucked by my ex-girlfriend's new man, having her lube me up for his enjoyment added to my emasculation. I felt Lela's dainty fingers probing around my rosebud, as she coated the entrance to my anal-cavity with a copious amount of lubricant. A few moments later, she let out a giggle as she slid her middle finger inside my ass. I knew that the wine had lowered her inhibitions, and emboldened her to digitally penetrate me. A few moments later a second finger slipped through my sphincter, and Lela applied some more lube to the inside of my butt. It felt really good as she wiggled her fingers inside my anus, and I felt my cock stiffen under the stimulation.
"He's getting hard from the anticipation of me fucking his ass," John taunted.
As they mocked me, Lela withdrew her two fingers from my ass, and walked around in front of me.
"Suck," she ordered, as she removed the purity ring from my teeth and held the soiled fingers up to my mouth.
I knew that John would force me to obey her, so I resigned myself to following her demeaning request and opened my mouth, expecting Lela to stick her digits inside it. She held them a couple of inches in front of my face, so that I had to reach for them in order to suck them clean. The mere thought of what she made me do was absolutely disgusting, but as John started to position himself behind me, I had much graver concerns. Once she retracted her fingers, she held her ring out again, and I gripped it with my teeth. I had expected John to be quite gentle with me, especially because he was trying to prove to Lela that anal sex was not particularly painful, if performed correctly. However, as he forced his way inside of me, it was evident that he was looking to punish me, as much as humiliate me. John grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled my head back abruptly as he thrust his hips forward. Under threat of a beating, I managed to suppress my cries of pain, even as my ass felt as if it was on fire. Prior to this moment, the only thing I had ever had inside my anal-cavity was Lela's two dainty fingers, and John's cock was considerably larger, both in length and girth. Tears welled up in my eyes as he got deeper inside me, but under his instruction, and driven by fear, I kept smiling the whole time. Unsurprisingly, my erection had disappeared under the stress of this unwanted sexual encounter.
"How does that feel, bitch?" John asked, when he was finally balls-deep. "Any pain?"
Part of me wanted to answer truthfully, and let Lela know that it felt like I was being impaled by a broom handle, but I knew John would beat my ass if I did so. So, in as cheerful a voice as I could muster under the circumstances, I responded the way he wanted me to.
"I feel full," I said quietly, gripping my ex-girlfriend's purity ring between my teeth. "But there is no pain. Not even mild discomfort," I added, as he began to fuck my ass.
I thought he was going to butt-fuck me for a couple of minutes, just to demonstrate to Lela that this intimate act didn't need to be unpleasant, or painful. However, John was apparently enjoying subjugating me this way, because he released his grip on my hair, placed both hands on my hips, and began to fuck me in earnest. After a few minutes, my sphincter relaxed and the pain diminished, as my anal-cavity got used to the invasion. John was all the way inside me now, and on each inward stroke I felt his cock-head brush my prostate, which felt amazing. After a few moments of this stimulation, I felt my cock twitch and to my embarrassment I started to develop an erection. I was trying to will it away, thinking of the most non-sexual situations in an attempt to suppress the sign of my arousal, to no avail. Lela noticed it first and started to point at me and giggle.
"John, he is getting hard from being ass-fucked by you," she said cheerfully.
"Get the Rabbit," John responded without any hesitation. "Put the tip on his nuts."
A few seconds later, as John thrust deeply into my asshole, brushing against my prostate, Lela turned the vibrating phallus on, and placed the top of it right against the base of my nuts. I let out a moan under the new stimulation, and my cock hardened fully. Once hard, I wanted to come, despite the less than ideal circumstances. John had settled into a rhythm, and as Lela massaged my balls. I knew that I was on the road to orgasm.
"Mark is going to get off," Lela taunted. "I don't believe it."
"Pussy," John said derisively. "Fucking cuckold. Don't let him come on our bedsheets, Lela."
I guess my humiliation was complete when Lela picked up her panties and wrapped them around my cock-head, and a few moments later I felt my nuts tighten, and I blew my load into the silky intimates. Post-orgasm my embarrassment immediately surfaced, and I felt my face redden.
"Now do you believe it doesn't hurt, Lela?" John asked my girl. "Your ex-boyfriend seemed to thoroughly enjoy it."
"Do you promise to stop if it hurts?" she asked, her words cutting through me as I realized that I was going to witness my girl losing her anal-cherry to my nemesis.
"Of course, baby," John promised, as he withdrew his cock from my gaping asshole.
"You can get back on your knees," he told me with a snarl. "You are going to watch this."
I still had Lela's panties wrapped around my cock-head as I knelt back in front of them. John climbed from the bed and headed for the bathroom.
"I am going to clean up, baby," he told Lela. "Just be a couple of minutes."
When he returned, John was carrying his back-pack and as he rooted through it he emerged with a small tube of Ebanel topical analgesic. The numbing gel, which contained five percent lidocaine, was used primarily to reduce the pain of getting a tattoo, and was quite popular at the High School, as the seniors turned eighteen and started to get inked. John had apparently repurposed the gel, and was proposing to use it to lessen Lela's discomfort, as he prepared to butt-fuck her. As she looked on admiringly, he inverted the tube and squeezed the half-empty container. By the look of it, this numbing gel had been used many times before, and I wondered why he hadn't offered me the option of some relief. As if he had understood my thoughts without me verbalizing them, he turned to address me.
"I have to wear a condom if I use this analgesic," he said cheerfully. "And I wanted you bare-back."
John beckoned Lela over to him, with a wave of his hand, and once she was by his side he began to tenderly rub the topical gel into her rosebud. Taking great care not to get any on her vagina, he worked methodically, massaging and caressing her asshole until she began to slowly open up. There was a noticeable difference in her body language once she relaxed, and John slipped one of his fingers through her sphincter with no reaction from her. John was very patient and gentle with Lela's anus as he prepped it for his enjoyment. They chatted amiably as he inserted a second digit, and coated the inside of her asshole with the lidocaine gel.
"How do you feel, baby?" he asked sweetly, as he pushed his fingers inside of her until they were buried deeply. "Any pain or discomfort?"
"It doesn't hurt, John," Lela said nervously, "but I am not sure that I am ready for this. Anal sex is a huge step for me. I am sorry."
As John skillfully evaded her concerns, I wondered how many of the Varsity Cheerleading Squad had raised similar objections, when faced with the loss of their anal-cherry.
"Don't worry baby," he said calmly. "I would never ask you to do something out of your comfort zone. Assume the position."
John spoke with such an authoritative tone, that I wasn't surprised when Lela climbed up onto the bed, and got into the doggy-style pose, despite just having told him that she wasn't ready. After a few minor adjustments, Lela made eye-contact with me, as if to ask for my intervention. I averted my gaze from her, and I think she realized that I was in no position to help her, having just been sodomized myself.
"Perfect. Good girl, Lela," John said condescendingly, as my girl waited in his desired position.
All of her bravado was gone now, and she appeared exactly as she was, a scared, sexually-inexperienced teenager, who was completely out of her comfort zone. John approached her from behind, and began to caress her lower back and buttocks. Lela trembled under his touch, although I feel like it was anxiety rather than arousal. John had a very tender touch, and as he ran his hands over her back and shoulders, she began to exhibit the first signs of desire. Clearly in no hurry, John picked up the vibrating phallus, and turned it on to its lowest speed. Touching the tip to the outside of her labia, he began to tease her, ever so slowly, until she let out a moan.



"Does that feel good, Lela?" he asked quietly.
Lela nodded her affirmation, and as she remained in his desired position, quivering under his touch, he took her very slowly to the edge of orgasm, before removing the oscillating phallus at the last second. I don't think that Lela was experienced enough to understand what John was doing, and as soon as she had calmed down, he parted her labia, and touched the Rabbit on her clitoris. Lela let out another whimper, and lowered her head as the pleasure overcame her.
"Head up," John instructed. "Arch your back. Good girl."
Lela obediently followed his directive, and John continued to fuck with her, bringing her to the edge of release multiple times, before terminating the stimulation.
"John, please," she finally begged. "Let me come."
John smirked at me, and I averted my gaze from the two of them. It was humiliating enough to hear my girl beg him for an orgasm, but as I knelt there with her panties wrapped around my cock-head, the last thing I needed was to see the satisfaction on his face.
"Of course, Lela," he said innocently. "Whatever you want from me, baby."
I didn't know it at the time, but the delay was all part of John's game plan. The topical analgesic took thirty to forty minutes to reach full numbing capability, and John typically used this waiting time to create a sense of indebtedness in his partner, as he pleasured her. It had worked for him numerous times, and it was apparently working with Lela. John allowed Lela an orgasm, one that she reached very quickly now that she had been on edge for so long. As soon as she climaxed, he stuck the Rabbit back on her clitoris, and got her off again. To my astonishment, as she writhed around under his skillful teasing, she began to make concessions to him.
"We can try it as long as you promise to stop the second I ask you to," Lela offered, right before she had her third climax.
"Try what, Lela?" John asked, in an attempt to get her to verbalize exactly what she was offering him.
"Anal-sex," she cried out, right as he took her over the edge.
I could see the pleasure written all over her face as she had another orgasm, and he continued to toy with her.
"Tell me what you are consenting to, Lela," he added, as she squirmed under the relentless assault of the oscillating phallus.
"I want you to be the first man to butt-fuck me," she whispered hoarsely, as she fast approached her next release. "I am ready to give it up to you, John."
After she climaxed again, Lela asked him to remove the vibrator from her clit.
"I am done, John," she panted. "It's your turn to come."
"The gel will have numbed you by now," he assured her. "This will be painless for you."
As she nodded her consent, he reached for a condom, and even though I knew it was for the purpose of keeping the topical gel from numbing him up, I was glad that he wasn't going to ejaculate between her ass-cheeks. That seemed like the ultimate sexual indignity, having semen leaking from your asshole. John put on the prophylactic, applied a copious dose of the anal-ease to the exterior of it, and knelt behind my girl.
"Look Lela in the face," he ordered me. "I want you to remember this moment for the rest of your life. I don't need to force Lela into sex, the way you did."
My face reddened again, as I was reminded of my encounter with my then-girlfriend, which certainly met the legal definition of sexual assault. Lela's eyes widened as John lined the tip of his cock up with the entrance to her asshole, and slowly eased forward. Despite the look of terror on her face, and the fact that she was biting her lip in anticipation of pain, it was a drama-free entry, and a few moments later, having been extra gentle, John was balls-deep in my girl's anal passage.
"I am in," he said proudly. "Are you okay, Lela?"
"Yes, John," she whispered softly. "I don't feel any pain. I just feel completely full."
"Good," he said cheerfully. "Let me know when you are ready."
Once again, despite her consent for him to continue, John made her verbalize it, which seemed to be as much for my benefit as his. As he repeatedly asked her exactly what she was consenting to, she finally understood what he wanted to hear.
"John," she whispered seductively. "I want you to fuck my ass in front of my ex-boyfriend. I am offering you my anal-cherry and I want Mark to witness that you own my ass from now on."
With that proclamation made, John began to thrust slowly in and out of Lela's tight little ass. From the look on her face she was tolerating it rather than enjoying it, but she didn't appear to be in any actual pain, such was the effectiveness of the topical analgesic. As she loosened up, and relaxed to accommodate him, he increased the speed and depth of his thrusts, jolting her forward with every inward stroke, as her tits swayed beneath her. Periodically John would ask her to detail what was happening, and Lela would whisper something very lewd and unbecoming of such an innocent young woman.
"I am getting butt-fucked by my new boyfriend," she answered one time.
"John is sodomizing me right in front of my cuckold ex," was another response.
John fucked Lela's ass for about twenty minutes before he pulled out and declared that he wasn't going to be able to climax wearing the condom.
"You can fuck me bare-back, baby," Lela whispered. "I want you to cum inside my ass."
"The gel will numb me up too much," he said, having apparently been through this before. "I want to finish inside the cuckold's ass. Take my rubber off, Lela."
As my girl obediently hopped off the bed, I noticed that her ass was gaping, and marveled at the efficiency of the numbing gel. Judging by the state of her rosebud, Lela should have been in a considerable amount of discomfort, and yet as she knelt before John and slipped off his condom she seemed fine. Having just learned that John intended to use my ass as a cum-receptacle, I was justifiably concerned, particularly as I knew that I wasn't going to be offered the pain reduction of the numbing cream.
"On the bed, cuck," John said derisively. "Spit Lela's ring out and lay on your back."
As I got to my feet, Lela's silky panties hanging from my cock by the g-string, Lela added her two cents.
"Make him wear my panties, John," she said mischievously.
"You heard her, Mark," John said in a threatening manner. "Put them on."
I felt like such a pussy as I slid the silky panties up my masculine thighs, particularly as the liner made contact with my nuts and I could feel the dampness of my ejaculate. The rest of the panties were covered with a mixture of John and Lela's secretions, as he had used them to clean himself right after he took her virginity. They were tiny on me, and the silk caressed my nuts and threatened to get me hard again.
"Twirl," John instructed with a chuckle.
I rotated slowly in front of the two of them, as they made demeaning comments about John using me as a cum-receptacle.
"On the bed, pussy," John said derisively. "On your back."
At least I was being spared the indignity of getting butt-fucked like a dog, I mused as I climbed onto the bed and laid down on my back. My relief was short-lived as Lela began to arrange the fresh rose petals all around me, as if to try and create an aura of romance between the two of us. The red and white petals were very fragrant, and were often depicted as visually appealing in romance novels. However, as John hovered above me, the scattered parts of the rose corolla, made me look like a willing participant, which I most certainly wasn't. If I didn't have the threat of Lela reporting my sexual assault of her to the authorities, I would have hightailed it out of there. However, as I laid there passively, wearing my girl's silky panties and surrounded by rose petals, I felt like a complete bitch.
"The finishing touch," Lela said, as she spritzed me with some of her perfume. "Now you can imagine it is my tight ass you are blowing your load in," she added as she kissed John.
As they made out in front of me, I wished that I was back on all fours in the doggy-style position. Not only was I unable to witness their sexual interaction when they were behind me, but getting taken like a dog seemed less consensual. In the movies, most prison rapes seemed to feature the aggressor taking the punk from behind, whereas consensual homosexual activity often showed two men face to face. Whatever his reasons, John was in charge, so when he ordered me to put my feet over his shoulders, I obeyed. In this position, with my legs running up his muscular torso, he could maneuver me around at will, and as Lela continued to kiss him on the side of his face, John pulled my panties to one side, and lined his cock up with my asshole. Using his considerable body mass to force his way inside my anus as I struggled to suppress my discomfort, he began to taunt me.
"Fuck this bitch is tight, Lela," he said, as she egged him on. "Smells good, too," he mocked.
At this point in my young life, I had yet to enjoy penetrative sex with a woman. However, as I lay doubled over, getting pounded by John as he rested his full body-weight against my legs, I decided not to subject my future girlfriends to this position. At some point John pushed my feet from his shoulders, and told me to put them flat on the bed. Adopting a more conventional missionary position, he supported his weight on his elbows, as he resumed fucking my ass.
"Wrap your legs around my ass," he ordered, the resultant change in my posture making it appear as if I was enjoying getting pounded.
As John fucked my ass Lela was positioned right next to him, nibbling his ear and whispering words of encouragement.
"Make him your bitch, John," she taunted, her arousal evident as he used me.
"I am getting close, Lela," he finally announced, before telling me to unwrap my legs from around his ass.
As John shifted his position slightly, raising his ass higher in the air, he made eye-contact with Lela.
"Get behind me girl," he instructed her. "Lick my ass while I come inside this pussy."
Lela wrinkled her nose up at that demeaning notion, and shook her head. For the first time I realized that she was going to decline John's invitation, and it felt like a small victory when she spoke.
"That is so gross, John. Ugh, do women really do that?"
"I have never felt close enough to a woman to ask for such an intimate act," he lied. "I only ask you because I feel an amazing connection to you. Also, remember I did just take a shower so I am squeaky-clean back there. I don't want you to do anything that you are not comfortable with, Lela," he added sweetly. "I love you."
Apparently, hearing his declaration of love was sufficient for Lela to overcome her objection to the disgusting act of analingus, and she moved tentatively behind him.
"I love you too, John," she whispered. "That is why I am willing to try new things for you."
Emboldened by her continued submission, John reverted back to his dominant self.
"Good girl," he said condescendingly. "Put your nose between my ass-cheeks and rim me."
A few moments later, I heard the distinct sounds of a tongue lapping against flesh, and John tensed up under the stimulation.
"Right there, Lela," he said quietly. "Perfect."
John's torso flexed and tightened as my girl licked his asshole. He gave me a running commentary the entire time, describing in graphic detail what she was doing and how it felt. Then finally, as he told her to stick her tongue inside his anus, he exploded in my virgin asshole, blowing his load deep inside of me. After he came, he couldn't get up from me quick enough, and after he withdrew his cock from my gaping asshole, he stood over Lela and I.
"Put your panties on straight you fucking bitch," he ordered me. "Now, I want to watch you two kiss."
I loved Lela, and never missed an opportunity to french-kiss her. However, she had just had her tongue in the ass of my nemesis, and I wanted no part of making out with her. John wasn't going to tolerate my disobedience, and as he sat on the bed, sipping his wine, Lela and I kissed tenderly, despite my initial reluctance to follow his command.
John and Lela climbed in to bed shortly after that, forcing me to sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed. He woke her up twice in the middle of the night for sex, and while I couldn't see what they were up to from my vantage point on the floor, it sounded like she gave him a blow-job the first time. Then, about two hours later, if their brief dialogue was to be believed, he tit-fucked her, blowing his load all over her face and hair, before falling back to sleep.
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When I awoke at 5am, I was in desperate need of a piss, and made my way to the bathroom as quietly as possible. Once inside I turned on the lights, and recoiled as I saw myself in the mirror. I looked like a complete pussy stood there in Lela's silky panties, the thong wedged between my buttocks, raising and separating them. I had red marks around my wrists from my extended time in the hand-cuffs, a large welt on my head from being struck with the stainless-steel restraining device, and bruises on my abdomen and rib-cage from being punched by John.
John's semen had leaked from my asshole as I slept, coating the base of my buttocks, and my inner-thighs as it dried on me. I sat on the toilet seat as I was feeling nauseous at the memory of what I had been through. As I lowered Lela's panties to my ankles, I noticed that the liner was soiled with dried semen and blood specks, the latter presumably mine from the protracted ass-fucking I had endured.
A large glob of semen dripped from my ass into the toilet bowl shortly after I squatted on the seat, a vivid reminder that John had used me as a cum-receptacle. After I did my business, I pulled Lela's panties back up in an attempt to stem the flow of John's ejaculate from my ass, at least until I could shower. I was dreading what was in store for me when John awoke so I sat silently on the floor of the bathroom with my head bowed, trying to digest my humiliation at his hands.
Inexplicably, as I recalled the events of the previous night, I felt my cock start to twitch within the silky confines of Lela's panties. As I sat there dismayed at my body's reaction to John's debasement of me, I tried to dissect the parts that I was responding to. There was no confusion in my head about the physical assault. I definitely was not into the pain associated with John's martial-arts strikes, and the protracted ass-fucking he had subjected me to stirred no arousal within me.
However, if I was completely honest with myself, the visual of Lela being used as his fuck-toy turned me on immensely. Sure it was tempered with some jealousy, particularly as John had taken so many of Lela's firsts. However, if I was to trust the signals that my body was exhibiting, it was evident that the overriding emotion was arousal. In fact, the more I replayed the visual of Lela's total submission to that asshole, the more my cock throbbed.
I tried to fight it, but as an eighteen year old man, there were few urges stronger in my life than sexual release. As my cock danced around in Lela's silky panties, the soft caress of the material on my swollen nutsack felt divine, and I closed my eyes and absentmindedly released the tip of my cock from my girlfriend's underwear. The second I brushed the tip of my finger across the pulsating glans, I knew I was going to succumb to my urges.
Scanning the bathroom countertop for anything that could be used as a makeshift lubricant, I settled on the liquid soap that was contained in a wall-mounted dispenser. After depressing the lever, a large dollop of the thick yellow fluid was sitting in the palm of my hand. Without any thought of the consequences, I wrapped my hand into a fist and began to fuck it.
Closing my eyes to block out the visual of my bruises and ligature marks, I instantly recalled the disturbing images of Lela as John put her through her paces. I picked up the pace of my thrusting motions considerably, fucking the crap out of my well-lubricated fist, as I visualized Lela losing her anal-cherry to my nemesis. As I got closer to my release I started to fixate on the more demeaning aspects of his subjugation of her. She had even licked his asshole for fuck's sake. I hadn't actually witnessed Lela rimming John, as he had been balls-deep inside my ass when it occurred. However, the thought of it was enough to send me over the edge, and seconds later I exploded across the bathroom counter-top.
Exploded was no exaggeration either, as my nuts constricted and then expelled their first load with such force that it splattered against the base of the mirror. Two more ropes of come blew across the counter-top leaving an unappetizing slimy mess across the marbled sink area. Almost immediately any feelings of arousal were replaced with shame.
In fact, I felt a wave of shame wash over me and before I had time to relax and enjoy my post-orgasmic bliss, my first thought was to clean the mess up immediately, in case John saw it and made me eat it for his own amusement. Once the counter-top was restored to its former state, I looked at my pathetic reflection in the mirror and my head lowered reflexively in embarrassment. I looked like a total pussy as I stuffed my softening cock, which was still glistening with the liquid soap, back into Lela's silky panties.
I gave myself a perfunctory clean up and then slumped back down to the bathroom floor, where I sat motionless in shock and humiliation at my involuntary response to the events of last night. I think I must have dozed off, because about an hour later there was a tap on the bathroom door, and Lela whispered softly.
"John, are you in the bathroom?"
Stirring slowly from my slumber, it took me a second to get to my feet, by which time Lela had knocked a second time on the bathroom door.
"John, open up, baby," she said seductively.
I hid behind the door with embarrassment as I slowly opened it. Lela's eyes teared up when she saw me, and I could see the palpable disappointment on her face when she realized that I wasn't John.
"Oh no. I think John's gone," she said, disconsolately. "He must have bailed when we were sleeping. Come with me Mark," she added, as she moved away from the half-closed bathroom door.
Cursing myself for falling back to sleep without taking the time to get dressed in my own clothes, I stepped sheepishly into the bedroom. Even though my morning jerk-off session had made my erection disappear, I looked like a complete and utter wimp wearing my ex-girlfriend's silky panties.
Lela didn't seem to even notice my predicament, or if she did she never acknowledged it. She seemed consumed with John's whereabouts. As we went back into the hotel bedroom, we both noticed it at the same time, John's Letterman jacket conspicuously missing from the chair on which it had hung the previous evening. In its place, in a crumpled pile under the chair, were my clothes from the previous evening.
A look of horror came over Lela's face as she processed that John had enjoyed all three of her holes, before moving on.
"He even took my anal-cherry," she cried, as she burst into tears.
Even as the writing was on the wall, I tried to be positive for her sake.
"John may have had early football practice," I suggested, knowing full well that all extra-curricular activity had been canceled the day after the winter formal event. "Text him."
Lela was disconsolate as she called and texted John several times, with no response. I took this opportunity to get myself dressed, but when I reached under the chair for my shirt and dress pants, I recoiled when I felt how damp they were. At first I thought that someone had spilled a glass of water or wine on them, but a cursory sniff revealed a much more sinister explanation, and elevated my level of rage immediately.
John, that fucking asshole, had crumpled my tuxedo and dress shirt into a small pile under the chair and had urinated all over them. It didn't make matters any better for me that it was a rental tuxedo, as I was still in the unenviable position of having to launder the foul-smelling garments. I surveyed the rest of the room, and after deciding that I didn't want the maids to witness the state of the bed, I stripped it.
Fortunately for me, I had a change of clothes in the small hotel closet, but as I retrieved my jeans and a pair of boxer shorts, Lela spoke in an unusually authoritative manner.
"Leave my panties on, Mark," she instructed me. "I like the way you look in them."
I flashed her a questioning look, but all resistance had been beaten and fucked out of me over the last several hours, and I had no fight left in me. In what would end up being a pivotal moment in our relationship, I nodded agreeably and slid my jeans over the silky intimates.
"Good boy," Lela said condescendingly. "Now you can attend to the laundry."
The bed sheets had a mixture of stains on them, dried semen, vaginal secretions, anal-ease lubricant, and several blood stains. A forensic examination would have revealed that the blood came from two different people. Namely me, from John's assault on my asshole, and Lela, as John had broken her hymen. Lela's pillow case had semen splattered across it, confirming my suspicion that John had tit-fucked her the second time he woke her up for sex. The other pillow case had a dark brown stain on it, the origins of which became apparent the second I sniffed it, and recognized the distinct aroma of chocolate. When I picked the pillow up from the bed, I saw the empty container stuffed under the headboard. That asshole had eaten the expensive box of Godiva chocolates that I had purchased as a treat for my girl.
Gathering up my piss-soaked clothes, I wrapped them up in the bed sheets and prepared to run it all down to the self-service laundry on the lower floor. Lela watched me intently the entire time, as if she was processing my place in this perverted three-way relationship.
When I returned from the laundry center, Lela was sobbing quietly, cursing herself for her stupidity. Once in a while she would blurt out a specific act that John had made her perform, which reopened the wounds for me, and was the last thing I wanted to hear.
"I can't believe he took my virginity," she sobbed. "How could I be so naive?"
A few moments later as I washed their wine glasses, she blurted out, "I can't believe he talked me into anal sex."
By the time the laundry was done, Lela was disconsolate, and I had been treated to a graphic description of everything he had put her through. John had enjoyed all three of Lela's orifices, had taken her virginity and her anal-cherry, had tit-fucked her culminating in a facial, and had even enjoyed a rim-job from her. If there was another way for a man to use a woman, I wasn't aware of it.
After we checked out of the hotel I offered to share the cost of an Uber with Lela, as we lived fairly close to each other. The driver gave us a confused stare as we entered the rear seat of his car, and both sat gingerly on our sides. John had torn both of us a new asshole, literally and figuratively. Lela's thong panties were not helping matters, as they separated my buttocks and irritated the sensitive area around the entrance to my well-fucked anus.
My rectum had throbbed all night, forcing me to adjust my position as I slept on the floor at the foot of their bed. Lela's pain began about four hours after losing her anal-cherry, as the effects of the lidocaine wore off, and her anus reacted belatedly to John sodomizing her. We hardly talked in the car, although Lela told me that she loved John three separate times, the revelations causing me immense discomfort.
As we approached Lela's street she burst into tears.
"I can't face my parents," Lela sobbed disconsolately. "Can I come to your house for a few hours?"
Even though I was in as much physical and emotional pain as Lela, I agreed to her request. After redirecting the Uber driver to my place, I called my parents and was relieved to learn that they were heading out to breakfast. My mum invited Lela and I to join them but my ex-girlfriend was in no state for socializing and I declined. Once we got to my room, Lela broke down and for the next couple of hours I stirred in torment as she rehashed the events of the previous evening.
"I can't believe I ate his asshole," she whispered. "I am such an idiot."
I tried to be a good friend in her hour of need, listening intently as she poured her heart out, and suppressing my judgment and revulsion. As time wore on, Lela seemed to take control of her emotions and her pragmatic side emerged.
"I don't hear you complaining, Mark," she said quietly. "Did you enjoy it?"
Truth was, as painful and emasculating as it was to watch John dominate and demean the love of my life, it had also been very titillating. I obviously wasn't going to be completely honest and tell Lela that I had jerked off to the thought of her eating John's asshole, but I loved this woman, and it was for this reason that I answered somewhat truthfully.
"I didn't hate it," I responded quietly. "I actually enjoyed watching you getting pleasured," I admitted.
"And the abuse?" Lela asked shakily. "The subjugation?"
"If I am being honest, Lela," I began tentatively, "I did experience a certain amount of arousal at the sound and sight of you being used by my nemesis."
A smile appeared on her youthful face, and I took this as encouragement to continue.
"In fact," I whispered, "even without the visual, as it was when I lay at the foot of your bed listening intently to the sound of John tit-fucking you to completion with a facial, my imagination conspired to create a fantasy to which my body responded favorably. I was rock-hard, Lela," I admitted.
"Really?" she asked excitedly. "Did you jerk off last night when you were lying at the foot of the bed listening to me suck John off?"
I knew I could potentially regret my admissions, but in a candid moment I decided to share the truth with the woman of my dreams.
"Not last night," I said sheepishly. "But I couldn't get the lewd image of you eating John's ass out of my mind."
"And?" Lela asked expectantly. "Continue."
"This morning, while you were still sleeping I masturbated in the bathroom," I said, my face reddening with embarrassment.
"Still wearing my soiled panties?" she asked playfully.
Lela let out an excited giggle, and at that moment I knew that we were on the same page.
"We can probably make this work," she added. "It seems like all three of us enjoyed the encounter in our own way."
I wanted to correct her, to let the record reflect that I only enjoyed certain aspects of the experience, but Lela was moving on.
"I wonder if John will still want to date me?" she said cheerfully. "Or if I will be just another one of his booty calls?"
Several hours later, after an excruciatingly detailed account of her exploits with John, Lela asked me to drive her home. My cock was throbbing in my jeans as I inhaled her scent in the confines of the car, my erection straining against the silk of Lela's panties, and forcing the thong ever-deeper between my sore buttocks. In fact, I shed them the second I got home, hiding them under my bed until I had some time alone to do laundry.
As open as our conversation had been, it was clear that Lela remained steadfastly focused on how she planned to save her relationship with John. I had a fitful sleep that Sunday night, although I was unaware of the depth of impression that John had made on my girl.
When I woke up on Monday morning, I texted Lela to see if she needed a ride to school but she never responded. After arriving at my High School, I tentatively approached the locker room. Lela was crying in the corner, and as I tried to comfort her, she told me that she had seen John with another young girl. Lela ended up going home for the rest of the day, feigning an illness so that she didn't have to see John.
I saw him though, although I tried to avoid eye-contact with him. He was sitting in the library, surrounded by his posse. There was a very cute blonde snuggled into him, and she was wearing his Letterman jacket. As I approached the group, keeping as far away from them as I could, John stared me down and I felt my fear of him envelope me.
I didn't see much of Lela for the next month or so, although she was amiable when we ran into each other. So, it was a surprise when she texted me and asked me to come over to her house. When I arrived there her parents were not home, and Lela had quite obviously been crying. As soon as I went to hug her, she burst into tears.
"I am pregnant," she cried. "With John's baby."
Even though this was a kick in the nuts, I tried to focus on what was best for Lela, and after I offered my unconditional support, she asked me if I could help.
"John has blocked me on his phone," she began. "Can you arrange a meeting between us, and would you be there for moral support?"
I agreed immediately to help her, thinking that Lela may realize that John had no interest in her, and view me as a potential long-term mate.
"I love him," Lela cried. "I am hoping that he will marry me once he finds out we are having a baby together."
Even though I knew that this was unlikely, particularly as word around the school was that John was fucking two members of the Varsity Cheerleading Squad, and enjoying regular threesomes with the two gorgeous blondes, I offered my support. Two days later, after setting up the meeting with John, we were back in the same hotel that we had stayed in the night of the Winter Formal. In fact, the very same room that he had violated Lela and I in. That was one of John's conditions for the meeting, and as Lela didn't own a credit card yet, I put the room on mine.
The interaction was excruciatingly painful to watch. As John sat dispassionately on the bed, Lela told him what was going on.
"I am pregnant with your baby, John," she began. "And I want to keep it."
"How do you know it's mine?" John responded, clearly not eager to take responsibility.
"You are the only man I have ever had sex with," Lela answered, as my jealousy began to rise. "I know that it is yours."
"What do you want from me, Lela?" John continued.
"I want you to marry me, John," Lela begged, laying her cards on the table. "If I have a baby out of wedlock, my Church will ex-communicate me, and my entire family will disown me. Please, step up and do the right thing. I love you."
I knew it was a mistake when Lela admitted that she was in love with John, but I didn't realize how quickly he would use the leverage over her.
"I love you too, Lela," John said sweetly, as she broke into a huge smile. "Can we have a quick word in private?"
I offered to excuse myself, but John, in an unusually pleasant manner, addressed me.
"Make yourself comfortable, Mark," John said. "I just want to chat about our options with Lela for a few moments. Follow me, Lela."
With that settled, John headed for the hotel bathroom, and Lela followed him like an obedient puppy. After the door closed, I could hear the two of them engaged in conversation for a few moments, and then it was only John's voice that I could hear, presumably as he was telling her exactly how it was going to be.
John and Lela were only in the bathroom for about ten minutes, but when they emerged, holding hands as they presented themselves as a happy couple, it was evident that Lela had sucked John off. John's erection was visible in the front of his jeans as he zipped himself up right in front of me. There were traces of her lipstick all over the zipper, as if he had forced her to lower it using just her mouth.
Lela, for her part, was showing signs of arousal, her erect nipples jutting through her silk shirt and her face flush with desire. She also had semen stains on her shirt, and John's ejaculate was drying in her hair and on her neck. Clearly their one-sided sexual encounter had left Lela high and dry, but she seemed thoroughly aroused by John's treatment of her. Her embarrassment was still evident, as she shuffled around nervously, unable to look me in the eye.
"John thinks I should marry you, Mark," Lela whispered softly, her head hung in shame.
"Let me do the talking, Lela," John instructed her.
"Just until I finish grad school," John assured me. "You can say that the baby is yours, Mark, and it will take the heat from Lela if you get married in the next couple of months. The Church and her family will be happy for the two of you. Once I graduate Law School I will get a great job, and then you two can separate. Lela and I can announce our intent to be together, shortly after you guys get divorced. I love Lela, but my Dad will kill me if I don't prioritize my school."



I knew that the Catholic Church had loosened its stance on divorce, and while it was still frowned upon by the staunch conservatives, it carried much less stigma than a baby out of wedlock. As hastily thrown together as this plan was, it had a chance of succeeding. Furthermore, if I was living with Lela and her baby I knew I could make her happy, and end up being with her permanently. I did have some reservations though, although as soon as I went to voice them, John interrupted me.
"I want you to be comfortable with this arrangement Mark," he began. "However, let me remind you that I hold your career in my hands, and I can derail your life at any moment. Why don't both of you allow that to sink in?" John added with a sneer. "I own your ass Mark, and I am sure Lela will cooperate and play nice."
Lela slumped her head at that latest remark, her body language conveying her complete lack of enthusiasm at the thought of merely being John's fucktoy. John stood there impassively, relishing in the power that he held over us. 
"Lela, kneel," he whispered, as the love of my life slowly sank to her knees.
As if to assert his ownership of Lela, John rested his hand possessively on the top of her head. Patting her like one would pat a dog, he moved his hand to the side of her face. Cupping her chin in his upturned palm, he splayed his fingers so that his thumb rested on Lela's top lip, just under her nose. 
"Suck," he instructed Lela, as her face began to redden.
Lela's options were fairly limited, particularly if she wanted to help me avoid John's retribution, so she parted her glossed lips and allowed his thumb to enter her moist mouth. John continued to exert his control over us as Lela lewdly sucked on his thumb. 
'Fucking slut," John barked at Lela as she knelt before him. 
Predictably, despite the scowl on her face, as soon as John started to demean her, Lela began to exhibit the tell-tale signs of arousal. Her erect nipples were evident, protruding as they were against the material of her silk shirt. What was also evident, as the scent of her arousal began to permeate the room, was the fact that my dream girl was self-lubricating under John's verbal abuse. Lela's breathing was ragged and labored, and her lips parted as if to signal her complete availability to this man. I knew that she hated herself for it, but she appeared to have no control of her excitement under John's abuse. 
"Ok, John. You have made your point," I finally said, in an effort to stop Lela's demeaning predicament. "I will get with your program."
After a brief discussion of the logistics, during which Lela remained on her knees, John and I had formulated a game plan. We also agreed to bury the hatchet, and co-exist for the sake of the baby. I wasn't happy that Lela had knelt before him in the bathroom and sucked him off, but I planned to cure her of her infatuation with John.
The following day Lela and I announced our nuptials, and to the shock of both our parents, set a date just four weeks in the future. I think they must have known it was a shotgun wedding, but to their credit they never mentioned it to Lela and I.
On John's insistence, Lela and I agreed not to have sex, as John was adamant that it was potentially harmful to his unborn baby. This decree felt like a cock-block to me, especially as Lela still blew John regularly, and he butt-fucked her whenever the desire arose. It seemed all it took was a text from John enquiring about the health of his unborn baby, and Lela would melt at his considerate nature, and head over to his place to take care of his unmet needs. Except they were no longer being unmet, as John was still fucking the two dumb blondes on the Cheerleading Squad a couple of days a week.
Even when Lela found out about the twice-weekly threesome, she blamed herself for being unavailable for penetrative sex with John, and gave him her blessing to enjoy himself while he was young. It pained me to see how one-sided their fucked-up relationship was, and it was evident that Lela was willing to make untold compromises in order to keep John in her life.
"But I love him," she would always respond, when I questioned why she allowed him to treat her so poorly. "He is the father of my baby, and he promised me that once he has sowed his wild oats and finished school, we will be together at last."
John completely led Lela on, using her as his secondary sexual outlet, whenever he was in the mood for oral or anal sex. Of course, any form of reciprocation was off the table, as it was bad for the baby. The final straw was when he started to swing by her house when he had a date. Under the guise of picking up his homework, John would stop by Lela's house while his date waited in the car.
Lela's parents knew that John and their daughter were just study friends, and had no issue with them being alone in her room. To hear Lela tell it, she would suck John off in her bedroom to take the edge off, so he wasn't focused on sex during his date. It seemed like the most ridiculous scenario to me, but she was madly in love with him, and he was a manipulative asshole. So a couple of times a week, John would blow his load across Lela's beautiful face. As she remained on her knees with his semen all over her, John would head out to take the Cheerleaders to dinner, or a movie.
By contrast, because Lela and I were scheduled to be married soon, her parents viewed me as a direct threat to the purity of their daughter, and didn't allow us to be in her room together. I really felt like they must have known that we were getting married for the wrong reason, but in order to keep up appearances they never asked Lela if she was pregnant, preferring to present the unified picture of their daughter as a young virgin. I started to have misgivings about the upcoming wedding, but fearful of John's retribution if I verbalized them, I remained passive. As luck would have it, Lela had a miscarriage, and with nothing to hide, she called off the wedding.
John, ever the manipulator, appeared gutted by the revelation that she had lost his baby, and even cried crocodile tears as he told Lela he had already started to choose baby names. Falling for his bullshit, Lela offered herself up to John on a much more regular basis, and he went back to enjoying all three of her orifices, although he persuaded her to go on birth-control until they finished school.
By the time the three of us graduated High School, John had completely taken control of Lela. Even though she still lived with her parents, John stopped by there whenever he was horny, and availed himself of her sexual talents, which were now honed to accommodate his every desire.
John and I were both trying to get a Law Degree, John at the insistence of his parents, who had both graduated from Law School, and me in a desperate attempt not to get usurped by him. I never thought he would do right by Lela, and felt that if he treated her poorly enough, she might eventually leave him, and choose me.
By this time in our lives, John and I had reached an accord. Although it was initially due to the expected arrival of a baby, after the miscarriage John decided to continue our arrangement. He agreed not to bully me, and I accepted my role as his quasi-personal assistant, in exchange for my safe passage in life. John had persuaded Lela to give him the screen shots of my apologies for my sexual assault of her. Now, with the advent of the "Me too" movement, and the willingness of the authorities to investigate any such claims, no matter how old, he used this leverage to keep me under his thumb. John never really abused the power he had over me, but he persuaded me to apply for the same colleges as him, and once we got accepted to a few of the same schools, it was John who decided where I was going to attend, not me. John made me handle all of the minutiae, and under his instruction, I arranged shared accommodation for the two of us.
Freshman weren't permitted to have a car on campus for the first year of college, so Lela offered to drive us to the school. It felt weird being in the car with the two of them, especially as John ordered me to sit in the back seat. Lela drove the first leg, but after stopping briefly for snacks, John told her that he wanted to drive, and Lela rode shotgun. I never gave his intentions much thought, but as soon as we got back on the road, Lela snuggled closer to him. After a few moments of tenderness, during which Lela kissed and nibbled his ear, John gave her the first set of instructions.
"Take your sweater off, baby," he instructed her.
Lela flashed him a nervous smile but the look on John's face made it clear that this request wasn't negotiable. As her face slowly reddened, Lela removed her sweater, leaving her in just a hot-pink lace bra.
"Good girl," John said condescendingly. "Now gloss your lips, Lela," he said quietly. "Hot-pink to match your bra."
I knew what was about to happen as soon as he issued the command, and it was agonizing to watch it unfurl. Lela however seemed oblivious about where this was heading. The girl of my dreams lowered the passenger-side vanity mirror, and as John gave her the occasional sideways glance, she seductively glossed her lips until they were a beautiful shade of hot-pink.
"You like, John?" she asked playfully, flashing him a coquettish smile.
"Very much," he responded. "Although you have way too many clothes on."
Like a deer caught in headlights Lela looked embarrassed now, and it was clear that she had no interest in disrobing any further for John's amusement. John was having none of her resistance though, and in a very deft move reached one hand behind Lela, and unclasped her bra. As the hot-pink, lace undergarment fell away from her breasts, Lela let out a cry of surprise and John started to laugh. Without missing a beat, John whispered something inaudible to me that invoked quite a reaction from Lela. In fact, in response to his demands, her eyes widened with shock and she flashed me an embarrassed look.
"Focus on the task at hand, Lela," he said commandingly, as she averted her gaze from mine.
John lowered the volume on the radio, and the sound of Aerosmith faded into the distance. Lela moved slowly back towards John's earlobe, but he turned to face her and spoke again.
"I am ready, Lela," he said cheerfully. "No more stalling."
A few seconds later, with her face continually reddening, Lela lowered her dainty hands into John's crotch, and began to caress his cock through his jeans. Over the next few minutes, as John enjoyed her ministrations, Lela started to relax and seemed to forget that I was sat two feet behind them. Even though John's primary focus was on navigating the crowded Interstate, he still managed to issue Lela the occasional instruction, which she followed without hesitation.
"Unzip me," he said finally, as I swallowed hard.
As I stared on in disbelief, Lela obediently fumbled with his zipper, the all familiar sound signaling to me that she was freeing his cock from the confines of his jeans. Without any additional foreplay, or stalling as John had referred to it, Lela lowered her freshly-glossed lips to John's cock and he sharply inhaled as she took him into her warm, moist mouth.
As soon as the lewd sounds of fellatio began to emanate from the front seat, I realized why John had lowered the volume on the radio. He had a smug, contented look on his face as my ex-girlfriend sucked his cock, and he occasionally made eye-contact with me in the mirror. I knew that John was not prone to premature ejaculation, and so it came as no surprise that it took Lela nearly fifteen minutes to bring him to climax. As he approached his release he began to verbally abuse her, calling her a slut and a dirty cocksucker. This seemed to embolden Lela, and her bobbing motions became more frantic, and surprisingly enough, even louder.
"Fuck yeah," John exclaimed as he finally blew his load into her willing mouth.
A look of extreme pleasure appeared on his face as he orgasmed, although I also noticed contempt for me as we made eye-contact in the mirror. Lela had obviously sucked John off on numerous occasions because she seemed to know precisely when to release his softening cock from her glossed lips. As her head rose from his crotch they exchanged a loving smile and she opened her mouth to present the visual that he enjoyed watching after he came.
"Good girl, Lela," John said condescendingly. "Show Mark how obedient you are."
Lela turned her head slowly to face me, her mouth still agape. I could see John's milky-white load in her mouth as she smiled at me. After a few seconds, John issued his next directive.
"Swallow," he ordered. "Good girl."
Without any hesitation or hint of embarrassment, my ex-girlfriend swallowed the copious load before licking her lips, as if to demonstrate how much she enjoyed eating John's semen. I was squirming uncomfortably in the back seat of the car, both at the control that my roommate exerted over the woman of my dreams, and the fact that I had sexual needs and desires that were currently not being met.
"Clean me up, Lela," John commanded.
I watched on in joint awe and jealousy as Lela lowered her head back down to his crotch and lovingly licked him clean. Once the show was over, John raised the volume on the radio, and Lela sat quietly in the passenger seat, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to give a man road-head on command. She reached for her bra in order to provide herself a modicum of modesty, but John instructed her to remain as she was. I could see clearly that her nipples were fully erect as she responded favorably to his abuse. As we drove towards the school John extended one hand towards Lela's exposed tits and played absentmindedly with her nipples. Alternating between gentle caresses and forceful flicks, over time he skillfully brought her to such an elevated state of arousal, that she finally broke down and asked him for permission to have an orgasm. That controlling prick even managed to turn that into an exercise in humiliation, as he ordered Lela to remove the rest of her clothes. I could see the turmoil on my girl's face as she finally removed her hot-pink lace panties.
"Hang them on the mirror," John said quietly. "I want everyone on the Interstate to know what a slut you are."
Lela's hand was shaking as she extended her arm and hung her panties from the interior mirror of the car. I could see that the crotch-liner was slick with her vaginal secretions, and the scent of her arousal permeated the confined space that the three of us shared.
"Lela is like a bitch in heat," John said coldly, as he made eye-contact with me in the mirror. "She can't control her base urges."
Glancing over at Lela as she sat there completely red-faced, John forcefully twisted and pulled one of her nipples. Lela let out a cry of pleasure which drew a smile from her tormentor.
"Good girl," John said with a sneer. "Now play with yourself."
Lela was clearly conflicted as she stuck her hand between her legs and stroked her clitoris, while John continued to toy with her nipples. I was shocked by the alacrity of her first orgasm, she truly was putty in his hands. John didn't even permit her any recovery time, but continued his assault on her breasts. Lela's second orgasm, arriving as it did a few moments after her first, was much more intense, and she cried out his name as she climaxed on the front seat of the car. John allowed Lela five or six releases as we drove down the Interstate, before informing her that he was ready to get off again.
Lela ended up giving John oral sex twice more on the four hour car ride. I could see how much she loved him as she looked adoringly into his eyes, all three times that she presented him with the visual of his load in her mouth. John, in contrast, appeared to view Lela as his fuck-toy, and kept her naked until after he was parked in the designated "New Admissions" lot.
After we checked in with administration at the college, we were escorted to our shared room. Lela was still with us, and remained so after the Resident Assistant left us to unpack. John chose which bed he wanted, and put his belongings next to it to assert his ownership.
"Make my bed first, Mark," he said quietly, as Lela looked on in amusement.
I ended up making both of our beds as he and Lela said their goodbyes. As she kissed him tenderly, and told him that she loved him, she announced that she needed to get back on the road, for the four hour return journey. John asked me to excuse them for a few minutes, and I took a shower.
Unfortunately for me, the bed wasn't the only thing that John asserted ownership over that day. John ended up fucking Lela while I showered, and the asshole had the audacity to enjoy her in my bed. Of course, I didn't find out until bedtime, when I pulled back the comforter to find that my brand new sheets were stained with their combined fluids. Lela left me a parting gift too, the pair of tiny hot-pink panties that had hung on the car mirror for most of our drive. Still damp with her vaginal secretions, Lela had spritzed them with a liberal dose of her favorite perfume. Hidden under my pillow, I smelled them the second I laid down, and I reached underneath my head to retrieve them. To my surprise, Lela's purity ring was under there too, wrapped in a hand-written note.
"I can't wear this anymore, Mark," she had written. "I expect you to though."
This was such a kick in the nuts for me, even though I knew it was appropriate as I was still a virgin.
As we settled into the new routine of college, John and I co-existed in our shared living space, with me assuming the domestic duties, such as bed-making, keeping the bathroom spotless and doing John's laundry. Having the same major, Political Science, meant that we took a lot of the same classes together, and I was also tasked with doing much of the heavy lifting for our homework.
My work as his assistant left John free to do what he excelled at, picking up chicks, and within a couple of months of us joining the school, John was fucking several different young co-eds at the same time. Lela still drove up to see him every few weeks, but John used her infatuation with him against her, pushing her further and further sexually. It seemed like the worse he treated her, the more she adored him. John made no attempt to hide the fact that he was playing the field, and would frequently have Lela suck him off before announcing that he was going out on a date with another girl. He had pulled this crap in High School, but I couldn't believe she was still falling for it, now that we were all in college.
One Friday afternoon Lela showed up at the appointed time, and John wasn't home. I invited her in to our room, and as Lela texted John every few minutes, the two of us chatted. It was a little awkward at first, but after a while we realized that we had a lot in common, despite having split over a year ago. I still had very strong feelings for Lela, as she had been my first and only actual girlfriend. However, despite being comfortable around each other, she was smitten with John and I knew I had lost her forever. John ignored her repeated texts, and at some point Lela told me that she was hungry, so went down to the food court to get something to eat.
As it happened, John was there too, apparently on a date with a gorgeous young blonde. Lela was devastated when she saw him, but John didn't demonstrate any remorse. Beckoning Lela over with his upraised hand, he put his arm possessively around the young blonde who was oblivious to Lela's existence. John and Lela had a brief exchange, during which John introduced his new girlfriend to Lela, without any hint of shame. When Lela returned to me, she was distraught.



"I can't believe I drove all the way up here to see that selfish prick," she whispered, as John and his new girlfriend disappeared arm in arm. "I am done with that asshole."
While those words were music to my ears, I hated seeing Lela so upset, and I asked her if she wanted to get a drink. Like a lot of college students, by this time I had a passable fake ID, and we went to a liquor store and bought some beer. The two of us walked down to a secluded spot in the park, found an empty bench, and sat quietly drinking our beers. As the afternoon turned into the evening, I could see that Lela was getting cold, so I offered to walk her back to the dorms.
"I will put on a pot of coffee," I told her. "You can get warm, and sober up before you make the long drive home."
Lela put her arm through mine as we walked back to my room, and I felt our long lost connection return immediately. The beer had lowered my inhibitions too, causing me to take the unnecessary risk of being seen in public showing affection to one of John's girls. Lela and I talked candidly on the way to my dorm, and she shared some of John's selfish exploits when it came to sex. As I listened on intently, it was obvious that Lela enjoyed being treated like a fuck-toy by John.
"I know it's messed up," she said. "I know I deserve better. However, when that man forces me to my knees and makes me suck his cock, I get so wet. I hate myself for it. It is all I think about when I masturbate," she admitted. "I am self-lubricating right now just thinking about him blowing his load all over my new lingerie."
As I digested her words, I felt a pang of regret. I had forced Lela into unwanted sexual activity when we had dated, not knowing at the time that she would eventually respond favorably to aggressive men. I kicked myself for the lost opportunity with Lela, and as she poured her heart out to me we reached the door to my room. Hanging from the door knob was a pair of women's panties, the universal "Do not disturb," symbol in college dorm rooms across the United States. Lela looked at the underwear for a few seconds, and after establishing that they didn't belong to her, burst into tears.
At this juncture, our options were fairly limited. John and I co-existed by this point in time, but our truce was dependent on my submission to him. If I had entered the room, despite the obvious sign that he required privacy, he would have punished me severely, either by kicking my ass, or fucking it. With my bedroom no longer an option, I briefly considered hanging out in Lela's car, but with campus security roaming the school parking lots on a regular basis, we wouldn't go undetected. Being in a car while intoxicated was not a smart move, so we headed towards the television room.
Being a Friday night, it wasn't packed, but the atmosphere was not conducive to trying to lighten Lela's mood.
"Let's go to the Holiday Inn," I suggested. "It is cheap, clean and we can get you warmed up for your drive home."
Surprisingly, Lela was in agreement with my plan for us to secure a hotel room and we checked in. At forty-nine dollars a night, the Holiday Inn was not only inexpensive, but it was also the closest hotel to the college, and I had spent many nights there over the last year, as John commandeered our room. He never gave me any notice either. He would either hang his date's panties on the door-knob, which meant stay somewhere else, or occasionally roust me from my deep sleep to let me know that he needed me to get lost. As a consequence of many nights spent at this hotel, the guy checking me in recognized me and engaged me. He also attended my college, as did most of the minimum wage employees of the hotel, who were working their way through school.
"Roommate balls-deep in some hottie again tonight, Mark?" he said cheerfully. "You need to get a new room assignment in the dorm, bro."
While I had no intention of sharing John's promiscuity with Lela, the guy's innocuous comment opened the discussion, and when we got to the hotel room, we cracked open a beer, and Lela's line of questioning began. I initially tried to defend John, making up a story about me checking into the hotel when he snored too loudly, but she knew I was covering for him.
"Why would you lie for him, Mark?" Lela cried. "He butt-fucked you for Christ's sake. He is not a friend to either of us. He is a sexual predator."
As we talked and Lela cried, one thing led to another, and after several beers, and numerous unanswered texts to John, Lela wanted to take a shower. I went out onto the balcony to get some fresh air, and about twenty minutes later she called me into the hotel room.
"I bought this today intending to wear it for John," Lela slurred, as she posed seductively in an all-white lingerie ensemble.
The silk camisole and matching boy-shorts accentuated her curves perfectly, and were a beautiful contrast to her jet black hair, and her dark Cherokee skin. Lela had on some stay-up, thigh-high fishnet stockings, and some white high-heels, and she looked absolutely phenomenal.
"I want you to enjoy me tonight instead," she whispered. "Are you still a virgin, Mark?"
As Lela moved into my personal space, her unsteady gait signaling her intoxication, I knew I should have declined her advances, both out of consideration of her diminished judgment and for my personal safety, in the event that John found out. However, knowing that something is wrong, and having the intestinal fortitude to follow the righteous path are two completely different things, and as Lela extended her dainty hand to my zipper, I folded immediately.
"Are you Mark?" she repeated, as she gently tapped her manicured fingertip against my purity ring. "If this is your first time I want you to enjoy me bare-back," she whispered softly.
"This is my first sexual encounter," I replied shyly. "With a woman," I added, well aware that Lela had witnessed me getting sodomized by John.
Lela had far more sexual experience than me at this point in our young lives, and seemed comfortable taking control. After she lowered my zipper, she fished my cock from my underwear, the tip of which was slick with pre-cum. Her movements were unsteady, lacking the co-ordination of someone in charge of their faculties, but I chose to ignore her inebriation as she clumsily pulled my pants and briefs down around my ankles. Lela took my shirt from me next, stripping me with the confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.
Once I was naked, Lela moved closer to me and began to kiss me tenderly. I was fully erect now, the head of my cock being teased by the silky material of her camisole, as she rocked slowly against me. I tried to recall John's skillful seduction of my ex-girlfriend as he had teased her relentlessly, until she willingly gave up both her vaginal and anal cherries. I knew I had to take it slow, tease her breasts and stomach first, before turning her over and paying attention to her shoulders and neck. I pictured John running his tongue up the back of Lela's legs before getting right to the edge of her labia, and stopping. He did this repeatedly, until she begged him to go down on her.
With my game-plan firmly entrenched in my mind, Lela pulled me closer to her, and under her instruction we flopped onto the hotel bed. Landing on top of her, I tried to remember the exact sequence of John's seduction of Lela, and I decided to start with her nipples. Lela had other plans, parted her thighs, and wrapped her feet around my buttocks. The silk of her thigh-highs felt amazing as it grazed my ass and upper thighs, and combined with the chemise that was rubbing against my glans as she began to rock slowly beneath me, induced a steady stream of pre-cum.
Lela slid one hand between us, grabbed the tip of my cock and guided me towards her sex. Pulling her silky boy-shorts to one side, she lined me up with the entrance to her pussy, which had previously self-lubricated as we talked about John's dominance of her. Lela eased my cock-head just inside her, before exerting a steady pressure on my buttocks with her feet.
As I slid into her warm, tight, wet pussy, all thoughts of teasing Lela into pleasurable submission vanished, replaced by an all-consuming desire to ejaculate inside her. I loved this woman, and I had fantasized about having sex with her from the first time that we met. Now that I was balls-deep inside this beautiful young girl, it was better than I could ever have imagined, and as we rocked slowly in unison, Lela put her lips to my ear and began to whisper.
"John is gonna shit when he finds out that you put the wood to me," she slurred. "That asshole is insanely jealous that you were my first boyfriend. It kills him that you were the first guy I jerked off. I want us to tell him together," she added. "After you butt-fuck me."
Lovemaking, like any other physical activity, is an acquired skill, and in just the same way that one would expect to fall a few times when learning to ski, I fully expected to experience some kind of learning curve. What I didn't expect though, as we rocked slowly together, and Lela offered me up everything that John had ever enjoyed and more, was the involuntary expulsion of my ejaculate into her tight pussy, as I came prematurely under her seductive ways.
I truly tried to fight it, as I felt the tell-tale signs of my impending release. I felt a deep stirring in my loins first, before my nuts began to constrict. I knew I should have pulled out to delay my climax, but her tight, moist, teenage pussy felt other-worldly to me, and ejaculating inside it became my sole obsession. The hem of her silky boy-shorts caressed the shaft of my cock as I thrust deep inside Lela, then my nuts suddenly tightened, and I emptied their contents inside the love of my life. As I writhed and squirmed in ecstasy, Lela tried to be cool, but I heard her let out a sigh of frustration.
"Fuck no, Mark," she said under her breath, her disappointment palpable.
Truth was, despite this being the defining moment of my young life, I empathized with her. I could only imagine how much more enjoyable my climax would have been had it been preceded by eight or nine of Lela's orgasms, the way John's had. Lela laid passively on her back, trying to contain her irritation at being left high and dry. Then, after presumably looking for alternative ways to get her own release, she blurted out.
"Fuck. My vibrator is in my back-pack in your room," she said, with an exasperated groan.
I knew that the source of her anger was John's infidelity, rather than my piss-poor lovemaking abilities, but it was still emasculating to be laying next to a beautiful woman without the capacity to fulfill her.
"Relax, Lela," I said, unable to conceal my embarrassment. "Let me see if I can help you get off."
As soon as I had lowered my lips to her breast, I realized how hopelessly inexperienced I was around women. Lela responded to John's aggressive dominant approach, but when I tried to mimic it, by nibbling her nipple, she let out an anguished cry of pain, and shouted at me.
"Jesus, Mark," she cried. "You nearly bit the fucking thing off. Just let me chill for a while."
In a misguided attempt to try and inject some humor into the situation, I removed the purity ring from my finger and placed it on the bedside table.
"I won't be needing this any more, baby," I said cheerfully.
Lela flashed me a look contempt, and as we laid next to each other on the hotel bed, her exasperation affected my post-orgasmic mood, causing it to sour the experience for me. Yes, my first foray into sex had been an unmitigated disaster, but Lela didn't need to be so hostile about it.
Just when I thought that things couldn't get any worse, Lela's phone dinged, and I prayed it wasn't John. I knew that Lela would tell him to go fuck himself, but I just wanted to relax and recuperate before I took Lela back to get her stuff.
Lela perked right up once she saw that the text was from John, sitting upright in the bed as they began to text. Over the next few minutes, as she typed away furiously with him, her body language slowly changed. She started to smile occasionally, and I saw a noticeable increase in her breathing. Inexplicably, her nipples hardened as they communicated on their phones, and I could sense an elevated level of arousal in Lela. As she became progressively excited by their interaction, Lela removed her silky boy-shorts, and tossed them on the floor. Parting her legs slightly, she absentmindedly toyed with her clit as she texted John. I was lying next to her, transfixed by her apparent lack of shame as she masturbated right in front of me.
Shame had been a huge part of Lela's sexual repression, the familial pressure to remain pure combining with the Catholic Church's stance on pre-marital sex, to keep her chaste. John had moved her goalposts significantly, and as she had fallen so madly in love with him, Lela was willing to accommodate his every desire, suppressing her shame in the process. I could see Lela's arousal written all over her face as she teased herself, and then as if she suddenly remembered that I was in the room, she leaned over and grabbed a fistful of my hair. Lela could have simply asked me to go down on her, but she seemed to derive a certain amount of pleasure from exerting her will over me, so she forced my head down slowly, as she spread her legs further apart.
Years later, after I had more sexual experience, I got to know that the female sex-organs can be quite beautiful, when presented properly. A woman's vagina, fresh out of the bath, clean-shaven and scented with body lotion was quite appealing. However, this was my first look at a pussy, and it was completely unappetizing. The vagina itself was compressed, flattened by our dry-humping and brief sexual encounter. Slick with her vaginal secretions, a strong odor of arousal emanated from within, which I found offensive to my olfactory receptors. To make matters worse, globs of semen were evident around the entrance to her vaginal cavity, and there were traces of semen matted in her trimmed bush. I knew the seminal fluids were mine, but I wanted no part of ingesting them. When I offered the slightest bit of resistance, Lela tightened her grip on my hair, and forced my face into the disgusting mess.
"Eat," she whispered softly. "Your first cream pie."
I tentatively extended my tongue, and as Lela continued to text with John, I licked up my ejaculate. Lela kept me between her legs for twenty minutes, alternating between texting and giving me instructions. She took a few lewd pictures of herself, focusing on her upper body to ensure that she didn't arouse John's jealousy.
Apparently the impromptu photo shoot did the trick, because about ten minutes after Lela sent John the first picture of her erect nipples, her phone rang.
"Hi baby," Lela said excitedly. "Are you ready for me to come over, yet?"
"Amanda is still here," John answered with no remorse whatsoever. "But you are welcome to join us. The more the merrier."
I looked up to gauge Lela's reaction to John's dismissive remark, hoping to God that she wasn't going to allow John to enjoy her as part of a threesome. Lela had a look of abject disappointment on her face as she processed John's offer, but she quickly suppressed it. Grabbing me by one ear she forced my face back between her legs and responded enthusiastically.
"I would love to see you John," Lela said. "I just need to take a quick shower. Give me about thirty minutes."
"Ok, baby," John said sweetly. "Amanda and I will wait for you. Wear something pink," he added cheerfully.
"Whatever you want John," she said in an agreeable tone." My lingerie is in your room, though."
"I will leave your bags just outside my door," John offered, clearly having no interest in seeing Lela unless she was all dolled up for him.
As soon as he hung up the phone, Lela was out of bed heading towards the shower.
"Go and get my shit, Mark," she whispered softly. "There should be three bags outside the door of John's room."
"My room, too," I countered, not enjoying the way that this was heading.
As I walked from the hotel to my dorm room, it occurred to me that Lela was right. Yes, technically it was half my room, and I certainly had the emails to prove that I paid rent for the space. However, in reality it was John's personal space, and I only slept there with his consent, on the nights when he wasn't "getting balls-deep in some hottie," as the hotel employee so eloquently put it.
When I got to my room, the panties were still hanging from the door knob, and Lela's stuff was just outside the door. Judging by the way that it was lying in a pile, it had been unceremoniously dumped outside the door, and I wondered if John had perhaps made Amanda put it there, as an act of control, after informing her that he was going to expect a threesome.
One of the bags had spilled its contents onto the carpeted floor of the hallway, and as I stuffed three or four different colored g-strings into the bag, I couldn't help stealing a look inside. My heart sank as I realized that this bag was stuffed full of lingerie, panties, camisoles, garter-belts in a wide assortment of colors. There were intimates in there in numerous shades of pink, assuring that Lela would be able to accommodate John's demands, however specific.
Lela was already out of the shower by the time I returned to the hotel room, and I took my turn to rinse off, as I had our combined juices spread over much of my face. By the time I had dried off and dressed, Lela had prettied herself up, and had transformed herself into a complete fuck-toy for John. I couldn't help notice that she had shaved her neatly-trimmed bush completely bald.
"John expects me to be clean shaven before we fuck," Lela said with a smile.
As she applied a matching shade of lip-gloss to her blow-job lips, I was disappointed in myself for being unable to satisfy Lela in our earlier encounter. Apparently that task now fell to John, which was a kick in the nuts to me.
"How do I look?" Lela asked me, as she rotated one hundred and eighty degrees. "Are my stockings on straight?"
I truly loved this woman, and as she asked me to critique her so that she was visually perfect for another man's enjoyment, it cut me to the core. Right before I could answer, Lela's phone rang and she held up her hand to silence me.
"Hi baby," she said enthusiastically. "Are you guys ready for me to join you?"
I couldn't hear exactly what John was saying, but based on Lela's responses, I think he was pressing her for her current location.
"The Holiday Inn," she said quietly.
Again in response to something inaudible to me from John, she answered, "No baby, I didn't get a credit card yet. Mark put it on his."
My head sank as she told him this, as I knew what a jealous and controlling asshole John could be.
"Room 334," she said quietly, as she bit her lip. "Yes, John. Understood. We will wait for you."
As John hung up the phone, Lela flashed me a look of horror.
"John is heading this way," she said fearfully. "He is really pissed at you. He thinks you brought me back to the hotel room to seduce me."
"Lela," I cried, "John can never know that we had sex."
"I'm not stupid, Mark," she whispered. "I know that for fuck's sake."
As the two of us churned in our anxiety, John seemed to take an eternity to arrive, and when he finally slammed his fist into our hotel door, Lela and I looked at each other as if willing the other person to open it. Lela finally folded, thereby ending our little standoff, and as she opened the door, John barged his way in, looked at our guilt-ridden faces, and spoke firmly.
"Kneel," he commanded. "Both of you. By the foot of the bed."
My heart was thumping in my chest as I knelt next to Lela at the foot of the bed. Even though we had both just showered, the room had a strong odor of sex, from where Lela had played with herself while she texted John. I knew he must have noticed the pungent smell when he walked in the room, but he chose to ignore it.



"Why the fuck did you pay for a hotel room for my girlfriend, Mark?" John began aggressively. "What have you guys been up to behind my back?"
As Lela shuffled around nervously on her knees, I tried to answer.
"Lela needed a place to warm up, John," I said quietly. "She doesn't have a credit card so I charged the room on mine."
"Did you guys fuck?" he asked sternly.
"No, of course not," I said with as much respect as I could muster. "She's your girl, John."
"Lela," he said ominously. "Think very carefully before you answer. If you lie to me, we are finished forever."
With the threat of losing John in the air, Lela immediately broke down and fessed up, framing her answer in such a way as to incriminate me.
"Mark got me drunk, told me to come to his hotel room to sober up, and then seduced me," she blurted out. "It was a terrible waste of time. Mark came prematurely and I never even got close to orgasm," she added, as John began to smirk at me.
"Is that true, Mark?" John asked in a menacing tone. "Anything else to add?"
I loved this woman very much, and my long-term goal was to eventually marry her. There seemed to be no reason to jeopardize this by throwing Lela under the bus, so I just nodded my head agreeably.
"I gave him his first cream pie, too," Lela added with a giggle, as she saw John's body language start to soften.
"Did you enjoy that you pussy?" John spat at me, his relaxed pose stiffening as he loomed over me as I knelt submissively before him.
As John seemed to process the fact that I had got balls-deep inside his girl, I could see his jealousy boiling within him.
"I am going to punish the two of you for this indiscretion," he said with a sneer, as he sauntered around the hotel room enjoying the control he exerted over us. "Which one of you should I discipline first?"
I swallowed hard at his choice of words. You discipline a recalcitrant adolescent or an ill-behaved puppy, not a grown man, for fuck's sake. Lela flashed me a sideways glance, and as she looked at me expectantly I knew that I should've stepped up to shield her from his punishment. I was going to marry this woman one day, solemnly vow in front of all of our mutual friends and family to love and protect her. If there was ever a time to stand up and fight for my future wife, this was it. John was putting my manhood to the test, but despite knowing what was expected of me, my fear of John and his capacity for violence froze me to the spot and I remained silent.
"Fucking pussy," John spat at me. "Get your cowardly ass over here."
As I went to get to my feet, John issued his next directive.
"Crawl to me cuck," he said with a chuckle.
As I crawled towards him on my hands and knees, my shame caused my face to redden. John was leaning against the far wall of the hotel room watching my submission with a smirk on his face. Once I reached him he addressed me in a very firm tone.
"Strip," he barked. "Naked."
The last time I was in this position my indecisiveness had cost me a swift strike to the head with stainless steel handcuffs, so I reflexively obeyed him. 
"You too Lela," John continued, as I removed my clothes. "Assume the position on the bed."
My heart was racing as I processed the developments. John got off on control as much as sex, and as I realized that he was probably going to sodomize us both, I swallowed hard. For her part Lela had suppressed her fear and as she seductively undressed, it seemed as if she was in a state of arousal. Once she was naked Lela walked gracefully towards the hotel bed, and with a demure look over her shoulder got onto all fours upon it. In contrast my hands were shaking as I got naked, equal parts fear and anticipation as I was dreading getting butt-fucked, but inexplicably aroused by the prospect of watching John fuck Lela's ass. 
Lela took an eternally long time to get the details of "the position" perfect, arching her back and throwing her head back so that her long hair spilled down to her ass. Judging by her firm buttocks, she had been dieting and working out to make herself as attractive as possible for the man she loved. John nodded approvingly and Lela responded by wiggling her ass, seemingly offering it up to my roommate. I watched on enviously as they engaged in a playful and sexy manner.
Lela had a look of desire on her face and I noticed the tell-tale signs of her arousal as traces of her vaginal secretions appeared on her inner-thighs. I don't know if it was the sight of her self-lubrication or the scent of her arousal, but inexplicably I began to get an erection. John was enjoying our total submission to him and sauntered over towards where Lela was waiting and positioned himself right behind her.
"Get over here cuck," he ordered me. "Unfasten my belt."
Cognizant of the fact that my movements around the hotel room would be accomplished by crawling, I moved towards John on my hands and knees. I was visibly shaking as I reached for his belt buckle and began to undo it. Lela watched intently, a smile on her face as she seemingly enjoyed my capitulation to him.
"Remove it and fold it in two," he ordered, as I ran the belt through the loops of his pants.
I must have had a quizzical look on my face because after I folded the leather belt in half, John issued his next directive.
"Hold it firmly by the belt buckle," he said firmly.
With shaky hands I followed his instructions, and as it dawned on me what was about to transpire the smile evaporated from Lela's face. She swallowed hard as we both realized that John was going to make me punish Lela for her infidelity.
"Stand up, Mark," John ordered me. "You are going to punish my bitch for her indiscretions," he whispered, as silence descended on the room. "Count each stroke immediately after you strike her."
I really didn't want to do this but recalling how John had forced me to comply with each and every one of his previous demands, it was inevitable that I was going to have to beat my future wife with the leather belt.
"Begin," John said firmly, snapping me out of my trance. "Do it Mark, or I will put you on the bed next to that dirty slut and beat both of you until you cry like little girls."
"Eyes front Lela," he ordered, as my dream girl averted her gaze from mine and lowered her head in submission.
I knew that John didn't expect me to use my full force to whip Lela with his belt, so I struck her half-heartedly. Even though the blow was fairly weak, Lela let out a cry of pain to satisfy John's lust for retribution. He was having none of it though, and addressed me in a demanding tone.
"Hand me the belt, Mark," he ordered. "I will show you what I expect from you."
Lela's face sank as I handed our tormentor the leather belt, and I flashed her an apologetic look. John enveloped the buckle in the palm of his hand, and as the end of the belt hung from his clenched fist, he raised his arm skyward. Then without telegraphing his intentions, he rotated his upper torso slightly and in a swift motion brought the full force of the leather belt down upon me. A sharp crack reverberated around the hotel room as the belt landed on my bare buttocks, followed by an involuntary plaintive wail as I processed and reacted to the pain.
"Count the strokes, pussy," John ordered me as I stood naked before him trembling with fear.
"One," I stammered hesitantly, trying to figure out how many more blows I could take before I fled the room.
As it turned out, seven more was the magic number, and even as my ass turned a bright shade of red under his relentless assault, fear of the consequences of disobedience kept me rooted to the spot. John managed to find almost the exact same spot on my lower buttocks for the first six strikes, which greatly exacerbated the pain. Then, sensing that any more punishment might break my skin, he directed blow number seven across my upper-thighs. Even though it was inadvertent, the end of the belt wrapped around my leg upon impact, striking me in the testicles. This excruciatingly painful contact simultaneously took my breath away and dropped me to my knees.
"Seven," I whimpered, barely able to form the word.
The eighth and final blow landed across my shoulders as I knelt before him, knocking me into a prone position. I curled up in the fetal position, and with my future wife looking on in astonishment I looked up at John in total submission.
"Eight," I cried. "John, enough please," I begged.
John seemed satisfied that I was truly repentant and turned his attentions to Lela. Even though she had just witnessed John's skillful application of pain to reduce me to a blubbering mess, she didn't seem fearful and as I watched the two of them interact, I understood why. Inexplicably, my subjugation at my roommate's hands had aroused the two of them, and as John stood just behind Lela's naked form, I could see the clear outline of his erection in his pants.
Lela's desire was evident too, her erect nipples hanging below her as she waited in the doggy-style position. I could see that she had self-lubricated, and her labia and inner-thighs were slick with her vaginal secretions. John smirked at me as he slowly unzipped his pants, releasing his erection from its confines.
"How should I punish this fucking slut, Mark?" he asked me ominously, as Lela wiggled her ass seductively to convey her availability to my nemesis.
At this point he had beaten any resistance out of me, and while I certainly didn't want to witness him thrash Lela with his leather belt, I also didn't want to be forced to watch them fuck. John knew this of course, and seemed to thoroughly enjoy stoking my jealousy as he slowly moved towards Lela's ass. He was still holding the leather belt and Lela jumped when he ran the grainy side of it across her upturned butt-cheeks.
"Shall I beat her ass or fuck it, Mark?" he asked me with a sneer. "You decide."
This was an awful decision for me to have to make, especially as I had already endured both punishments from this man, and knew from first-hand experience that they were equally painful to go through. As I stood there in silence with my head bowed, it was Lela who spoke next.
"Fuck my ass baby," she whispered seductively. "Show that pussy Mark how to make a girl orgasm."
"That's right," John said with a chuckle. "Mark blew his load prematurely when you guys fucked earlier. You didn't come yet, Lela."
"On the bed, cuck," he ordered me in an aggressive tone. "Get into the 69 position with my girl."
As I got up from my knees, I realized quite how much pain I was in and my movements were tentative to say the least. My nuts were throbbing, and there was a large red welt on the base of my scrotum from where the belt had made accidental contact. Once I was underneath Lela, John made some subtle adjustments to both of our positions. Then, without warning, he fired up the Rabbit and touched the tip of it against the inside of Lela's labia.
Lela was already in an elevated state of arousal, having first been left high and dry by my premature ejaculation, and then titillated by John's dominance of me. So, unsurprisingly, as the vibrating sex-toy lightly caressed her genitals, she began to show signs of her excitement. To say I had a bird's eye view would have been an understatement. Positioned as I was directly beneath her sex, I was witness to the sight, sounds and aroma of her ever-moistening vagina. John was an expert at tease and denial, and played Lela perfectly.
My jealousy combined with feelings of sexual inadequacy as I watched the tell-tale signs of Lela getting worked up. Occasionally she emitted a quiet moan of pleasure as John teased her mercilessly with that Rabbit. After one particularly vocal expression of arousal, Lela dropped her head slightly and I could see her mouth was slightly open and her eyes were glazed over with pleasure.
"Arch your back, slut," John ordered, snapping her out of her trance.
As Lela's head lifted back up into "the position," her tits jutted forward and I could see that her nipples were fully erect. Her breathing was labored too, her stomach and rib-cage visible as she took ever-deepening breaths. There was a light sheen of perspiration on her neck and between her tits, and as John continued to tease her, I noticed her abdomen muscles tighten.
"Let me know when you are close, slut," he whispered. "I don't want Mark to miss the show."
Lela's breathing was ragged now, and her head slumped down before John reminded her to maintain his desired position.
"I am close, John," she intoned through clenched teeth. "I am really close."
I could see Lela's frustration as John removed the tip of the Rabbit from the inside of her labia, and she let out an exasperated moan. John waited a few seconds for Lela to compose herself before he placed two fingers at the entrance to her vagina, and splayed her labia apart. I now had a view of her exposed pussy, the self-lubricated entrance emitting a strong aroma of arousal, as the clitoris throbbed and pulsated, seemingly begging for attention. John held her labia apart with his fingers, and turned the vibrating sex-toy back on. The sound alone caused Lela to inhale sharply, but when he touched the tip of it gently against her clitoris, she cried out in pleasure.
As I lay helplessly beneath the woman of my dreams, my roommate and nemesis edged Lela relentlessly towards orgasm without ever actually allowing her over the edge. She was trembling with anticipation now, her taut abs visibly flexing beneath her increasingly glistening skin, covered as it was with a light sheen of perspiration. Occasionally she would beg for release, only to be told that this was a punishment, not a reward.
Lela was glistening from her neck to her vagina, the moisture on her neck, stomach and tits only distinguishable from the dampness of her pussy by the lack of aroma. While it was clear that her upper body was covered in perspiration, the entrance to her vagina was coated with her secretions, and this natural lubricant was very pungent. Overpowering to me in fact, as I lay just inches beneath her.
John touched the Rabbit lightly against her clitoris one last time, and then in one effortless motion, lined his cock up with the entrance to her love-canal, and eased inside her until he was balls-deep. The erotic sight of Lela's ever-moistening pussy was now replaced with John's swollen nut sack as he entered my ex-girlfriend.
Lela let out a low moan of pleasure, and as John's balls hung just above my chin, he began to slowly fuck her. I felt the asshole spread his legs apart slightly, which had the effect of lowering his nuts, until they grazed against my chin. Once he was satisfied that I could feel them making love, as well as see and smell them, he began to ease in and out of her ever-moistening sex. Lela was cooing now, making no attempt to conceal her arousal, and John taunted me as they fucked.
"Will this be the first time you have seen Lela orgasm through penetrative sex, Mark?" he asked with a chuckle. "She is so cute when she comes."
John fucked Lela for several minutes, long enough for her vaginal secretions to coat his cock with a copious covering of nature's lubricant, some of which ran down his shaft and over his swollen nuts, whereby it was unceremoniously transferred to my chin, lips and nose by his ever-deepening thrusts. By the time he withdrew his cock from her throbbing pussy, she was begging for release, and I was covered in her juices.
"John, please," Lela begged. "Just one orgasm."
John was on his own program, and after admonishing Lela to suppress her own needs and focus on his, he lined his now well-lubricated cock up with the entrance to her asshole, and with minimal effort, eased inside her anal passage. Lela let out a grunt as he got balls-deep inside her anus, and it occurred to me that John must have sodomized her regularly. In contrast to the first time he butt-fucked my girl, this was a relatively drama-free event. No anal-ease or lidocaine was required to get inside her tight little ass, and as he began to seriously fuck her anal passage, she seemed to be enjoying the experience.
In fact, because he is an asshole, John finally allowed the woman of my dreams to orgasm while being violated in this manner. As he pounded away in search of his own release, he fired up the Rabbit, placed the tip against her clitoris, and instructed her to come. Lela needed no second invitation, and moments after the vibrating sex-toy made contact with her clit, she had a very vocal orgasm inches above my face. This was followed seconds later with an even more intense release, and as John continued to butt-fuck Lela, she responded by crying out in ecstasy every few moments as she reached a new climax.
To say that this experience was humiliating would be an understatement. While the visual of my girl in such abject pleasure was arousing, the fact that it was at the hands of another man was demeaning. John took Lela to new heights that day, and after she was completely satiated she let out a low guttural moan and virtually begged him to stop.
"I am completely satisfied," Lela cried. "Come for me baby."
This confirmation of his sexual prowess seemed to embolden John, and he spread his knees slightly further apart, thus lowering his nut-sack so that it draped across my face with every forward thrust.
"Suck my nuts, Mark," he ordered me. "I am ready to come inside your girl's asshole."
I heard Lela giggle, which only added to my emasculation, and I was acutely aware that she knew of my compliance as I closed my lips gently around John's scrotum and began to nibble.
"Fuck yeah, that feels good Mark," John exclaimed gleefully. "Right there bitch."
I am not proud to admit it, but as I alternated between kissing, licking, nibbling and sucking his nuts, I felt John tense up, and as he slapped Lela's upturned buttocks, he let out a moan. Seconds later I felt his balls constrict, and he ejaculated deep inside my Lela's anal passage. As he did so, she was offering him words of encouragement, telling him that he owned her asshole, and that I was nothing more to her than a pussy cuckold.
John experienced an intense orgasm, and after he slowed his thrusts he composed himself, withdrew his erect cock from Lela's anus, and then slowly lowered it towards my face.
"Clean me up, cuck," he ordered, as Lela let out another giggle.
I knew I should have refused this latest debasement, drawn a line in the sand, "grown a pair" as the saying goes. I had only ever seen ass to mouth once, having inadvertently stumbled upon it while surfing porn sites. I reflexively moved away from the disturbing imagery, the combination of the unsanitary nature of the sex-act and the unnecessarily demeaning component of it, arousing pure disgust within me. However, as I reflected upon the leverage John had over me, I closed my eyes and unwillingly opened my mouth to allow him to enter it.
Truth was, as disgusting as ass to mouth was to me, I was prepared to do whatever it took to graduate law school and pursue a career as an attorney. John held all the cards in our relationship, and while he never overtly blackmailed me, we both knew that he had damning and incontrovertible evidence of my sexual assault of Lela. John possessed all of my texts to Lela sent in the hours immediately after my attack on her. Framed initially as an apology, the highly detailed messages served as a self-incriminating admission of my sexual assault of my girlfriend. In this new era of the "Me too" movement, these time-stamped pieces of evidence would have undoubtedly derailed my aspirations of a career in law.
So, as John basked in his post-orgasmic bliss, I allowed him to enter my warm, moist mouth. Suppressing my involuntary reaction to throw up at the thought of such a debasing act, I remained passive as he slowly fucked my face. I would later learn that Lela gave herself an enema every morning, but at this moment in time I was puzzled, and pleasantly surprised by the lack of foul taste and odor that I would have expected from such a perverse sexual act.



John made me suck him clean for several minutes before he finally withdrew his ever-softening cock from between my lips, wiping the tip of it across my right cheek. Lela and I were still in the 69 position, until John placed one hand on her ass and the other under her chin, readjusting her so that she was sat on my face. He then announced his intention to take a shower.
"Stay sat on his face, Lela," he ordered my ex-girlfriend. "I will be back."
Lela was still in a high state of arousal, and as she gathered her composure and got control of her breathing, she began to relax. Unfortunately for me, this action combined with the law of gravity caused John's semen to trickle from her anal-passage, from where it leaked onto my nose and lips. John took his time to clean himself, and by the time he emerged from the bathroom with a towel around his waist, Lela had expelled his ejaculate from her well-used asshole, and it had dried all over my face.
"Kneel in the corner facing each other while I get dressed," John ordered Lela and I. "Amanda is still waiting for us in my room."
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As Lela and I knelt in the corner of the hotel room, we exchanged a furtive glance. I could see anxiety written all over her face, presumably at the prospect of meeting Amanda. I had my own internal struggle going on as I processed whether John would allow me to clean his dried ejaculate from my face before we walked across campus to our shared accommodation. Unfortunately for me this was not to be the case, as John emerged from the bathroom and told me to stand up and get dressed. I got to my feet as directed, and John addressed Lela who was still on her knees, in her pink lingerie.
"Grab a long coat, Lela," he instructed her. "We are heading back to my room."
Just as we were about to leave the hotel room, John noticed the purity ring sitting on the bedside table. He picked it up with a scowl on his face and placed it inside his jacket pocket.
"Let's go," he said sternly.
The three of us walked in silence back to the dorms, my head held as low as possible in order to hide the fact that I had another man's semen coated all over my face. As humiliating as this was, it paled in comparison to the fear I felt of John's retribution for my infidelity. I just knew that he was going to punish me for sneaking around behind his back. When I opened the door to our shared accommodation, a gorgeous platinum-blonde who I assume was Amanda was lying in my bed with a satisfied smile on her face.
Seductively attired in the exact same shade of lingerie that Lela wore, this young goddess mocked me with her eyes as she addressed my nemesis.
"Is this the cuckold?" she asked John with a giggle.
"In the flesh," John responded. "Amanda, meet Mark."
It was humiliating being introduced as the cuckold, and as Amanda looked me up and down with disdain, I shuffled nervously in front of the three of them.
"Come closer," Amanda instructed me, as I moved slowly towards her. "Good boy."
I purposefully kept my head lowered, both to convey respect for this beautiful woman, and in an attempt to conceal the fact that my face was coated with another man's semen. Amanda, sensing that I wasn't here to engage in any consensual sex-acts, turned to John and voiced her confusion.
"Why is Mark here?" she said with palpable disdain in her voice. "And for fuck's sake is that jizz drying on his face?"
John seemed enthralled to have me in such a compromising position, and with a cheerful look on his face he responded to Amanda's line of questioning.
"Mark is here because he loves cream pies," John began. "And as you have so eloquently pointed out, Amanda," he continued with a flourish, "the evidence of his fondness for them is currently drying on his face."
As you can probably imagine, I wanted to curl up in a ball as they discussed the evidence of my submission to my nemesis. Amanda was clearly getting off on John's subjugation of me, and even though she was one of the hottest women I had ever seen in the flesh, I was dreading her expectations of me.
As if she was reading my mind, Amanda kicked the comforter to the floor, revealing her beautifully manicured feet. As I fixated on her phenomenally feminine pink toenails, she spread her legs slightly apart.
Any image of an unspoiled platinum-blonde goddess that I had was shattered as I raised my gaze slightly upward. Amanda's pussy was clean-shaven, the sheen of her scented body-lotion glistening in the light of our shared bedroom. As I focused on the visual of this perfect female anatomy, I could see John's semen oozing from her well-fucked pussy.
Disgust really didn't begin to encapsulate the feelings I harbored as I watched that perfect female specimen present her soiled vagina to me. The full spectrum of my emotions needed words like jealousy, shame and frustration to fully verbalize the way I felt. How could such an impossibly beautiful woman allow herself to be used by such an asshole? What was in it for her?
Unfortunately for me, I never got the answers to the myriad of questions that were racing through my mind. Sensing my vulnerability, John approached me and issued his directive.
"Eat," John ordered me, "before it gets too cold."
It was a very unappetizing sight, but I was fearful of John's temper so I dragged my ass over to where Amanda was relaxing. She parted her legs further apart, as if to invite me to go down on her. Moving in slow motion I knelt on my bed between her feet, reluctantly positioned my face between Amanda's legs and began to lick up John's jizz.
Amanda let out a giggle and extended her perfectly manicured hands until they rested just behind my ears. In my new position I could see that in addition to having deposited a huge load inside this young co-ed, John had also ejaculated across her abdomen and her inner-thighs. In fact much of this slimy mess transferred to the sides of my face as Amanda's legs tightened around my head.
I couldn't see either of them, but as I ate John's copious load from Amanda's pussy, I heard John and Lela taunting me. They were calling me a cuckold and a pussy, much to Amanda's amusement. After a few brief moments of them mocking me, Amanda gripped both of my ears and told me to clean the inside of her pussy.
I reluctantly extended my tongue, and as I entered her well-fucked vagina, Amanda tightened her grip on my ears. She held me in her desired spot for several minutes, until she was satisfied that I had eaten all remnants of John's load. With clean-up duty attended to, Amanda released her vice-like grip on my ears, and spread her labia wide apart, thereby exposing her blood-engorged clit.
At this point in my young life I was an extremely inexperienced lover, and while I knew that the clitoris was a pleasure center for women, I had little to no clue of how to stimulate it. As I fumbled around between the beautiful blonde's thighs, I heard John speak.
"I want some of what Amanda is enjoying," he announced to the room. "Lela, get on your knees and suck my cock."
Amanda let out a giggle, scooted slightly down the bed so that my lips were against her sex, and instructed me to gently nibble her clitoris. Again, I had zero experience in this department, and Amanda quickly realized that I didn't possess the necessary skills to get her off. For this reason, she began to taunt me as I tried in vain to pleasure her.
"I don't know what Lela ever saw in you, Mark," she began cruelly. "You guys used to date right? Before she fell in love with John."
I have no idea how much of our relationship John had shared with Amanda but she seemed to know that Lela and I were in trouble.
"Lela is giving John a blowjob to make amends for her fuck-up," Amanda whispered. "Listen."
I paused momentarily from my failing attempt at cunnilingus, and I could hear the unmistakable sounds of an enthusiastic, yet sloppy blow-job. My heart sank as I realized John was using my beautiful ex-girlfriend again, without regard to her needs.
"Keep nibbling my clit, Mark," Amanda instructed. "Good boy."
I knew that I wasn't turning Amanda on, but I wasn't expecting her to be so vocal about it. After a few more minutes of my attentions, Amanda cried out in exasperation.
"Fuck this," she began. "I am never going to get off with this guy. John, can I use Lela to get me off?"
While it was humiliating to be discarded by Amanda, I could barely believe that she had the gall to make such an intimate demand of someone she had just met, particularly as Lela had given no indication that she was a lesbian, or even bi-sexual. My eyes widened in total shock as John handed Lela over as if she were a party favor.
"Sure," he began with a chuckle. "It would be Lela's pleasure, wouldn't it baby."
Lela offered up some token resistance but then she seemed to process the power John had over my career, and lowered her head slightly in submission.
"Good girl, Lela," John said condescendingly. "Go over and show Mark how to eat pussy."
Lela's face clouded over with an unenthusiastic grimace as she rose slowly from her knees and moved towards Amanda and I. In contrast, Amanda perked right up and firmly pushed me from between her legs in anticipation of Lela's arrival. It was awkward to watch, as Lela shuffled around nervously before looking tentatively at John for direction.
"Kiss her, Lela," John suggested, as Lela telegraphed her reluctance to engage in sexual activity with another woman.
Amanda seemed to recognize the need to take control of my ex-girlfriend, and extending her perfectly manicured hand to the bewildered young girl, pulled Lela down towards the bed. Lela lowered herself to her knees, scooted right next to the side of the mattress, and lowered her lips towards the beautiful blonde's mouth.
Their first kiss was awkward and uncomfortable for me to watch. Seeing the love of my life being used by my roommate and his latest bimbo girlfriend was emasculating to say the least. Amanda and Lela kissed hesitantly for a few moments, and then once it was established that they had no sexual connection, Amanda spoke assertively.
"Enough foreplay, Lela," she told my ex. "I want to feel your tongue between my legs."
Lela gave John one more questioning glance, as if he alone could save her from this unwelcome sexual encounter, but he merely nodded his assent.
I could see the despairing look on Lela's face as she processed that this was really going to happen. To a practicing Catholic such as Lela, this sexual act was contravening so many of her ingrained principles. She had already allowed guilt to shape her sexual behavior for most of her adult life, and while she was slowly becoming accustomed to being John's fuck-toy, she was uncomfortable with being lent out to pleasure another person, particularly a female. However, there really was no way out for Lela, unless she wanted to risk John upending my life. So, with a final look of resignation, Lela knelt between Amanda's knees, lowered her lips to her sex, and began to perform oral-sex on the beautiful co-ed.
In addition to the fact that Lela was reticent to engage in lesbian activity, she had also never navigated the anatomy of another woman, which should have led to an unmitigated disaster in that bed. However, one thing Lela did possess was the innate delicate touch of a female, and as she began to lap gently at Amanda's clitoris, the beautiful blonde responded favorably.
The last couple of hours had been taxing to me. I had endured a viscous beating with the leather belt from John, the ignominy of watching him butt-fuck my Lela, before being forced to eat the remnants of his load from Lela's anus, and Amanda's pussy. However, as I watched Lela unwillingly perform oral-sex on Amanda, my cock stiffened in my pants. Due to my close proximity to them, I could smell and hear Amanda's vagina as it self-lubricated.
"Hold my pussy lips apart, Lela," Amanda whispered softly as she started down the road to release. "Fuck yeah. Perfect."
While it wasn't exactly a tutorial in cunnilingus, Lela adapted on the fly to Amanda's words of encouragement. A few moments after she embedded her fists into Lela's long black tresses, Amanda wrapped her feet around Lela's upturned buttocks, and enjoyed a vocal orgasm on Lela's face. Immediately after Amanda climaxed, Lela reflexively went to pull away. In an instant, the reason for Amanda's pincer movement with her feet became apparent, as she was able to effectively hold Lela in place.
"Again," Amanda instructed. "I want to come again."
Amanda kept the love of my life between her thighs for nearly thirty minutes, enjoying five more very vocal orgasms as she writhed around in my bed. I was truly captivated by the scene as it unfurled mere inches from where I knelt. The room seemed to shrink with each passing moment, until my entire world was just the two of them. When she finally released her vice-like grip on Lela's ass-cheeks, their sexual chemistry, or at least Amanda's appreciation of Lela's efforts, had increased to the point that they were very comfortable sharing an extended open-mouthed kiss. By this time I was rock-hard, stimulated by the lewd visual, scent and sounds of their coupling. My pre-cum was flowing freely within my underwear, and I could feel the wet spot in them.
"Thanks baby," Amanda whispered softly. "Now let's go and take care of our man."
In my high state of arousal, I hypothesized that I was next up. I felt a large glob of pre-cum get expelled from the tip of my cock at Amanda's statement of intent. My world had shrunk to the immediate area around my bed, and my thoughts turned to how long I would last under their joint attentions. They arose slowly from my bed, intertwined their dainty hands, and breezed right past me in John's direction, shattering any fantasies I harbored of being next in line.
As I crashed back into reality, I turned to watch the two identically attired co-eds walk seductively towards John. He was grinning from ear to ear and was also fully erect. I loved Lela with all my heart, but Amanda was breathtakingly beautiful and my eyes followed her lithe form as she gracefully closed the distance between them. John was stood by the side of his bed, his erection jutting lewdly from between his legs. When Amanda reached John, they exchanged a tender, open-mouthed kiss, and he rested his hand possessively on her tight little ass. Lela went in for a kiss too, but after just a few seconds, Amanda interrupted them, placed one hand on Lela's shoulder and forced her to her knees.
Lela seemed to understand her place in the pecking order, and as John and Amanda resumed their french-kissing, Lela remained kneeling as she started to suck him off. After breaking their tender smooch, John rested one hand on Amanda's shoulder, and without saying anything, pushed down slightly. Amanda understood his desires, and sank slowly to her knees.
Lela let John's cock slip from between her lips, and looked up adoringly at him as Amanda began to blow him.
"Does that feel good, baby?" Lela whispered seductively. "Having two bitches on their knees sucking your cock."
"Fuck yeah, Lela," John exclaimed. "I love using you in front of Mark."
As Amanda and Lela took turns blowing John, I watched intently, feeling the familiar pangs of jealousy, although they were accompanied by arousal. The two co-eds were attired identically at John's behest, and even though they were both in hot pink lingerie, there was a stark contrast in their appearance. Lela, part Cherokee, had dark skin and long black hair that cascaded down her lean back. Amanda, while very tanned for a white girl, had much lighter skin, and long straight platinum hair, that was neatly arranged in two pigtails. I know I wouldn't have lasted two minutes under their joint ministrations, but John seemed very composed as they worked in unison to extract his load from his nuts.
"Mark likes it too," Lela blurted out, as Amanda took her turn sucking John's cock. "Mark told me he gets off watching you treat me like your own personal fuck-toy."
"He told you that?" John asked with a smile on his face. "Is that true, Mark?"
I felt my face redden as John focused on me, but as Amanda and Lela switched off again, and Lela's glossed lips bobbed up and down on my roommate's cock, I knew she was done talking for a few moments.
"Well, Mark?" John asked impatiently. "Do you enjoy watching me fuck your ex-girlfriend?"
I guess my face transmitted my response without any need of a verbal answer, and John, sensing that he had me on the ropes, upped the ante.
"Well get over here, cuck," he ordered me. "Come get a closer look at these little cocksuckers."
I recoiled reflexively at the use of the word "cocksucker" to describe the love of my life, but months of attending to this man had conditioned me to obey him, and I dragged my ass up from my bed. I knew he was going to order me to crawl towards him as this had been the required method of movement for me, when in his company. However, when I got down on all fours and began to slink towards the three of them on my hands and knees, John announced my submission to the girls.
"Look at that fucking pussy," he said derisively. "Crawling to me like a dog."
Amanda and Lela momentarily ceased their two girl blow-job, and watched me intently as I crawled towards them. Our shared room was fairly modest in size, but it seemed to take an eternity for me to reach them.
Lela seemed enthralled with my submission to John and rose slowly from her knees as she watched me intently. Slipping her dainty fingers into the waistband of her hot pink panties, she lowered them seductively. I felt my arousal intensify as she exposed her freshly-shaved pussy, and when she slipped her underwear over her manicured toes, I felt my nuts tighten. Lela seemed so sexually available, yet so completely unattainable to me as she stood there naked from the waist down.
I reached her right about the same time as she bent down to retrieve her panties from the ground by her feet. Scooping them up in one fluid motion, Lela waved the tiny pink intimates right in front of my face so that I could see her vaginal secretions all over the crotch liner. I knew that she was trying to demonstrate the fact that blowing John had aroused her immensely, and the aroma from them confirmed her assertion. Without missing a beat Lela slipped the soiled garment over the top of my head, whereupon it hung around my neck.
Once the wet panties were in her desired position, I could feel the dampness against my skin and the scent of her arousal permeated my nostrils. Whatever perverse desire submitting to John evoked in Lela was evident in the pungent scent emanating from her delicates. They were fucking soaked.
John seemed to enjoy Lela's control over me, and as I remained passively on all fours in front of him he addressed me.
"You tried to fuck me, Mark," he said firmly. "What do you think is the appropriate punishment for that?"
I had been in this position before, and knew from experience that John wasn't looking for an answer. He was going to let me stew in my own juices for a while, before telling me the correct response.
"Think an eye for an eye," John said, as the two girls listened on intently. "Anyone?"
Conditioned by years of High School and College, Amanda raised her hand as if she was in a fucking classroom and offered a suggestion.
"Mark tried to fuck you, John," she said with a giggle. "You need to fuck him right back."
"Correct," John said, as he moved slowly towards the center of the room. "Mark, get naked and assume the position."
Over the months that we had cohabited, John had butt-fucked me a few times as a punishment. It was more an exercise in control than a sexual encounter, and the resultant discomfort would remind me to toe the line for several days as I slowly recovered from the assault. The fact that he was going to fuck my ass in front of two women made it much worse, especially as I desperately wanted to marry one of them.
However, the decision had been made, and as I shakily began to disrobe my anxiety level went through the roof, particularly as I was still erect from the impromptu lesbian show I had just witnessed. Once I was naked I moved tentatively into John's desired stance. I felt self-conscious as I submitted to his every whim, especially as my naked frame bore the evidence of his prior abuse. Amanda noticed it first, her shock evident as she placed one hand over her mouth and expressed her concerns.
"Jesus Christ, John," she said in a hushed tone, "what the hell did you do to him?"
The silence was deafening as John allowed Amanda to process the visual rather than answer her directly. I wasn't surprised that Amanda was in shock as the sight of my naked form would have induced concern from just about anyone who had the misfortune to witness it.
There were belt marks visible all over my ass and lower back from the vicious beating. There was also a large red welt on the base of my scrotum from where the belt had wrapped around my upper-thigh, and inadvertently struck my nutsack. My elevated stress level was apparent as I remained shakily in John's desired position, a light sheen of perspiration evident across most of my body. As I waited passively in his desired position, John knelt down behind me.



His proximity to me was a stark reminder that this was going to happen, and I felt myself shudder with fear. John had saliva all over his cock from his two-girl blow-job, and apparently he had made the decision that he was going to force his way inside my anus without the assistance of any AnalEase. I felt the tip of his cock at the entrance of my asshole and braced for his invasion of my anal-cavity.
Even though I had witnessed John's gentle side on many occasions as he had seduced young co-eds, it was not on display tonight. In fact, as he lined himself up behind me, it seemed that his desire to hurt and belittle me surfaced rather abruptly. John struck me once, quite aggressively in the kidneys before forcing his way inside my asshole. By the time he was balls-deep I was in a considerable amount of discomfort. I tried to suppress my pain, but finally under his cruel mistreatment, I cried out like a bitch.
Whatever empathy Amanda had felt towards me had apparently vanished, replaced by her curiosity of how much abuse I could take.
"No lube, John?" Amanda asked. "Fuck, that is hard-core."
As the two girls looked on in amazement, John fucked my ass with a vengeance, taunting me as he pounded me relentlessly. I felt like such a pussy as my roommate forcibly sodomized me, but even as John grabbed Lela's wet panties that were hung around my neck and used them as a makeshift leash, I stayed in character, that of John's bitch. My ass was on fire as he pounded me, but finally he tensed up and blew his load deep inside my anus. The girls were on it, applauding his release and telling John what a stud he was. After John withdrew from my gaping asshole, he issued his next directive.
"Get the fuck out of my sight, cuckold," he said dismissively. "And leave Lela's panties around your neck."
Being dismissed this way was almost as humiliating as being sodomized, and as I pulled up my jeans, I looked back and noticed blood on John's cock. Bolting for the door before he made me clean him up with my mouth, the last thing I heard as I left was his firm instructions to the girls.
"Lela, Amanda, assume the position."
After closing the door behind me I scurried down the long hallway, my face as bright a shade of pink as the soiled panties that hung around my neck. In the enclosed space of the corridor the pungent odor emanating from them was impossible to ignore, and I prayed that I wouldn't run into a fellow student. Fortunately for me, I was able to get inside the relative safety of a co-ed bathroom, and after locking myself inside a stall, I sat for several minutes in order to compose myself.
I never saw Lela again that weekend. John texted me shortly after I left instructing me to spend the night at the Holiday Inn, while he enjoyed my ex-girlfriend and her three bags of lingerie. I took a long bath with Epsom salts trying to relieve the discomfort in my rectum from where John tore me a new asshole, and then had a fitful night's sleep wondering if he was going to forgive me for fucking Lela.
It wasn't until Sunday afternoon that John told me I could return to our shared room, and I had incurred the additional expense of a night in the Holiday Inn, which wasn't ideal for a struggling student. The room was a mess, and my bed in particular had been the scene of multiple sexual encounters, and was stained with blood, semen and the vaginal secretions of the two young women that he had so thoroughly enjoyed. John left to get something to eat, while I changed the bedding on both of our beds and started the laundry.
Once I had got the room straightened out, I cleaned up the bathroom which was also a disgusting mess. There was semen on the bathroom mirror, and on the countertop, and urine all over the toilet seat, which had to have been intentional, just to put me in my place. When John returned to the room, he gave it a cursory inspection, before declaring that I had done a decent job of cleaning up. Then, as if nothing had happened, he started chatting amiably about his plans for the week, and I realized that he had forgiven me, and moved on.
The weeks turned into months, and John continued to fuck multiple hot chicks on the campus, using Lela as his back-up on the rare occasion that he didn't have an alternate hook-up. Lela drove up to see John every weekend, arriving on a Friday night after her four hour drive. If John didn't have other plans, he would make Lela suck him off, or butt-fuck her in the bathroom, and then dispatch her to the Holiday Inn. The proximity of the budget hotel ensured that she was five minutes away if he got the urge to enjoy her, but didn't cramp his style when he had other women around.
I don't know why she put up with it, and on the rare occasion that I asked her, Lela would lower her gaze and give me the same response.
"I love him, Mark. I know once he graduates Law School we will get married and settle down."
John wasn't the settling down kind of guy, but it wasn't my place to tell Lela what she already probably knew, and I didn't want to get in the middle of the two of them.
Freshman year came and went, and John and I both entered in to our Sophomore year, with excellent grades and right at the top of our class. Although we were now permitted to have a car on campus, John decided that we were going to forgo the privilege of our own personal transportation.
"We don't need a car, Mark," he informed me, once he had unilaterally made the decision. "You can walk to the Holiday Inn if I need my privacy, and Lela can take us anywhere we need to go on the weekends."
Although I would have loved the additional freedom that came with owning a car, it wasn't worth fighting about, so I acquiesced. As the months flew by, John and I settled into our routine. Lela was there every weekend, all dolled up in her lingerie and waiting to be summoned from the Holiday Inn, whenever John wanted to bust a nut. He often had other women over on the weekends, and he would banish me from our shared room. John knew I was broke, and after much consideration, he agreed that I could stay in Lela's room, on the understanding that there was no sexual contact between us.
"I will fuck your ass at a weekend party in front of the entire fraternity, if you so much look at Lela," he threatened.
I knew that he was deadly serious, and even though Lela and I started to hang out, our relationship was purely platonic in nature. As luck would have it, this was exactly what Lela and I needed, in order to really get to know each other. Freed from the temptations of physical contact by the fear of a very public butt-fucking, I focused on getting to know Lela as a person.
Lela was there every weekend, holed up in the Holiday Inn for John to enjoy whenever he felt like it, and I spent most of my time with her. We talked, played chess, did homework together, and generally connected on a much deeper level than we had when we dated and I was consumed with getting some play from her.
I already had very strong feelings for Lela, and as we spent more time together, I could tell that she was starting to see me as a potential partner. We shared the same taste in music and laughed easily in each other's company. Of course, John only had to send her a text telling her to come to his room, and she snapped back into a trance, falling over herself to make herself as alluring as possible for his enjoyment.
John still made Lela come hard, the combination of her excitement at being dominated and his skillful touch, conspiring to rock her world sexually. However, after he blew his load, he would kick her to the curb, and she would return to the hotel room. Knowing that I was there also seemed to encourage John to provide incontrovertible proof that he had used Lela, and she would often return to me with his semen leaking from her ass, or with her lingerie splattered with his ejaculate.
John subjugated the two of us for nearly three years, Lela through her unrequited love for him, and me through his veiled threat of showing my apologetic texts for my sexual assault of her, to the police.
"Lela doesn't even need to press charges," he gloated one day, when we were alone. "If the police open an investigation the evidence is insurmountable that you assaulted her. You texted her a confession, you dumb fuck."
My options were limited, particularly because of my career choice. Had I been on the vocational path of a truck driver, I would have turned myself in to the police just to get out from under John's thumb. As a first time offender, I probably would have been spared a custodial sentence, and I could have told John to get fucked.
However, with my career path charted to become an attorney, I would be held to much higher levels of personal integrity, and any criminal conviction would prevent me from obtaining a license to practice law. John knew this, of course, and used this leverage to keep me in line.
As we entered our Senior Year, John met the the woman of his dreams and it turned the lives of Lela, John and I completely upside down. Samantha was a new part-time professor at the college, a Law Graduate herself, about seven years older than John and I. Beautifully attired in her tailored suits, she practiced law for a prestigious firm in the city, and taught an ethics class on Friday nights.
John was smitten from day one, and after the class was over he offered to walk Samantha to her car, which was a rare show of consideration and gallantry, for a man who used women for his enjoyment. Upon returning to our shared accommodation, he was gushing about this older woman.
"Oh my God, Mark. I just met my future wife," he said enthusiastically. "Samantha is perfect. She is smart, beautiful, makes bank. She was driving a Maserati tonight."
While part of me was happy for John, I was also deriving a certain amount of pleasure at seeing him fall for someone the way I had for Lela. Maybe he could empathize with the way I felt, after experiencing it himself. John was in an almost euphoric state as he detailed his brief time spent alone with Samantha, and I could tell he was highly aroused. He also had some concerns about his reputation as a lothario.
"When I walked Samantha to her car she told me that she had been warned about me," he began. "One of the other teachers told her that I was a cock-hound and would probably hit on her."
As John detailed his plans to shed his reputation as a player, so that Samantha might take him seriously, he was also struggling with his desire, which had clearly been stoked by the new faculty member. As he paced around our shared accommodation, I could see his erection tenting in his pants.
"I am heading over to the Holiday Inn," he exclaimed. "Relieve some of the pressure. Text Lela. Tell her I want her in something red."
While I wasn't overjoyed about the prospect of John using Lela as a cum-receptacle while he fantasized about Samantha, there wasn't much I could do about it. I felt like a complete pussy when I texted my ex-girlfriend instructions on what to wear for my roommate, as John took a shower.
John was gone all night, which was very unusual for him. When he returned in the morning he was a completely different person, his all night fuck-fest with Lela seeming to have exorcised his demons, and given him a clarity of mind that he had lacked since the day he realized his power over women.
"Samantha is the one," he said quietly. "I need to forgo all other women so that she knows I am no longer a cock-hound. I broke up with Lela. You have my blessing to date her if she is interested."
I didn't need a second invitation and shortly after I showered I texted Lela to see if she felt like some breakfast. Lela and I ended up ordering room service as she was too distraught about being dumped by John to leave the hotel.
I tried to console her but she was catatonic, and I was reluctant to leave her alone in case she resorted to self-harm. I ended up spending the entire weekend in Lela's hotel room, as she cried on my shoulder, and confessed her undying love for John. As Sunday night loomed, and it was time for her to make the four-hour drive home, Lela had come to terms with the fact that John had found someone else that he was actually serious about.
"John doesn't want to see me anymore," she said through her tears. "He told me that I should date you."
My heart soared at that prospect, but I knew that Lela needed a friend more than a lover at this exact moment, so I left myself out of the equation.
"John doesn't want to see anyone anymore," I corrected her. "He is fixated on Samantha. I have never seen him like this before. You need to take some time for yourself, Lela," I added.
The following Friday Lela texted me to say that she was planning to drive to the college if I was free. I was overjoyed at the prospect of spending the weekend with her, and booked us a room for the weekend. That evening, as our ethics class loomed, John was very excited to see Samantha, and after the class he walked her to her car, and asked her out.
Judging by his body language when her returned to our room, Samantha had agreed to go on a date with John, although she had made it clear to him that she wasn't looking for a boyfriend. John was in a great mood that night, and told me to have fun with Lela.
I was excited when I headed over to the Holiday Inn to see Lela, and when she opened the door to her hotel room, she gave me a warm embrace. I was a little disappointed that she was dressed so conservatively, her loose fitting dress hanging below her knees, making her appear almost matronly. Lela was receptive to my kisses though, and we ended up sitting on the bed for nearly thirty minutes, as we made out.
I was rock-hard the entire time that we kissed, and although Lela must have noticed, given the obvious tent in my pants, she made no attempt to touch my cock. I didn't want to force the issue, as I knew that John had scarred her emotionally with his sexual subjugation of her. Lela and I ended up having a wonderful weekend together, but our sexual contact was limited to open-mouthed kissing, and over the clothes fondling. As the weekend drew to a close, I asked Lela to be my girlfriend.
"I am not ready to commit to being monogamous, Mark," she said quietly, as I swallowed hard, trying to conceal my disappointment. "John really messed my head up, and I don't want an exclusive relationship."
"Can we date, Lela?" I asked, lowering my expectations accordingly.
"I would love to date you," she exclaimed excitedly. "I just want to be free to date other men if I find someone I like."
While that wasn't what I wanted to hear, I tried to look on the positive side of things, and figured that if I spent enough time with Lela, we would eventually couple up. After Lela left, I returned to my shared accommodation to find John hanging out on his own.
"I am going out with Samantha tomorrow night," he said cheerfully. "I can't wait. How did it go with Lela? Are you guys a couple?"
As I explained to him that Lela didn't want a serious boyfriend, John seemed to exhibit some empathy towards me.
"That's too bad, bro," he said in a consoling manner. "Do you think she will date other guys? She certainly will have options. She is cute, funny and fucking great in bed."
I knew that John wasn't trying to be an asshole, his bluntness was just who he was. However, he flashed me a sheepish grin, and I took that as his way of acknowledging that he had overstepped the boundary.
The following day, as John readied himself for his date with Samantha, and I worked on our homework assignment, Lela called me. We spoke for a few minutes, and I told her that John was going out on a date with Samantha.
"Put her on speaker phone," John instructed me.
"Hi baby," John said sweetly, as soon as I had hit the speaker button.
"Hi John," Lela responded cheerfully. "Hot date tonight?"
"I am just getting ready," John said. "I am super excited, in more ways than one. If you weren't four hours away, I'd have you come over and blow me to take the edge off for my date."
"Well, lucky me," Lela responded playfully. "Now I wish we went to the same school."
As they enjoyed a flirty exchange, I could feel my jealousy rising within. Lela was engaging John in a playful manner, stoking the fire within him as they continued to make highly sexualized comments.
"Do I have to get Mark's permission from now on?" John teased. "I hear you two are a couple."
"Far from it," Lela responded. "I am young, free and single. However, the days of me sucking you off before your dates are over," she added firmly. "Unless your date is with me."
My mouth dropped open when Lela said that, and John gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up.
"In that case, baby," he said cheerfully. "I want to take you for coffee on Saturday morning."
"It's a date," Lela said excitedly. "My treat."
It was excruciating to have to stand there and listen to their flirty exchange, particularly as I was in love with this woman. Nearly ten minutes later, realizing that she had called to talk to me, Lela finally wrapped up their teasing.
"Alright Casanova," she said quietly. "I need to take a cold shower now. Let me talk to Mark."
"Ok, baby," John responded. "See you Saturday morning. Wear something yellow."
As he hit the speaker button and handed the phone to me, he had the old smug look on his face, and I felt like we had reversed the gains we had made as friends. John was driven by his sexual desire, and if he could have Lela suck him off for the price of a cup of coffee, he was going to take it.
"Hi Lela," I said sheepishly, "what are your plans for the week?"
"Well," she began, "I have a busy week at school, and my Church group on Tuesday and Wednesday night. Other than that not much, although it looks like I need to take my yellow camisole to the dry-cleaners. How about you, Mark?"
I know that Lela wasn't trying to rub my face in it, but the thought of her kneeling before John in her yellow lingerie, and sucking him off before they went to Starbucks was making me nauseous. I tried to keep my thoughts to myself, but it was exceedingly difficult.
"About the same," I said quietly. "School, homework, chess club on Tuesday night. Looking forward to the weekend."
"Me too," she said enthusiastically. "Let's go out dancing on Friday night."
With no further mention of her date with John, Lela and I talked about seemingly everything else, and thirty minutes later, feeling extremely connected to this remarkable young woman, we said good night. John had already left to go and meet Samantha, and there was a big pile of his clothes in front of his closet, where he had apparently tried on everything that he owned, in preparation for his date.
We were now deep in to our Senior year at college, and after three and a half years of cohabitation, our routines had been firmly established. John never held the threat of my incarceration for sexual assault over me, because he no longer had to. I exchanged my services as his personal assistant for his assurance of my physical safety, and nothing else needed to be said. With this is mind, I hung his clothes neatly in his closet and put away the numerous pairs of shoes that he had tried on. Then I immersed myself in our homework, writing two distinctly different essays on economic inequality for our ethics class.
A few hours later, as I readied myself for bed, John returned from his date with Samantha, excitement written all over his face as he shared every detail with me. I could tell that he had fallen hard for Samantha, and as he talked animatedly about her, he used the word love several times.
"Samantha picked me up in her Maserati, looking like a million bucks," he gushed. "We went to Morton's Steakhouse and after seeing the ridiculous prices, I was dreading the bill. However, when the waiter presented us with the check, Samantha insisted on paying. I could see myself marrying this woman."



As John waxed on about his evening, I listened quietly, trying to see what else happened.
"After dinner we went back to her house," he continued. "I was trying to be the perfect gentleman but one thing led to another, and we started to kiss. She is just fucking irresistible and we ended up naked in her bed."
"Did you guys make love?" I asked, his enthusiasm rubbing off on me.
"Samantha wouldn't let me fuck her," he said ruefully. "She wants to be certain that I am not fucking any girls who attend this college, before she makes that step. I need to prove to her that I am no longer a cock-hound before that happens. However, I ran through my usual series of moves designed to lower a woman's defenses, and she allowed me to go down on her. I made her orgasm numerous times with my tongue."
I had witnessed John's "series of moves" first-hand, and it had been impressive to watch, to say the least. John had taken Lela from a teenager wearing a purity ring, to a three-hole woman in the space of a few hours, using his skillful touch.
"Did Samantha reciprocate in any way, John?" I asked incredulously.
"No," he admitted sheepishly. "After she came on my face, she told me that she had an early morning meeting, and instructed me to take a shower before she ran me home. After I got out of the shower, Samantha was already in bed and informed me that she had ordered me an Uber. I waited on her doorstep for my car to arrive, and I saw her bedroom lights turn off as soon as I closed her front door. I am so fucking horny but I daren't phone one of my booty calls, in case word gets back to Samantha. I wish Lela lived closer. She would be perfect right now to relieve some of my tension."
I knew that John was just being honest, but as he talked about using the love of my life to relieve his sexual tension by draining his nuts, I felt sick to my stomach. It was satisfying on some level to see John on the reverse end of a power imbalance, after he had used and abused so many young co-eds. Samantha was obviously in control of their fledgling relationship, as she asserted her right to date other men, while expecting John to forgo the privilege of dating others, if he ever wanted to have sex with her.
John kept me up until way past midnight, finally reading the two essays I had written before choosing which one he wanted to present as his. We had used the same routine for essay homework for the last three years, with me writing two distinct versions, before presenting them to him to decide which one he would claim credit for. While ensuring that he got a quality product, it also enabled him to learn the material quickly, simply by reading the pair of summaries.
As we lay in our respective beds with the lights off, John issued an ominous threat.
"If I wasn't completely sober, I would have you suck me off in the dark," he said quietly. "I think Lela left some silky intimates here and I know her perfume is in the bathroom."
"Go to sleep, John," I said as firmly as I dare. "It's late."
John never got his cock sucked that night, and drifted off to sleep shortly after his threat. However, it did set an alarming precedent, and we both knew that if his arousal ever got too much for him, John could dress me up in Lela's silky lingerie, spritz me with her perfume, and force me to my knees in the dark room to accommodate his needs.
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Predictably John enjoyed a far better night's sleep than I did. His statement of intent, issued so casually as it was at the end of a sexually frustrating day for John, instilled a sense of dread within me. In fact, as I tossed and turned that night contemplating the ramifications of our relationship becoming more sexual, I actually considered dropping out of school. Even though I wanted to earn my Law Degree and pursue a career as an Attorney, the humiliation of being my roommate's primary sexual outlet consumed me. Especially if I was to be all dolled up in my ex-girlfriend's lingerie and spritzed with her perfume, for fuck's sake. I would never be able to look Lela in the eyes if I willingly submitted to this man every time he needed to bust a nut.
I did eventually drift off to sleep, but John's ominous declaration of ownership of me, enveloped me like a dark cloud.
In the morning John was cordial and for a brief moment it appeared that he had forgotten about the previous evening's threat. However, as we sat down at the breakfast table, John reached into his pocket and tossed a tiny piece of pink fabric in my general direction. I could smell Lela's scent on it the second it landed in my lap, and before John spoke I knew that it was a pair of Lela's panties wadded up into a ball.
"I haven't forgotten about last night," John began ominously. "Samantha is probably going to assert herself and require me to be celibate if I want to date her. She has heard too much about my history and is understandably skeptical about my intentions. As you know I have a strong sex-drive and abstinence is not an option for me. You may need to step up to the plate, Mark," he added cheerfully. "My favorite color is pink. When you see Lela on Friday make sure you get the matching camisole to those panties."
I swallowed hard as I absorbed his directive. Apparently, in John's mind, I was supposed to step up and be his sexual outlet in the event that Samantha cut him off from all other women. I should have stood up to him right then, told him to get fucked. However, after years of submission to this man, I meekly nodded my understanding of his needs, and John moved on.
Shortly after John asserted himself over me, he called Samantha to thank her for a wonderful evening, with the call going directly to voice-mail. John sent two follow-up texts that also went unanswered, before turning to me for help.
"I need you to email Samantha a question about the homework assignment, Mark," he instructed me. "Maybe her phone isn't working?"
I knew that this was extremely unlikely, but to put him out of his misery I sent Samantha an email asking a simple question about the essay on economic inequality. Attaching my contact information to the email, I was surprised when my phone rang within a few minutes. It was Samantha calling, and we chatted for about thirty seconds as she reiterated her expectations for the homework assignment.
After she hung up, John realized that Samantha was blowing him off, and seemed disconsolate about it. I tried to talk him off the ledge, but he was really down about the whole situation. In fact, despite my efforts to assure him that Samantha was just extremely busy, John moped around for the next couple of days. He finally perked up when Friday dawned, and our ethics class was just a few hours away.
I hadn't seen John put in the effort like this for a woman since I knew him. He changed his outfit four or five times before settling on a preppy, "butter wouldn't melt in his mouth" look. As we walked to class together, he seemed nervous and jumpy. Despite numerous girls on the campus attempting to engage him, John virtually ignored the young co-eds, responding with a polite nod each time.
John insisted on getting there early and sitting right up front, which would undoubtedly ruffle some feathers, as most students had self-assigned their favorite seats by this time into the course. The young man who had previously sat in John's new preferred seat approached us with a confused look on his face, and slinked away without saying a word.
When Samantha entered the room, I looked at her with a fresh perspective. I had been blinded by my love for Lela, and rarely even noticed other women, although I could concede that Amanda was breathtakingly beautiful even as I had been forced to eat John's load from her freshly-fucked pussy.
Samantha, however, was in a completely different league, a grown woman amongst a campus full of girls. Samantha was wearing an exquisite light-pink silk jacket and matching skirt. Obviously professionally tailored, it fit her perfectly, without being overtly sexual. If the skirt had been just two inches shorter it would have been wildly inappropriate for the classroom. However, as the hem reached about half-way down her perfectly toned thighs, the length would have been deemed acceptable for faculty, even as most of the other female professors dressed in a far more matronly manner.
Samantha was wearing matching light-pink high-heels that also just about made the grade, in terms of being acceptable for faculty. While they weren't "fuck-me pumps," they did a great job of elevating Samantha and simultaneously extending her sculpted calves. As she unpacked her laptop I caught a glimpse of the red sole of one of her shoes. Whenever Lela and I hung out she treated me like a girlfriend, and hours of watching "Sex and the City" had taught me the significance of the red sole - Samantha was wearing Louboutin's!
Christian Louboutin sells one of the most coveted shoes amongst the rich and famous, and while Samantha wasn't particularly well-known outside of the tight legal circuit, she was apparently rich. As she plugged her laptop in, I was drawn to her perfectly-manicured nails, painted of course in the exact same shade as her suit and heels. Samantha's light blonde hair hung about halfway down her back, held in place by a single light-pink ribbon, a detail that was so feminine that it seemed almost coquettish.
Her tanned legs were adorned with a pair of light-pink silk stockings, and as everyone else prepared their notes for class, I was obsessing over whether Samantha's hosiery were tights or stockings. And, if they were indeed stockings, were they stay-ups or was she wearing a garter-belt? For a fleeting moment I fantasized about slipping up behind her, hiking her expensive tailored skirt up over her stockings, and getting balls-deep inside that goddess.
I was snapped out of my trance by John, who elbowed me sufficiently hard in the ribs to knock the wind out of me.
"Stop gawking at my woman, you cunt," he whispered in a threatening manner.
As Samantha turned to face the classroom, her long blonde pony-tail disappeared from view, leaving her looking far more professional, and clearing my head of my lewd thoughts. She was wearing a minimal amount of jewelry, although each piece, in particular the earrings, looked expensive. Her slender right wrist was adorned with a feminine-looking watch, which I later learned was a Cartier.
Samantha's make-up was flawless and I assumed it had been professionally done. John would later share with me that Samantha had come to class straight from her work at the Law Firm, and it was her natural beauty that made her look so perfectly presented. She sat on the edge of the desk with her legs crossed demurely, as if to defer the answer to the question that was in the fore-front of my mind. "Was she wearing any panties?"
Samantha had fantastic legs, and as I gazed admiringly at her feminine, yet strong form, I felt a stirring in my loins. Had I been in John's enviable position, I too would have foregone all other females for a crack at this beautifully presented woman. She just looked expensive and I knew that one day she would break John's heart. A smile crossed my face as I imagined him curled up in the fetal position, crying at the loss of this spectacular woman. This was quickly replaced by a feeling of impending doom, as I wondered how the inevitable collapse of their relationship would impact Lela and I, as John looked for alternate ways to vent his sexual frustration.
After class, as the students filed out slowly, I heard John offer to carry Samantha's laptop and satchel to her Maserati. She accepted gracefully, but the additional luggage was too much for John, and he asked me for help. The three of us walked amiably to the most expensive-looking car in the faculty parking lot, a lipstick red Maserati GranCabrio Sport. This exquisite sports car looked so out of place among the myriad of older Honda Accords and Toyota Camrys favored by the teaching staff at this college.
It was a Sport Edition Maserati, and Samantha had chosen the optional red brake-calipers, which really made the vehicle look custom. A personalized license plate was affixed to the front of the vehicle, the words "SAM LAW" giving inquisitive men the answer as to how she derived her income.
When we reached the shiny red sports car, the doors unlocked automatically and Samantha stood there expectantly. Thrusting two large bags into my arms, John gallantly opened the driver side door for her. The jet black leather interior of the car was sumptuous, the bright red seat-belts and red stitching on the bucket seats providing a spectacular contrast. Samantha paused by the side of the car as if allowing John and I to take one final look at her.
Then, in an overt display of flirtatiousness, she reached behind the back of her head and removed the light-pink ribbon that held her hair in a professional looking pony-tail. With a quick shake of her head, Samantha's beautifully colored hair flailed around wildly before coming to rest down her back and over her shoulders. At this point, freed from the necessary restraints of the classroom setting, Samantha looked like a very expensive version of Elle Woods, from the "Legally Blonde" movie.
Samantha knew that we were both enraptured with her, and she flashed us a sexy smile as she lifted her right leg slightly to navigate the raised sill of the Maserati passenger cabin. As she did so, I caught the briefest flash of what appeared to be a garter-belt strap, although I wasn't absolutely sure as I averted my gaze immediately to avoid incurring John's wrath. John stepped forward and extended his arm to offer Samantha some support, as she lowered herself into the deep bucket-seat.
Once ensconced in the jet-black leather seat, Samantha reached into the center console and withdrew a small bottle of perfume. Spritzing herself liberally with the scent, she placed the glass container back in its place and then made eye-contact with John. Taking his cue from our teacher, John began to talk.
Even though I thought it was incredibly brave of John to ask Samantha out in front of me, I noticed that he was absent much of his ever-present bravado, as if felt that he was finally out of his league.
"Can I take you out tomorrow night, Samantha?" John asked politely, as I stood directly behind him folding under the weight of the baggage I was carrying.
"I have a date tomorrow night," she responded, without any trace of regret or concern for John's feelings. "However, you can accompany me tonight, as long as you can find your own way home later."
I rarely saw John lost for words, but as he processed the fact that it was after 9pm and he was being invited to join Samantha, he was apparently speechless.
"Where would you like me to put your laptop, Samantha?" I asked, in order to break the silence and spare John any further embarrassment.
"Be a sweetie and put it in my trunk, Mark," Samantha responded cheerfully, as she popped open the tiny luggage compartment.
By the time I had placed her laptop and her satchel inside the suede-lined trunk, John had gathered his wits about him and was entering the passenger side of the Maserati. Samantha waited for him to fasten his seatbelt and then she hit a button and the power convertible top started to fold down.
"Did you have any more questions about the homework assignment, Mark?" Samantha said sweetly as I approached the driver's side door.
"No, Samantha," I replied. "I fully understand your expectations."
"And you, John?" she asked, as she briefly turned away from me to talk to my roommate.
My furtive glance must have been both reflexive and involuntary, because before I had a chance to stop myself, my eyes drifted downwards. I was rewarded by the sight of two light-pink garter-belt straps as they met the welt of the matching stockings. The low seating position and the difficult ingress angle to the passenger cabin had conspired to raise the hem of Samantha's tailored skirt, leaving her garter-belt straps almost completely exposed. This erotic sight caused my cock to stiffen immediately and also answered my earlier question with regard to whether Samantha was wearing stockings or tights. I also took the opportunity to inhale her perfume, intoxicatingly expensive as the scent smelled.
I averted my gaze before Samantha turned to face me, but the damage was done. I am sure that she was no stranger to inducing erections in young men, but my obvious bulge coupled with my reddening face caused her to break into a broad smile.
"Have a nice evening, Mark," she said sweetly, as she fired up the highly-tuned V8. "See you next week."
As the Maserati rumbled out of the faculty parking lot, I took a few moments to compose myself. I was fully erect by this time, the image of Samantha's light-pink lingerie embedded in my mind. After adjusting my underwear to contain and conceal my erection, I headed over to the Holiday Inn to meet Lela.
Lela was very excited to see me, and we fell into each other's arms and immediately began to kiss, our tongues intertwining as we did so. I was already rock-hard from my interaction with Samantha and when we came up for air, Lela gave my cock a tender squeeze.
"Someone is happy to see me," she whispered seductively.
In stark comparison to Samantha, Lela was dressed very conservatively, in a long unflattering gown that hung way beneath her knees, and flat shoes. As we stepped back to admire each other, Lela flashed me her right hand, and I noticed that she was wearing her purity-ring again.
"John instructed me to wear it around you" she informed me. "I know technically I am no longer pure in the eyes of God," she whispered softly. "However, my Church group promotes the idea of abstinence before marriage, and I think it will deepen and strengthen our relationship."
I tried to put a brave face on it, but this really was just about the last thing I wanted to hear. However, despite my disappointment I voiced my support for Lela's new-found commitment to God.
"We can still kiss, Mark," Lela said sweetly. "And a little over the clothes touching. I wore pantyhose to keep us honest," she added cheerfully, as we resumed our open-mouthed make-out session.
"John told me he has plans for you, too," Lela said mischievously as our lips parted briefly. "Apparently I am not the only one who will be dressed according to his instruction. I dry-cleaned the pink camisole that John expects you to wear for him. Did you bring the matching silk panties John gave you?"
Retrieving the tiny pink panties from the pocket of my jeans, I felt my face redden as I handed them sheepishly to Lela. Apparently John had shared his threat to dress me up in Lela's intimates with my ex-girlfriend? Did Lela know that John was considering using me as his primary sexual outlet? How would this impending humiliation affect our relationship long-term? Would my capitulation to John forever change the way Lela viewed my manhood?
"How do you feel about John dressing you up as his bitch, Mark?" Lela whispered as her dainty hand brushed across the front of my jeans. "Are you going to submit to his every whim? Drain his nuts whenever he orders you to kneel before him? Have you thought about whether you will spit or swallow his load? You might discover that you like being used by him. I know I thoroughly enjoyed it."
I wish I had been more forceful in my assertion that I had no plans to be John's plaything. More forthright in my declaration that I had zero intention of kneeling in front of this asshole. More vocal in stating that the whole spit or swallow conundrum was a mute point, as my roommate wasn't going to be blowing his load in my mouth to begin with.
However, under Lela's spell, with her fingertips lazily scratching my cock through the denim fabric of my jeans, and her intoxicating scent permeating the air, all I could think about was busting a nut myself. Lela seemed encouraged by my lack of resistance, and while I hadn't actually agreed to be John's bitch, my silence seemed to indicate that I wasn't vehemently opposed to it.
"Good boy, Mark," Lela whispered as she tenderly caressed my swollen nuts. "I can't wait to see the look on John's face when I assure him that he has your consent for whatever he needs sexually. I am so proud of you baby."
It was at this point that I should have corrected her, but my acquiescence seemed to embolden her, and as we headed down the road to my orgasm, I elected to remain silent. Lela knew she had me under her spell, and as she gently squeezed my throbbing nutsack, she continued to extract concessions from me.
"Can we tell John together?" she purred softly, as I felt the first drops of pre-cum leak from my pulsating cock-head. "He is going to be so happy to know that you will be stepping up and taking one for the team. His budding relationship with Samantha, and her need to always be in control has been taxing on him. Also living in such a sexually-charged environment, but essentially being on restriction has ensured that the poor boy is horny all of the time."
I wanted to let Lela know that I had my own sexual needs, but as she rhythmically massaged my balls, thereby inducing a steady flow of pre-cum, I just nodded agreeably.
"You know I would still be willing and available to help out on the weekends, Mark," Lela continued, as if we were discussing household chores. "However, John is paranoid that Samantha will know if he has sexual contact with another woman. He has made the decision to forgo any physical connection with co-eds, including me."
I knew Lela was saying something that could potentially affect my future, but I had completely tuned her out. My eyes were closed, my breathing was labored, and I could feel the familiar tingling deep in my loins as I approached my release. Her words though, were a scrambled mess as I focused solely on my pleasure.
"Do you promise, Mark?" Lela asked as she removed her dainty fingertips from my swollen nuts. "Do I have your word?"
Lela had brought me tantalizingly close to the edge, and while I wasn't completely sure of what I was agreeing to, I nodded my head in affirmation.
"Good boy," Lela said excitedly. "We will break the great news to John tomorrow. He is going to be so excited."
With my agreement secured, Lela gave my nuts one final tender caress, and arose slowly from our shared position. I watched her with lust in my heart as she sashayed towards the bathroom door. The pantyhose that Lela was wearing had done an effective job of "keeping us honest." However, they weren't able to stem the flow of pre-cum that had dribbled from my cock-head as we made out. Lela must have known the effect she was having on me, but that hadn't stopped her from working me up into a frenzy. By the time Lela returned from the bathroom and declared that she was ready for bed, my underwear were soaked in my seminal fluids, and my nuts ached as if they had been constricted in a vice.
"Good talk," Lela said quietly, as she slipped under the bedsheets. "I am very proud of you, Mark. John will be too. Get undressed for bed."
Her tone left no room for discussion, and I turned my back to the love of my life in an attempt to keep some modesty as I disrobed for bed. Lela was having none of it and addressed me in a commanding tone.



''Face me, Mark," she said sternly. "I want to see how you really feel about being John's plaything."
My current state of arousal had nothing to do with the notion of catering to John's every sexual whim, but as my erection was clearly visible in the front of my jeans, Lela let out an enthusiastic squeal.
"You seem very excited at the prospect, Mark," she taunted. "I can see the wet-spot at the front of your jeans. Take them off."
My hands were trembling as I fumbled with the zipper of my Levi's. As I unfastened them, my embarrassment kicked up a notch as I maneuvered the jeans over my erection, which was tenting in my underwear. There was a much more prominent wet-spot in the front of my undies, which was evident as my seminal fluids had darkened the cotton material of my briefs.
Lela placed one hand over her mouth in mock-horror, her eyes widening as she took in the extent of my arousal.
"Oh my God, Mark," she teased. "Did you have an accident in your underwear?"
Shaking my head from side to side to affirm that I hadn't blown my wad inside my briefs, I shuffled nervously in front of Lela as she continued to mock me with her eyes.
"Come," she instructed, as she beckoned me towards the bed with one finger. "Closer."
Moving slowly towards Lela with my head hung in embarrassment, it seemed to take an eternity for me to reach the side of the bed. In fact, it wasn't until my knees hit the mattress that I snapped out of my trance and raised my eyes slightly to meet Lela's gaze. Lela seemed enthralled with my level of arousal, and extended one of her dainty hands towards the bulge in my briefs. With the lightest of touches she placed one fingertip just under my swollen nutsack, before running it up the length of my shaft, across my frenulum and finally over my blood-engorged glans. I was shivering with desire under her caress, and expelled another glob of pre-cum as she closed her fist around my cotton-covered cock-head.
"Did you shoot your load already, Mark?" she taunted. "Your briefs are soaked."
As Lela waited patiently for my response, I felt a wave of humiliation wash over me. She had used my infatuation with her to her advantage, skillfully bringing me into such an elevated state of arousal that I had willingly agreed to her demands, without even hearing most of them. Now as I stood before her in my noticeably damp briefs, I snapped back into reality.
"Did you, Mark?" she whispered softly. "Did all this talk about you being John's plaything get you off? I can't wait to tell him."
"No," I responded meekly. "I never had an orgasm, Lela. It is just pre-cum and it has nothing to do with John."
"Well," Lela said playfully. "All we have been discussing for the last several minutes is your submission to John, isn't it Mark?"
Not knowing where this was heading, I nodded passively.
"And," Lela continued, sensing that she had me on the ropes. "Despite your protestations, the physical evidence would suggest that you are aroused, no? So, tell me the truth Mark. Are you excited at the prospect of serving John?"
"No," I whispered hoarsely, my desire interfering with my cognitive abilities.
"Not even a little bit, baby?" Lela teased, as she rubbed the underside of my cock-head with her fingertips. "Something has got you worked up."
As Lela tenderly caressed the tip of my cock, I was putty in her hands. Continuing her line of questioning as she teased me, she started to wear me down.
"If you are truthful with me things will be much better for you," she whispered seductively. "I may even reward you for your honesty," she added. "Do you experience any kind of arousal at the thought of pampering that man?"
Even though I had zero desire to be John's plaything, my youth and sexual inexperience conspired to make me desperately crave release. For this reason, I was willing to play along if I got rewarded with an orgasm.
"If I am being completely honest I am not repulsed by John," I finally stammered, as Lela released my cock-head from the confines of my cotton briefs.
"Do you prefer anal or oral sex with him?" Lela pressed, as she lowered her lips to within an inch of my cock-head. "Be honest, baby."
From my standing position, it appeared as if Lela was about to blow me. I could feel the warmth of her breath as she hovered just above my cock. Her long black hair fell freely from her head, the tips of her tresses tickling the inside of my upper-thighs and my scrotum. Occasionally she would purse her lips together and blow gently onto my glans. More than anything else in the world, I wanted her to part her lips and let me enter her warm, moist mouth.
"Which one turns you on the most baby?" she whispered. "Oral or anal?"
I was breathing heavily now, perspiring slightly from the arousal that Lela was evoking in me. My legs were trembling and my nuts truly ached with desire. Lela planted one tender kiss on my lower abdomen, just below my belly-button, and the promise of further delights if I played along spurred me into action.
"I would rather suck John off than get butt-fucked by him," I finally blurted out, my desire clearly clouding my judgement.
"So you enjoy kneeling before John and servicing him orally, baby?" Lela countered with a giggle, completely mis-paraphrasing my response.
Before I could object to her twisting my words any further, Lela rewarded me with a second kiss on my lower abdomen.
"What would you like to wear for John the next time you suck him off?" Lela asked.
I knew I was heading down a dangerous path as Lela extracted a potentially incriminating confession from me. However, as the second kiss landed even lower on my stomach, tantalizingly close to my neatly-shaved pubic area, I continued to exchange information, however contrived, for reward.
"How will you be dressed the next time you kneel in front of John?" Lela pressed. "He loves lingerie. Especially pink. Would you wear that for him?"
I could feel the warmth of her skin now as Lela positioned her lips so that they were almost touching my glans. Sensing my complete capitulation to her, she continued to blow softly across the tip of my cock. It was more than I could bear, and I would have given anything for her to take me between her young lips. My whole body was quivering with desire now, and my voice was shaky when I finally said the words that Lela needed to hear in order to provide me with my well-earned release.
"I will wear a pink camisole and matching panties," I blurted out in an uncharacteristically wavering voice.
"When?" Lela whispered. "When, Mark?"
"When I suck John off." I said quietly, my voice still breaking under the stress of my desire. "The next time I blow my roommate."
"Silk camisole?" Lela taunted me. "Silky panties too?"
"Yes, Lela, whatever you guys want," I finally agreed, just trying to get my reward.
"John likes garter-belts the most," Lela added, as if she was offering me advice on how to seduce my roommate. "He will expect you to wear that too."
"Yes, Lela," I whispered meekly. "I will wear whatever you guys want."
With my confession extracted, Lela sat bolt upright in the bed, and any fantasy of quid pro quo sexual gratification was gone.
"I need to pee," she said with a giggle. "And you need to wipe the evidence of your arousal from your cock," she added, tapping her purity-ring with a contented smile.
It took me a few moments to compose myself and by the time I had arrested my breathing, Lela had returned to our shared bed.
"I left something on the countertop for you, Mark," she said cheerfully. "Hurry up, it is getting late."
I stumbled uneasily to the hotel bathroom, my sexual arousal interfering with my ability to process my situation. It was as if I was on auto-pilot, conditioned to obey Lela's every command in order to eventually earn my reward. Once I was in the bathroom I noticed that Lela had cleared the countertop of all toiletries, towels and other hotel complimentary items. The bathroom sink was full of cold water and the pink silk panties that I had given to Lela were soaking in it. Sitting alone on the counter, presumably left for my use were a pack of Huggies wet-wipes, a pair of pure white boy-shorts folded very neatly, and a small bottle of Lela's favorite perfume.
I stood there in a state of shock and confusion as I tried to process Lela's expectations. Clearly some thought had been put into the selection and placement of the three items, I just didn't know how they applied to me. Frozen to the spot as I perused the things that Lela had selected for me, I was jolted back into reality, as I felt Lela's chin rest on my shoulder as she approached me from behind.
"Take your soiled underwear off first, Mark'," Lela whispered in my ear. "Wipe the pre-cum from your cock-head and shaft. Put on the boy-shorts. Then spritz yourself with my perfume," she added firmly. "Hurry up. I am ready for bed."
Before I could offer any pushback she was gone. At this point Lela had worn me down, had systematically ground any fight out of me and resistance seemed futile. I removed my briefs first, tossing the damp underwear on the floor next to the countertop. Reaching for the wet-wipes I removed all traces of my seminal fluids from my cock-head and shaft. I really took my time in an attempt to delay the inevitable and it was Lela who stirred me into action.
"I am waiting, Mark," she said firmly, from the next room.
As soon as I touched the boy-shorts and felt the silky fabric, I knew I was in for a sleepless night. At my tender age I was already prone to night-time erections and even the occasional nocturnal emission. In my current state of sexual arousal and frustration, it was going to take a conscious effort on my part not to blow my load inside my ex-girlfriend's intimates. This would require me staying awake if I really wanted to spare myself the humiliation of involuntary nocturnal release.
The boy-shorts were folded neatly on the countertop and as I picked them up I could smell that they had already been scented. I had hoped that they would offer me a little modesty, but as I surveyed the tiny undergarment it was apparent that this was not to be the case. Despite being called boy-shorts, there was nothing remotely masculine about Lela's underwear, and as I slipped them on they did little to contain my erection, and even less to hide it. Any additional perfume seemed like overkill as I already smelled like Lela. However, I didn't dare to disobey her directive, so I spritzed myself with an extra spray of the scent.
My biggest mistake was taking a look in the mirror before I turned off the bathroom light, as it was this indelible image that would burn its way into my brain, long after I closed my eyes. Walking sheepishly back into the well-lit bedroom I was offered an enthusiastic greeting by Lela.
"Looking good, Mark," Lela said excitedly. "John is going to love you in lingerie. Twirl for me."
I felt my face redden as I rotated slowly for the love of my life. As emasculating as it was to be attired in some silky, pure white, boy-shorts, I was also sporting an erection and under the impression that I might still earn some much-needed release if I continued to play her game. Once I had completed a full 360 degree rotation, Lela issued a single command.
"Again," she instructed me. "I want to see how your ass looks in those white honeymoon intimates."
There were several mirrors in the hotel room, and as I turned slowly for the second time, I noticed the detail on the boy-shorts. There were two hearts embroidered on the hem of the silky lingerie, and the word VIRGIN boldly emblazoned across the rear of the intimates. A memory stirred and judging by the look on Lela's face she knew that I had figured out the last time I had seen these sexy shorts.
"Remember these, Mark?" Lela asked cheerfully. "I was wearing these silky boy-shorts when we fucked. Hopefully you last a little longer tonight!"
I felt my face redden as I recalled the events of that evening. Lela's silk camisole and matching boy-shorts had conspired to induce an embarrassingly premature ejaculation from me. As we rocked gently in unison, and I enjoyed my first time being balls-deep inside a woman, the sensuous materials rubbed against my nuts and the shaft of my cock until I could no longer fight my impending orgasm.
Not only had I humiliated myself with my involuntary ejaculation, but I had left Lela high and dry, completely unsatisfied sexually. Lela had moved on since that night, but I wanted another chance to prove that I was capable of meeting her sexual needs. I just didn't want to be wearing her silky panties during our next sexual encounter.
Apparently this was not going to happen tonight, despite the fact that Lela had got me so worked up.
"Kneel between my feet, Mark," Lela instructed me as she spread her legs slightly apart.
As I got into her desired position, with the duvet strategically placed between us to prevent any further impropriety, I felt very self-conscious. My cock was pulsating in her silky boy-shorts, threatening to soil them with my pre-cum in the same way that I had leaked all over my cotton briefs. Lela averted her gaze from me, and I heard the unmistakable sound of her Rabbit personal massager fire up. Moments later, as Lela closed her eyes and her mouth opened under the stimulation, she enjoyed her first orgasm.
My emotions were all over the place as I watched my ex-girlfriend pleasure herself. You have to remember that I was out of my mind with my own arousal, having been teased for much of the evening. As difficult as it was to contain my lust, it was also emasculating not even to be considered as an option for Lela's release. Electing to use the Rabbit to get herself off instead of my erect cock and willing tongue, spoke volumes about the way Lela viewed me.
As I watched on intently, my cock leaking profusely into the front of her silky boy-shorts, Lela enjoyed five or six powerful orgasms, before allowing the vibrator to fall on the floor.
"Fuck yeah," she whispered as her head flopped onto the pillow. "That felt good."
Lela took a few moments to compose herself, before pulling back the covers on my side of the bed. Patting the fitted sheet as an invitation for me to join her, she seemed contented as I made my way around to the side of the bed. Upon reaching the headboard, I self-consciously lowered myself to the bedsheets, my erection jutting lewdly from the front of the boy-shorts, which were several sizes too small for me. Lela watched me intently as I got into bed next to her, and then she leaned into me and started to French-kiss me. We made out for a few moments, and as she rested the palm of her hand directly on my crotch, my cock danced in her boy-shorts, trying desperately to free itself from their silky confines.
Once Lela was satisfied that she had me at full-mast, she removed her hand from my genitals and smiled sweetly at me.
"Night baby," she whispered with a giggle, as she gave me one final kiss. "Sweet dreams. Be a doll and hit the light."
Having issued her final instruction of the evening, Lela turned her back on me and let out a contented sigh as she rearranged her pillow. By this time in our relationship, I knew that Lela responded favorably to a dominant man. Lela had made out with me for most of the evening, and we had exchanged playful, flirty banter. Even as she took me down the path of agreeing to submit to John's whims, I still perceived sexual chemistry between us. I loved this woman and in my current taste of arousal I wanted to fuck her more than anything else in the world. In retrospect, I should have rolled her onto her stomach and taken her from behind. "Made her my bitch," as John would have said.
However, having just been referred to as "doll" by Lela had knocked some of the wind out of my sails. The disparaging descriptive combined with the fact that I was gussied up in her lingerie and wearing her perfume as I watched her pleasure herself, served to lessen any feelings of manhood that I still possessed. In short I was too much of a pussy to act in a decisive manner, and allowed my timidity to ruin the moment. In a moment that I would live to regret, I reached for the light switch, and then meekly turned over so that my back faced Lela's.
A few moments later, as I lay there with a hard-on that just wouldn't quit, my lust briefly overrode my shyness, and I made the decision to put the moves on Lela. Turning towards her I moved behind her, spooning her in such a way that my erection was poking her in her lower back, as if to announce my nefarious intent. Unfortunately for me, my indecisiveness had cost me tonight as I heard the unmistakable sounds of her contented sleeping.
It took me over an hour to compose myself sufficiently that I could also fall asleep. The image of me standing in front of the bathroom mirror in Lela's pure white boy-shorts was burned into my brain, and was all I could visualize every time I closed my eyes. The silky material of Lela's intimates caressed my nutsack and made my erection dance involuntarily. I drifted off eventually but I endured a fitful night, waking up several times as my hard-on pulsated in my silky boy-shorts.
I awoke in the morning to the sound of a very flirty phone conversation between Lela and John. I don't know how long they had been engaged in their playful banter, but Lela was clearly aroused and appeared to be toying with her clitoris as she listened to John.
"He's awake, John," she exclaimed excitedly. "Can I put you on speaker?"
Having apparently secured John's consent, Lela continued as if I wasn't in the room.
"So, I had a very interesting conversation with Mark last night," she began. "He is completely on board with taking care of your needs until you complete your probationary period with Samantha."
"Mark said that?" John asked with a certain amount of skepticism in his voice. "He has always fought me every step of the way in the past."
"Well," Lela whispered seductively. "Mark told me all about your threat to dress him up in my lingerie and scent him in my perfume. He practically begged me to give him the pink camisole that matches the panties you want him to wear for you. That pussy even hand-washed them last night before we went to bed," she added with a flourish, completely embellishing and distorting the truth.
"What a wimp," John said with disdain evident in his voice.
"Mark made it very clear to me that he enjoys giving you head," Lela continued unashamedly. "He is willing to kneel before you whenever you want to bust a nut, John."
"Let me talk to him, Lela," John said firmly. "It's not that I don't believe you but I want to hear it from him."
My heart sank as I processed his demands, and my anxiety level went through the roof. It was one thing to be forced into being John's plaything, and even though I hated the pain of being beaten into submission, it was less emasculating than offering myself up willingly, on a regular basis. Lela must have seen the panic in my eyes because she let me off the hook.
"Mark just left to take a shower," she lied. "Probably jerking off after what I put him through last night," she added, as they shared a laugh at my expense. "Anyway baby," she continued sweetly, "believe me, Mark is happy to submit to your every whim. I think deep down he honestly believes that it will increase his chances to one day marry me."
"Fucking pussy," John spat derisively. "Anyway baby doll, thanks for your help. I appreciate it," he said genuinely.
"Of course," Lela whispered. "Anything for you John. Women have an intuition. Samantha will know if you are being intimate with another female. However, she will never suspect that your roommate is helping you pass her test of your commitment. You can appear to be a one-woman man, and enjoy Mark's eager lips right before bedtime every night."



"Perfect, thank you Lela," John exclaimed with a chuckle. "You're the best."
As I laid next to the woman of my dreams, she continued to flirt and flatter my nemesis, stoking my jealousy with every proclamation of her loyalty to him. I wanted to interject, to tell him to fuck off, to assure him that I had zero intention of kneeling before him in Lela's intimates. That Lela had cold-washed those fucking silk panties, not me. However, as Lela glared at me I remained passive and silent.
They flirted for several minutes, during which John asked Lela twice to put me on the phone. After informing him that I was still in the shower, John told Lela that he wanted to have phone sex. If hearing them flirt openly in my presence was uncomfortable, Lela's attempt to get John off using graphic descriptions of what she would do for him if he were in her bed was downright demeaning. Promising him all manner of delights that would have been sufficient grounds for ex-communication from her church, Lela skillfully took John down the road to his release.
"Fuck yeah, Lela," John moaned at one point. "Your dirty talk is going to make me bust a nut."
"Don't come until the cuckold gets on the phone," she teased, knowing John's capacity for sexual restraint.
It was at this point that Lela reached under the covers and began to caress my erect cock through the silky fabric of her boy-shorts. It had been a long night for me, and I was desperate for release. Even though I knew that Lela would use my sexual frustration against me, my desire overwhelmed me and I was prepared to make that sacrifice. Lela was playing John too, and I could hear his voice cracking as he approached his own orgasm.
"What exactly did Mark say he was prepared to do for me?" John asked Lela as he got close.
"I will let Mark answer that provocative question," Lela said cheerfully as she brought me close to my release.
Lela was the only one of the three of us with her faculties intact, and as she hit the mute button on her iPhone she offered me a deal that I couldn't pass on.
"Promise John the world and I will let you blow your load," she assured me.
After I nodded my agreement, Lela simultaneously hit the mute button, increased the pace and intensity of her quasi "over the clothes" handjob, and verbalized my commitment to accommodate John's every sexual whim.
"Mark is here, baby," she cooed seductively. "Are you close?"
When I looked back on that moment several years later, it was one of the most humiliating events of my life. However, giving credit where it is due, it was a masterful display of manipulation on Lela's part. As she stroked my cock through the silky material of my white boy-shorts, and stroked John's ego over the speaker of her iPhone, she brought both of us to the brink of orgasm.
"Tell John what you told me last night," she whispered, as she rubbed her palm furiously over my blood-engorged cock-head. "Every detail."
As I matured over the years, I recognized and avoided manipulative women, but in that moment all I could think about was sexual release, and I was prepared to do whatever it took to earn it.
"John," I said through my ragged breath. "I will do whatever it takes to keep your nuts drained so that you can focus on being a good boyfriend to Samantha."
"Whatever it takes?" John responded, his arousal also evident as he approached his own orgasm. "Can I dress you up in Lela's lingerie and scent you in her perfume like the bitch you are?"
"Whatever it takes," I repeated as I felt my nuts constrict. "Lela already gave me the pink camisole to match my panties."
"I heard," John said with a chuckle. "Lela said you were so excited to hand-wash your girly intimates last night."
"Yes, John," I said submissively as Lela glared at me to play along.
Even as I felt I had sold my soul to the devil, Lela honored her side of the deal, and I ended up blowing a copious load into her silky boy-shorts. My orgasm was quite vocal, although John never heard it as Lela hit the mute button right before I cried out in ecstasy.
"Contain yourself you fucking cuckold," Lela ordered me as she hit the mute button one more time.
Even though John was spared the vocal evidence of my release, I had to endure the sound of his pleasure as he blew his load.
"Whatever it takes," John repeated several times before he cried out, "Fucking cuckold," as he enjoyed his own orgasm.
You would have expected an awkward silence after Lela took us both over the edge, but ever the manipulator she placed one finger on my lips to silence me, and then addressed John in a loving and respectful tone.
"Did that feel good, baby?" she whispered softly. "Must be nice knowing that your every sexual need will be met by your roomie. Let's hash out the details in the near future. I need to take a shower. All this talk of Mark being your bitch has got me worked up."
And just like that Lela terminated the conversation. As I lay in my post-orgasmic bliss, Lela began to tell me of her expectations for me.
"Samantha is a well-established, highly educated career woman," Lela began with a tint of jealousy in her voice. "She also happens to be gorgeous and beautifully put together at all times. She will have no shortage of dating options and will eventually tire of John, and kick him to the curb."
"Oh my God," I said reflexively. "Do you think Samantha will break John's heart?"
"Undoubtedly," Lela proclaimed confidently. "However, if you are taking care of his every sexual need, it will soften the blow of being discarded for John."
"Lela," I said quietly. "I am not a woman. I am never going to be able to replace the feminine wiles of a beautiful young co-ed. John may tire of me first. Men crave variety."
"Well as you know there are a multitude of options at this college for booty calls," Lela countered. "Sometimes it seems as if the entire student body is here solely for their sexual education. John may have many choices for casual sex, but he is determined not to avail himself of them. This is where you fit into my plan."
Up to this point, John and I had engaged in a few sexual encounters, but they had been mostly to punish or subjugate me, and had been one hundred percent non-consensual on my part. It seemed incongruous to me that I was expected to be John's primary sexual outlet, particularly as I knew he wasn't gay.
"Men are inherently lazy," Lela continued. "John established himself as a competent lover in High School and College, and he does possess the necessary elements, cock-size, physical stamina and endurance to name a few. However, like all men, when offered a quickie with no reciprocation necessary, John loves to bust a nut and roll over to sleep. I know this first-hand, Mark," she said sheepishly. "John kept me holed up in the Holiday Inn for months available for his sexual needs with little regard for mine. He can be fucking selfish when it comes to sex."
My mouth had dropped open by this time as I processed Lela's plan, and how I fit into it. This was going to be a horrible experience for me. There was just nothing about being my roommate's sexual plaything that appealed to me. I wasn't gay, hated the physical discomfort associated with anal sex and wasn't remotely interested in being another man's bitch. However, before I could voice my refusal to play along, Lela brought me crashing back to reality.
"You don't really have a choice, Mark," Lela said firmly. "You are at a crossroads in your life. The decision you make today will affect the rest of your future. You only have two options, get with the program or drop out of school."
Lela and I had known each other for several years and one of the things I loved about her was her ability to bring any situation to its core. We processed information very differently, me agonizing over every detail and possible outcome, while Lela reduced it to the choice that was required. John had the incontrovertible evidence of my sexual assault of Lela. If he chose to go to the authorities, at the very least John could derail my career in Law. Therefore, in Lela's mind I had a simple choice to make.
"But, Lela," I countered weakly. "Men need variety, especially someone with as much sexual history as John. How on earth can I possibly cater to his every whim?"
"Women need respect to feel loved," Lela responded. "This requires men to temper their perversions and can feel inhibiting to a sexual being like John. My relationship with John was different," she added quietly as her face reddened.
"How so, Lela?" I asked. "What was different?"
"I wanted to be respected too," she began nervously. "However, I fell in love with John and that prick used my infatuation with him against me. It was subtle at first, some humiliating role-play, a few pejoratives uttered during his climax. However, as John learned how to induce earth-shattering orgasms from me, he pushed me further and further into submission."
"You don't have to go into the details, Lela," I said, even as she had started to elaborate.
"I need you to understand this, Mark," Lela said firmly. "It is my only way to get John back in the future."
And there it was, the missing piece of the puzzle. The part that had eluded me. What was in it for Lela?
"I have given this a lot of thought," Lela assured me. "Once John has his Law Degree and starts his career as an Attorney he will be working eighty hours a week. He won't have time to date or chase women as the demands placed on newly-minted lawyers are just too great for him to have a life. If I am still in the picture, I am sure that he will marry me and start a family together. John trusts me implicitly, I am submissive enough to cater to his perversions, and he is my soul-mate."
"And until then, Lela?" I asked incredulously. "You want me to fill the void? Be John's fuck-toy?"
"You can offer John unlimited sexual release without any reciprocation required," Lela began confidently. "Allow him to stimulate his own imagination and you just focus on the physical side of things. John is pretty easy to decipher when it boils down to it. He enjoys dominating his partner through anal-sex, protracted edging blow-jobs, and being rimmed. You can provide all of those sexual delights for John, can't you Mark?"
"But Lela," I cried, my voice wavering under the pressure of the situation. "John has a rapacious sexual appetite. He will tear me a new asshole if I am his sole sexual outlet."
"Mark, baby," Lela said softly, "I wish you had another choice. Do you want to drop out of school at this point? Or can you suck it up, no pun intended, for a few more months? I can help you with the logistics.''
"Logistics?" I said with resignation, as I pondered the alternatives. "What logistics?"
"Well, you know," Lela began with a giggle. "The tricks of the trade to make your servitude to John less painful and repulsive. Remember Mark, I have already been through exactly what I am asking of you."
"Jesus Lela. For fuck's sake, don't make me his bitch," I wailed, realizing that I was fighting a losing battle.
"First of all," Lela continued with a flourish. "Anal sex."
I don't know if it was intentional or not, but her pregnant pause allowed the words to reverberate around the room before I absorbed them. Swallowing hard, I looked directly in her eyes.
"Getting sodomized by that asshole on a regular basis is what really concerns me, Lela," I admitted. "I can handle the blow-jobs and even the occasional rim-job," I said dejectedly. "But getting butt-fucked hurts like hell."
"Well first of all," Lela corrected me. "Rimming John won't be an occasional event, believe me. He will want that every day. At least he expected it on a daily basis from me. John craves a tongue in his ass, and the subjugation involved with such a demeaning sex-act also turns him on immensely."
"Jesus," I muttered under my breath. "Rim-jobs are the most humiliating sex-act of all."
"I can't help you process your internal feelings of disgust," Lela admitted. "But I can make the act itself less repulsive. Here is my advice as far as analingus goes. Concentrate on keeping John clean back there. Offer to run him a hot bath when he gets back from the gym. Shower with him if he will let you. If he refuses that, offer to wash his back and buttocks for him and make it such an erotic event that he asks you to soap up his genitals each time he bathes or showers. That way you can get his ass-crack squeaky clean in case he is in the mood for some impromptu rimming."
"Wash his ass?" I whispered despondently. "How fucking humiliating."
"It doesn't need to be a clinical act, Mark," Lela assured me. "I am not asking you to give him a bed bath. I am just saying that if you want to minimize the repulsive nature of being forced to eat someone's ass, keeping it squeaky clean is a great first start. Maybe the first time you wash his buttocks you should kneel behind him and give him a rim-job in the shower? It is after all the perfect environment for such a dirty act, at least in terms of hygiene."
"Fuck no, Lela," I cursed reflexively. "I can't offer myself up to him on a platter. That is just too degrading."
"Mark, listen to me carefully," Lela intoned very slowly. "This is going to happen. You are going to be John's primary sexual outlet. He is going to expect humiliating and disgusting sex-acts from you on a regular basis. I am just trying to offer you ways to make your situation more palatable. Trust me, when it comes to rim-jobs cleanliness is key."
As her words sunk in they began to make sense. It didn't lessen the rage and hostility that I felt towards this man, but it seemed reasonable to take whatever steps I could to make the act of eating his ass hygienic. I nodded my head agreeably and Lela moved on.
"Blow-jobs," Lela continued in a cheerful manner. "John likes to receive oral sex and his preference is for slow, edging blow-jobs. You will actually get him off quicker this way, which seems counter-intuitive, I know. I have given this man hundreds of blow-jobs over the years and I can assure you that a few minutes spent pampering his nutsack and taint will get him to the boil much more quickly than just letting him fuck your mouth. Does that make sense, Mark?"
Truth be told it made no sense. At this point in my life I had never experienced a blow-job, so the thought of it taking a long time to bring a man to climax seemed ridiculous. Lela sensed my apprehension and spoke softly.
"We can watch a few Klixen videos on Pornhub," she suggested helpfully. "They are exactly what John likes. A slow, tender, pampering, cock-worship session to completion."
My heart sank at her vivid description of John's preferred method of receiving oral-sex. I took particular umbrage with the words "cock-worship session," and I think Lela perceived my level of despair, because she moved on.
"Back to where we started," she said cheerfully. "Anal-sex."
I swallowed hard again, as this was where my true concerns were based. John was well-endowed, had a lot of sexual endurance and a propensity for violence, particularly after he had drunk a few beers.
"What happens if John comes home after a shitty day and takes it out on me, Lela?" I cried. "He could damage me for life."
"Oh make no mistake about it, Mark," Lela said with minimal empathy. "This period of sexual servitude is going to leave some scars. John has a rapacious sexual appetite and can be very selfish. When he first seduced me on the night of our Winter Formal, John used every trick in his repertoire to take me down the long road from purity-ring wearing virgin to three-hole woman. He ensured that I was enjoying it as much as he was, allowing me to climax multiple times, before applying his Ebanel topical analgesic to my anus. By the time he actually entered my asshole, it was not only a painless encounter, but I was so completely satisfied that I was willing to reciprocate and meet his every need."
"You enjoyed it, Lela?" I asked incredulously. "You liked getting your ass fucked by John?"
"Not after the lidocaine wore off, obviously," she said in an annoyed tone. "But I enjoyed submitting to him. I still do. However, this isn't about my need to be dominated. This is an attempt to mitigate the discomfort of being habitually butt-fucked by a man with a large cock. Hear me out, Mark," Lela instructed.
I nodded my head agreeably, and Lela continued.
"Even though John was a considerate lover the night he took my anal-cherry and made you watch," Lela began. "It wasn't that way at all later on in our relationship. After John used all three of my holes he ghosted me and it wasn't until a few weeks later that we rekindled our sexual activity. By this time I had professed my love for John, which in retrospect was a very dumb thing to do. John used my infatuation with him against me, forcing me to perform degrading sex-acts on a regular basis, even after I told him that my anus was definitely off-limits."
"You denied him anal-sex?" I asked. "Good job, Lela."
"It didn't last long," Lela said with a sigh. "Knowing that anal-sex was my hard limit made it all the more appealing to John. In fact, he told me he was going to dump me for good because I was too much of a prude. So, in much the same way as you are now faced with an impossible choice, I offered my asshole up for John's enjoyment in order to keep him around. Of course, because he is a controlling prick, he butt-fucked me on a daily basis, and this is where the logistics come in."
"I am not going to let that prick butt-fuck me every day, Lela," I assured her in my most convincing tone.
"It may take a day, Mark, or it may take two months," Lela said firmly. "However, I can guarantee you that at some point John will be balls-deep inside your anal-passage whenever he gets the urge. The logistics that I am trying to share with you will make it less difficult for you."
My face reddened at the prospect of John bending me over our shared desk at will, although I knew that it was inevitable. The leverage he had over me only gave me two choices. Quit school or submit to John's carnal needs.
"Use an enema on a daily basis," Lela said quietly. "John made me perform ass-to-mouth on him the second time he sodomized me and it was absolutely disgusting. I almost threw up when I was forced to suck his cock clean immediately after he withdrew it from my asshole. John was getting off on my revulsion which made it even more demeaning. After that day I used an enema every morning and it does a very effective job of reducing the acrid aftertaste."
"So humiliating," I muttered to no-one in particular.
"Also, buy a set of butt-plugs," Lela added quietly. "That way you will be prepared in case John wants to bust a nut unexpectedly. They don't hurt when they are inserted, but they make anal sex much more comfortable and are very easy to remove at short notice."
I had heard enough. My head was spinning and the stress I was experiencing was off the charts. I think I was having a mild panic attack and it was Lela that talked me off the ledge.
"You can do this, Mark," she assured me. "Just be available to meet any and all of John's sexual needs for the next few months. After you guys graduate Law School you can get a job in another state and put this nightmare behind you. I can't help you with the mental trauma that this will inflict on you, but if you follow the tips I have given you, the ordeal will be easier physically."
"Lela, please," I begged. "Get me out of this nightmare. I need your help. Do you think I should just quit school?"
I wasn't aware of it at the time, but Lela's master plan could only come to fruition if I played my part. Everything fell apart from her perspective if I quit school and pursued another career, so Lela unexpectedly upped the ante.



"I can't get you out of your current self-induced predicament, Mark," she said quietly. "However, if you are able to commit to helping John focus solely on his education, I will throw you the occasional bone."
I perked up at this offer. Lela didn't attend the same school as John and I, wasn't currently employed and only came to visit on the weekends. For this reason I surmised that the only bone that she could possibly throw me, would have been of a sexual nature.
"Occasional bone?" I enquired, taking her bait.
"Don't get your hopes up, Mark," Lela said firmly. "I am not talking about the type of unlimited access John has to all three of my orifices. Or even the pampering he is going to thoroughly enjoy from you," she added with a giggle. "All I am saying is that if you get with my program, focus on the task at hand, and keep John's nuts completely drained at all times, I will provide you with the occasional reward of an orgasm."
You have to remember that I was madly in love with this woman, and the prospect of occasional sex with Lela, even if she was in complete control of the frequency and duration of the act, was enough for me to fold.
"Okay," I said with resignation in my voice. "I will be available for all of John's sexual needs."
This protracted conversation had been very difficult for me, and as I finally acquiesced to Lela's demands, I wondered if I might be granted the first of, presumably many, sexual favors. Alas, this was not to be. Lela having ground the resistance out of me informed me that she needed to take a shower, and abruptly left the room. A few moments later, once she was already lathered up, she called out to me to bring her a razor blade. As I handed the Gillette Mach 3 over the top of the shower enclosure, I could see her naked form, albeit through the obscured glass. As I left the bathroom, it was apparent that Lela was shaving her pubic hair and I couldn't help but notice a yellow camisole hanging from the back of the door, still in its dry-cleaning plastic bag.
As I processed these visuals, I remembered Lela's coffee date with John, and wondered if she was still going through with it, despite her new-found commitment to celibacy. I got my answer a few minutes later, as Lela called me into the hotel bathroom.
"How do I look, Mark?" she asked innocently, as she stood before me dressed in a provocative all-yellow ensemble.
"Wow," was my reflexive response, as I absorbed every detail of her outfit.
Lela looked incredible as she rotated slowly, allowing me to view her pert buttocks, lifted and separated as they were by the yellow thong panties she was wearing. She had on a matching silk camisole, a yellow garter-belt and stockings, and some high-heels in the same color. Accessorized by a yellow silk choker, and two matching silk ribbons in her hair, that held her pigtails in place, she looked like a total fuck-toy.
"You look amazing, Lela," I finally blurted out. "Incredible."
"I hope John approves," she said quietly. "He is very tough to impress."
The mere mention of John snapped me back into reality, and as Lela grabbed a long black trench-coat, I realized that she was wearing this incredibly alluring ensemble to meet him for coffee. My eyes darted to her right hand, her purity-ring conspicuous by its absence.
"Lela, please," I begged. "Don't let John violate your commitment to your celibacy."
"Don't be jealous, Mark," she whispered softly. "We agreed that I am free to date whoever I choose. It's just coffee."
Lela handed me her trench coat and turned her back on me, before raising her arms from her sides. Following her cue, I slipped the long black coat over her shoulders and helped her ease her arms into its sleeves. Once she had closed the front of the coat, she gave herself a healthy spritz of her perfume, the intoxicating scent causing my cock to immediately stiffen. In her five-inch high-heels we were about the same height, and Lela leaned into me and gave me an air-kiss, not wanting to mess up her flawless lip-gloss application.
"See you later, Mark," she whispered, as she turned to leave the hotel room, leaving me in a cloud of her beautiful fragrance. "Can you tidy up the room a little? Maybe do a load of laundry?"
After Lela left, I entered the bathroom and the signs of her preparation for another man were everywhere. The Gillette Mach 3 was on the shelf within the shower enclosure, and as I examined it closely, there were traces of pubic hair visible on the blades, an indicator that she had indeed shaved her bush completely, before meeting John.
The dry-cleaning bag had been discarded on the bathroom floor, a cruel reminder that Lela had taken the time to launder her intimates before her date. My pink panties were hanging from the shower door handle and when I reached out to touch them I realized that they weren't quite dry. They were also incredibly soft to the touch, and having been constructed from the barest amount of the finest Angora silk, were absolutely tiny. In fact as they were too small to even have a label affixed to them, I was unable to ascertain the exact size, although I was fairly certain that they didn't make them any smaller. I did notice the letter "P" was embroidered on the back of the panties, whatever the fuck that meant.
The boy-shorts that Lela had worn to bed were crumpled in a heap on the floor, and as I picked them up I couldn't help examining the crotch. Slick with her vaginal secretions, it was obvious that something had made Lela self-lubricate, and in my fantasy I hoped that it was me.
Of course, fantasies aside, I knew that Lela had creamed her panties thinking about John. Despite their fucked-up, one sided relationship, Lela responded favorably to John's assertive behavior, and seemed to crave his verbal abuse. It pained me that Lela had dolled herself up for John, while I was left alone in our room to take care of her dirty laundry. However, another part of me found it titillating to be treated with such indifference by the woman of my dreams, and as I raised the slick crotch of her boy-shorts to my nose, I could feel my own underwear dampening with my pre-cum.
I am not proud to admit it, but as the love of my life was on her knees entertaining John with her lips for the price of a Starbucks coffee, I was arranging Lela's soiled boy-shorts on the countertop of the Holiday Inn bathroom. Displayed in such a way that the vaginal secretions in her crotch were clearly visible, I grabbed the bottle of Johnson's baby lotion that Lela had stashed in her night bag, and flipped open the top. To say I was horny would have been an understatement. I had been kept in an elevated state of arousal for almost twelve hours, and pre-cum was flowing freely from the tip of my blood-engorged cock.
Resting my upturned palm on the countertop, I poured a copious amount of the baby lotion into it, before easing the tip of my cock onto it. After I closed my hand into a fist, I began a slow rocking motion, which in effect created a tight fuck-hole for my enjoyment. Closing my eyes, I began obsessing about Lela on her knees in front of John in her exquisite yellow lingerie. It just seemed so dirty, so demeaning, so fucked-up, yet so freaking hot that I knew I wouldn't last long as I masturbated to the thought of him using and abusing her.
Less than two minutes later, I blew my load across the damp crotch of her silky boy-shorts, the intense pleasure of the orgasm tempered by the wave of humiliation that crashed over me immediately after I came. I hung my head in shame as I reflected on my perverse actions, and after a brief period of self-hate, I tossed the soiled garment into our make-shift laundry hamper. I figured Lela would be gone a couple of hours, so I made the bed and tidied up the room, as I listened to some music on my AirPods.
Unexpectedly, Lela was back in our hotel room less than an hour later, before I had the chance to start on the laundry. She had a contented look on her face, and appeared very relaxed. Holding a plastic bag full of clothing, and apparently wearing just her trench coat, she excused herself to use the restroom.
"Did you take the laundry down yet?" she asked, as she emerged from the bathroom in a pair of grey sweats and a matching sweatshirt, her purity-ring now prominently displayed on her right hand.
"Not yet, Lela," I admitted. "I tidied up the room and the bathroom, but you are back sooner than I expected. I will run it down now."
"I've got it," she said cheerfully. "I need to cold-wash my intimates too."
Before I could react, Lela grabbed our make-shift laundry hamper and departed for the hotel laundry facility, which was located on a lower floor of the building. While she was gone, I grabbed the plastic bag that she had returned with, and tossed its contents onto the carpeted floor of the hotel room.
Her yellow silk camisole was lying before me, semen stains visible all across the front of it. Presumably requiring the attention of a dry-cleaning service, rather than a washing machine, the silky garment was badly soiled, and I wondered how many times John had blown his load across my girl, in the hour that she was gone. Maybe she had sucked him off before their coffee date, and again after.
Lela's Rabbit vibrator was on the floor too, the tip of it slick with her vaginal secretions. Her silk hair ribbons were also there, inexplicably splattered with what appeared to be ejaculate. As I looked disconsolately at the soiled intimates, there was a tap on the hotel door. Tossing the clothes back into the bag, I let Lela back in to the room.
"Why are you wearing sweats, Lela?" I asked in frustration. "They are not very flattering."
"That is the point, Mark," Lela said in exasperation. "John bought them for me. He got quite jealous when I told him how excited you were last night. He said that the sweats will diminish my appeal to you, and make it easier for us to behave when we are alone. John wants me to wear them whenever I am with you. I have a pair for you to wear too, although John said you can't wear underwear beneath them. Apparently, I will know when you are having impure thoughts."
Lela handed me a pair of light grey flannel sweatpants, a generic, unlabeled brand that looked like it was probably purchased at Walmart or Target. My cock was still flaccid, having jerked off in the last hour, and I went into the bathroom, removed my pants and underwear, and pulled the sweats on.
"What have you been doing with yourself while I was on my date?" she asked in a teasing manner, when I returned to the hotel bedroom.
"Oh, just tidying up," I lied.
"Was there another man in our room?" Lela continued, tightening the noose slowly around my neck.
"No," I stammered. "I was here alone. Why?"
"I only ask because when I went to launder my boy-shorts, I noticed that the crotch was covered in semen. Did you jerk off on them, when I was gone?"
I felt my face redden immediately, signaling my guilt, and I lowered my head to avert her gaze.
"What were you thinking about when you blew your wad across my intimates?" Lela asked as she moved into my space. "We agreed not to keep secrets from each other. Tell me."
I wasn't incredibly communicative as a twenty-one year old man, and as I shuffled around uncomfortably, Lela assumed control.
"Sit on the bed, Mark," she said firmly. "I think you jerked off at the thought of me on a date with John. Is that true? Would you like to hear the juicy details?"
When I didn't voice an objection, Lela knew that she had made the correct assumption, and as I listened on intently, she began to share her morning with me.
"When I got to John's dorm room," she began, "I could tell that he was in an elevated state of arousal. He seemed different, horny to the point of being frustrated. As you are well aware last night he walked his new crush to her Maserati, and as they chatted by her car, Samantha invited John back to her house."
"I did witness that," I said quietly, the image of Samantha's garter-belt straps peeking from beneath her tailored skirt still embedded in the forefront of my mind.
"It gets better," Lela said with a giggle. "Samantha drove John to her home, took a quick shower and then beckoned him into the bathroom to dry her off. When he knelt down to dry her feet, she forced him onto his back on the heated marble tiles of the floor, and straddled his face. After Samantha enjoyed several releases, courtesy of John's very experienced tongue, she told him that she had an early meeting on Saturday morning, and instructed him to let himself out, after he had taken a shower. She even told him not to jerk off in her bathroom, despite his obvious sexual frustration."
"What happened next?" I asked, enthralled by the prospect of John being the one under control for once.
"I guess he called an Uber and left Samantha's place, as she had already fallen asleep," Lela began. "John told me that he tossed and turned all night, in anticipation of our coffee date. He was actually very sweet to me, today."
"How was your coffee date?" I asked, to be polite.
I really didn't give a shit about their Starbucks visit, being far more interested in the specifics of their hook-up, despite the jealousy it aroused in me.
"We never made it out of the dorm room," Lela said shyly, biting her bottom lip and looking at me for my reaction.
I reacted in two completely different ways to her words, although they occurred simultaneously.
Firstly, as I absorbed the fact that Lela had spent the night in my bed without any physical contact, before arising in the early morning to go and take care of John's needs, I felt sick to my stomach. It was such a kick in the nuts that she had shaved her pussy and dolled herself up in such an alluring ensemble for his visual pleasure. The last thing he had said to her a few days prior, after hijacking our phone conversation, was "wear something yellow." Lela had taken his directive to heart, adorning herself from head to toe in his preferred shade, thereby indicating her willingness to accommodate him.
Secondly, albeit at precisely the same moment, my cock involuntarily stiffened, causing the front of my sweats to rise. Lela noticed immediately, and put her hand to her mouth in mock horror.
"Impure thoughts," she said playfully as she pointed to my crotch. "I guess you do like to hear the juicy details," she said with a giggle, as my face reddened again. "I will try not to forget anything then. Where were we?"
"You never made it to Starbucks," I said shyly, aware that my arousal was causing my cock to leak pre-cum.
"That's right," Lela whispered. "You have been paying close attention, Mark. Like I said, I could tell that John was sexually frustrated, which is a testament to how hard he has fallen for Samantha. John stood by the bathroom sink so that he could watch my reflection in the mirror, and I knelt before him and sucked him off."
Lela paused to allow me to visualize that image, and she smiled as my cock danced around inside my sweats.
"John came really quickly," she added cheerfully. "I think Samantha has him on some kind of sexual restriction. John told me that he has stopped dating co-eds for fear of Samantha finding out, and cutting him loose. He really likes her. It's adorable."
"What happened next, Lela?" I asked impatiently. "And how quickly did John come?"
"Oh, nothing like as rapidly as you did, Mark," she taunted. "Nothing to be embarrassed about. I am just used to his stamina. Sometimes it can take him thirty minutes to blow his load from oral sex. Even when he enjoyed Amanda and I for the weekend, it still took over fifteen minutes for the two of us to suck him off."
I lowered my head again, as I recalled the delightful Amanda. John had fucked her in my bed before forcing me to eat his ejaculate from her pussy. My cock throbbed and twitched in my sweats at the memory of that smoking hot chick.
"I see you remember Amanda," Lela teased, as she brushed her fingertips playfully across the bulge in my sweat pants.
"Anyway, back to this morning," she said with a giggle. "John came remarkably quickly, by his standards, and he emptied his nut-sack all over my freshly dry-cleaned camisole. It was a heavy load too, a testament to his sexual frustration at the hands of Samantha."
"What happened next?" I asked, hoping that John had used Lela without any reciprocation, so that she would see that he was a selfish prick.
"John and I enjoyed an extended 69," Lela said proudly. "I loved it too. I want to try that position with you, if we ever get married."
I had never experienced the true 69 position, although John had forced Lela and I into a modified version of it, while he sodomized her. However, I knew from watching pornography how it was performed, and the fact that I had to wait until the day Lela and I were married, if ever, enraged me.
"What is so good about the 69 position?" I asked Lela, my jealousy surging to the surface.
"Well, as you probably know, John is very talented at oral-sex," Lela began. "I normally come multiple times when he goes down on me, but in the 69, I was able to suck and nibble his nuts until he developed his second erection," she said as she looked me right in the eyes. "John used the Rabbit and his tongue to stimulate my clitoris, and I achieved climax multiple times before I finally begged him to stop."
Lela's choice of words, particularly with regard to begging John to stop because she was completely satisfied, cut me to the core. However, despite my abject misery at hearing how much he had pleasured her, my cock continued to throb in my sweats, and a small damp spot appeared on the front of them, darkening the light grey material.
"Jesus, Lela," I said in exasperation. "What about your new found commitment to your celibacy?"
"I am one hundred percent committed to my future celibacy," she countered firmly. "It's just that I can't put the horse back in the stable as far as John is concerned. And I don't want to leave him hanging, particularly with the fucked-up situation with Samantha. The poor guy just isn't getting his needs met."
As I pondered her words, it seemed as if Lela didn't think that continued sexual activity with John was violating her commitment. As bizarre as it was, she had justified her behavior in her mind, and as long as she didn't have any additional sexual partners, she was at peace with it.
"Anyway, Mark," she whispered softly, "let me finish my story. After I had my final orgasm, John let me compose myself for a few moments, and then told me to suck his cock again. It took him much longer to come the second time, but when he finally exploded, he blew his load across my face and even got some of his semen on my hair ribbons," she said with a giggle. "They will need dry-cleaning too."
I was rock-hard by the time Lela finished with her story, and the damp patch in the front of my sweat pants was considerably larger.
"How about me, Lela?" I asked motioning to the front of my sweats. "What about my sexual needs."
Despite my obvious arousal, Lela wanted no part of getting me off, and tapped her purity-ring with the index finger of her left hand, the inference being that she was chaste, despite having sucked John off twice this morning.
"Anyway, don't you have somewhere to be, Mark?" Lela asked, abruptly ending our time together. "John said you guys have a lot of homework assignments this week."
Even though I would have preferred the opportunity to have my erection disappear, Lela's body language was such that it was clear that it was time for me to leave. Adjusting my sweats to conceal my hard-on as best as I could, I moved slowly towards the door. My bulge was clearly visible in my sweats, and the wet-spot had barely dried which was even more incriminating. Just as I thought it couldn't get any worse, Lela spoke up cheerfully.



"Oh, I almost forgot," she said with a giggle. "Let me get your camisole and your panties."
I waited by the front door of the hotel room with my head hung in shame as Lela gathered up the intimate apparel that I was to wear when I entertained John.
"Here you are, baby," Lela said cheerfully as she handed me the bag containing the camisole. "I will take you shopping next weekend for a matching garter-belt and stockings," she informed me matter of factly.
Lifting the panties skyward she showed me the letter "P" on the back of the tiny underwear.
"P is for Petite," Lela said with a smile. "They don't make them any smaller than this."
While that certainly answered my question about what size panties I was going to be forced to squeeze into, the size "Petite" seemed an excessively feminine descriptive.
"These are still slightly damp," Lela added as she got closer to me. "They need to hang to air-dry."
Without even consulting me, Lela hung the slightly damp panties around my neck, presumably so that they could continue to dry in the fresh air. She took the time to arrange them in such a way that the "P" was clearly visible. Then with a devilish smile she produced a bottle of perfume from behind her back and heavily spritzed the tiny undergarment that was draped around my neck.
"You won't be able to sneak past anyone scented like the bitch that you are," she said with a giggle.
To say that I was self-conscious as I did the walk of shame from the Holiday Inn to my dorm room would have been a massive understatement. Wearing my new uniform of sweats with no underwear left no doubt about my state of arousal, particularly as my erection was tenting in the loose gray flannel pants. The crotch of the sweats was a noticeably darker shade of gray due to the ever-growing wet-spot. In addition, I was carrying a freshly laundered pink camisole, that was still in the transparent dry-cleaning bag. And to add insult to injury, the heavily-scented matching silk panties were hanging around my neck, as if to announce to the entire campus that someone had made me their bitch.
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Much to my chagrin, this pattern of behavior repeated itself over the course of the next few weekends. Lela would show up on Friday afternoon, and book into the Holiday Inn. Every Friday night, after our ethics class, John would leave in Samantha's car, and I would head over to Lela's room, in my grey sweatpants and no underwear. Upon entering the hotel room Lela would allow me to kiss her for a few minutes, which always got my juices flowing.
Then, under the guise of teaching me exactly how to pleasure John should my name get called, Lela and I watched porn together. I am not sure of the Catholic Church's stance on pornography, but Lela justified it as part of my ongoing education.
"Besides," she would say, whenever the subject of religion reared its ugly head, "we are not watching pornography with the intent of self-gratification. We are watching specific sex-acts to improve your performance, and to align it with John's expectations."
The sex-acts themselves were extremely specific, and Lela limited my viewing to rim-jobs, and edging blowjobs. Lela had mentioned the Klixen website the first time that we discussed the possibility of me being John's primary sexual outlet, and this seemed like as good a place to start as any. The Klixen girls are not stereotypical pornstars, in the sense of being skinny, huge-breasted, platinum blondes. Rather depicted as the girl next door type, they focus on slow, teasing edging blowjobs, performed by one, two, or occasionally even three extremely submissive women.
I loved watching those girls bring a man to the edge of insanity, for thirty minutes or more, before finally allowing him release. They were unlike any blowjob videos I had ever seen before, in that in most cases the women didn't take the head of the penis between their glossed lips. The orgasms were phenomenally powerful, and were often telegraphed by the expulsion of pre-cum immediately prior to the final explosion. Most impressively, they were induced solely by the girl's tongue running up and down the frenulum, after a protracted cock and ball worship session.
I would be rock-hard as I watched these videos, or "tutorials" as Lela referred to them. Lela would ask for my thoughts after each clip, and while I fantasized about being the recipient of such a pamper session, I was required to phrase my thoughts as if I were the person giving the cock-worship experience.
"I love how hard you get thinking about doing this for John," Lela would say with a giggle, as she stroked my erection through the fabric of my sweats. "Make sure we keep track of your favorite scenes."
Lela would allow me to kiss her as we watched the Klixen pornography clips, and there was some over the clothing fondling permitted, which inevitably caused me to soil the front of my sweats. Once Lela had teased me into a heavy-breathing, trembling, sweaty mess, she would allow me to dry-hump her. Lela would lay on her back on the hotel bed and invite me to climb on top of her. We both knew that my climax would take mere seconds, but Lela loved to wrap her toned legs around my lower back, place her moist lips against my earlobe, and ask me questions about what we had just viewed.
"I like the way the young redhead nibbled his nutsack for several minutes before she even touched his shaft," Lela teased as we rocked slowly together in unison. "I will show that clip to John. Can I give John my assurance that you will do that for him?"
It never took me very long to explode inside my sweatpants, the combination of hours of watching porn, and the physical stimulation of dry-humping the love of my life, conspiring to make me ejaculate prematurely, every single time.
"I will let John know what scene got you off, Mark," Lela whispered softly as I tried to gather my breath. "If he likes the look of it, he can put it on his bucket-list."
While I wasn't enthralled with the idea of John compiling a sexual bucket-list, I tried to look on the positive side of things. At least I was getting off, even if I was blowing my load inside my sweatpants. To hear John tell it, Samantha was steadfast in her refusal to give John any release, citing his reputation as a cock-hound as her rationale. Three months, Samantha had told him. If he managed to go three months without fucking anyone who attended this college, Samantha would have sex with him.
Driven by this promise, John elected to forgo all other sexual activity with the college co-eds. Despite having numerous options, he turned his back on the young available women, in order that his ethics teacher wouldn't be able to hear about his exploits through the grapevine.
Unfortunately for me, it didn't take long for Lela to observe a noticeable change in John's behavior. Emboldened by Samantha's control over John, Lela decided to tighten the noose on me.
Lela and I spent a lot of time together and she continually peppered me with questions about how men react to certain situations. At some point, she had figured out what made me tick, and decided to exert more control over me. One Friday night after our ethics class, I headed straight to the Holiday Inn to see Lela.
"Let's watch SeeHimFuck tonight," she said excitedly, as I changed into my uniform of baggy sweats and no underwear.
Watching porn "tutorials" had been our routine for several weeks by now, although I continued to be impressed by Lela's ability to find a continuous stream of relevant clips. According to Lela, SeeHimFuck was one of John's favorite porn websites, and as soon as she fired up the first clip, I knew that I was in for a rollercoaster ride. It wasn't that the girls were ugly, or that the scenes weren't beautifully filmed, it was just that the content was so demeaning.
The premise was that a beautiful young woman would completely pamper a man, focusing so completely on his needs that she would totally ignore her own. The videos seemed to follow a basic script. A well-built and well-endowed man would stand upright, as the porn star, typically wearing a bikini, would lick and kiss his nipples, armpits and stomach before removing his underwear. Once the man was naked, he would relax on the bed and watch intently as the young submissive girl knelt on the floor and worshipped his feet.
I had stumbled across the genre of "foot-worship" before, but in my experience it had always been a man groveling at the feet of a dominatrix. SeeHimFuck, in contrast, showed young attractive women sucking on a man's toes, kissing the soles of his feet, and even licking between his toes as he verbally abused them. I had never seen anything quite so erotic, and the thought of someone pampering my feet made me get rock-hard, which was impossible to miss in my sweats.
"You like?" Lela asked with a smile. "The foot-worship scenario?"
From the perspective of the man, it looked amazing, and I involuntarily blurted out my thoughts without any attempt at censorship.
"Fucking unbelievable, Lela," I said quietly. "I never knew such visual delights existed online. That is hot."
"That's great to hear, Mark," Lela whispered, as she started to stroke my cock through my sweats. "John will be so excited that you are on board. This is his favorite website."
Once again, in retrospect I should have voiced my resistance, offered her some pushback, dug my heels in. However, Lela's tender caress felt so good that I remained passively silent.
Lela and I watched about four different episodes of SeeHimFuck that night, and I don't think I witnessed a single female orgasm. The SeeHimFuck girls focused solely on worshipping whichever lucky bastard was up next.
"Who the hell is that?" I asked, as we started to watch a clip of a five foot Asian beauty pampering a six foot five muscular black man.
"Clara Trinity," Lela quickly responded. "You like?"
I could barely answer, such was my involuntary response to this perfect and very submissive woman. Petite in stature, with a beautiful face and perfectly white teeth, Clara Trinity exuded an air of total submission as she went through the SeeHimFuck script. I felt my pulse race as I watched her worship the black man's huge feet, before she licked him from his ankles to his inner-thighs.
"The bitch will eat his ass next," Lela informed me, as Clara knelt between his thighs and invited the black guy to put his feet on the edge of the mattress.
What followed was an intense, multi-position rimming scene, filmed at close proximity so that there could be no doubt that Clara's tongue was deep inside his asshole. I was breathing hard now, and I looked at Lela as if to secure her permission for my own release. Lela increased the pace and intensity of my over the clothes handjob, and then resumed her line of questioning.
"Anything here beyond your limits, Mark?" she asked as she took me closer to the edge.
The black guy had maneuvered onto his hands and knees now, as Clara was eating his ass and simultaneously jerking him off. I had never witnessed this on the big screen and Lela seemed to notice.
"Rusty trombone," she said quietly. "This position is called the Rusty Trombone, and it has definitely been checked off of John's bucket-list," she added with a giggle. "Amanda and I performed it for him the night we first met and John came really hard."
I swallowed hard at the thought of my girlfriend performing such a lewd act with my roommate. And Amanda was way too beautiful to be eating a man's ass.
"John is going to want that from you on a regular basis, Mark," Lela informed me matter of factly. "In fact, John is going to want everything that Clara Trinity is offering in this video, on a regular basis."
"Let's watch that one again," I begged, as I could feel the sap rising in my own cock.
Lela and I watched Clara Trinity pleasure that huge black man three times, as she continued to edge me. I was so desperate to climax, that Lela got me to agree to treat John with the exact same tenderness and respect that Clara had demonstrated in the video, in exchange for my release.
A few moments later, as the muscular black man knelt just above Clara Trinity's face and lowered his asshole onto her extended tongue, I blew my load in my sweats, crying out Lela's name as I ejaculated into the flannel fabric of the Walmart branded leisure wear. It was a tremendous orgasm, although my shame enveloped me as soon as I gathered my senses.
"Did that feel good, baby?" Lela cooed as I felt my face redden. "John is going to love your rendition of the Rusty Trombone. By the way, I am sure you have also noticed a change in John's behavior since he met Samantha."
"Not particularly," I lied, even though I felt like Samantha had John's balls in her purse.
"Well I have," Lela said firmly. "I have seen some very positive changes in John since Samantha cut him off sexually, and I want the same respectful behavior from you. You are no longer permitted to have an orgasm unless I witness it," she added cheerfully. "This is the first of my non-negotiable rules."
Lela's timing was perfect as she had waited until I had just blown my wad into my sweat pants before informing me of her new rule. Of course, basking as I was in my post-orgasmic bliss, and in no immediate need of an orgasm, I put up very little resistance as she laid her new program before me. That was until she began to exert her will by imposing unnecessarily strict rules.
"You will be permitted one orgasm per week," she said coldly. "In my presence, of course."
"I can't go six days without an orgasm, Lela," I pleaded. "At my age and with all of the sexual provocation you and John heap on me. Please, be reasonable."
I took her silence as an invitation to present a more compelling argument and this opened the flood gates.
"Lela," I began respectfully, "John's situation with Samantha is vastly different from ours. Samantha merely told John that any intimacy that would occur between them is contingent upon him not fucking other co-eds. This is a reasonable assertion, both because it would be embarrassing for a member of faculty to be in a relationship with a known cock-hound, and also because young women are less pro-active when it comes to mitigating STIs. I am sure that this is the last thing Samantha wants."
"Continue," Lela instructed me. "As one of America's future lawyers, let's hear your closing arguments."
"Samantha is a professional woman, and she also teaches an ethics class at our school," I continued. "I am sure that she doesn't want to be involved in any of the potential drama that could occur if John is dating multiple women. Also, Samantha is so far out of John's league that he is happy to forgo all others for a chance to fuck her."
A dark cloud appeared on Lela's face, and I regretted my choice of words in my final sentence.
"My situation is completely different," I continued, trying to resurrect my chances of Lela cutting me some slack. "I am deeply in love with you and have zero desire to be with other women. My only other sexual outlet is masturbation. Please don't shut that down."
Lela held all the cards in our relationship, so it wasn't really a give and take discussion that we ended up having. Rather I conceded everything to her and she gave me an inch, sounding very magnanimous in doing so. We finally reached an accord though and while I wasn't enthused about my new situation, I felt it was something I could live with.
In a nutshell, I agreed to forgo any clandestine sexual activity. I would be allowed sexual release on the weekend, if Lela felt that I had earned it. If I was having a particularly hard time with my level of arousal, I could FaceTime Lela and depending on how benevolent she felt, she might let me jerk off as she watched. In addition to this massive concession on my part, I also agreed to wear sweats with no underwear whenever I was in my room.
"John has agreed to help monitor your level of arousal," Lela informed me as I cringed with embarrassment.
Like I said, Lela sprang all this on me immediately after I had blown my load inside my sweats, so I was more amenable to compromise. It wasn't even a few hours later, when I walked to the campus library and was assaulted by the scent and visuals of scantily-clad co-eds, that I began to regret my decision.
Of course, Lela and John still "dated" every Saturday morning for about an hour, the brief hook-up allowing John two cum-shots, and Lela enough orgasms to last her until the following Saturday. When pressed, neither of them considered their weekly sexual encounter to be a violation of their respective commitments, John's to Samantha, and Lela's to her celibacy.
I guess it was worse for me sharing a hotel room with the girl of my dreams every weekend. Under Lela's instruction, we both wore sweatpants to bed, although by this time we had each purchased several pairs. This prevented any unwelcome advances on my part, and allowed Lela to be acutely aware of my level of arousal, as it was impossible to hide my excitement because I was forbidden to wear underwear.
Sometimes, if Lela was feeling magnanimous, she would let me dry-hump her before bed. As this event was typically preceded by a protracted make-out session, I would explode in my pants very quickly, and Lela would have a giggle as she looked at the clock, and informed me that three minutes had elapsed. My premature ejaculation was a source of amusement for Lela, and she eventually bought a cheap stop-watch so that she could get a more accurate assessment of the alacrity of my climax.
Whether or not she had allowed me the privilege of an orgasm the night before, there was no way for me to hide my arousal in the morning, as I watched her prepare herself for John.
Even though she still referred to their weekly encounter as a "date," we both knew that it was casual sex, and very fulfilling for the two of them. Lela would arise early, her lithe frame completely hidden in the baggy, oversized sweats that she wore around me. After making us some coffee, Lela would take a shower, leaving her cell phone on my bedside table, as I sipped my morning brew in bed. Most of the time Lela would inadvertently forget to take her razor into the shower enclosure, and even though I suspected that she did it on purpose, she insisted that it was unintentional.
Anyway, whether it was accidental or on purpose, we went through the same dance each Saturday morning. Lela would get into the enclosure, and then call out for me to bring her razor to her. Once inside the bathroom, I would hand her the Gillette Mach 3 over the top of the glass door, and she would immediately engage me in conversation. This ensured that I remained in the room, as she shaved her pussy for my roommate's visual pleasure. I could see her outline through the opaque glass, and Lela made a big show of spreading her legs apart to remove all traces of her pubic hair.
Once she was done, Lela would hand the razor back to me, and I would rinse it off in the bathroom sink, often dislodging the occasional pubic hair as I did so. I know she did it to fuck with me, but I have a feeling that it was John's idea.
What happened next, each and every Saturday morning, was definitely John's idea. When Lela emerged from the shower, she would ask me if she had received any texts. I would check her phone, which was resting on my bedside table, and relay the contents of the text from John, that always came right when she was in the shower.
Usually consisting of a single word, the text simply stated a color. On this particular morning, I picked up her phone, and saw the word "Red" in the body of his text.
"John texted you," I said quietly, hating this little exercise of control. "He wants you in red."
"Be a sweetheart and grab my red lingerie, Mark," Lela instructed me, as I headed for the closet in the hotel room.
This charade was very emasculating for me, and I hated every second of it. However, by the time I opened the closet doors, and was faced with several different colors of exquisite lingerie, I would be rock-hard, tenting lewdly in my sweatpants.
This morning, as I reached in and grabbed the red ensemble, I was particularly aroused as Lela had denied me release the previous evening, something that she did periodically to remind me that she was in charge. I hung the chemise on the back of the bathroom door, and then fetched the accessories from the drawers in the base of the closet. A pair of red silk panties, that happened to be crotchless, the matching garter-belt and stockings, red fuck-me pumps, two red hair ribbons, and her Rabbit vibrator, which hadn't been used in the seven days since I last cleaned it.
I hung her long black trench-coat next to the chemise, and then waited patiently to be called for Lela's final inspection. I think that this was Lela's favorite part of the charade, as she rotated before me and I ensured that her stockings were perfectly straight, her garter-belt straps were of a uniform length, and there were no tags visible. I even got a glimpse of her freshly-shaved pussy, as it peeked through the opening of her crotchless panties. Once I was satisfied that she was perfect, I helped her put her trench coat on, and she sprayed her perfume all over herself.
"Make sure my sweats get into the laundry hamper, Mark," was the last thing Lela said to me, as she breezed out of the room, looking like a high-class escort.
I was so horny as I began to clean up the room. The previous evening Lela had left me high and dry, which in itself was not unusual. However, what was unusual was that she had invited me to mount her, fully dressed of course, for a dry-humping session. This always led to a climax for me, and I was excited as we got into the missionary position, and Lela parted her legs slightly.
"Go on then, stud," Lela taunted me, as she started her stop-watch.
Getting a little tired of her ridicule, I began to slowly dry-hump her, while thinking about anything other than sex. I counted backwards from one hundred, tried to recall the phonetic alphabet, and generally engaged my mind so that I wouldn't blow my load quite so prematurely. After about five minutes, Lela decided that she had been dry-humped for long enough, and asked me to dismount. I obeyed immediately, but despite my pleas to finish, and my assurance that it would take less than sixty seconds, she told me to go to sleep.



Now as I tidied up the room, having just been treated to a glimpse of her freshly-shaved pussy, I was in a high state of arousal. I knew I was going to fold the second I saw her sweats and panties in a crumpled heap by the shower enclosure door. In fact, acutely aware of my vulnerability, I walked away from the pile of dirty clothes the first time. I actually sat on the hotel bed for several minutes trying to think of something else. However, as my thoughts turned to Lela and John, and the fact that they were both getting their rocks off, I justified my actions and went back into the bathroom.
Picking the two items of clothing up from the floor, I placed the sweats in the laundry hamper, before closely examining the panties. Made of very soft silk, they were baby-blue in color, a g-string design and they were crotchless. The material either side of the crotch opening was slick with Lela's juices, and the panties were heavily scented with Lela's favorite perfume. While I hoped that she had creamed herself during our dry-humping session of the previous evening, I also recognized the distinct possibility that she had self-lubricated thinking about her upcoming encounter with John.
Whatever the reason for her secretions all over the silky delicates, I raised the panties to my nose, and inhaled her scent. Lela and I had been intimate once before, an embarrassingly brief encounter, during which she was drunk, and I blew my load within seconds of entering her. Since then, sniffing her juices was the closest I was going to get to her pussy, at least until our wedding night.
It was just too much for me, the combination of being denied release the previous evening, and the aroma of her vaginal secretions conspiring to force me to break the rules. I laid the panties on the bathroom countertop, grabbed Lela's baby lotion and after lowering my sweats, began to coat my cock with the make-shift lubricant. It only took a few seconds, and immediately after I blew my load across her baby-blue undies, I regretted my impulsive action.
Granted the orgasm felt incredible, but I had made some promises to Lela, and masturbating into her intimates broke at least two of them. Cursing my lack of self-restraint, I picked up Lela's soiled panties and the baby lotion, and shuffled towards the laundry hamper. Right as I was halfway across the hotel bedroom, the door opened and Lela walked in.
"Lela, you are back early," I exclaimed in bewilderment, wondering why the hell she was back from John's place after less than fifteen minutes.
Lela approached me slowly, taking in the ridiculous sight of me with my sweats around my ankles, my erection jutting lewdly in front of me, as I held her silk panties and her baby lotion in my hands.
"Did you just jerk off into my panties, Mark?" she asked, as she extended her hand and took them from me.
Any denial would have been pointless, as she had the evidence in her hand and was already inspecting the crotch area.
"I was just so horny, Lela," I pleaded, well aware that I had violated her trust.
"Are my rules not clear to you in some way?" she asked coldly, as she surveyed me with disdain. "Or did you just decide to break them?"
Once Lela was satisfied that it was my ejaculate that was pooling in her panties, she tossed them back to me.
"Put them on, Mark," she instructed me. "And then lay on your back."
As Lela took off her black trench-coat, I slipped into the heavily scented intimates. My semen was slowly cooling and it felt disgustingly slimy as it transferred from the silky panties to my ass-crack. Despite the less than ideal circumstances, I lowered myself to the carpeted floor of the hotel room, and laid prone on my back. Lela removed her Rabbit vibrator from her coat pocket, draped the coat over the back of a chair, and walked over to me, placing her feet either side of my head.
Sinking slowly to her knees, Lela squatted just above my face, ensuring that there was no physical contact between us. I could see her freshly-shaved pussy inches above my mouth, as it peeked through the gap in her crotchless panties.
"John was in a hurry today," she said ruefully. "He enjoyed a quick blow and go, but we never had the time to take care of my needs. It looks like you masturbated while I was gone, so now it is my turn."
Lela placed the tip of the Rabbit against the front of her silky panties, and after locating her clitoris, turned the vibrating phallus on. She stiffened up immediately under the stimulation of the Rabbit, and I could tell that she was already on the road to orgasm.
"Did you suck John off?" I asked quietly, my curiosity getting the better of me. "Is that what a blow and go is?"
"You would think so from the name," Lela whispered softly, as she approached her release. "It's actually just a term for a quickie."
Seconds later, as it occurred to me exactly what had occurred in my dorm room, Lela reached her first orgasm. Judging by the state of the panties that I had jerked off into, Lela had gone to John's room in a high state of arousal, and being denied release had only elevated that.
Lela cried out as she orgasmed right above my face, and the resultant contractions made the first traces of John's semen appear at the entrance to her pussy, which was clearly visible to me through the opening of her crotchless panties.
"You guys fucked?" I said incredulously. "Bare-back? You let him blow his load inside you? What about John's promise to Samantha?"
Lela reached her second orgasm a few seconds after my plea for the juicy details, and a large glob of my roommate's semen was expelled from her well-fucked vagina, through the open-crotched panties, landing in my mouth.
"Yes, Mark. We fucked," she said dispassionately. "John hasn't been fucking anyone else since he met Samantha, so I know he is clean. Shut up and swallow my lover's load, baby."
Lela squatted above my face for several minutes, periodically orgasming, and leaking a continuous dribble of John's ejaculate into my open mouth. There was no physical contact between us, and no other spoken word after she told me to shut up.
When Lela was completely satisfied, she arose slowly, and looked at me contemptuously.
"Stay where you are, Mark," she said before turning her back on me to take a shower.
I could tell that Lela was really disappointed in my behavior, and when she returned to the bedroom, she was clad in just a towel, and her purity-ring was back on her finger. While the towel covered her breasts, it didn't provide much modesty for her lower body, and as she stood above me with her arms folded, I could still see the occasional drop of semen fall from her inner-thighs. I remained on my back as instructed, with the scent of her soiled panties permeating the room.
"I don't want to date you any more, Mark," she said quietly. "You and I are not on the same path, in terms of commitment," she added, as she lightly tapped her purity-ring.
I didn't want to inflame her, but part of me wondered how she could keep a straight face, as she lectured me about commitment, while John's semen was still oozing out of her.
"Lela, please," I begged. "I will change. Give me a chance to prove it. I can go without sex if that's what I need to do."
"You are weak-willed and easily tempted, Mark," Lela whispered, the disappointment palpable in her voice. "I need a stronger man in my life. I am sorry."
I could sense the resolve in her tone as I got to my feet, and as she ushered me to the hotel room door, I pleaded for my clothes. Lela picked up my sweats and t-shirt and hurled them in my general direction, before tossing me unceremoniously from the room. I was stood in the corridor of the third floor of the Holiday Inn, and while there wasn't anyone around it would have been too risky to get naked, so I threw my sweats on over the baby-blue panties and high-tailed it out of there, entering the elevator barefoot.
When I got back to my shared accommodation, it was evident that John had already consumed a couple of beers. He made no attempt to hide the fact that he inhaled my scent as I entered the room.
"You smell like a bitch," he taunted. "Have a beer."
We cracked open a couple of beers, and then John and I commiserated about our relationships, as he was going through a similar situation with Samantha.
"It sucks," John admitted. "I really like Samantha, and it kills me that she dates other men."
Sensing that John might show some empathy towards me, I asked him to let me off the hook.
"Now that you know how it feels, John," I said quietly, "would you consider not dating Lela, at least until we figure things out?"
"I won't date Lela, Mark," he assured me. "I promise you."
"Thanks bro," I responded feeling like a huge weight had been lifted from my shoulders. "I appreciate it."
"That's okay Mark," John replied. "I don't want our classmates to see Lela and I together on campus or at a local bar. I have no desire to rub your nose in it. I will confine my encounters with Lela to our room."
"Encounters?" I asked, choking on the words. "What do you mean by encounters?"
"Sex," John said cheerfully. "I promise not to date Lela, but I still plan to fuck her."
John smirked at me as he proclaimed his intention to fuck my girl on a regular basis, and in an act of desperation, I went for his jugular.
"If you go anywhere near Lela I will tell Samantha that you guys are fucking," I threatened him. "I will tell the Faculty Head that Samantha is fucking one of her students too. That won't sit well seeing as how she is a fucking Ethics teacher."
John reacted immediately, flying across the room and closing the distance between us in a split-second. He had been training in martial arts continuously for the last four years, branching into other disciplines such as Brazilian jujitsu and judo. John's first strike was a perfectly executed round-house kick, which knocked me to my knees. As I knelt before him, he walked behind me and put me into a full-nelson wrestling hold.
Banned in collegiate, high school, and most other forms of amateur wrestling, the full-nelson was illegal due to the distinct possibility of injury. Its use as a limited neck-crank rendered it a dangerous move in most grappling arts, and as John exerted his physical superiority over me, I was powerless to resist.
John lowered me to the floor, and once I was prone, laid on top of me. With his arms locked around my throat, and his entire body-weight rendering me immobile, John threatened me. His rage was palpable as he shouted his intentions in my ear.
"If you mention one word to Samantha or the Faculty Head, I will fuck you up," John said aggressively. "You will rue the day you ever met me."
"Please, John," I begged, as I struggled against his hold. "I didn't mean it. I would never do anything to fuck with your relationship with Samantha."
As John exerted his will over me, and I writhed beneath him heavily scented in Lela's perfume, I felt his cock stiffen in his jeans. A few moments later his fully-formed erection was jutting into my lower back. Fearing for my safety I offered him a truce.
"John, let me up, I promise I will never mention a word to Samantha," I pleaded.
John seemed to consider my offer, and he relaxed his choke-hold slightly, as he absorbed it. A few moments later, as John apparently allowed his little head to take control, he reached one hand down to the waistband of my sweats, and began to pull them down. I resisted him with all my strength but his martial-arts training, combined with his weight advantage, made my efforts futile.
Once my sweats were lowered over my buttocks, John saw my baby-blue crotchless panties, and the visual apparently increased his desire. He stuck his elbow in the back of my neck, which rendered me immobile as he undid the buckle of his belt. I could feel John's erect cock against my buttocks as he maneuvered himself into position.
John seemed in a very high state of arousal as he positioned his cock against the opening of my crotchless panties. For this reason, I was shocked when he suddenly recoiled and pulled away from me.
"Is that blood between your ass-cheeks, Mark?" he asked aggressively. "Or do you have diarrhea?"
If I had been quicker on my feet I would have told John that I had an upset stomach and he would have undoubtedly left me alone. However, because I had been conditioned not to lie to this man, I told him the truth.
"It's a long story, John," I began. "Lela caught me jerking off into her panties and made me wear them as punishment," I added, not wishing to share the story of me being forced to eat his ejaculate from her pussy. "It is probably just a mixture of my semen and baby-oil," I said reflexively, regretting my words the second they left my mouth.
"You are such a fucking pussy, Mark," John said disdainfully. "Lela made you her bitch, and now it is my turn. That mixture will provide me with a perfect make-shift lubricant," he added, as he lowered his full weight onto me and rendered me immobile.
I tried to fight his advances but he was bigger and stronger than me, and as I wriggled around beneath him and clenched my buttocks as tightly as I could, all it did was increase his resolve to butt-fuck me. A few moments later, as he maneuvered his erection through the gap in the crotchless panties, John found the entrance to my well-lubricated asshole, and I felt the tip of his cock push against my sphincter.
This certainly wasn't the first time John had forcibly sodomized me, but the encounter had a different feel about it than any of the previous ones. Firstly, it had been completely spontaneous, as John's initial physical assault of me was in response to my threat to derail his relationship with Samantha. His libido undoubtedly elevated by the beers he had consumed, he was presumably also stimulated by the fact that I wore traces of Lela's scent. The final nail in my coffin had to be the visual of the silky pale-blue crotchless panties that I was wearing, as if I was offering myself to this man.
In addition to being spontaneous it was also a lot more violent than our previous sexual encounters. I can only assume that his intoxication was responsible for his conduct, but as John got balls-deep inside my anal-cavity, it felt as if he really wanted to hurt me. John was unnecessarily rough with me that morning, grinding his elbows deep into my neck and shoulders to hold me still beneath him. Once in a while, as he pounded into me relentlessly in search of his release, he would utter some pejorative and then punch me in the shoulder or the ribs.
I cried out for mercy, but that only seemed to inflame his desire to belittle and demean me, so eventually I remained silent, although I wriggled around furiously beneath him to let him know that this wasn't consensual.
John made me his bitch that morning, forcing himself deeper inside me as we fucked on the carpeted floor of our dorm room. With his full weight pressing me into the floor, and the silk crotchless panties rubbing against my nuts, I began to get aroused presumably from the prostate stimulation that his cock was providing me. Once fully erect, I began to experience waves of pleasure washing across my body. Despite every effort to fight this latest humiliation, about ten minutes later I blew my load across the carpet in a tremendously fulfilling orgasm. It didn't help matters that I involuntarily cried out John's name as I climaxed.
A few moments later I heard John inhale sharply as he sniffed my perfume, and then with a final thrust, he came deep inside my anal-passage. John's orgasm appeared to be extremely satisfying, despite the fact that he had emptied his nuts inside Lela less than an hour before. After he ejaculated he was in no hurry to dismount. Unlike our last encounter, when he couldn't get off of me quick enough, we remained coupled for several minutes. Despite the non-consensual element of our encounter, we had both experienced a profoundly enjoyable orgasm, and we were thoroughly enjoying our post-orgasmic bliss.
Truth be told, I could have fallen asleep at that moment having enjoyed two orgasms in the space of an hour. However, as I lay there silently, John seemed to come to his senses and he called me a fucking pussy. Moments later, when he withdrew his cock from my anus, John struck me once forcefully in the kidneys. As I struggled to deal with the pain, he loomed over me in a threatening manner.
"You ever mention anything to Samantha about my extra-curricular hook-ups, and the next time I butt-fuck you we will have a large audience," he said aggressively.
Animals often display their passivity by remaining motionless in a prone position, and as John zipped up his jeans, I adopted this approach to convey my total submission to him. My complete capitulation to this man seemed to work, and as I remained absolutely still, I heard him crack open another beer.
"You asked for it, Mark," John blurted out after a few swigs of beer. "Coming home all scented up like a bitch, wearing silky crotchless panties. You even had lubricant between your ass-cheeks, for fuck's sake," he added incredulously. "What just happened is your fault."
John drank three more beers as I lay silently on our dorm room floor. He never actually apologized, but as the alcohol flowed he became more conciliatory, and finally he told me to get dressed and informed me that he was hungry. Getting dressed only involved me pulling my sweats up from around my thighs, as my crotchless panties had remained in place during the entire assault. Then, as if we had just watched a movie together, he sat at our small table while I prepared him a sandwich for lunch. After we ate our lunch together in awkward silence, John climbed into his bed, and with a belly full of beer and an empty nut-sack, promptly fell asleep.
After John asserted himself over me, I stayed out of his way for a few days. I left his homework on his bed every day, right after I made it for him. I still did his laundry and kept our shared accommodation spotless, but we had very little conversation. Then three days later, as we returned to our room after class, John apologized to me.
"Mark, while I know that my dominance of you is a necessary component of our relationship, I apologize for my aggression after I ejaculated inside you. That was cruel and uncalled for."
"You raped me, John," I said quietly, trying to shock him into leaving me alone, through my provocative choice of words.
"What I did to you is no different than what you did to Lela," John countered. "Except you got off on it. You cried out my name when you blew your wad, for fuck's sake."
When we framed our sexual encounter as rape, it seemed to make it more acceptable to both of us. John was able to justify his actions as a punishment for my assault of Lela, and I justified it as me being taken without consent, which seemed more palatable than consensual homosexual activity. Plus, John wasn't wrong, I had experienced a profoundly enjoyable orgasm when he forcibly took my ass. And regrettably I had cried out his name.
"It was still non-consensual, John," I countered meekly. "You used force to penetrate me."
"Mark, look at it from my point of view, bro," John responded amiably. "You already told Lela that you are excited about the prospect of taking care of my sexual needs until I get through my probationary period with Samantha. You waited until I had consumed a few beers and then sashayed into our shared living space, scented like a bitch and wearing crotchless panties, for fuck's sake. You invited me to butt-fuck you. You even lubricated your asshole to facilitate my entry."
It was very clear to me that John viewed me as equally responsible for our impromptu encounter, and with no desire to rehash the event, I changed the subject.



"I think I may have blown it with Lela for good," I said despondently. "She is furious that I jerked off the first time she left me alone."
"Your celibacy is very important to Lela, Mark," John began in an empathetic tone. "Ever since your sexual assault of her, she needs to know that your relationship is built on a more solid foundation than sex."
I winced at the sound of his descriptive, and I suddenly realized that I had framed my sexual assault of Lela in a certain way to justify my actions, in much the same way that John had framed his actions, to justify his attack on me.
"That happened years ago, John," I said defensively. "We were just kids."
"So now that you are both adults, you need to put forth the effort to prove that you are serious about her," John said.
"How can I do that at this stage of the game?" I responded in a dejected tone.
"I do have a suggestion for you to get Lela back," John said in an uncharacteristically friendly manner. "It's a big step, but it will prove your commitment to celibacy."
"I am listening, John," I said quietly.
"I think you should offer to be caged," John said with a smile.
My confused look must have telegraphed to John that I had no clue what he was talking about, because he offered some clarification.
"A cock-cage," he added. "It will render you incapable of self-gratification."
I had no idea what a cock-cage was, but I wanted no part of it. I had spent every day since I turned eighteen trying to get my cock out of my pants, and now I was expected to lock it up? Hell no, I hated this stupid idea.
As John showed me some pictures of the device and its intended purpose and application, my stance softened slightly, particularly as I learned I could still pee and shower while wearing it.
"It just seems really hard-core, John," I said with trepidation evident in my voice. "Let me think about it."
As the week unfurled, I did some more research into the chastity device, and actually found a couple that looked very masculine. I was on the verge of suggesting it to Lela, and had narrowed it down to two cages, one stainless-steel cage that was padded and highly rated for comfort, and an ominous-looking black one made of forged steel, that looked totally bad-ass.
On Friday night, after our ethics class, John got a ride to Samantha's house in her Maserati. I stayed in our shared dorm room, wondering quite how I was going to bring up the subject of me wearing a cock-cage to Lela, now that I had softened up to the idea. John returned home very early Saturday morning, having been permitted to spend the night at Samantha's house.
John was really excited about the new development in his relationship with our ethics teacher, and was gushing as he told me what had happened.
"It was amazing bro," John began excitedly. "I feel so connected to her, it's like she is my soul-mate."
"Did you guys finally have sex, John?" I asked.
"We are moving ever closer," John responded. "Last night was all about her. Samantha had a tough week at work and just wanted me to go down on her. After she came on my face several times, she instructed me to take a shower, and climbed into her bed. We have been through this many times in the past, and I figured that she was going to send me home in an Uber. However, when I emerged from the shower, with a visible hard-on, she took pity on me and invited me to spend the night."
"Did Samantha get you off before bedtime?" I enquired, astounded at how this older woman had wrapped John around her little finger.
"No, she was tired from her busy week, and fell asleep almost immediately," he admitted. "I spooned her all night though, and felt very close to her. Her alarm went off at 5am and I couldn't wipe the grin off my face when I realized that I was in her bed. Samantha and I kissed for a few minutes, then she grabbed me by the ear and pulled me down towards her crotch."
I was in disbelief as I watched John tell me about his sexual submission to our teacher. He seemed perfectly at ease with the one-sided nature of their encounters, and it made me realize that if you love someone, a little sacrifice goes a long way.
"After she came a few times, she hopped off the bed, and headed for the shower," John continued. "Once the water was running, she invited me to join her. Samantha turned her back on me and instructed me to lather her up, paying particular attention to her ass. Once I had her covered in soap suds, I rinsed her off and she told me to kneel. I knew what she wanted, even before she reached behind herself and parted her buttocks."
"Samantha made you rim her in the shower?" I asked incredulously. "Wow, that woman is hot."
"It gets better," John assured me. "I held her ass-cheeks apart and licked her rosebud, while she played with her clitoris. Samantha ended up coming three times in the shower enclosure before she instructed me to stand and wash my face. After my face was clean, she span me around so that my back was to her. I figured that she was going to return the favor and eat my ass," he said quietly.
I was hard the whole time that John shared his incredible story with me, and because I was wearing my sweats with no underwear, as I was required to in my room, my excitement was very obvious. John gave me a disparaging look before shaking his head in amusement. I just wanted to know the conclusion.
"Did Samantha give you a rim-job, John?" I asked excitedly.
"In my dreams," he said ruefully. "Samantha stood behind me, pressing her tits tightly against my back. She put her lips on my ear, and squeezed some body-lotion into the palm of her hand. Wrapping her hand around my shaft, she clenched it into a perfectly formed fist, and holding it completely still, ordered me to fuck it."
"Samantha wants to be in control at all times, John," I said admiringly. "I love that."
"It felt weird to be thrusting furiously into her fist as she remained motionless and whispered promises of future delights into my ear," he admitted. "Under the circumstances, I am really surprised that I lasted as long as I did," he added. "Even if I did blow my load within two minutes."
"What happened after you came, John?" I asked him.
"Samantha remained motionless behind me, until I stopped fucking her fist. Then she released her grip on my cock, and told me to clean up the shower. I grabbed the squeegee that was hanging on the door of the glass enclosure, and washed the interior of the shower down."
"And Samantha? What was she doing?"
"Samantha was dressed for her early morning meeting by the time that I was done cleaning up our mess. She asked me if I wanted a ride home and told me that she was leaving in ten minutes. She made a couple of quick phone calls, and when she was placed on a brief hold, she asked me to strip her bed."
"Strip her bed?" I said incredulously. "Doesn't she have a maid, John?"
John shuffled around nervously as his face reddened. I had never seen this side of him before, and it was apparent that Samantha had got under his skin.
"What did she say exactly, John?" I asked.
"Be a sweetheart and strip the bed honey. My maid is off today and I have a date tonight. My date is not a hand-job in the shower kind of man," John intoned dejectedly.
"Verbatim?" I asked, my eyes widening incredulously.
"Yup," John responded. "Verbatim. Believe me, those words have been spinning around in my head for the last hour."
As John and I spoke, it was evident that he had fallen hard for Samantha.
"What are you going to do, John?" I asked him quietly.
"Whatever it takes," John responded unequivocally.
It was John's unwavering response that prompted me to make the decision to wear the cock-cage to win Lela back, and after I told John, he assured me that I was making the right decision.
"I am seeing Lela this morning," John said cheerfully, as my heart sank. "Our regular Saturday morning meeting. She is at the Holiday Inn waiting for me."
As John showered I cursed myself for getting into this situation. The woman I loved was fucking my roommate, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. John could beat my ass, or fuck it, at will, and they had the leverage of my apology for sexually assaulting Lela on their phones.
John left shortly after he cleaned up, a huge grin on his face, and his erection visible in his jeans as he sauntered out of the door. Fifteen minutes later, John and Lela returned to my dorm room, enjoying a shared joke. Lela was wearing a long black trench-coat, and the only other visible items of clothing were her purple stockings and matching high-heels. She was holding a bag that I assumed contained her beloved Rabbit vibrator.
"Sorry, Mark," John said softly, as he saw my crestfallen face. "Lela insisted we come here."
I knew that they could have used the hotel room for their weekly encounter, but Lela was obviously looking for retribution.
"We will text you when we are done," Lela said coldly. Why don't you make yourself scarce, Mark?"
"Can I change out of my sweats, Lela?" I asked. "Or at least put some underwear on?"
"Go," she said impatiently. "John and I want to fuck."
I walked in circles around the college campus for three hours, tormenting myself about what they were up to. Even as my jealousy coursed through my veins, I developed an erection that just would not go away. I found it incredibly arousing that John was balls-deep in my ex-girlfriend and spent much of my time trying to conceal my boner as it jutted through my sweats. I never strayed far from my dormitory, hoping that I could bump into Lela before she left, and beg her to give me another chance. By the time John finally texted me, my hard-on had subsided. I sprinted home and fortunately for me, they were both still there.
John and Lela were snuggling on his bed on top of the covers, their body language simultaneously conveying that they were lovers, and that they had just fucked. She was still wearing a beautiful purple bustier and her matching garter-belt and stockings, although her fuck-me pumps were on the floor. My bed was turned down, and disheveled from being used as the location of their recent encounter. There were a pair of purple crotchless panties lying on my pillow, and a large wet spot in the middle of my bed, presumably from their combined secretions. The room reeked of sex, and this pungent odor was mixed with the intoxicating scent of Lela's perfume. I felt my cock twitch in my sweats and I prayed that I wouldn't get hard and reveal my excitement to them. Lela watched me intently as I absorbed the disturbing, yet titillating scene.
"Kneel in front of us, Mark," Lela ordered as my face turned a bright shade of red. "Tell John all about your recent discovery."
I must have had a vacant stare on my face, because Lela seemed disappointed in my lack of recollection and enthusiasm.
"Klixen," she said in irritation. "SeeHimFuck. Your girlfriend, Clara Trinity."
This was neither the time nor place to have this discussion. I was kneeling on the floor of my bedroom in front of my roommate and the love of my life, who had just fucked. I was wearing sweats with no underwear, and my erection, which had continued to develop as I inhaled the scent of sex that permeated the room, was jutting lewdly out from the front of the baggy flannel pants.
"See baby," Lela whispered seductively to John as she nibbled his earlobe. "I told you Mark gets excited at the prospect of pampering you."
As John and Lela relaxed in their post-coital bliss, I began to summarize the porno clips that Lela had exposed me to.
It appeared as if John had already watched them all, which made sense if Lela was only showing me his favorites. John seemed particularly interested in the Klixen red-head and the Clara Trinity videos, and wanted my opinions on what I had seen. It was excruciatingly embarrassing, and Lela interrupted me several times to seek clarification of my intent and desire to perform those perverse sex-acts for John. By the time I had finished, I was sweating profusely from the stress of my ordeal, and John had added several items to his sexual bucket-list.
"If I hadn't just blown my load inside your ex, I would suggest that we watch the Klixen clip right now," John said with a chuckle. "I love watching that young redhead worship that man's nutsack."
"The night is young, John," Lela said with a cheeky smile. "I am sure I can borrow a red wig from one of the co-eds in this wing if the need arises."
The two of them shared a laugh, and then exchanged a tender open-mouthed kiss.
"We don't need a wig if you want Mark to perform his best impersonation of Clara Trinity," Lela suggested playfully. "He watched that clip three times so I am sure he knows the whole routine. Wouldn't that feel nice baby? Mark worshipping your feet with his tongue while you and I make out."
"Tempting," John said with a smile. "I may be ready to bust a nut a little later."
They exchanged another extended kiss before Lela turned her attention back to me.
"Anyway," Lela said as their lips parted. "John told me that you have a suggestion to prove your commitment to me."
Even though I had softened up to the idea of wearing the chastity device, it was excruciatingly embarrassing to talk about it, particularly as Lela was nestled in another man's arms.
"Um," I said, as I shuffled nervously on my knees in front of them. "I was thinking I would wear a cock-cage for a few weeks until you trust me enough again, Lela. John thinks it is a good idea."
"Samantha does too," John blurted out without censoring himself.
"Well, then, Mark," Lela whispered softly. "If my lover and your ethics teacher are both in favor, then I approve. John and I have selected one for you," she added with a giggle.
As John looked on approvingly, Lela beckoned me towards her. As I approached their bed, still on my knees, she handed me a small, gift-wrapped package. My hands were trembling as I held the box, both at the prospect of them having chosen my chastity device, and at the notion of opening it in front of the two of them.
"Open it, Mark," Lela whispered, as she snuggled closer into John. "Don't be shy."
As I fumbled with the pink wrapping paper I could tell that the package had been spritzed with Lela's perfume, a scent that once again caused my cock to involuntarily stiffen. As I was still wearing my required outfit of sweatpants and no underwear, my arousal was instantly apparent to Lela.
"Mark likes it," Lela whispered softly in John's ear. "Look baby, he is getting excited."
As the two of them watched on in amusement, I finally got the pink ribbon untied and removed the gift from its scented packaging. As the cock-cage emerged from its box, my heart sank. This was nothing like the masculine-looking chastity devices that I had viewed online.
While it would perform the same primary function of rendering me incapable of an erection, this very feminine, light pink device was obviously designed to also thoroughly emasculate the wearer. It had a little kitten face painted on the top of the cage, and the word "pussy" stenciled down the side in an elaborate, girly calligraphy font.
"Lela, no. Please," I begged. "Can't I choose my own cock-cage?"
"Don't be so selfish, Mark," Lela mocked me. "John and I have selected a perfectly appropriate chastity device for you. We put in a lot of effort to get the right one."
"It even has your name on it bro," John added gleefully. "Pussy!"
Lela and John shared another laugh at my expense, before Lela turned serous.
'Put it on, Mark," Lela instructed me firmly. "Before I have a change of heart about giving you a second chance."
The prospect of having to wear such an overtly feminine chastity device instilled dread within me, and my erection disappeared as I ran through the adjustments I would have to make to my life. At least my roommate already knew about it, but I was a member of the rowing club, and the cross-country team, both of which typically involved a shower in a very public facility, after the training session.
"Put it on, you fucking pussy," Lela said impatiently.
As my cock hung limply in my sweats, I took a deep breath and lowered the waist band of the nondescript grey flannel pants.
"Mark must be half-Asian," Lela taunted, mocking my penis size. "I hope the cage isn't too big for him. We got him a petite size, right John?"
"Petite, yes," John exclaimed excitedly. "The same size as his pink panties."
As they snuggled together on his bed, and mocked my diminutive cock, I attached the light pink cock-cage to my flaccid penis, and closed the clasp. There was a tiny little padlock included in the packaging, and Lela held her hand out expectantly as she spoke.
"Bring me the padlock, Mark," Lela whispered softly. "I want to lock you in."
I shuffled nervously towards the two of them, not quite so sure that I was ready to be caged. It seemed like such a desperate measure, so emasculating, so final, to give another person complete autonomy over your releases. As if on auto-pilot, I handed Lela the tiny padlock and the two keys attached to it. Lela separated the keys from the lock, and placed them on John's bedside table, in clear view of the three of us. Then she secured the padlock onto the cock-cage, and snapped it shut, with an ominous click.
"Take your sweats off, Mark," Lela instructed me. "I want to make sure that this thing works."
Once I was naked in front of the two of them, I felt extremely vulnerable. I hadn't given this much thought, and really didn't understand the mechanics of a male chastity device. I knew that it would prevent me from jerking off, which was Lela's primary goal, but beyond that I was clueless.
"Come closer, Mark," Lela told me, as I shuffled forward.
Once I was right next to the bed, Lela extended her dainty hand and began to rake her nails across my abdomen. I craved any kind of physical contact with Lela, and as she teased me, I began to develop an erection. However, as soon as my cock attempted to harden, the confines of the cock-cage prevented any further expansion and my excitement turned to physical discomfort, almost immediately.
It was incredibly uncomfortable as the cage seemed to bite into my cock from every angle, as they engaged in a protracted struggle. Instinctively, I grabbed the cock-cage to see if I could maneuver it in any way, in order to provide me some respite from its relentless assault on my penis. However, it was locked on tight to the tip of my cock, and there was no wiggle room at all.
Lela moved her fingertips to my inner-thighs, tickling and scratching the inside of my legs, until she grazed my nut-sack. My body's resultant attempt at erection was doubly painful and I let out a cry of anguish.
"Lela, please," I begged. "Stop. That really hurts."
Lela gave my nuts a tender squeeze and then retracted her hand from my genital area.
"That is perfect," she exclaimed. "How does it feel to you, Mark?"
"It is very tight, Lela," I admitted fearfully. "Maybe we need a bigger size."
"It's supposed to feel restrictive, Mark," John added cheerfully. "That's the whole point. It should be a constant reminder of your commitment to Lela, and at the same time extremely uncomfortable if you try to develop an erection."
By this time, my cock was starting to soften, and while the cage was no longer actively biting me, my nuts throbbed and were quite numb. I voiced my concern about the pain in my testicles, but Lela was very dismissive.
"Your nuts ache because you are horny," she laughed. "If the pain gets any worse I will have a closer look. Twirl for me, Mark."
As I rotated in front of her, I began to question whether or not I was doing the right thing. My confusion must have been noticeable because Lela offered me a way out of the cage.



"If you have any doubts about this clear demonstration of your commitment to me, let me know, Mark," Lela began. "I will release you immediately from the restraint and we will go our separate ways. Forever."
Put that way, it was really just a choice between wearing the cage, or losing Lela forever, and I wasn't prepared to give up that easily.
"I will wear your cage, Lela," I said quietly, the fight having been drained from me.
"Good boy," she said condescendingly. "Here's how this is going to work. You will wear the cage twenty-four hours a day. I will keep one key on me at all times, and John will be the second key-holder, in the case of emergency. You can convey any physical concerns that you have to John in the week, and I will release you from the cage every Saturday morning. Once free from the confines of the chastity device, I will inspect you for infection or chafing, although that is unlikely given your relatively short period of confinement between my visits. At this time you can also shower and get your genitals squeaky clean. If I determine that you have been a good boy all week, you will have earned your weekly orgasm. Any questions?"
I had a millions questions running through my head, but I didn't want to pose them in front of John, so I shook my head.
"Good," Lela said quietly. "I hear that you and John are intimate occasionally," she continued.
"Intimate," I spat. "John raped me."
"If you insist on framing it in that context to minimize your participation, so be it," Lela said dismissively. "However, I want you to know that I have no problem with that. You will remain accessible for John when he is so inclined, and he will able to enjoy you without removing your cock-cage. We will review this situation in three months."
As I made a mental note of the calendar, it occurred to me that I would be home for a week next month for mid-term break. Lela had seemingly already anticipated this and shared her idea with me.
"I will drive up and collect you at mid-term. You can be free of the cage during the four hour drive home, but you will be required to wear it for the week at your parents' house," Lela said firmly. "Also required wearing for the foreseeable future, is the sexy little number lying on your pillowcase, Mark."
As I glanced nervously at my pillow, I was assaulted by the sight of the purple crotchless panties, the shade an exact match to the rest of the lingerie that Lela was wearing.
"Put them on, Mark," John said forcefully. "All this bullshit about me raping you is pissing me off. The crotchless panties will serve as your consent that you are available to meet my needs too."
"Do as John says," Lela whispered. "Good boy."
I knew that I was facing a crossroads in my life. I had a very important, possible life-changing decision to make. Either, suck it up and get on Lela's program, and slip into the crotchless panties, or lose the cock-cage and Lela for good. I felt like a complete bitch as I crossed the room, naked except for my chastity device, and picked up the purple panties. They were still damp from Lela's juices, and they were heavily scented with her favorite perfume. After I pulled them up my slender legs, I adjusted them slightly so that my swollen nuts peeked through the gap in the crotch.
"Come," Lela beckoned me, as I walked hesitantly towards her. "I like you like this, Mark. You no longer pose any threat to my celibacy."
Turning towards John, Lela kissed him tenderly on the lips.
"All this talk of celibacy is making me horny, John," she whispered seductively. "I am ready for round two unless you want me to find a red wig."
John seemed to revel in my discomfort as I stood before them in my newly-acquired purple panties. He took several seconds to answer as he weighed up getting balls-deep in my Lela, or having me put on a red wig and giving him my first rendition of the Klixen experience.
"Why don't you go for a long walk, Mark?" John finally instructed me. "I want to fuck Lela one more time before she leaves."
As I walked aimlessly around the grounds of the campus, wearing my cock-cage and my ex-girlfriend's panties, John enjoyed Lela in my bed. Two hours later, when he texted me to return to the room, Lela was gone. The room reeked of sex and as I approached my bed I was assaulted by the scent of Lela's arousal, and the sight of a huge damp spot in the middle of my sheets. The visual was disgusting and there was no way that I was going to sleep on those wet sheets.
"I am going to do a quick load of laundry before bed," I announced casually, as I pulled back my comforter.
"Get in bed, Mark," John instructed. "I used Lela in your bed to keep you in your place. Hopefully you will learn some humility as you lay in our combined secretions."
Over the years John had beaten and fucked the resistance out of me. Lowering my head in submission to this Alpha, I climbed into my soiled bed, cursing myself for ever getting into this situation. As I tentatively adjusted my position to avoid the wet spot, John seemed to offer a conciliatory good night.
"You will win her back, bro," he assured me, as we turned in for the night. "It's just a test. We both know that I view Lela as my fuck-toy and have zero interest in marrying the bitch. Until she eventually tires of my bullshit, I am going to use her for my sexual pleasure. When she finally figures it out, if you have been at her side the whole time, and passed all of her tests, she will fall into your arms. If you go along with the program, you will end up marrying the woman of your dreams."
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The following morning there were a fresh pair of crotchless panties on my bed when I emerged from the shower, so I put them on without any push-back. John never said anything about the previous day as we walked to class together. Other than the fact that I dropped out of the rowing club and the cross-country team, due to my concerns about how to shower while wearing a cock-cage, my routine didn't change too much.
Every morning there would be a clean pair of panties on my pillow. I have no clue how many different colors Lela had purchased for me, but it was at least a month before the purple ones showed up again, and I am pretty sure that I wore a different shade every day. Every Friday evening after our ethics class, John would leave in Samantha's Maserati and spend the night at her house. Lela showed up at the Holiday Inn each Friday afternoon, and we would meet up after my late class.
The cock-cage did a remarkable job of assuring her continued virtue, as any intimacy between us, even kissing, was extremely uncomfortable for me. The lack of physical connection allowed us to strengthen other components of our relationship, and we became much closer friends and confidantes. We would talk for hours until late into the night, learning more about our childhoods, our dreams, and our aspirations. It was astonishing how little I actually knew about her, when my focus had been getting into her panties.
Ironically, now that I was literally in her panties, albeit wearing them, I could focus on her as a person, and we fell very deeply in love, in a spiritual sense.
Of course, being a twenty-two year old woman, Lela also had physical needs. While I wasn't in any position to meet them, when John came home from his night at Samantha's he would fuck Lela in my bed, as I waited in her hotel room. John was in the habit of bringing her to multiple releases, using a deadly combination of her Rabbit and his considerable oral-sex skills.
John still hadn't had sex with Samantha, and while she would usually come on his face a few times and then drift off to sleep, she would invariably reciprocate in the morning. To hear John tell it, these encounters nearly always occurred in the shower, and were usually restricted to a hand-job followed by an instruction for him to clean her glass enclosure.
After Lela was completely satisfied, and John's nuts were drained, they would text me to return to the room.
The first time that I walked from Lela's hotel room towards my dorm wearing my crotchless panties and my chastity device, I was shaking in anticipation. I had only been caged for a week, but at twenty-two years of age this was an eternity to go without release. When I got to the room that I shared with John, Lela was standing by my bathroom door in a beautiful lime green bustier and matching panties. She was smiling broadly and waving the key to my chastity device in the air.
After she beckoned me over she knelt before me, the bustier doing a wonderful job of lifting her breasts skyward. As my cock stiffened, the cage began to fight back, nipping me in several places and causing me to cry out in pain.
"Patience is a virtue, Mark," Lela whispered softly, as she lowered my sweats to the ground. "You look cute in pink."
As Lela pulled my pink crotchless panties down to my knees, she leaned under me and inserted the key into the tiny padlock on my cock-cage. As soon as she unlocked the cage and removed it from my penis, it stiffened immediately, and I had an erection within seconds.
"Let's check you for chafing or any sign of infection first," she whispered sweetly. "How was your first week in chastity?"
As we made small talk, Lela's dainty hands probed my genital area, checking my cock, balls and undercarriage for any signs of chafing. I didn't want to admit it, but as long as I didn't try to get erect, the chastity device was actually quite comfortable. Under the continued stimulation of Lela's soft hands I was leaking profusely, and desperately wanted to bust a nut.
"You are good," Lela informed me. "Everything is clean and no signs of any irritation. You may take a shower now. Leave the door open and make sure you wash your genitals thoroughly."
As I showered Lela stood by the door, engrossed in her phone, but looking up periodically to ensure that I wasn't jerking off. She waited in the bathroom as I dried off, and then handed me a fresh pair of panties.
"Put these on for modesty, Mark," Lela said firmly. "You get two hours out of the cage if you want to bust a nut. Heck, you can come twice if you want. I just need to witness it."
When I entered the room that John and I shared, there was a small hand towel laid in the middle of the floor, and on it were a bottle of KY lubricant and a pack of wet-wipes. John was reclining on his bed, seemingly not that interested in my upcoming jerk-off session. Lela joined him, resting in his arms as he spooned her and put his hands on her breasts. As John openly fondled my ex-girlfriend she spoke.
"Kneel, Mark," Lela said quietly. "On your towel. You have just under two hours of freedom remaining. Use your time wisely. It will be another week before you get your next chance to beat off."
As I knelt before my roommate and my ex-girlfriend I was resolute in my decision not to allow them the satisfaction of watching me jerk-off. Even though my cock continued to leak, and my nuts throbbed with desire, it was too demeaning to get myself off in front of the happy couple, as they lay spooning on John's bed. After a few minutes they tired of watching me, and began to kiss tenderly.
I could feel my jealousy awaken as John mauled my girl, while they kissed. I knew that he fucked her every Saturday morning, but to have to watch them be intimate took my emasculation to another level.
"Why don't you suck me off, baby?" John asked Lela, as I knelt less than six feet from them. "Klixen style."
Lela looked up at him adoringly, and he planted one tender kiss on her forehead.
"I love you Lela," John said quietly.
Even though the three of us knew that John's heart had been taken by Samantha, his profession of love for Lela spurred her into action, and she began to fumble with his belt. A few moments later, with his jeans and boxer shorts on the floor, Lela began her rendition of the Klixen-style blowjob.
I had watched enough movies on the Klixen website to know how this would unfurl. Lela would started with an all-encompassing worship session of John's nutsack and taint, moving slowly up his shaft as soon as he was fully erect. Then, as John whimpered under her ministrations, Lela would extend her tongue and tenderly lick his frenulum, until John's pre-cum flowed freely from the tip of his cock.
As it happened, Lela exceeded my expectations of an edging blowjob, so completely pampering John that he had to stop her on three separate occasions, before he blew his wad. I imagined myself in the same situation, feeling the sap rise as the love of my life took me close to the edge.
"Lela, please," I would have begged her in a respectful tone. "Give me a minute. I am really close."
John's tone was a little less reverent, tough for me to listen to, in fact.
"Fuck, you are a dirty bitch, Lela," John growled aggressively. "Stop sucking my cock before I blow my wad."
Lela always responded favorably to John's verbal abuse, and she seemed flattered by John's momentary lack of control. As he struggled to maintain his composure, Lela waited patiently, nibbling his nuts and looking up at him in adoration. I could tell by their interaction, that the girl of my dreams really got off on submitting to this man.
Once John regained his composure, he spoke again, in a similarly discourteous manner.
"Keep edging me, slut," he growled, as a broad smile appeared on Lela's face.
I can only surmise that Lela's arousal at being addressed with such a lack of respect, had combined with her awareness that she had really gotten under John's skin, to cause the involuntary smile. It seemed as if she thrived on being demeaned, and she looked quite satisfied as she continued to edge John.
As painful as it was to watch my girl blow my roommate, it was also highly arousing, increasing my sexual frustration to the point that I reluctantly reached for the KY lube.
"Mark is breaking down, John," Lela said with a giggle. "He is going to jerk off. We should watch this, baby."
Lela raised her head from John's crotch, let out an excited squeal, and turned her full attention to me, as I began to coat my cock with the lubricant. I knew I wasn't going to last long, but it felt like a real breach of trust when Lela brandished her stopwatch.
"How long do you think that pussy will last, baby?" she asked John with a smile.
"Five minutes?" my roommate guessed. "Although I don't really give a fuck, Lela," he added, clearly way more interested in getting his cock sucked, than my predicament.
"I am thinking more like two minutes," Lela mocked. "Let's watch that cuckold beat off while I suck your cock, John. I wonder who is going to come first?"
As soon as I touched my cock I felt my nuts constrict, and I knew I wouldn't last anything like five minutes, let alone longer than John. Being caged for a week at the age of twenty-two was an eternity, and as I went from jerking off regularly, to trying to prevent any unwanted erections due to the discomfort of the cage, I was now in desperate need of release.
Once I was lubed up, I began to slowly jerk off, my nuts tightening almost immediately to signify that I was close. Lela positioned herself in such a way that she was able to fellate John, and maintain eye-contact with me as she worshipped his cock. Lela extended her tongue and lightly brushed the tip of it against John's frenulum, her eyes twinkling with delight as she smiled broadly and looked directly into my eyes. Less than ninety seconds after I started jerking off I closed my eyes, and with the image of the girl of my dreams blowing my roommate etched indelibly in my mind, I erupted all over my towel. Incredibly, the force of my release caused some of my load to land on the carpet.
Despite the intensity of my orgasm, immediately after I blew my load I felt ashamed. It was just terribly emasculating to get so aroused watching my girl suck my roommate's cock, that I felt compelled to jerk off. I looked sheepishly at the two of them, my way of apologizing for the errant cum-shot.
"You better clean that up, Mark," Lela whispered as I shot her a confused look. "The carpet," she added by way of explanation. "John and I have generously permitted you a weekly release but that doesn't entitle you to soil our shared living accommodation."
"Yeah, pussy," John added aggressively. "Lick up your fucking mess."
Lela and John paused their Klixen style blowjob to watch me slurp my load from the carpet, adding significantly to my shame. After I had ingested the rapidly-cooling jism, Lela let out a giggle and winked playfully at me, before she resumed her worship session of John's cock. As I knelt silently in my post-orgasmic humiliation she sucked, kissed, nibbled and licked his cock and balls, holding my attention with her gaze and periodically winking at me. Lela never actually took the tip of John's cock between her lips, but simply edged him in true Klixen style. Her complete pampering of my roommate was so erotic that I felt my cock twitch.
By the time the first droplets of pre-cum began to appear in his urinary meatus, twenty minutes had elapsed and Lela was eliciting all kinds of moans and whimpers from John. Lela had also induced something in me, as my slowly stiffening cock was now at half-mast.
I don't know if John was fighting his urge to ejaculate in order to prolong his pleasure, but if so all three of us knew that he was fighting a losing battle. John's pre-cum was flowing freely now, running down the side of his shaft as Lela continued to edge him. Periodically she would engage in a brief clean-up session, running her tongue the length of John's shaft to lap up any traces of his involuntary expulsions. Each time Lela did this she would engage me with her eyes, and then lick her lips as if to demonstrate that she craved this man's seminal fluids. Of course, in John's heightened state of arousal, Lela's new stimulation only served to increase the steady flow of pre-cum.
I couldn't take my eyes from her, and as my emotions of jealousy and arousal struggled for control, I saw John's abdomen tighten, a sure sign that he was close. Lela had edged John for almost forty minutes, and despite stopping her three or four times, he had demonstrated such impressive control that I wondered if he and Lela shouldn't start their own Pornhub channel.
I had never been on the receiving end of such an other-worldly cock-worship session, but I knew two things beyond a shadow of a doubt. Firstly, I would never last more than a couple of minutes under such pampering, and secondly I would inform the giver of the oral attention when I was close to my release, as a common courtesy.
John said nothing, even as his abdomen contracted and his six-pack came into view. It wasn't my place to warn Lela, even though I wanted to spare her the unwelcome surprise of a facial. Without a word, John grunted and then forcefully expelled the entire contents of his nutsack all over the side of Lela's face, and into her long dark hair.
"Dirty fucking CumSlut," John cried out as his second rope of cum hit Lela square on the nose, forcing her to reflexively close her eyes.
Lela opened her eyes as soon as John ceased ejaculating, resuming eye-contact with me, as she began to tenderly clean John up. I was fully erect now, making no effort to conceal the fact that I was thoroughly enjoying the live sex show unfurling mere feet from where I knelt.
With his nuts drained, and Lela's tongue licking the remaining traces of his seminal fluids from the shaft of his cock, John let out one mighty sigh of relief, and started to yawn. John rolled over onto his side forcing Lela to adjust her position, and then promptly fell asleep.
Lela exited John's bed with a look of accomplishment and a copious amount of his semen on her nose, face and even matted in her long black tresses. As she reached the point where I was kneeling on the floor, she lowered herself to my level, and ran the tip of her perfectly manicured fingernail the entire length of my erect shaft, causing me to whimper in much the same way that John had.
"One day Mark, after we are married, I will treat you to the Klixen experience," Lela whispered seductively. "I swear to you."
With the promise of future delights hanging in the air, Lela leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips, transferring several globs of John's semen onto my face in the process.
"But for now, it is time to get you back into the cage, Mark," she added with an air of finality. "John will be pissed if he wakes up and you have exceeded the time limit of your freedom."
My Saturday morning jerk-off sessions became our usual routine, and even though it was extremely emasculating to masturbate in front of my roommate and my dream girl, I was normally so desperate for release, that I was done within two minutes. Lela and John would taunt me after I came, relentlessly mocking my lack of self-control and stamina.
Of course, once I was out of the euphoria that ejaculating creates, I would be consumed with shame, kneeling before them in my crotchless panties. As I remained on my knees with my head lowered, John and Lela would move over to my bed and fuck, less than three feet from me. John always made sure that Lela's beloved Rabbit was in close proximity, and I would be assaulted by the sounds of my girl achieving multiple orgasms.
Embarrassingly enough, the sight, sound and scent of their coupling would make me erect again, and as they snuggled in their post-orgasmic bliss, Lela would invite me to enjoy a second release. I wish I could say that I had the intestinal fortitude to resist the temptation. However, unfortunately for my pride, each and every time Lela offered it up, I jerked off for their amusement, as they mocked and taunted me.
Then, one Friday night towards the end of our Senior Year, Samantha didn't show up to the ethics class. There was a substitute teacher in her place, an older professor in his sixties, and while he didn't know any details, he did share that Samantha had called in sick. The disappointment on John's face was palpable, as he realized that he wasn't going to enjoy his Friday night sleep over with Samantha.
John still hadn't gone all the way with Samantha, although she had given him head twice. To hear John tell it, after they showered Samantha had knelt before him and given him a tender, loving blow-job. She stopped her oral attention just before he ejaculated, switching to a hand-job to completion. Predictably, after he blew his load Samantha left, but not before instructing him to clean the glass walls of her shower.
As John and I walked back to the dorm room, he was disheartened by this turn of events, but once we got to our shared space, he snapped out of it.
"Fuck, I am horny. I am going to bust a nut in the CumSlut," he informed me. "That should take some of the sting out of it."
"CumSlut?" I repeated shakily, in disbelief that John would be referring to my future wife in such disparaging terms.
"Lela, you dumb fuck," John exclaimed, his disappointment at Samantha's unexpected no-show palpable.
I wasn't enthralled with John's choice of words, particularly as I intended to marry Lela one day, but I didn't have any control over the situation so I remained silent. John took a quick shower and then headed over to the Holiday Inn to use Lela as a surrogate pussy, in Samantha's absence.
I was still locked up in my cock-cage so my options to wile away the time before bed, were fairly limited. I decided to watch some tv, but less than ten minutes later, John and Lela entered my room. Lela was carrying two large bags and had a very satisfied look on her face.
"Change of plans," John said cheerfully, as he began to unbuckle his belt. "Lela has an upset stomach and is unavailable for my enjoyment. You're up, Mark."
"Excuse me, John?" I asked incredulously. "What are you talking about?"
"Samantha and I are out of commission, Mark," Lela interjected. "John wants to bust a nut, and so I suggested he employs you for the purpose. Put this on," she added, thrusting a dry-cleaning bag into my arms.
A cursory look at the pink silky chemise inside of the dry cleaning bag triggered my defenses, and I decided enough was enough. Sensing my reticence Lela moved into my space, and resting one hand on my shoulder leaned in and whispered in my ear.
"Don't be shy baby," she cooed seductively. "We talked about this. At length. You have assured me on numerous occasions that you enjoy taking care of John's sexual needs. In fact you have blown your load while talking about this."
"I'm not going to dress up like a bitch just because that asshole wants to bust a nut," I said firmly. "Enough is enough guys."
"I've got this, Lela," John growled, causing Lela to back away reflexively.
John moved closer to me and glared at me in a very threatening manner, instilling fear into me immediately.
"Do you need a few roundhouse kicks to soften you up, Mark?" he asked ominously. "I could use a good workout before I bust a nut inside your ass."
"No, John," I whispered submissively, as I lowered my head. "I will put the chemise on. I will wear whatever you guys want."
'Good boy," Lela said condescendingly. "Let's get you ready for John."
Lela and I disappeared into the bathroom, and as I looked on in disbelief, she pulled an assortment of women's lingerie from her bag.
"John wants you in pink," Lela began, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to dress me up in her lingerie, so that my roommate could fuck my ass.



"Lela, please," I begged her. "Don't make me do this."
"This is happening, Mark," Lela said firmly. "With or without your consent. Strip."
My hands were visibly shaking as I disrobed, which took about twenty seconds as I was wearing my required outfit of sweats and no underwear. Once I was naked except for the cock-cage, Lela told me to bend over the countertop. After she kicked my legs further apart, she pulled out a tube of Anal-Ease and thoroughly lubed my asshole. I let out an anguished cry as my cock tried to stiffen and was bitten by the cage. I couldn't suppress my erection under the stimulation that her soft hands provided, as Lela inserted her finger into my anus.
Once my ass was ripe for the taking, Lela helped me to dress. She pulled some pink fishnet stockings out of the bag first, and I placed one hand on the countertop to steady myself after she told me to raise one foot off the ground. Once the first stocking was on me, we repeated the process for the other leg. A matching garter-belt was next, the pink silk garment looking very feminine against my lean frame. Lela selected a pair of silky pink g-string panties next, and as she pulled them up over my garter-belt straps, she began to taunt me.
"Do you remember why the panties go on last, Mark?" she asked with a giggle.
Nodding my head in affirmation wasn't enough for Lela, and she prompted me to speak up.
"So that John can remove them to facilitate his entry, while still allowing him the visual of the garter-belt and stockings," I said quietly, as my face reddened.
"Exactly," Lela responded, beaming with pride at my submission to her. "Shoes next."
As she reached into her bag, I looked at my feet. Three or four sizes larger than Lela's, there was no way that she was going to shoe-horn my feet into a pair of her pumps. Unfortunately for me, Lela was one step ahead of me, and waved a pair of pink, backless, high-heeled shoes in my face.
Ridiculous in their appearance, these shoes appeared to be a cross between the kind of theatrical footwear worn by the dancers in a Vegas chorus-line, and stripper pumps. They had pink fur on the front of them, glitter all over the heels, and several red hearts on the soles. Overtly feminine didn't even begin to encapsulate the look of these shoes, they were downright coquettish. Even though the back of my foot hung a couple of inches over the stiletto heels, I was able to get the shoes on and walk in them.
"You only need to walk to the center of the room, Mark," Lela assured me. "Then you will be on your hands and knees."
The dry-cleaning bag was next, and after she ripped it open, Lela removed a full-length pink chemise.
"I sleep in these type of garments," she began softly. "They are loose-fitting on me, so should flatter your curves nicely."
While I wasn't interested in showcasing my body for John, once the form-fitting silky chemise was on, it did look very feminine and flattering. Hanging at just about the perfect length on me, it covered my cock-cage, while leaving my garter-belt straps fully exposed. The choker was next, a thin, silk, pink, elasticated ribbon that went over my head and softened my look considerably. It had a pink rose attached to the front of it, and Lela adjusted it so that it obscured my Adam's apple. Some pink, stretch Lycra gloves were added next, their elbow length making my arms appear more slender and far less masculine.
"Almost done," Lela whispered, as she pulled out a long black wig.
"Is that really necessary, Lela?" I begged. "Isn't the lingerie emasculating enough for you guys?"
"John is a hair-puller, Mark," Lela informed me. "I am just trying to prevent some hair loss on your part. Let me help you get it on."
After the wig was on and secured with several hair clips, Lela added two pink hair bows on either side of my head, just above my ears. Then she sprayed me with a copious amount of her perfume, rendering our small bathroom smothered in her intoxicating scent. Finally, Lela asked me to turn my back to the mirror.
"Look over your shoulder," Lela whispered softly. "You look just like a girl from the rear."
I had to hand it to her, from behind I looked like a passable female. I was never going to pass the test in the light of day, but as Lela dimmed our dorm room lights, and I walked nervously into the room on my five inch heels, a broad smile appeared on John's face, and he let out an appreciative wolf-whistle.
"Assume the position, bitch," Lela said firmly, as John began to unzip his jeans.
Working as John's assistant, now that her stomach illness prevented her from getting involved sexually, Lela adjusted my position, until my back was arched, and my long black wig was flowing down my back.
John removed his jeans and his underwear, and circled me slowly.
"Are those red hearts on the bottom of your shoes meant for me, bitch?" he asked with a chuckle, as he knelt behind me, and slowly lowered my pink panties, until they were around my knees.
"All lubed up, ready to be taken John," Lela said sweetly. "Bareback, just the way you like anal."
"Thank you, Lela," John responded. "This is just what I needed to bust a nut. The bitch smells divine too."
I felt the tip of John's cock brush against the entrance to my asshole, and without any additional foreplay or attempt at intimacy, he forced his way through my sphincter. John had sodomized me about five or six times in the past, although it was primarily done as punishment for some transgression of mine. Anal-sex when used as a punitive measure, was understandably a very aggressive act, and John had fucked me extremely roughly on those occasions.
Tonight, as he sought to use me as a surrogate for his incapacitated lovers, who were both unexpectedly out of commission, he was more tender in his approach. He even allowed me a brief respite once he was balls-deep, so that I could adjust to his invasion of my anus. I was much more relaxed too, no longer petrified and dreading the unknown.
John started to fuck my ass using slow, gentle thrusts, and he rested his hands on my hips, right next to my garter-belt straps. As he got into a steady rhythm, and began to force his way deeper inside of me, his cock-head brushed lightly against my prostate, causing an involuntary stiffening of my cock. Under normal circumstances, if being butt-fucked by your roommate in front of your future wife could ever be considered normal, it would have felt amazing, and maybe even culminated in an orgasm on my part. However, with the cock-cage clamped firmly around the end of my dick, it just resulted in pain, as the chastity device bit into my cock each time it tried to expand. I tried to suck it up, to endure the discomfort in silence, but as John put the wood to me, I couldn't stop myself and I cried out in anguish.
My revelation that I was suffering emboldened John, and he began to pick up the pace as he sought to enjoy his own orgasm. Plunging deeper into my anus with each thrust, I felt him remove one of his hands from my hips, and he gave my ass a hard slap, which reverberated around the small dorm room. His elevated level of aggression spurred Lela into action too, and she arose from John's bed, and knelt beside him. Putting her lips against his ear, she began to whisper softly, although as close as she was to me, I could hear every word.
"Fuck his ass, John. Make him your bitch," Lela whispered encouragingly.
John slapped my ass a second time, and then wrapped my long black wig around his fist and tugged it aggressively. I expected the wig to come flying off under any kind of violent hair-pulling, but Lela had secured it tightly to my own hair using several hair clips, and despite John's best efforts to rip it off, it remained securely attached. As John continued to yank my hair, my neck was forced back into an unnatural and painful position, and I cried out like a girl.
My anguished cries seemed to encourage John, and as Lela egged him on, he got progressively rougher with me. Slamming into my anal-cavity with all his might, while he simultaneously tried to pull my head from my shoulders, John ended up ejaculating deep inside my anus, letting out a dominant roar as he did so.
"Fucking pussy," he said derisively, as he slapped my ass once more, and blew his entire load inside me.
As soon as he had finished his orgasm, I expected him to pull out, but Lela was on him immediately, complimenting his sexual prowess and overt domination of me.
"Oh that was fucking incredible, John," she cooed, between their passionate kisses. "You made Mark your bitch. Stay inside his ass. Maybe you will want a second crack at it."
I hated that idea, especially as my ass was throbbing from the pounding he had given me. However, despite feeling nauseous and under the weather, Lela was a very alluring female, and as she whispered softly into John's ear, he made no attempt to withdraw from me.
I felt his cock soften inside me after a few moments, and then the unmistakable feel of his semen leaking from my ass, as his flaccid cock no longer provided an air-tight seal. Lela continued to kiss John and stroke his ego through her unbridled flattery.
"If I wasn't sick, I would lick your ass until you got erect again," Lela teased him. "I love watching you butt-fuck your roomie. You own that pussy."
Eventually, after a protracted session of Lela's dirty talk, I felt John's cock twitch inside me, and I knew I was in for round two.
"I am getting hard, Lela," John announced proudly. "Keep talking dirty to me baby."
Even though I would end up marrying Lela, it was moments like this that would haunt me decades later. Hearing the woman of my dreams, and the future mother of my children, coax my roommate into another erection by promising him lewd sex acts, was just profoundly disturbing. This encounter was made worse by the fact that after we were married, Lela was reluctant to perform any of these sexual delights on me, citing them as college-student mistakes.
"I want to take his cock-cage off, John," Lela whispered seductively. "Let's see if you can make him blow his wad by ass-fucking the bitch."
Turning her attention to me, Lela asked, "Would you like that Mark? An extra release this week?"
I knew exactly what they were doing. I don't know if they had rehearsed this crap, or if it was unfolding naturally but it was putting me in a terrible predicament. Of course I desperately wanted a chance of release. I was a twenty-two year old man, on a college campus surrounded by gorgeous co-eds, and under a serious program of enforced chastity. John and Lela had me under their thumb, Lela due to my infatuation with her, and John because he had several texts from me to Lela, in which I confessed and apologized for sexually assaulting her.
"Well, Mark?" Lela taunted. "Do you want to bust a nut tonight? Spend a little time out of the cage?"
As soon as I nodded my head in affirmation, I knew that it wouldn't be enough. Lela had put me in this position many times before, forcing me to verbalize my humiliating request, even as she knew exactly what I wanted.
"Embellish," Lela whispered softly. "Let John and I know what you want. We are not fucking mind-readers, Mark."
"Lela, please," I began, my face reddening as I jumped through her hoops. "Will you please release me from my chastity device. I want to see if John can make me blow my load as he ass-fucks me."
John let out a chuckle as Lela exerted herself over me, and I felt his cock stiffen at the prospect of round two. Lela reached under me, found the tiny padlock that kept me free from the temptations of the flesh, and inserted her key. With a slight flick of her wrist, she unlocked my chastity device and removed it from my rapidly stiffening cock.
I was rock-hard within seconds, especially as Lela allowed her fingertips to graze my nuts as she retracted her dainty hand. Lela placed the cock-cage on the floor right in front of me, positioned in such a way that the word "Pussy," artfully inscribed down the side, was visible. Then she knelt next to John and began to whisper in his ear.
"Take him by force this time, John," she implored him. "The same way he took me when he assaulted me. Teach him a lesson in respect."
John's cock throbbed inside my anus as he processed Lela's words.
"Like a prison rape scene, Lela?" John asked, seeking clarification. "Do you want to watch me rape Mark?"
"I want it to be rougher," she whispered. "Non-consensual. Like the way Mark wiped his cock all over your face at the fire pit."
Holy fuck, why did she have to go there? That happened four years ago and John had more than repaid me from when I used to bully him relentlessly. Now that the tables were turned, and I was his bitch, John could do as he pleased with me. But violent, non-consensual rape was taking things way too far.
I knew that John was into it when I felt him stiffen inside me as he absorbed exactly what Lela was asking of him. He struck me first, a clean punch to the ribs that caused me to wince in pain, and cry out for his mercy. Emboldened by Lela's encouragement, as she continued to flatter his physical superiority over me, John grabbed my head and forced my face into the carpet. Holding me in his desired position, he began to fuck my ass, with much more ferocity than the first time.
Despite the dull throbbing pain in my ribs, and his sustained attack on my ass, my cock was still erect, and as the tip of his penis grazed my prostate, I began to leak. John punched me a second time in the ribs, which caused me to collapse onto the carpeted floor. As I hit the floor, my chemise enveloped my cock, the silky material feeling otherworldly as it caressed my glans. John lowered himself onto my back, and with his full weight holding me in place, began to thrust more deeply inside my anus.
Now that I was in a prone position, my light-pink cock-cage was inches from my face, and all I could see was the word "Pussy," as if my chastity device was announcing to the world my status in this fucked-up three-way relationship. John was all the way inside me now, brushing my prostate with every inward thrust, as the silky smooth material of my chemise grazed, and seemed to bestow soft kisses, upon my cock-head. As John ground me into the carpet and asserted himself over me, Lela kissed his earlobe tenderly, and encouraged him to be rougher with me.
"You ever touch Lela forcefully again and I will rape your sorry ass," John threatened, as Lela giggled inches above my head.
Despite the pain and humiliation of the forced butt-fucking, I exploded into the silk chemise a few moments later, a tremendous orgasm, which was unsurprising considering I had been locked up for the last six days.
"Fucking pussy," John spat, as I writhed around under him grinding my nuts into the carpet to make the most of my unexpected bonus release.
I humped that silky chemise for at least thirty seconds, draining my nuts completely as John fucked my ass. A few moments later, John lifted his upper body from mine, and after supporting his weight with one arm, moved my long black hair to one side, exposing my right shoulder. I heard him inhale my scent as he increased the speed of his thrusts, and then he lowered his lips to the back of my ear.
"Your ass is mine, you fucking pussy," he growled, just before he came.
Shortly after that, I felt him tense up, and then he bit me really hard on the shoulder, before he ejaculated deep inside my anal-cavity. There was no tenderness this time, John's virtual rape of me having elevated his testosterone to the point that he just wanted to subjugate me. He thrust into me a few times, and then slowly withdrew his cock from my gaping asshole. I couldn't ascertain at that exact moment whether there was any blood residue on his cock, but whatever was left on him he objected to, and he wiped himself off on the back of my lingerie.
I lay motionless on the floor in a large pool of my own semen. I wanted to convey total submission to him, lest he feel compelled to hit me any more.
"You owned him, John," Lela said excitedly. "If I wasn't sick I would totally jump your bones right now. That was hot."
John got up onto his knees, and threatened me one last time.
"That was for your sexual assault of Lela," he said firmly. "The next time I will beat your ass, before I fuck it."
I heard the sound of John and Lela kissing, as he loomed over me. Then, I was aware that the two of them had got to their feet.
"Will you walk me back to my hotel room, John?" Lela asked sweetly.
"Of course, baby," John said softly. "Anything for you. You should probably cage him back up. The little pussy will jerk off if we give him half the chance."
As the two of them shared a joke at my expense, they exchanged another tender kiss.
"Go to the bathroom and clean yourself up, Mark," Lela instructed me. "Leave your pretty lingerie on."
Relieved that my ordeal was apparently over, I limped gingerly into the bathroom. As I took in the reflection of myself in the large mirror, I had to look away. No longer resembling the passable female that I had been an hour ago, I now looked like a badly-beaten transvestite.
My wig was askew, the hair clips only designed to take so much abuse before they snapped under John's persistent hair pulling. My silk chemise, that had been fresh out of the dry-cleaning bag, was crumpled and wrinkled from being compressed into the dorm room floor. There were also copious semen stains all over the front of it, from where I had ejaculated into its silky folds. My panties were still bunched around my knees, from where John had lowered them to facilitate his entry, the first time he butt-fucked me.
Turning my back to the mirror, I could see blood and semen stains on the back of the chemise, from where John had used it to wipe his dirty cock off. I lifted my chemise and was shocked to see the bruises already appearing on my ribs from John's punches. I could see semen leaking from my asshole, presumably the remains of his second load, as I could see that his first load had dried around my inner-thighs, having leaked from me earlier. My asshole was gaping, the flexible muscle of the anal cavity still waiting to contract.
My garter-belt had been twisted to one side under the sustained pounding, and one of the straps at the rear had unfastened. I have no clue why, but I took the time to re-align my garter straps, and I fastened the one that was undone.
As I lifted my black wig, I noticed that I had a large red mark on my right shoulder from where John had bitten me during his orgasm. The indentations from his teeth were still visible and I was surprised that he hadn't torn any skin.
A few moments later, as I washed my rapidly-softening cock, Lela came into the bathroom. She had her arms folded and a huge smile on her face.
"We should do this more often, Mark," she taunted. "That was incredible to watch."
As I dried myself and used a wet wipe to remove John's ejaculate from my asshole and inner-thighs, Lela softened her approach a little.
"I just want to let you know that I am very proud of you, Mark," she whispered softly. "You are taking your celibacy very seriously and that will pay you dividends in the long run. Here, let me help you with that."
Lela removed my black wig, and retrieved the broken hair clips from within it. Inexplicably, she removed the two pink hair bows from the wig, and refastened them to my own hair.
"It's all about the details, Mark," she whispered, as she made sure that the bows were symmetrical.
Lela grabbed a wet wipe and cleaned a few specks of blood from between my buttocks which I hadn't seen yet. After ensuring that I was presentable, she motioned towards the toilet.
I nodded appreciatively, and grateful that I was able to stand like a man should be able to when he uses the toilet, I began to piss.



"Is that the most emasculating thing about being locked up, Mark?" Lela asked me tenderly. "It just seems so degrading to have to sit to urinate, like a bitch."
I couldn't even formulate a response to that line of questioning, and merely nodded my head. Once I had dried my cock-head, Lela knelt before me and locked me back into chastity. As I looked down at her I fantasized about the two of us being married one day, and Lela kneeling before me under different circumstances. Once I was secured, she led me back into the dorm room, where John was sitting drinking a beer.
I felt like a pussy standing in front of him, in my pink lingerie and my glitter-covered high-heels, especially when Lela spoke up.
"Thank John for his restraint, Mark," Lela instructed me. "That could have been much worse for you."
I felt like telling the two of them to get fucked, but under the circumstances, and with John holding my law career and my freedom from possible incarceration in his hands, I acquiesced.
"Thank you John for taking it easy on me," I whispered, almost choking on the words.
"And the CumSlut?" John added cheerfully. "You should probably thank her too, Mark."
"Er, thank you Lela," I added reluctantly, having no clue what I was thanking her for.
"For what, Mark?" Lela taunted, happy to join John's game at my expense.
As John watched on in amusement, Lela extracted a lengthy and decidedly obsequious statement of my appreciation for the two of them. It was emasculating as she led me down her desired path, spoon-feeding me the words that she needed to hear. By the time I was finished, I had even thanked Lela for her timely illness, citing it as the reason for my lucky inclusion in tonight's fun and games.
"I am honored to have been your surrogate CumSlut tonight, John," I closed with, as Lela looked on admiringly.
"My pleasure, Mark," he said magnanimously. "I am going to walk your girl back to her hotel room. Wait for me in your bed. Just the way you are. When I get home I will permit you to demonstrate your gratitude."
Lela let out an excited giggle, as she processed the not so veiled threat of a round three. As I pulled back my bedsheets, the two of them gathered up their personal belongings, including the tube of Anal-Ease, and left the room like a couple of love-struck teenagers.
I was crapping myself as I waited in bed all dolled-up in my pink ensemble. Too scared to even kick my ridiculously feminine high-heels off, I simply placed my feet on top of the covers so that the glitter didn't get into my bed. As I ran through the reasons why John would keep me dressed as his bitch waiting passively in bed for his return, I could only come up with one. John planned to use me once more before bed, and I was expected to demonstrate my gratitude to him, whatever the fuck that meant. I knew from experience that his preferred method of enjoying me was anal sex, but maybe I could talk him into allowing me the privilege of trying to emulate Lela's Klixen-style blowjob.
My ass was already sore from the evening's activities, and I wasn't sure if I could take another pounding. What were the chances of Samantha and Lela being out of commission on the same day, and if it happened again would it be my responsibility to accommodate my roommate's needs?
As my limited options span around inside my head, I focused on my extrication from the predicament. John and Lela possessed very incriminating texts from me to Lela, in which I apologized for a sexual assault, and inadvertently described the attack in graphic detail. While I might avoid a custodial sentence due to my status as a first-time offender, any prosecution would certainly derail my chances of a career in law. The two of them had me over a barrel, and if John showed up in thirty minutes with three of his fraternity bros, I needed to assume the position and make myself available to them. It was an impossible predicament, made worse by the fact that John also regularly fucked my dream girl, and future wife.
As I stewed in my own juices fatigue finally set in. I had endured a terrible encounter with John, and under the circumstances, I guess it was not surprising that I fell asleep. When I awoke it was five in the morning and it was evident that I was off the hook as far as John's sexual needs were concerned. I kicked my heels off, and fell asleep in my silky lingerie.
John never came home that weekend, and I can only imagine that he spent most of Saturday and Sunday balls-deep in my girl. It seemed like Samantha's unavailability due to illness shifted the responsibility for his sexual needs to Lela and I. I did the heavy lifting on Friday night, taking two of John's loads in my anal passage, as he sought to erase the fact that Samantha was absent for their regular Friday night hook-up. It appeared that Lela stepped up for the rest of the weekend, providing John with three fuck-holes in which to drown his sorrows.
As the hours drifted by, I came to terms with the fact that John was using my girl as his fuck-toy, and the reality of my situation cut me to the core. I truly loved this woman, and intended to make her my bride and start a family. I was fully prepared to join a prestigious law firm after I got my license to practice, and if I had to work eighty hours a week to provide Lela with the life that she deserved, I was okay with that.
John however, wanted all of the fun, without any of the effort. Blessed with an impressively-sized member, some otherworldly stamina, and unbelievable talent in the oral-sex department, John had his pick of the chicks at our college. So, it shouldn't have been surprising to me that when he set his sights on my girl, she surrendered to his charms immediately, making herself completely available to him, for whatever he desired.
Years later, shortly after Lela and I were married, she opened up to me about some of the things that John had subjected her to as a young college co-ed, and despite applauding her honesty, the revelations made me sick to my stomach. One night, after several glasses of wine, Lela was particularly forthright and as I listened on in horror, she catalogued the demeaning encounters that she endured. I knew from personal experience that John had enjoyed unfettered access to all three of Lela's orifices, had been gifted unlimited blow-jobs, had tit-fucked her on numerous occasions, blowing his load across her face as she lay passively beneath him. However, I had no clue that John had forced Lela to eat Amanda's ass, before enjoying a two-girl blow-job in the glass shower enclosure. Or that John had fucked my wife in the ass, and then after his cock softened, had pissed in her anal-passage.
Lela told me that this wasn't their only foray into piss-play either. I would later learn that John urinated on my wife numerous times in the shower after we graduated college, reveling in the fact that she would return home to me soiled by another man.
Several drinks later, as her stories burrowed into my skull, I finally reacted.
"Lela, you were a fucking slut before we got married," I blurted out. "You disgust me."
I could tell by the crestfallen expression on her face that I had hurt her deeply, and from that day forward Lela, under the impression that I hated her slutty behavior, severely restricted my sexual options, limiting me to the missionary position, hand-jobs, and heavy petting.
Of course, no such restrictions had been placed on John when we were roommates in college. By the time he returned to our shared accommodation late on Sunday night, he took a quick shower and then crashed out on his bed. Apparently he hadn't slept much during his time with Lela, and fourteen hours elapsed before he emerged from his deep slumber, well-rested and completely unapologetic for his subjugation of me.
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CHAPTER 7
A few months later as graduation loomed, John and I began the process of applying to Law Schools. It was apparent that we were both going to graduate with Summa Cum Laude honors, the highest distinction bestowed upon students. With that in mind, it was no surprise that we were both accepted to every school that we applied to. My preference was Yale, having always wanted to go to an East Coast "Ivy League" School. However, John waited until Lela had chosen her University, before declaring that we were going to Stanford University in California.
While Yale was continuously rated the best Law School in the United States, Stanford was a close second, and John's priority was remaining in close proximity to Lela, and her three available orifices.
"I know the bitch will fly across country to see me," he announced crudely, as he made the decision for the two of us. "But it will be so much more convenient for me to enjoy Lela if she is only a two hour drive from us. Particularly now that Samantha will no longer be in my life, after I change schools. Hell, you might need to step up occasionally, Mark," he added ominously.
Once again, I was in charge of finalizing the arrangements, and under John's instruction I secured us shared accommodation, at the school of his choice.
I was a little nervous about the prospect of three more years of sharing a room with John, particularly as he had made it clear that he might use me for his sexual release on occasion. As we arrived at the school, I was praying that he would find a girlfriend quickly. The administration official showed us to our new home, and I waited patiently for John to choose his bed.
"I will sleep in this one," he said decisively, pointing to the bed next to the window.
While the true meaning of his statement was undoubtedly lost on the admin official, I knew exactly what John was saying. He would sleep in the bed by the window, and fuck Lela and any other chicks that he dragged back here, in my bed.
I couldn't have known it at the time, but not only was Stanford Law School a very small enrollment, consisting of about five hundred and fifty students, but the young adults that were fortunate enough to have been accepted were focused on one thing, and it wasn't getting laid. John's good looks and charm weren't much use in this new environment, and while he had no problem getting dates, they typically revolved around studying.
The three of us had settled into a routine that seemed to work for all parties involved. I definitely had the short end of the stick, but tried to find the positives in my situation. It seemed like I was going to be permitted to graduate Law School and practice my chosen vocation. Lela was still infatuated with John, and drove over every weekend to accommodate his rapacious sexual appetite.
Lela and John still demanded that I remain in my chastity device, and I even saw the positive side of my sexual restriction. Being caged all week gave me a clarity of mind that had eluded me when my cock made all of my decisions. It was quite uncomfortable to develop an erection while wearing the cock-cage, and as a result I avoided situations in which arousal might rear its ugly head. The co-eds weren't a problem as the vast majority of them were at Stanford solely for the education, and put very little effort into their personal appearance. So, as long as I avoided watching porn or risqué movies, I was spared the pain of the cage biting into my stiffening cock.
I still enjoyed my weekly release, and looking once again on the positive side my orgasms were far more enjoyable. Even if the circumstances under which I was permitted to climax were less than ideal. Every Saturday morning Lela would release me from the cock-cage and allow me two hours of sexual freedom. As I knelt before them on the floor, John and Lela would snuggle on top of his bed taunting me as I jerked off. My first release only ever took a few seconds, but with my rapid refractory period I could always manage three releases in the allotted two-hour time period. Once in a while I would be treated to a fourth orgasm, either by being allowed to watch my favorite Clara Trinity porn movie, or if Lela was feeling playful, with a little verbal encouragement from her.
Of course, the two of them still enjoyed subjugating me, so occasionally Lela would invent some disrespectful behavior on my part, and after dressing me like a bitch, would encourage John to punish me through forcible rape. Embarrassing as it is to admit it, I would still get off under the combination of the prostate stimulation and the friction of my silk underwear, as John ground me into the carpeted floor of our dorm room.
Lela would get John off several times on the weekends, and they would often wait until right after I blew my load to fuck right in front of me. This presented me with quite the dilemma as I only had a two hour window each week in which to get my jollies. I wanted to get my maximum number of climaxes, so I suppressed my jealousy and watched them go at it as if it were porn. Over time I became conditioned to the sight of their encounters, and my cock would involuntary stiffen the second John entered my girl vaginally or anally, mere feet from where I knelt.
I would go so far as to say that the weekends were fun for all three of us, but the lack of casual sex options on campus for the rest of the week, meant that John eventually looked to me for release. The first time it happened was about a month into our first semester at Stanford.
It was early in the morning and I was sitting at the desk in our shared room, working on an essay for our constitutional law class. John emerged from the shower clad only in a towel, his muscular torso, honed from years of martial-arts training, flexing as he dried himself. He made no attempt to hide his erection as he approached me, and it jutted lewdly from the towel, pre-cum pooling at its tip.
Even though John had given me fair warning that at some point I needed to "step up" and take care of his needs, it was a total shock when he placed his hand on my shoulder, and instructed me to do his bidding.
"I need this chair," he said firmly.
Years of being dominated by this man had taught me one thing. When John wanted something from me, he got it. My choice was to submit to him without resistance, or get beaten into submission, and as proficient as John was in numerous fighting styles, he was able to inflict serious pain on me, with just a few well-placed strikes.
Rising from the chair in silence, my head lowered slightly to telegraph my compliance, I yielded the chair to him, and started to head for the exit of our shared accommodation.
"Where the fuck do you think you are going?" he said aggressively. "I left something for you to wear on the bathroom counter. Go and put it on."
I could have bolted from the room without any problem, as I could hear voices in the hallway that led to the recreation room, and John wouldn't have chased me in front of the other students. However, getting out of there without his consent would only have delayed the inevitable, and earned me a beating for disobedience. John knew this too, and he had a smug look on his face as he watched me scurry into the bathroom.
As soon as I noticed the overwhelming scent of Lela's perfume, I knew that she was part of this. My suspicions were confirmed the second I saw one of her chemises draped over the towel rail. The silk garment was a very feminine shade of light peach, and as I picked it up the matching panties fell to the floor. John had sprayed the intimates with a healthy dose of Lela's fragrance, and once I was wearing them I smelled exactly like her.
I looked fucking ridiculous standing there in my dream girl's lingerie, and I was very reluctant to step through the door and face John. When I finally plucked up the courage to enter the bedroom, he had already left the room. There was a handwritten note stuck to the bathroom door, which read, "wait under my desk."
The desk in our room, which was the property of Stanford University and technically mine as much as John's, was befitting of a future lawyer. Large in size, and very masculine with its construction being of dark mahogany wood and a dark brown leather top, the desk had three drawers each side of it, extending almost to the floor. This created a three-sided opening, into which the large leather office chair could slide.
After I pulled the chair out slightly, I got on to my hands and knees, and crawled into the confined space. Once under the table, I would have been invisible to John, had he sat in the chair. Repositioned on my knees, with my head slightly bowed due to the height of the desk top, I waited for him to return.
Because he is a controlling asshole, John kept me waiting for about thirty minutes before he finally strolled into our room. I heard him inhale sharply, as he took in my feminine scent. Then the familiar sounds of a man undressing, his metal buckle clanking as he removed his leather belt and dropped it onto the bed, followed shortly by the sounds of his zipper as he lowered it to take his jeans off.
A few moments later, naked from the waist down, John sat in the large leather chair and scooted it forward, further compressing me under the desk. Without any further direction, he parted his legs slightly and then I heard the clacking of computer keys as he began to type on his laptop.
John enjoyed the leverage that he had over me, and he liked to force me into situations where I had to take some initiative. This made me look like a willing participant, which I most definitely wasn't. If John didn't have the texts of my confession and apology for my sexual assault on Lela, I would have simply told him to get fucked. However, the ramifications of a police investigation and subsequent conviction were too life-changing, as they would have prevented me from practicing law, even if I remained free from incarceration.
Knowing that John held all of the cards, I leaned forward and planted a tender kiss on the tip of his cock. I had never been on the receiving end of oral sex, and had no frame of reference as to what felt good. However, under Lela's watchful tutelage I had viewed a lot of porn, and after being exposed to the Klixen website for several hours, I had a firm grasp of the concept and execution of edging blowjobs. Armed with this knowledge I tried to give John a very slow and tender blow-job. In the porno movies the guy typically writhed around in ecstasy for several minutes as one, or occasionally two, beautiful girls teased him relentlessly.
I strove to replicate that experience for John, and as I ran my tongue across his frenulum he let out a whimper of pleasure, which I took as confirmation that I was doing a good job. I took my time that day, pampering my roommate as I ran through the extensive catalog of the Klixen girls' signature moves. Forty minutes later, as I ran my tongue across the underside of John's nutsack, tantalizingly close to his perineum, he apparently decided that he was ready to bust a nut in my mouth. John reached under the desk with both hands, grabbed me by my ears, and holding me in his desired position, proceeded to face-fuck me in a very aggressive manner.
Being in control was very important to John, and the way he had positioned me, I was powerless to contribute much to his enjoyment. Undeterred by my reduced involvement, he seemed quite content to use my mouth as a cum-receptacle. My primary goal was to get him off quickly so that he didn't fuck my face all morning. To this end, I lifted the hem of my silky chemise, and wrapped it around my fingertips. Grazing my silk-encased fingers across his taint and asshole elicited another moan of approval from him, and shortly after I began to caress his swollen nuts with the silky material, John tensed up and blew his load in my mouth.
"Fuck, yeah, bitch," John exclaimed, as I drained his nuts. "You nailed the Klixen experience. I want to see your rendition of SeeHimFuck next. Clara Trinity right?"
As I processed his rapacious sexual appetite, I tried to swallow the stream of ejaculate that he was unloading. However, after two or three ropes of cum, I began to gag so I instinctively pulled away. Unfortunately for me, this caused John's semen to land in a splat across the front of my silk chemise and on my neck. After John had his orgasm, he was ready for some tenderness, while I just wanted to get the fuck out of there.
"Clean me up," he ordered. "Nice and tender. Just like the Klixen bitches."
As John's semen dried on my lingerie and my neck, I continued to suck, lick and kiss his slowly diminishing erection, until he was completely flaccid. Once he was satisfied that he had completely emasculated me, he pushed his chair back and motioned for me to come out.
"Stay on your knees," he said firmly.
As I shuffled out from underneath his desk, that asshole began to critique my performance.
"You get an A for effort," John began with a chuckle. "I am impressed with your research. How many hours did you spend on the Klixen website?"
Before I had a chance to answer, he resumed his critique.
"We can work on your technique, but you have potential, Mark," John said appreciatively. "You are definitely a work in progress but the effort is appreciated. Good job."
My face reddened at the prospect of me being a work in progress, but John was already moving on.
"I was browsing through some pictures of Lela when you were blowing me," he informed me. "You are going to marry her one day, Mark, you lucky bastard."
As I turned my head to face his laptop, John began to scroll through the pictures of my dream girl. That asshole had dozens of photos and selfies of Lela, documenting her transformation from a purity ring wearing eighteen year old, to his current day fuck-toy. In fact, as his MacBook had sorted the images chronologically, the first pictures were of Lela in her prom dress, with me standing proudly by her side. Taken about a week before the Winter Formal Lela looked like the picture of innocence, dressed in the loose-fitting, long-hemmed dress, that obscured her breasts. Her purity ring was proudly displayed and the full-length pantyhose cemented the idea that her innocence was not going to be taken until her wedding night.
The following set of pictures, taken in what appeared to be an exquisitely appointed hotel room, showed Lela in the same dress, albeit highly modified.
"We had a few drinks in my hotel room before the Formal," John goaded me. "Lela was really excited to show me how she had altered the dress you bought her. Way hotter, don't you think?"
I swallowed hard as I looked at those images, as you could barely tell that Lela was wearing the same dress. The original gown, with its below the knee length hemline, was demure, matronly even. Now that the hem exposed Lela's upper-thighs, the dress was sexy, and taking the waist in made it cling provocatively to her shapely frame. The addition of a push-up bra and high heels made Lela look far from innocent, particularly as she had shed her purity ring and those awful pantyhose.
"My personal favorite, coming up," John said softly, as he scrolled through the images.
This photo depicted Lela standing in the hotel room, holding a glass of champagne in one hand, and a Victoria's Secret Box in the other.
"I was the first man to buy her lingerie," John taunted me. "One of many firsts for Lela that night."
The next few snaps showed my dream girl excitedly opening up the gift, before holding up the matching garter-belt, stockings, and panties with a huge smile on her face. Fast-forward through the images, and Lela was wearing the snow white lingerie, holding her hem high to allow John to affix her garter-belt straps to her stockings.
"Remember that ensemble?" John asked. "Victoria's Secret advertised it as bridal lingerie. They even called the color Pure White. Lela had never worn a garter-belt before. I had to help her put it on."
Of course I remembered that stunning outfit. The bridal lingerie nomenclature was appropriate too, as John had taken all three of Lela's orifices that night. John kept me on my knees in that fucking peach-colored silk chemise until about ten minutes before our first class. Scrolling through his photo album, he taunted me with pictures of Lela in various states of undress, masturbating for him, and performing other lewd sex acts. I don't know quite why she had agreed to many of the images, but even as she was photographed after John gave her a facial, her broad smile conveyed her consent.
"You may get ready for class," John finally said, putting me in a situation where I had to run to avoid being late.
In my haste, I didn't remember to wipe his dried ejaculate from my neck, and during our fifteen minute bathroom break, John addressed me.
"Smile for the camera, Mark," he instructed, as he snapped a picture of me, and sent it to Lela.
"Mark, proudly wearing my load like a badge of honor," he captioned the photo, showing it to me just before he sent it to my dream girl.
In John's eyes, I had dressed up for him and voluntarily given him a blow-job, and that singular event changed the structure of our relationship. When I got home from my last class that night, there was a six pack of my favorite beer on the table. Sitting next to the Heinekens was a bottle of KY lubricant, a manila envelope, and the key to my cock-cage. I wondered if Lela had decided that I had served sufficient penance, and then I saw a handwritten note had accompanied the gesture of goodwill.
"Don't forget to cage-up on Friday afternoons and give me the key back," the note read, dispelling any notion that Lela knew anything about John's benevolence.
I picked up the manila envelope next and extracted an eleven by fourteen glossy photo from it. My heart sank as I processed the image, my dream girl on her knees in some exquisite lingerie, with John's ejaculate all over her face and hair. I wish the image had filled me with disgust, but my cock reacted of its own volition, and immediately attempted to harden. I let out an anguished cry as the cock-cage bit into my rapidly expanding penis.
At twenty-two years of age, being confined to a cock-cage was a drastic punishment, and the last several months had been a nightmare for me. Now, as John extended me an olive branch, and allowed me the sexual freedom that I deserved as a virile young man, I knew that it came at a price.
My hands were shaking as I unlocked the light-pink cock-cage, and once it was removed, my cock stiffened immediately. As I applied the lube to my throbbing member I had already made my decision. I would happily take care of John's needs, in exchange for my sexual freedom.
That evening, as I knelt on our dorm room floor and masturbated furiously to a picture of Lela smiling through a smattering of John's semen, I had one of the best orgasms of my life. Free from the cage, and slowly relaxing under the effects of the alcohol, I ended up jerking off three times that night, and by the time I turned in, I had a warm appreciation for John.
From that day forward, John and I settled in to our new arrangement. We never discussed the quid pro quo deal, but he allowed me the latitude to enjoy my new-found sexual freedom, and once or twice a week, I would dress up in Lela's lingerie, spray myself in her perfume, and crawl under his desk. More often than not I would remain on my knees for over an hour, as I replicated the complete Klixen experience until John, under the extreme sexual stimulation that edging provides, would finally blow his load.
Unfortunately for me, John had an extensive sexual history and was used to an endless stream of different sex partners. For this reason he was easily bored, and it became apparent to me after a couple of weeks that I needed to spice things up, if I wanted to keep the cage off.



Every Friday afternoon I would lock myself back into the cock-cage and give John the key. Lela would show up later in the day, blissfully unaware that I was jerking off multiple times a week. It became our little secret, and John and I bonded over it. Of course, despite our burgeoning bromance, John still fucked the crap out of my girl on the weekends, documenting his debasement of her with his new iPhone, and occasionally leaving me a new glossy eleven by fourteen photo to jerk off to.
My transformation into John's fuck-toy was slow, but as he continued to feminize me, it got to the point where I could almost pass for Lela, especially in dim light. The wig came first, an expensive array of long black tresses, made entirely of human hair, cut from a Native American. The color and texture matched Lela's almost exactly, her Cherokee heritage partly responsible for her waist length silky hair.
Once I had the wig on and I was scented in Lela's perfume, I bore a strong resemblance to her, at least when viewed from the rear. I advised John against any violent hair-pulling, but the third or fourth time that he fucked my ass he got carried away, and pulled my wig clean off. I ended up going to a wig shop and purchasing a dozen high quality wig clips. Despite the instructions recommending the use of six wig clips to hold the hairpiece firmly in place, I used the whole pack. By the time I had attached all twelve wig clips, my waist-length hair not only looked and smelled real, but was able to withstand John's most strenuous hair-pulling.
Next up were fake, press-on nail extensions, which looked just like Lela's, particularly when I applied glossy nail polish to them. It was fairly time-consuming though, and I needed an alternative solution to gain feminine looking hands. John and I ended up going to a cross-dressers' boutique together, which not only solved this issue, but provided us with a host of ideas of how to further feminize me.
John spent two hundred dollars on me that afternoon, between the pre-glossed acrylic press-on nails, an exquisite silk choker that hid my Adam's apple, and a silicone gaff. I had never even heard of such an item, but the helpful sales assistant assured us that they were commonly used by cross-dressers to hide the male anatomy. There were a variety of options available, and they all achieved the desired look by tucking the flaccid penis under the body. John chose a see-through, mesh-fronted gaff with a silicone vagina insert, that not only tucked my manhood away securely, but provided him with a perfectly realistic appearance of a female pussy. When John made me wear it under some latex booty-shorts, it even gave the appearance of a camel-toe.
Encouraged by the startling transformation that the gaff provided, we went back to the store and purchased silicone breast enhancer pads, and some silicone butt-lifter pads. In the right form-fitting clothes, with a push-up bra, I suddenly took on a very feminine shape, and John was ecstatic with my new look.
Make-up came next, along with hours spent watching YouTube tutorials on its application. About two months after he freed me from the cock-cage, under the right lighting I looked very similar to Lela.
As the months went by, John seemed happy to get his needs met exclusively by Lela and myself, and the three of us settled into a routine. Lela was unaware that I was free from the cock-cage five days a week, and I always made sure to get myself securely locked in before she showed up.
Surprisingly, after an extended period of forced chastity, one Saturday morning she said we needed to talk.
"I want us to start dating again, Mark," Lela said sweetly, as John looked on approvingly. "I think you have truly learned your lesson, and it has been nearly five years since you lost control of yourself, and tried to force yourself on me. I have forgiven you, and want us to move forward from it. Starting today, I am going to free you from the cage, and I want you to take me out every Friday night, on a proper date."
After being relegated to the friend zone for nearly five years since my sexual assault of Lela, dating her was a dream come true. I quickly came to realize though, as we sat opposite each other in a nice romantic restaurant, that it would also be an exercise in restraint. Being freed from the cock-cage, combined with the promise of increased sexual activity was just too much stimulation for me, and I was erect all of the time.
Initially Lela thought my involuntary reaction to being in close proximity to her was cute, but after three dates she decided enough was enough and I feared that I was going to be put back in the cock-cage. After a brief discussion, during which I begged her not to put me back in chastity, we reached a compromise that worked for both of us.
Lela took me to the mall and after much consideration we agreed on shaping panties, in the maximum coverage boy-shorts style. Made by Spanx, these undergarments were designed to shape and hide stomach fat. They were nude in color, skin tight, and did an effective job of containment and concealment of my ever-present erection. They weren't particularly comfortable to wear and peeing was a protracted affair and a major hassle. However I was not going to complain as my restroom breaks were far less emasculating than they had been with the cage.
I still leaked pre-cum constantly in her presence, which Lela found very flattering as it proved to her that I found her attractive and sexually appealing. John had reached a point in their one-sided relationship where he no longer complimented her, and didn't put any effort into foreplay. Consequently Layla found my permanent hard-ons flattering and appreciated my attention to her every need.
After a few days of trying to hide my ever-present wet-spot, we modified the Spanx boy-shorts with a self-adhesive absorbent panty-liner. We found that by placing the pad along the front of the boy-shorts my pre-cum would be absorbed and contained within it. Once we had removed the possibility of a wet-spot and all the embarrassment that would cause, Lela felt comfortable with my level of arousal. In fact she actively encouraged my hard-on and the resultant flow of pre-cum through her persistent teasing.
Of course, as Lela struggled to juggle John's rapacious sexual appetite with my need for dignity, there was soon a second modification made to the Spanx. Lela cut a small hole in the rear of my shaping panties, directly behind the entrance to my asshole. She lined this with satin so that John could enjoy the additional stimulation provided by the ultra-soft material whenever he butt-fucked me. The gentle breeze that would waft across the exposed hole was a reminder to me that John could enjoy my asshole whenever he saw fit. John made me wear those accessible panties as a tool of subjugation and in his mind this was more demeaning than just a sex-act.
John still used Lela as he saw fit, often busting a nut inside her two or three times a day. However, as he no longer had any desire to initiate foreplay, the task of preparing Lela for intimacy fell to me. Lela and I would enjoy extended make-out sessions, and as her level of arousal was elevated, she would allow me to slowly disrobe her. As I kissed and licked her all over her upper body, Lela would succumb to her desire, and would permit me to remove her panties and perform oral sex on her.
I imagine that you would get proficient at just about anything if you practiced enough. Over time, through extensive trial and error and sustained feedback from Lela, it got to the point where I could bring Lela to climax with my tongue every single time. If John had been paying more attention he would have realized that I was putting myself into position to challenge him with regard to his ownership of Lela, but it seemed as if he was only concerned with busting a nut inside one of her three completely available orifices. Inexplicably, despite the fact that Lela responded favorably to my extended fore-play sessions, she came the hardest when being abused by John.
At this point in our path to becoming attorneys, our grades were much more dependent on essays and thesis work, with only a smattering of multiple choice assessments thrown in for good measure. Continuing our pattern of the last several years, I did the heavy lifting of our homework, writing two very different essays and allowing John to pick which one he wanted to take credit for. When we were faced with a multiple choice test, I allowed John to copy my answers so he began to get complacent and studied less and less, becoming more consumed with gaming.
John's obsession with online gaming developed rapidly, until it became his predominant recreational activity. Having purchased a Play Station 5 and some high-quality headphones, John would disappear into his own world, barely acknowledging the existence of Lela and I. The addition of Virtual Reality glasses enabled John to zone out the rest of the world, and he would sit with his back to Lela and I, completely immersed in his PlayStation 5. At first I was reticent to make out with my girlfriend while John was in the room, but as focused as he was on his online competitions, we became invisible to him.
Occasionally, John would surface from his three-dimensional fantasy world, and announce that he had other more salacious needs.
"Get my bitch wet," he would instruct me as he stowed his gaming paraphernalia. "I'm ready to bust a nut."
By this point in their fucked-up, one-sided relationship, Lela had a deep-rooted resentment towards John, but she craved his rough touch and verbal abuse. She also continued to submit to him for my sake. Knowing that I was so close to graduating Law School that I could taste it, Lela didn't want to do anything that might jeopardize my career as an attorney, so she catered to John's every whim.
In much the same way that I carried him through our shared educational journey, I took over the heavy lifting when it came to preparing Lela for his enjoyment. Tonight had been no different. I had taken Lela to see a live music act, and we had consumed a couple of drinks which always made my girlfriend more receptive to my sexual advances. As we rode home in the Uber, we began to make-out in the back seat, and by the time we got back to the room that I shared with John, I could smell the scent of Lela's arousal.
Lela was wearing a form-fitting silk dress, and as always, at least when she was on campus on the weekends, had selected a garter-belt and stockings as her preferred choice of undergarments. There was no sign of John when we entered my room, which wasn't surprising as he often hung out in bars until closing time. Sensing an opportunity for us to enjoy some alone time, Lela seemed receptive to my continued advances, so we laid down together on my bed, and I began to tenderly caress her neck and shoulders.
Lela responded favorably to my gentle touch, and as she continued to exhibit the signs of arousal I lowered my lips to her neck and begin to kiss this sensitive area. In direct contrast to John's touch, which these days was rushed and focused on the end game of him busting a nut, mine was slow and sensual. I paid no attention to the end result, preferring to focus on the slow, yet continual build up of Lela's pleasure.
Lela let out the occasional moan of delight as I licked and kissed her neck and the area just behind her ears. Very slowly, in order to keep her sense of anticipation engaged, I moved towards her shoulders, nibbling them tenderly as she arched her back with pleasure. I spent several moments there, even as Lela placed one hand on the top of my head and tried to encourage me to move further down her torso.
"Loosen my dress," she instructed me as she struggled to suppress her desire.
Reaching underneath her, I found the zipper that held the silk dress up, and as Lela lifted herself slightly from the bed as if to convey her consent, I slowly lowered it until the front of the dress was no longer form fitting. As the dress loosened, thereby allowing me increased access to her lithe form, I lowered my lips to her breasts. Lela was wearing a silky push-up bra, which did a wonderful job of forcing her tits skyward. As soon as my lips brushed across her exposed bosom, she let out another moan and issued her next request.
"Take my bra off, Mark," she whispered seductively. "Your touch feels amazing."
I had come a long way since my first fumbling attempt to unclasp Lela's bra, and while I hadn't mastered John's one-handed technique, I was able to reach beneath her and unfasten the push-up bra without any visual assistance. Freed from the confines of the silky undergarment, Lela's erect nipples came into view, giving further insight into her level of arousal. I lowered my lips until they were just above one of the rigid nipples, and blew lightly across it. Lela whimpered softly before arching her back as if to offer her breasts to me.
I didn't take the bait, preferring to continue to tease her, even as she attempted to raise her nipple to my lips. After a few more teasing breaths, I brushed my lips lightly across her nipple, which elicited another moan of delight from her. I teased Lela for several moments before I finally parted my lips and lowered them onto her fully erect nipple. Running the tip of my tongue slowly around her areola until it was glistening with traces of my saliva, I finally engulfed her breast between my lips, lightly biting her nipple as I did so. I pampered Lela's breasts for several minutes alternating between kissing, nibbling, licking and sucking them until she finally asked me to remove her dress.
Lela raised her upper body from the bed to assist me with disrobing her, and as my hands moved slowly down her lithe frame, she lifted her ass-cheeks to facilitate the removal of her form-fitting dress. Clad only in her panties, garter-belt and stockings, Lela spread her knees further apart, another clear sign of her availability to me, and her consent for me to continue. I was still fully dressed at this point, but Lela reached one of her dainty hands towards my stomach, and began to pull the hem of my shirt out from my jeans.
"You have way too many clothes on, Mark," she whispered with a giggle, as I started to unbutton my shirt.
Once my shirt was off, Lela ran her hand across the crotch of my pants, and after ascertaining that I was also aroused, she tugged playfully at my belt-buckle. I didn't need a second invitation, and as she watched on intently, I removed my leather belt, tossing it into the center of the room with a theatrical flair. Lela flashed me an approving smile, and brushed the palm of her hand across my erection, which was constrained by the Spanx shaping panties that I was still wearing. I felt my cock throb as Lela briefly caressed it, and a glob of pre-cum was expelled from its tip into the absorbent panty liner that was affixed inside the Spanx.
Lela ran the tip of her finger across the zipper of my jeans, before allowing her hand to come to rest on my stomach. I was fairly lean by this time in my life, although as Lela gently tickled my abdomen with her manicured nails, before moving her attention to my pectorals, I was acutely aware that I lacked John's physicality. I knew that Lela could see it too, however at this precise moment in time she had but one thing on her mind, and it wasn't my lack of physical presence. Lela grabbed one of my nipples, and using it as a way to exert leverage over me, pulled me towards her.
We kissed passionately for a few seconds, and then directed into her desired position by Lela's firm touch, I lowered my lips to her abdomen. Lela allowed me to lick and kiss the area around her belly-button before placing her finger and thumb firmly on my earlobe, and guiding me into place. Lela still had her silky panties on, although the matching bra had long been removed. She had evidently stepped into her panties after fastening the garter-belt and stockings, a lesson that John had taught her on the night of our Winter Formal all those years ago.
This strategic move would have enabled me to have slid Lela's panties down without any adjustment of her garter-belt or stockings, and now that it was me that would benefit from their easy removal, I was appreciative of John's insight. I never had time to make that decision, as Lela forcefully guided my lips onto her sex, the aroma and moisture of which had thoroughly permeated her silky delicates.
Lela let out a little giggle at almost exactly the same time that I realized the panties she was wearing were crotchless. As she raised her knees up from the bed to facilitate my entry, I slipped my tongue through the wet hole in her underwear. By this time in their one-sided relationship, John no longer put any effort into Lela's needs, and consequently she had responded favorably to my extended efforts at foreplay. In fact, such was her level of arousal that it took but a few moments for Lela to enjoy her first orgasm, courtesy of my rapidly moving tongue. I knew exactly how she liked oral sex, and by sustained and rhythmic stimulation of her swollen clitoris, I was able to bring Lela to climax several times in quick succession. She even cried out my name a couple of times, which was profoundly complimentary.
"Fuck, Mark! That was incredible," Lela cooed as she slowly came off the boil. "I came so hard I was seeing stars."
As we lay together quietly, I felt a strong connection to this incredible woman who would one day be my wife. I could feel goose bumps across Lela's buttocks as I softly caressed them, and I asked her if she was warm enough.
"You are so considerate," she said cheerfully, as she flashed me a smile. "Pass me your shirt."
After Lela put on my oversized shirt, we continued to relax until she had composed herself and gained control of her breathing. Seemingly satisfied, she leaned in for a kiss.
"I want you to make love to me, Mark," Lela whispered seductively in my ear. "You can come inside me whenever you are ready."
My heart soared as I processed her words. Despite our frequent intimacy, making love was a rare treat for me, and freed from any expectations of a protracted session, I had been given the green light to ease inside this beautiful woman, and blow my load.
"I need to pee first," I said quietly. "Give me a couple of minutes."
Even though what happened next was extremely disappointing, when I reflected upon it later I realized that it could have been so much worse. As soon as I entered the bathroom I got the first clue that the evening was going to take a turn for the worse. I could hear John cursing as he fumbled with the key in the lock of our room. Lela flashed me a look of genuine concern as we arrived at the obvious conclusion at about the same time. John had been out drinking and would be looking to assert himself over the two of us.
It wouldn't have been the first time that John, emboldened by the alcohol, put us through our paces, but we both knew that his capacity for violence and desire for retribution increased exponentially with each beer he had consumed. I guess it was lucky timing that Lela and I happened to be in different rooms, even though I was topless, and Lela's dress was lying on the floor. We both looked nervously at the door, trying to appear as if we our interaction had been innocent. When John finally stumbled through the door, he had a vacant stare on his face and an obvious bulge in the front of his jeans.
"Hi baby," Lela whispered seductively, in an attempt to reduce John's aggressive demeanor. "I missed you tonight."
"You look pretty comfortable, Lela," John responded firmly. "Very cozy. I don't think I was missed at all."
"We have just been studying, John," I countered nervously. "Would you like to join us? I was just about to take a shower."



John sauntered into the room as if he owned it, which at that precise moment in time was an accurate assessment.
The lighting in the room was fairly dim, but John immediately noticed Lela's silk dress and my belt lying in a pile in the middle of the room. Unsteady on his feet, John walked towards the discarded articles of clothing, and picked up my leather belt. Folding it in half, he held it firmly by the buckle for dramatic effect. My head sank reflexively as I recalled enduring a violent assault with a very similar make-shift weapon.
"Come here, Mark," John instructed me as I slinked out of the bathroom.
I am sure Lela could see the look of fear on my face as I approached him. I was shirtless and the small room reeked of Lela's vaginal secretions, so he must have known what we were up to. Approaching him cautiously I was relieved when he lowered the belt to his side and started to engage me verbally, rather than physically.
"Graduating Law School is important to you, isn't it Mark?" John said cheerfully.
Without waiting for my response he continued his line of questioning.
"That was a rhetorical question, of course," he added coldly. "As many years as you have spent getting this far, I am sure that the last thing you would want would be to come up short of the finish line. You would probably be astounded at the starting salary of recent Stanford Graduates," he continued, his slurred words attesting to his level of intoxication. "Any guesses from the two of you?"
Lela and I reminded passively silent, not wishing to provoke John in any way. Truth was, I knew exactly how much I could expect to receive for my first year's salary, and if I graduated second in my class, I could expect multiple offers, maybe even a bidding war.
"Can you imagine the poor sap who fails the California BAR Exam?" John said with a smirk on his face. "Or the unfortunate guy who can't practice law for some other reason?" he added, alluding to my situation. "I imagine you would do just about anything to be permitted to even take the BAR, right Mark?"
I knew that John held my professional career in his hands and so I nodded agreeably, but remained silent.
"And you Lela?" John added, turning the heat up on my girlfriend. "Are you still willing to do whatever it takes to help Mark be an attorney?"
Lela nodded her head to affirm that she was still playing John's game, although I could see the stress was getting to her as she bit her bottom lip.
"I see Lela took her dress off," John continued. "Did you get my slut wet for me, Mark?" he asked, as he moved towards the two of us.
"Lela is aroused, John," I said, with as much diplomacy as the situation allowed.
"Take her panties off," John instructed me. "Unwrap my gift nice and slow."
I saw the familiar look of disdain cross Lela's face briefly before John demanded an immediate attitude adjustment.
"Smile, Lela," he ordered. "I want to feel as if the most important thing in your world is my sexual gratification."
Spurred into action by his directive, Lela smiled broadly at John, the transformation in her attitude reminding me of the official music video for Aerosmith's "Amazing" in which Alicia Silverstone goes from pouty bitch-face to enthusiastic love-struck teenager in a split-second.
"Good girl, Lela," John said condescendingly, as I reached for the waistband of her panties in order to remove them. "Wiggle your hips, girl. Let me know that you are available for my use."
In Lela's defense, despite being horrified at this latest demeaning request, she remained in character, her smile beaming as she shimmied and gyrated for John's amusement, while I slowly lowered her panties. Even in the dimly-lit room, the sheen around the opening of the crotchless panties was clearly visible as she stepped out of them. This evidence of her elevated level of arousal was due to the fact that I had spent nearly an hour with my face between her legs, but because John is an arrogant asshole, he attempted to take credit for it.
"Look at that dirty slut, Mark," he said cruelly. "I know one that day she will be your bride, but that bitch has been creaming her panties waiting for me to get home to fuck her."
Lela's eyes started to glaze over under John's verbal abuse, and it was apparent to me that she still totally got off on it.
"Assume the position, Lela," John ordered before turning his sights on me. "Do you know what a fluffer is Mark?" he asked with a chuckle.
I think most college-age males were familiar with the term due to our over exposure to pornography. However, a cursory nod of my head to affirm that I knew what John was talking about was not going to suffice tonight. John had enjoyed several beers this evening, and his desire to humiliate and belittle the two of us had surfaced.
"Well?" he said impatiently. "What does a fluffer do, Mark?"
"A fluffer gets the main talent ready to perform, John," I said with as much deference as I could muster.
"Correct," he responded enthusiastically. "I have had a few beers too many, Mark," John said candidly, his speech still fairly slurred. "I might need a little fluffing tonight. But first, I need to take a piss. Follow me."
My heart sank as I realized that John was talking to me. Lela was busy making the final adjustments to her required position, and we made eye-contact briefly as John staggered into the bathroom. Lela gave me an empathetic smile and mouthed the word "sorry" as I followed John's unsteady steps into our shared bathroom. John extended his left arm towards the bathroom wall in order to steady himself, and then glared at me expectantly.
"Unzip me you pussy," he said forcefully. "I am too drunk to hit the bowl."
My hand was shaking as I lowered it onto the zipper of his jeans. Over the years I had known this asshole, he had put me through every conceivable humiliation, but now as I slowly lowered his flies, it seemed like he was going to taken me to a new low. Once his zipper was undone, I still had to reach inside it and fish his semi-erect cock out from within the confines of his underwear. John was breathing heavily from the effects of the alcohol, and was swaying gently as he struggled to support himself against the wall.
As soon as his cock was out in the open, he released the flood gates. John had consumed numerous beers, and the resultant pressure exerted on his bladder caused him to expel his urine with considerable force. I got the flow under control almost immediately, but not before he had pissed all over the toilet seat and the carpet to the right of the bowl. Once I had directed his steady stream of urine directly into the toilet bowl, John began to taunt me.
"Did you ever think you would be holding another man's dick while he took a piss?" he mocked.
I never took the bait, cognizant of the fact that he was easily riled up when intoxicated. After John had emptied his bladder, he looked at me once again with an expectant gaze. I reached for the toilet roll holder but he stopped me in my tracks.
"Kneel," he ordered. "Right there," he added, pointing directly at the damp spot on the carpet.
John knew that I had no fight left in me and watched intently as I lowered my knees onto the urine-soaked carpet. John waited until I was kneeling by his side and then rotated slowly until his cock was right in front of my face.
"Come on then you little fluffer," he said cheerfully. "Get me hard so that I can fuck your girlfriend."
I could see one large droplet of urine emerging from his meatus, and traces of piss all over his glans. I wanted to retch at the thought of engaging in such a disgusting and demeaning act, but fully aware of John's capacity for humiliating Lela and I, I closed my eyes and took his damp cock-head between my lips. The taste wasn't that bad, a slight salty, not too acrid moisture. However, knowing that it was John's urine that I was ingesting made me want to puke.
"My piss is an acquired taste," John said with a chuckle. "Over time you and Lela will learn to enjoy it," he added ominously.
John got off on emasculating me, and moments after he entered my warm mouth, his cock hardened to its full potential. I could feel the warmth emanating from it as I fellated him, and after several moments of forced oral-sex, John withdrew from between my lips and informed me that he was ready to fuck.
"Crawl behind me," he instructed as he entered the bedroom.
I felt like a total pussy as I got on my hands and knees and crawled behind my roommate. Fortunately for me we approached Lela from behind so there was no way for her to witness my predicament. However, because John is a complete asshole, he did two laps of the room with me at his heel like an obedient puppy undergoing training. Once he was satisfied that Lela had witnessed his display of dominance, he scooted in close behind my girlfriend and lined the tip of his cock up with her well-lubricated pussy.
I had done a great job of bringing Lela to the boil earlier, and she had enjoyed several vocal orgasms. Not only was she still wet from our earlier encounter, but a strong scent of arousal was permeating from her sex.
"Like a fucking bitch in heat," John said coldly, as he slid into the depths of Lela's love-canal.
In contrast to my earlier tender, gentle caresses of Lela, John began to fuck her with a vengeance. He wrapped her long, black hair around his fist, pulled it tight as if it were reins, and started to pound into her. I watched on in silence, the only sounds in the room being Lela's grunts as John impaled her, and the slapping sound of his thighs hitting the back of her legs as they fucked. I don't know quite how John was able to get so deep inside Lela's head, but she appeared to crave his rough touch. Once it was evident that Lela was on the road to orgasm, John started to periodically slap her ass, adding to the sounds in the room. The verbal abuse came next, as Lela started to moan and whimper under the sustained assault.
"What are you to me Lela?" John taunted.
"A dirty CumSlut," Lela whispered softly as she struggled to catch her breath. "Somewhere warm to deposit your load."
"Who are you going to fuck next, Lela?" John continued, as if to demonstrate his control over the woman that I loved.
"Whoever you tell me to, John," Lela responded raggedly. "You own my ass."
"You are nothing but a cum-receptacle to me," John told her as he slapped her ass more forcefully. "A dirty CumSlut. I am going to make you get a tattoo identifying yourself as such."
It was the prospect of being permanently branded as "a dirty CumSlut" that took Lela over the edge, and she cried out John's name as she climaxed all over his cock.
"Where do you think is the best placement for Lela's badge of honor, Mark?' John asked me. "Back of her neck. Her labia perhaps? Or somewhere more visible like her forehead. Try explaining that away at Thanksgiving dinner. Hi everyone, this is CumSlut."
Under that final verbal abuse Lela cried out once more, and enjoyed a second, more vocal orgasm, as I watched on in disbelief. Turning his attention to me, John slowed the pace of his thrusts and ceased slapping Lela's ass.
"I was thinking about your future tonight, Mark," John began ominously. "If you are forced to drop out of Law School and re-evaluate your career path what will your chosen vocation be?" John continued as he slowly eased in and out of my girlfriend's pussy. "Bearing in mind that a lot of doors will be closed for a convicted sex-offender."
I swallowed hard as I processed his words. It was as if we were running a marathon and I had just passed the mile 26 marker. With a mere 385 yards to traverse before I cross the finish line, some insurmountable barrier appeared to thwart any further progress. I had endured this man's torment for almost seven years, allowing him to take every conceivable liberty with me and my girlfriend just so that I could cross the finish line. Now with the end in sight, he was constantly pushing my limits, seeing just how far I would go to keep my career as an attorney a viable option.
"Moral turpitude is a tough one," he continued with a flourish. "You wouldn't be able to work in the financial field, in Law Enforcement, or the medical profession with such a conviction. In fact, nearly every job that requires a credential would be off limits to you. Do you think you could work in construction?" he asked cheerfully. "Maybe drive a bus?"
"What else could you possibly want from me, John?" I said with resignation in my voice. "You have already taken everything I have to offer you."
"I just need you and Lela to accept your place," he responded quietly. "To submit completely to my every whim, no matter how perverse."
I couldn't imagine what else John could take from the two of us. Over the years we had accommodated John's every desire, with minimal pushback. What more could we give?
I never verbalized my thoughts but it didn't matter as John was moving on.
"I want to blow my load in Lela's ass," John said as he withdrew his cock from her well-fucked pussy. "Line me up, Mark."
By this time I was so conditioned to obeying this man, that it didn't even seem weird to wrap my fist around his cock. Soaked as it was with Lela's vaginal secretions, it was in need of no additional lubrication, so I lined it up with the entrance to her asshole.
"Help me in buddy," John said through ragged breaths, as I placed one hand on his butt-cheek and exerted a little pressure to ease him inside Lela's anal passage.
Once he was inside her anus, Lela let out a sigh of relief, and seemed to relax her sphincter to allow John to get balls-deep. John had a look of intense pleasure on his face as he began to rock slowly forward, and focusing solely on his needs he issued his next directive.
"Crawl beneath us, Mark," he whispered. "Suck my nuts while I fuck your girl."
It was at moments like this that I truly began to rue the day that I ever met this prick. However, knowing that he held my professional life in his hands I scooted beneath the two of them, and as John increased the intensity and cadence of his lovemaking, I raised my head from the bed and enveloped his swollen nuts between my lips.
"Fuck yeah, Mark," John cried out enthusiastically. "Right there, bitch."
Under normal circumstances, balls-deep inside my girl's tight anal-passage with the additional stimulation of me sucking his nuts, John should have been an easy come. However, with the alcohol dimming his senses and his desire to subjugate the two of us elevated by his intoxication, it took forever. I tried to vary my technique alternating between kissing, sucking, nibbling and licking his balls, but it wasn't until John verbalized his desires that I knew what I needed to do.
"You know what I'm going to need to blow my load, Mark," he taunted as he spread his knees further apart.
My heart sank as his expectations dawned on me but I knew that playing dumb would only delay the inevitable. So, as he continued to sodomize my girlfriend, I scooted slightly down the bed and began to tenderly lick around the entrance to his asshole. John let out a moan of appreciation as I extended my tongue and focused my attention directly on his rosebud.
"Yeah, Mark," he whispered through his ragged breaths. "Get your tongue up in there, boy."
I hated being called "boy" in front of my future wife, particularly by the prick who was currently balls-deep in her anus. However, in an effort to end this humiliating encounter, I forced my tongue through his sphincter until it was deep inside his ass. I encountered unusually light resistance from his anal-ring, and would later learn that alcohol acts in a similar way to a muscle relaxer, when imbibed in sufficient quantities.
I had been forced to eat John's asshole on multiple occasions over the years, and knew exactly how he liked it. Extending my tongue fully and curving it so that the tip brushed against his prostate, I began to lightly graze the walnut-sized gland in a slow rhythm. This was exactly what John needed to get over the edge, and as he uttered the occasional pejorative, he blew his load inside Lela's asshole. I continued to tenderly massage his prostate with the tip of my tongue until John slowed his strokes to an eventual halt.
"That feels great, Mark," he said as he caught his breath. "Keep your tongue inside my asshole."
After John came the room went eerily silent, the only sounds being John's heavy breathing and the noises associated with my reluctant rimjob. John let out a sigh of pleasure and then addressed the two of us.
"Here's the million dollar question," he began, as I continued my attention on his prostate. "Have you ever tried to quantify the difference between the lifetime earnings of an attorney and a bus driver?"
I wasn't in any position to engage in conversation with John, what with my tongue fully extended and my nose pressed against his rosebud. However, as John continued to pontificate, it became apparent that his question was rhetorical.
"If you go from earning $175,000 per year to making $40,000 per year, what is the total loss of earnings over say a forty year career? Although I question whether being a bus driver is a career, and whether you could even afford to retire at 65 years of age if you were forced into that vocation?"
There was a long, pregnant pause as John allowed his words to wash over me and sink in.
"It is probably actually more of a five million dollar question," he added with a chuckle. "And is it enough money to justify enduring one last humiliation? Ponder this as I release inside Lela."
I was a little confused by his last statement of intent, as I had just witnessed John's release. However, I remained passively silent beneath the two of them, my tongue still deep inside his asshole. A few moments later any confusion that I had about his intent was cleared up as John started to urinate inside Lela's anal-passage.
My blood was boiling as the first drips of his piss started to leak from her gaping asshole, onto my upturned face. However knowing that John held my professional career in his hands, and having been informed that each decision I made could potentially cost me five million dollars, I remained passive. As the stream intensified so did my level of disgust and rage. John was obviously enjoying exerting his control over us, but I was just praying for it to end.
Unfortunately for me, his consumption of several beers earlier that evening ensured that my golden shower was a protracted affair. In fact, it was almost one minute later that John, having deemed his bladder sufficiently drained, told me to take my tongue from the depths of his ass. As I lay my head on the bedsheets, which by now were soaked in urine, John withdrew his sodden cock from Lela's anus.
As soon as it popped out from Lela's tight anal-passage, the rapidly softening organ began to droop until it was completely flaccid and resting across my upturned face.
"Clean me up, Mark," John instructed as he began to address Lela.
As I took his damp member between my lips, his critique of Lela began. Several moments later, after having informed my girlfriend that she needed to lose a few pounds, and also needed to work on her level of enthusiasm when around him, John got unsteadily to his feet.
"I am going to get another beer," he slurred as he reached for his jeans. "Why don't you two freshen up the room and take a shower? Wear something red next. I won't be gone long."
You could feel the tension in the room evaporate immediately after John left us alone. I wanted to hug Lela but cognizant of the fact that my tongue had been buried in another man's ass, and also aware that I had been soaked in his urine, I kept my distance.
"You shower first, baby," Lela whispered. "You really stink of piss."



It felt wonderful to wash away the stains of my encounter with John, and as I closed my eyes and let the hot water wash over me, I could feel my rage dissipate. Lela snapped me back into reality by tapping on the shower enclosure and handing me an enema kit. As I got onto all fours to insert the enema tube into my rectum, I felt my rage intensify. In addition to being completely emasculating to be cleansing your rectum for potential use by another man, it was also frustrating not to be in control of anything. Once I had expelled the contents of my bowels onto the shower floor, I finished my shower and told Lela it was her turn.
She could barely look me in the eyes as we crossed paths on the threshold of the shower enclosure, and I noticed that she too was holding an enema kit.
"We will get through this, Lela," I assured her. "We are almost done with this nightmare."
After we were squeaky clean, inside and out, Lela stripped the bed sheets as I cleaned up John's piss from the toilet seat and bathroom carpet. Once the room had been freshened up, we had a brief conversation.
"I am so sorry I came with John," Lela said quietly. "We both know that it was you who got me ninety percent of the way there. I don't know why it arouses me so much to be used by men."
As much as I wanted to try and steer Lela in the right direction, we had a more pressing situation, trying to decipher the ambiguity of John's parting statement. He had definitely addressed both of us when he directed us to shower and freshen up the room. However, were his final words, "wear something red, next," meant for Lela or both of us?
If John had said "I need the two of you to wear something red," I would have followed his direction without hesitation. However, the ambiguity of his words forced me into making a decision. The stress of disappointing John overrode my reluctance to voluntarily doll myself up for him, and I turned to Lela in self-disgust.
"I am going to dress up for John too," I said meekly. "Just in case this was his expectation."
Lela and I prepared ourselves in complete silence as any positive energy had been sucked out of the room by John. Even when she emerged from the bedroom holding two matching butt-plugs and a tube of Anal-Ease, I simply leaned over the bathroom countertop in total submission. I felt like a condemned man must feel as he eats his final meal, as she lubed up the silicone plug and eased it into my rectum. After watching her insert her own plug, there was just nothing meaningful left for us to say so we helped each other into our matching red lingerie without conversing. Twenty minutes later, as we stood in front of the mirror giving ourselves the final inspection, Lela spoke in a wavering voice.
"Am I fat, baby?" she whispered, without any of her usual confidence. "John said I need to lose a few pounds."
"You look absolutely perfect to me," I responded reflexively, which put a smile on Lela's face. "Look at yourself in the mirror, baby. You are a goddess."
"Do you think I am just a CumSlut, Mark? A warm place for men to deposit their loads?"
"No, baby," I said quietly. "To me you a beautiful woman, inside and out. I love you. But tonight is all about John's needs. Our time will come, Lela."
Lela extended her arm to my side and slid her dainty hand into mine. As we stood motionless in front of the mirror and forged our connection, I took the opportunity to thoroughly check her out. Lela was wearing a silky bright red camisole and matching thong panties. She also had a red garter-belt with matching silk stockings, and high-heeled fuck-me pumps. A red silk ribbon was tied around the top of her head, which was a very feminine touch. Lastly her make-up was flawless, with her lips glossed in an alluring shade of red.
In contrast, even though I was similarly attired, I looked like a total pussy, all dolled up for another man. I was also wearing a silky red camisole although I had eschewed the thong panties for some silky boy-shorts. This enabled me to wear my Spanx shaping underwear which hid any evidence of my manhood. I was wearing a garter-belt and stockings in the same shade of red that Lela wore, and had squeezed into a pair of stilettos that I knew I would have difficulty walking in. Lela tied a silk ribbon around my head too, and also added a silk and lace choker to obscure my Adam's apple. I didn't have much makeup on, although she had glossed my lips in a bright shade of red and added some false eyelashes to soften me up a little.
"Just the final touches," Lela announced unenthusiastically. "Close your eyes, Mark."
As I shut my eyes Lela sprayed me from head to toe with a generous application of her favorite perfume. Once she deemed I was sufficiently scented for John's enjoyment she repeated the process on herself, until our bathroom smelled like a brothel. Then holding hands as a show of moral support for each other, we stepped into the dimly-lit bedroom, walked over to the door and slowly lowered ourselves to our knees.
Lela and I had waited in this submissive manner on numerous occasions for John to return home and enjoy us. Experience of being in this stress position for an extended period of time had taught us both to be prepared, and we each knelt on a rolled up bathroom towel to reduce the strain on our kneecaps. One hour elapsed before either of us broke the silence, and it was Lela who spoke.
"Maybe we should send John a selfie?" she suggested shyly. "Let him know we are ready for him to come home. My knees are starting to ache."
"I don't know baby," I responded nervously. "Doesn't it seem a little needy of us to invite him to come home?"
"Well," Lela said firmly. "Look at us. We are both dolled up for John, identically attired in his desired color of red. We both used a cleansing enema and inserted butt-plugs inside our assholes. I would say unequivocally that we have laid ourselves on a platter for him. I don't think that one selfie is going to change the dynamic much. Besides, don't your knees hurt too?"
Truth was my knees were killing me. Even with the additional padded support of the folded towel, kneeling for a protracted period of time was painful, especially when you are wearing high heels that prevent you from transferring some of the weight to your feet.
"Yes, Lela, my knees hurt," I said quietly. "Although sometimes the physical pain draws my focus away from the emotional and mental anguish that John inflicts on us."
"One pic," Lela said softly. "Just to see if he is coming back soon."
In concept it seemed pretty simple. We snap a quick selfie of the two of us waiting patiently in his desired attire, thereby conveying our availability should John be ready to come home. In practice however, one shot turned into twenty as we tried in vain to keep the balance between the unbridled enthusiasm that John expected from us, and complete emasculation that many of the photos depicted.
"Ugh, no, Lela," I said firmly, as we surveyed the latest attempt at excited submission. "Way too humiliating."
In this pose, taken with the assistance of an extended selfie stick, the two of us were kneeling at the foot of John's recliner smiling broadly at the camera. Even though the camera angle was perfect, and we were conveying an elevated level of enthusiasm for John's return, our position by his favorite chair made us look like a couple of lapdogs waiting for their master to come home.
We took pictures of ourselves kneeling by the front door, posed suggestively in front of the bathroom mirror with our glossed lips slightly parted, laying seductively in his bed, and on all fours in the middle of the bedroom. I hated all of the demeaning pictures with a passion but Lela finally asserted herself.
"Mark, we can wait on our knees by the front door for who knows how long or we can encourage John to come home and quit delaying the inevitable. I am going to pick one photo and send it."
With that proclamation Lela selected one of the images, added a short message, and I heard the swoosh of an outgoing text. Having made the decision that I was to wait for his response, Lela thrust her iPhone into my hand and went to use the restroom. My hand was shaking as I opened the attachment to see which picture she had sent. It could have been worse I thought to myself as I surveyed the photo of us side by side on the bedroom floor in the doggy-style position.
I didn't love the caption which read, "Please come home John. We are ready for round two."
However, my overall assessment remained as it was. It could have been worse. That was until I noticed the reflection in the large mirror that Lela had positioned to increase John's visual pleasure. I hadn't noticed when I put the silky boy-shorts on but Lela had cut a small hole in the rear of them. My butt-plug, which I had only worn under Lela's insistence, was clearly visible through opening in my boy-shorts and the corresponding satin-lined hole in the Spanx. My pose couldn't have been more of an invitation for John to fuck my ass, and I instantly regretted her choice of photo. This wasn't encouraging John to come home, this was full-on enticement.
I jumped when Lela's phone dinged a few moments later especially upon realizing that it was from John.
"Still at the bar enjoying my beer," he began. "You bitches look adorable. Send me another picture with a caption."
Lela was still in the bathroom so I scrolled through the photos that we had recently taken, selected the least incriminating one of me and tried to think of an appropriate title.
"Waiting patiently in your bed," I typed, as I sent John the latest image of Lela and I posed seductively on top of John's bed.
"Simulated blowjob next," was John's brief response, as I went to find Lela for her inspiration.
Lela and I ended up performing simulated oral-sex on a peeled banana for John's latest request, our lips parted suggestively at the tip of the curved fruit, which itself closely resembled the male organ. Lela planted a few tender kisses up the length of the banana and one on its tip, transferring her bright red lipstick to it in the process.
John never came home that night. As he sat at a local bar getting increasingly intoxicated, we entertained him for the next two hours by posing for pictures at his suggestion. The images got increasingly lewd as his level of intoxication grew, and by the end of the impromptu photo session I was in way deeper than I cared to be. We went through an entire bunch of bananas as he demanded that we completely pamper the make-shift phallus, before inserting it into Lela's pussy and both of our assholes for John's amusement.
John was now in possession of some of the most incriminating and demeaning images imaginable, and when he finally tired of our humiliation, he sent us a final text.
"Home soon. Kneel just inside the door and wait for me."
Wait for him we did. Silently, as the seconds dragged by until my feet, strapped as they were into six inch high stilettos, ached as much as my knees. Ninety minutes later we figured out that John wasn't coming back to the room tonight, and thoroughly exhausted from our ordeal we undressed and climbed into my bed. There was nothing that either of us could say that would have eased the situation so we lay down silently and I turned off the dimmed lights. I thought I heard Lela sobbing quietly under the covers but I had no words of consolation so I laid in silence until I finally drifted off to sleep.
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Law School was going well, and at the beginning of the final semester we had a class on the statute of limitations. I was delighted to learn that the statute for sexual assault, at least in the state in which I had committed the crime, was seven years. My assault on Lela had occurred in our Senior Year of High School, which was coming up on seven years. There were some minor exceptions to the seven year statute, such as the discovery of DNA evidence, but none were really applicable to me. All John had were some cryptic texts, which admittedly could have been potentially damning in conjunction with Lela's testimony. However, as she had zero intention of reporting me to the authorities, John's leverage over me had a time-limit, and it was fast approaching.
Unfortunately for me John had reached the same conclusion, and realizing that his leverage over me was about to expire he upped the ante, calling a meeting between the two of us and Lela.
"I am going to cut right to the chase," John began confidently. "Mark is under the impression that the statute of limitations is about to expire, but I have a little surprise for him. Remember this, Mark?"
As I looked in John's direction, he held up a woman's bra that was contained within a plastic bag.
"That's mine," Lela said quietly. "I was wearing it the night of the sexual assault. How do you still have it, John?"
"Well," John said cheerfully, "the night of the Winter Formal, when you told me that Mark had forced himself on you, I asked you if you still had the clothes you were wearing. Do you remember that Lela?"
"Barely," she admitted. "It was almost seven years ago."
"You told me that you had thrown them under your bed as soon as you got home," John said with a smirk on his face. "I spent a lot of time at your house in those days, and I took the bra when you were in the shower. As you know my dad is an attorney and my mom is a pathologist, so I have always been a budding criminologist. I brought a forensics bag with me that day, and while I am sure that there is a little cross-contamination, Mark's DNA is undoubtedly on the bra, in the form of his dried semen. When this forensic evidence is combined with his confession by text, it will assuredly meet the criteria for extending the statute of limitations."
My heart sank at this revelation. DNA evidence was considered an extremely reliable form of evidence. Even if John had left some of his own hair or skin on the bra, the fact that my ejaculate was splattered across it was highly incriminating, and definitely met the legal standards for extending the statute of limitations for prosecution.
"Do you remember the standard, Mark?" John said smugly. "You don't need to cite the case precedent and information, simply state the legal requirement in your own words. Remind us of the law."
"The statute of limitations remains the same, seven years in the case of sexual assault," I began quietly. "However, the discovery of fresh evidence moves the beginning of the statute period to the date of the evidentiary discovery."
"And, in this case, that date would be?" John continued, thoroughly enjoying my turmoil.
"The day that the plaintiff learned of the availability of the evidence," I added dejectedly. "Today."
"Exactly," John concluded. "I own your ass for another seven years."
Lela flashed me an apologetic glance even though I was well aware that it was not her fault. John had played the long game, sitting on the compelling piece of evidence for almost seven years, thereby extending the statute of limitations by the same period of time.
"Why don't you go and change into something more comfortable, Mark?" John said dismissively, as he beckoned Lela towards him.
I knew that this was another crossroads in my life, and while I desperately didn't want Lela to witness my transformation into her surrogate, I knew it could only get worse for me if I refused. Dragging my feet reluctantly towards the bathroom, I shot Lela one more frantic glance, just before she and John began to engage in a tender open-mouthed kiss.
Even before I saw the tools of my transformation laid on the bathroom countertop, I knew what John was doing. Lela knew that John and I occasionally hooked up, even though it was a totally one-sided arrangement. She even knew that John had dressed me in her lingerie and scented me like a bitch a few times. However, the thought of having to transform into something that closely resembled her in an apparent voluntary manner, was sickening to me.
The long black wig made of real Native-American human hair was hanging on the back of the door, with the wig clips attached to it. Visible through the long, dark tresses was a dry-cleaning bag containing something in a very bright shade of pink. As I tore open the bag, I realized that it was a silk, mid-length camisole and a pair of stretch latex boy-shorts. The boy-shorts were slit up the sides and adorned with white lace, and the crotch was open to facilitate John's entry.
My head was spinning as I contemplated my options, and as my eyes gravitated towards the countertop, the rest of my outfit came into view. Clearly designed solely to emasculate me, the pink silk stockings also had white lace on the top, which matched the garter-belt perfectly. There was a tiny pair of g-string silk panties, which seemed completely unnecessary considering the fact that the stretch-latex boy-shorts were crotchless. Lying next to the pile of lingerie were a set of pink, press-on fingernails, some pink lipgloss, a choker to conceal my Adam's apple, and two pink hair ribbons. Lela's favorite perfume was on the countertop, and on the floor were a pair of outrageous high-heeled pumps. They appeared to be my size and were a shockingly bright shade of pink.
There was a small box sitting on the countertop, and as soon as I opened it my heart sank. Contained within it were my gaff with its silicone vagina insert, my silicone breast enhancer pads, and my butt-lifter pads, which were the final indignity.
Less than ten minutes later, as I applied the final spritz of my girlfriend's perfume, I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I looked like a complete pussy, all dolled up for another man's enjoyment as he sat in the adjoining room making out with my girl.
I honestly couldn't decide which was more humiliating, the sky-high pink pumps on which I teetered, or my very visible camel-toe, which made me appear to be anatomically female. I took in one last deep breath, and opened the door to the bedroom.
I knew that John had a persuasive manner with the ladies, so it was no surprise to see Lela on her knees by the side of his bed, as he relaxed on the edge of it. Her head was bobbing up and down in his lap as she demonstrated her newly-acquired oral skills. John had his eyes closed as Lela sucked his cock, but once he heard me enter the room, he looked at me and smirked.
"There she is," John said cheerfully. "Pretty in pink."
While it was an accurate assessment of my current situation, Lela's response, which was to burst into an excited giggle, caused my face to flush bright red with humiliation.
"Come," John beckoned, "don't be shy."
As I teetered nervously on my towering heels, I was forced to take short, feminine steps to maintain my balance. The affectedly dainty manner in which I was required to walk exaggerated my plight, and as I minced into the room, John spoke.
"Twirl for us, Mark. Let Lela see how you like to dress up for me in your pretty outfit."
Lela was still on her knees but had taken her lips from my roommate's cock, and was watching me intently.
"Mark looks amazing," Lela said enthusiastically. "In the right lighting he could pass for a woman. We should take him out in public dressed like this."
As I rotated slowly for the two of them, John began to highlight the feminine components of my ensemble, in an unnecessary show of his ownership of me.
"I like how the lace on the boy-shorts matches the lace on his stockings," John said derisively. "The pink silk hair ribbons are a nice touch too."
"I like his pink high-heeled pumps," Lela whispered softly, clearly enamored with my transformation.
"Payless shoes," John said matter of factly. "I got them for fifteen dollars. I can't imagine they sell many six-inch high stilettos in a size eleven," he added with a chuckle.
"They really do a great job showcasing his slender legs," Lela added, unable to suppress her giggling. "Makes his butt look more girly too. Or is he wearing some kind of butt-lifter pads?"
"I got him a silicone butt-lifter and breast enhancer pads," John said proudly. "I swear Lela, in the right light he is passable as a woman."
"Oh, I see the boobs now," Lela whispered excitedly. "And, holy fuck, does Mark have a camel toe?"
"That's my favorite part," John exclaimed. "Totally makes him look like a chick."
"Mark needs some practice walking in high-heels before we take him out in public," Lela said with a smile.
"Hopefully the pussy can still kneel in them," John added with disdain, before putting a smirk on his face and telling me to get on all fours and crawl to them.
As I got down on my hands and knees, Lela and John continued to taunt and belittle me, and I could see that their domination of me was making Lela excited.
"Watching Mark dressed up like a bitch has got me hot to trot," Lela whispered. "Can I come first today? I will suck you off as soon as I am satisfied, John."
Apparently the prospect of my girlfriend blowing John as I watched was sufficient to bring out his benevolent side, and he answered in a magnanimous manner.
"Sure, Lela. You can get your jollies first."
By this time I had reached the two of them, and John was forcing his erection back in to his jeans. Lela slid her dainty hands under the hem of her silk dress and deftly removed her panties. Parting her legs slightly, she put her feet up onto the bed, so that her pussy was at my eye-level, as I waited on my hands and knees for instructions.
This was how I had always imagined Lela's vagina. Perfectly clean-shaven, beautifully scented and slightly damp from her excitement. It was such a different sight than the last time I had seen it, right after John had enjoyed a quickie, and with his semen oozing from the entrance.
"Lick me tenderly, Mark," Lela whispered. "See if you can find my clitoris, and then tease it with slow, soft strokes of your tongue."
I know that Lela's simplistic directions were designed to hide the fact that I was a highly proficient pussy-eater from John. I knew exactly what I was doing, and in an attempt to please my future wife, l lowered my face into her pussy, and began to lick her clitoris. Lela responded immediately to my tender ministrations, and even as she tried to hide the effect I was having on her from John, I noticed the signs of her arousal.
John watched on impassively as I performed oral sex on Lela, until she beckoned him over and they began to kiss. Almost immediately, as Lela and John engaged in some open-mouthed kissing, my girlfriend began to self-lubricate. Her elevated level of arousal was evident as they made out, and she let out a little whimper of pleasure. Truth be told, it felt fantastic to have my girlfriend on the path to orgasm, but it was the commencement of John's verbal abuse that accelerated her race to release.
"You are a dirty fucking CumSlut, Lela," John taunted. "Even after you marry this wimp, I will still fuck you whenever I feel like it."
"I love being used by you John," Lela said shakily. "Marriage won't change that fact."
As John verbally abused her, and I licked her clitoris, Lela was fast approaching her release. That is why it was unexpected when Lela whispered into John's ear.
"Fuck Mark's ass, John. That will get me off."
In my periphery vision I saw John get up from the couch, and I heard his belt unbuckle and hit the floor. A few moments later I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being undone, and then he spoke.
"Shall I use lubricant, Lela?" he asked my girl. "Or do you want to blow me first and just use your saliva?"
Lela never responded, but as soon as I heard the sounds of a sloppy blow-job I knew that she had decided on option two. Lela sucked John's cock for several minutes, and even as she was moaning and whimpering with pleasure as I serviced her orally, she never quite reached her climax. Once John decided that he was sufficiently lubricated with her saliva, he withdrew his cock from Lela's mouth and knelt behind me.
I felt his hand part the open crotch of my latex boy-shorts, and pull the tiny g-string panties to one side. Then as he lined up the tip of his cock to the entrance to my asshole, he began to force his way inside me.
I was no stranger to being butt-fucked by John. While it wasn't overwhelmingly painful, the sensation of being impaled by his large cock, and the distraction of him trying to wrench my head from my shoulders as he aggressively pulled my hair, made it extremely difficult to focus on Lela's pleasure. Over the next few minutes, she slowly came off the boil, and I heard her sigh in frustration.
"John, come fuck me baby," she cooed. "I need a real man to get me off."
I felt John withdraw his cock from my anus, and was aware that he got to his feet. Lela pushed my face away from her pussy rather abruptly, apparently eager to get fucked by John.
"Clean me up first, Mark," John ordered as he stood in front of me. "I can give Lela a nasty infection if I fuck her vaginally after anal sex."
I wrinkled my nose up in protest but John was already trying to force his cock past my closed lips. Knowing that this was going to happen one way or another, I parted my lips and allowed his soiled cock to enter my mouth. While this wasn't my first foray into ass to mouth, the fact that I hadn't used an enema prior to getting butt-fucked by John, made the experience far more disgusting. John, of course, didn't give a fuck and just relaxed as I sucked him clean. Once he deemed himself to be sufficiently sanitary, he got balls-deep in my girl, bringing her to her first climax with impressive speed.
John had a smug look on his face as Lela orgasmed numerous times before telling him that she was completely satisfied.
"Your turn, baby," she whispered appreciatively as John withdrew from her wet pussy. "Make Mark lick your ass while you fuck me doggy-style."
It was evident that I had no say in the matter, and as Lela got onto all fours, John addressed me in an aggressive tone.
"I am ready to bust a nut, Mark," he said firmly, as he eased his way inside my girl. "Crawl under me and suck my balls. Put your feet by Lela's head."
While I wasn't enthralled by the idea of helping my roommate unload his nuts inside my girl, it was a relief to be let off the hook as far as the rim-job was concerned. Once John was balls-deep inside Lela, I laid on my back and scooted under the two of them. To say I had a close-up view would have been an understatement. I was about two inches below my girlfriend's pussy, as my roommate pounded her from behind. His large testicles hung on my chin, and dragged across the entire lower part of my face as he thrust inside her.
I tentatively extended my tongue, so that it grazed John's nuts as they slid back and forth across my face.
"Fuck yeah, that feels awesome," John moaned. "Suck my nuts, you fucking pussy."
Upon hearing John's latest demeaning comment, Lela burst into an excited giggle, and her vaginal secretions began to flow freely as she self-lubricated at my degradation.
Holding John's nut-sack between my lips as he fucked Lela presented some new challenges, but once I had a grip of his scrotum I began to suck his balls tenderly. I felt them constrict a couple of times, a clear indication that he was getting close.
"Scoot backwards slightly," John ordered me. "I am ready for you to eat my ass."
I can't say that I shared John's enthusiasm for the upcoming rim-job, and I tried to suppress my revulsion as I slid back a couple of inches until I found myself staring up at his anus.
"Eat," John said authoritatively, as I extended my tongue towards the entrance of his asshole.
A few moments later John enjoyed a momentous orgasm, crying out in ecstasy as he unloaded his nuts into my future wife. As he basked in his post-orgasmic bliss he instructed Lela and I to caress his lower back and buttocks with our acrylic nails, and even though I found the experience to be thoroughly emasculating, I reluctantly complied.
John whimpered under our tender touch before finally falling asleep. Once he was snoring loudly, Lela and I exchanged a nervous glance before she helped me out of my feminized state and we hightailed it back to the Holiday Inn. Lela could tell I was disconsolate about the fact that John owned my ass for another seven years and she tried to offer me some support.
"I am so sorry, Mark," she whispered with a considerable amount of empathy. "I never would have told John about that night if I had any idea that he would use this information as leverage over you. I hope one day you can forgive me."
While I certainly appreciated Lela's efforts to console me, I felt desperately out of control of my life. John had all the power in our relationship and seemed intent on wielding it. Lela could see the depth of my despair, and moved slowly over to the bed in our hotel room. Patting it gently, she invited me to join her. I still loved this woman very much and was not going to waste an opportunity to make out with her, so I sat next to her and we began to kiss.
Lela was completely satisfied and didn't seemed that interested in her own desires. In fact she focused solely on my unmet needs, and kissed me with much more passion than usual. She continued to apologize for putting me in this horrible position, and as she withdrew her lips from mine, she spoke sweetly.
"Let me see if I can cheer you up, baby. Temporarily free you from your misery."
Even as my cock hardened in my underwear, I could tell that this impromptu make-out session was more intense than usual. Lela seemed much more responsive to my touch, and lowered her guard considerably. Within a few minutes of kissing, Lela had my zipper half-way undone and was fondling my erection through it. Several moments later, with her sweater on the floor and her breasts hanging out of the top of her bra, she invited me to take it off.
As I fumbled awkwardly with the clasp, both of my hands focused on removing Lela's bra, a memory stirred of John deftly relieving her of the undergarment using one hand as he drove down the Interstate. On that occasion John had also brought Lela perilously close to orgasm just by teasing her pert, responsive nipples. No pressure, of course.
Once I finally removed her bra, I let it fall to the floor and lowered my lips to her breasts. Taking great care to suck rather than nibble her nipples, I tenderly closed my mouth against them. Lela let out a quiet moan of appreciation, which was a great sign. As I licked and kissed her breasts, Lela removed my jeans and my erection tented lewdly in my underwear, a wet spot already visible at the front of them.
You have to remember I was in my early twenties, sexually inexperienced, and sat next to the girl of my dreams. At this point in my young life I had been butt-fucked by John way more times than I had enjoyed penetrative intercourse with a woman, so Lela's touch felt other-worldly as we caressed each other tenderly. I wish I could say that I put the wood to my girl that day, but in all honesty our tryst was a short-lived affair.
Lela was responding favorably to my touch, and as her nipples hardened and her breathing became more rapid, she seemed to want to offer me some reciprocation. Rising slowly from the bed, nude except for her silk panties, Lela lowered herself to her knees in front of me. Resting one of her dainty hands on each of my knees, she parted my legs slightly and scooted closer to me.



"How would you like me to take your mind away from your worries, Mark?" she cooed seductively. "Would you like me to suck you off, or would you rather us make love?"
I could barely stammer a response such was my level of excitement. Lela gave me a sweet smile and lowered her lips to my nipple. Licking it very tenderly caused it to harden reflexively, and I felt my cock dance in my underwear. Lela began to gently nibble my other nipple, applying just the right amount of pressure so that it was all pleasure and no pain.
I inhaled sharply under the intense stimulation, and Lela responded with a giggle. Extending her tongue slightly, she slowly traced it from my nipple to my belly button, where upon reaching this highly sensitive area, Lela licked all around and inside it. Her head was just above my erect cock now, and as I looked down I imagined quite how incredible it would be when she finally sucked me off.
Lela was enjoying the control she had over me, and once again her tongue was on the move. Heading slowly southward, she traced it across the waist band of my underwear, licking the tip of my cock as she passed it en-route to my nuts. Pausing briefly to look up at me with a seductive smile, she then lowered her lips to my swollen balls, which were throbbing under her tender ministrations.
Lela took one of my nuts into her mouth, gently nibbling it through my underwear. I felt an expulsion of pre-cum moisten the front of my undies as she did so, and Lela let out another giggle. My girl teased me incessantly for about ten minutes, kissing, licking and nibbling my inner-thighs and scrotum, before she finally released my pulsating cock from its confinement. She must have known that I was in a high state of arousal, as my cock-head was throbbing, and was a deep hue of purple in its blood-engorged state. Pre-cum was pooling in the tip of my member, and had also leaked down the shaft. My breathing was ragged and shallow as I struggled to contain myself, and I had visible goosebumps all over my stomach.
Lela removed my underwear and tossed them onto the floor behind her. She looked up at me through her bangs and smiled.
"Did you decide how you want to have your first orgasm?" she whispered, alluding to the fact that this was going to be a protracted encounter.
Before I could respond Lela lowered her head. Once she was in her desired position, Lela extended her tongue and licked the underside of my scrotum, almost making contact with my taint. I let out a satisfied whimper and Lela slowly dragged her moist tongue across my nutsack, up the base of my cock, along the entire pulsating shaft, across my frenulum, and finally over the throbbing and blood-engorged glans. When she reached the tip of my cock-head, I expelled another blob of pre-cum and after she had licked it up, Lela lowered her head to base of my scrotum and repeated the process.
She teased me with such agonizingly slow movements, and the visual was so fucking sexy, that I knew I wouldn't last long. However, due to my sexual inexperience, I completely misjudged my ability to exercise control over my expulsion, and as I felt my nuts constrict I failed to stop Lela's teasing quickly enough. As her tongue brushed across my frenulum for the fifth or sixth time my cock erupted violently, expelling the contents of my swollen nuts right across Lela's upturned face. She recoiled in shock initially, before letting out an embarrassed giggle. Lela then guided the tip of my cock between her soft, moist lips and began to bob up and down on my cock-head.
Once inside the warm environs of her mouth I continued to ejaculate, shooting five or six ropes of semen right down Lela's throat. I had never experienced such sexual pleasure, and even after I stopped coming, Lela closed her lips tightly around my cock-head and suckled me tenderly until my cock went completely flaccid. I was shuddering with excitement and trying to take in the experience, when Lela turned to face me, opened her mouth, and seductively swallowed my load.
"Did that take the edge off, baby?" she teased, before getting back up on the bed.
Lela and I kissed tenderly for several minutes after she sucked me off, and I felt the strongest connection between us that I had ever experienced. Of course, even though there are some disadvantages of being a sexually inexperienced twenty something, there are also distinct advantages, one of which was very brief refractory period. Under Lela's sustained stimulation I felt my cock start to twitch, and less than twenty minutes later it began to get erect for the second time.
Once I was fully erect Lela wasted no time mounting me. I could feel the heat emanating from her young pussy as she grabbed the tip of my cock and guided me into her love-canal. In need of no additional lubrication, I slid balls-deep inside her which felt awesome. Even though I had come very recently, my sexual inexperience combined with my love for this woman conspired against me, and as Lela began to grind into me in search of her release, I felt my nuts constrict. I should have done the right thing and asked her to dismount, so that we could have worked together to provide her with some form of sexual release.
However, as Lela danced in my lap, all I could think about was my own needs. As the thought of release became all-consuming, I increased the pace of my thrusting. A few seconds later, as Lela was working furiously in search of her own release, I let out a cry of pleasure and unloaded deep inside my girlfriend's tight pussy. I could see the disappointment on her face as she realized that our encounter was over, and she made little effort to hide her disdain for me.
Several minutes later, after Lela composed herself, she turned her attention to the issue of the Statute of Limitations.
As we brainstormed our options, Lela decided that she would try and steal the evidence against me, namely the blue lace bra with my semen all over it.
"If I can get my hands on that bra," she began excitedly, "John's leverage over you will be gone."
This seemed like a great idea, but in the morning, when Lela casually mentioned the blue lace undergarment, John was one step ahead of the two of us.
"I am not stupid, Lela," he began aggressively. "I am thoroughly enjoying my leverage over Mark, but I also realize that without the DNA evidence I don't have much over him. For this reason, your lacy bra is locked away in my bank safe-deposit box. And if anything should happen to me..."
"Jesus, John," Lela interrupted. "We are fucking college kids. Nothing untoward is going to happen to you."
John looked in my direction, noticed the resignation in my eyes and seemed content to drop the matter. Lela was right. We were just young adults trying to get an education. The thought of actually killing my roommate never even crossed my mind for many reasons. First of all, being immersed in a law curriculum had taught me that nearly all murders with a clear motive were solved. Also, without a gun, there was no way I could harm John. In addition to the psychological advantage he held over me through years of subjugating me, he was also much stronger than me, and well-trained in multiple martial arts disciplines.
Strangely enough, the dynamic between the three of us changed after that night. Apparently, I had done a sufficiently good job of impersonating Lela that John transitioned from using her as his fuck-toy, to using me as the primary vent for his sexual frustrations. It was a slowly evolving change, and at first neither Lela or I were even aware that it was happening.
Monday morning, the day after our latest threesome, John informed Lela that she was free to drive up to the campus the following weekend, but he wouldn't require her sexual services. In fact, she was allowed to spend as much time as she desired with me. On the surface this appeared to be a magnanimous gesture on John's part, but as the week unfurled it was apparent that I was to be his new sexual outlet. In fact on Monday night, barely twenty fours hours after Lela and I pampered this self-centered asshole, he asked me to suck him off just before bedtime.
"I just need you to take the edge off, Mark," he informed me matter of factly. "You don't need to completely transform into Lela. Just wear something silky and spritz yourself in her scent."
I knew my options were limited based on the continued leverage he had over me. In truth, if John wasn't requiring me to completely feminize myself, it felt like a win. The transformation process in its entirety took over an hour, but slipping into a silky chemise and scenting myself took two minutes. So, I agreed. Enthusiastically, if truth be known.
As John relaxed beneath his duvet, I dimmed the lights, put on a peach colored silk nightie and gave myself a copious spray of Lela's perfume. Entering the low light environment of the bedroom, I saw him lying on his side supporting his head with his elbow on his pillow. We made eye contact and he gave me a genuine smile.
After seven years around this man I knew exactly what turned him on, so I immediately got into character. Adopting his preferred submissive persona, I lowered myself onto all fours and slowly crawled over to his bed. A broad smile appeared on his face as he recognized that we were on the same program, basically me taking care of his sexual needs as they arose, with minimal drama or fuss.
Even with my limited sexual history, I had reached the same conclusion that all men eventually discover about women. Intoxicating as they are with all their feminine delights, they still require much more maintenance than most men are willing to give. Lela was no different. Sure, on the surface she was John's fuck-toy, but she still required some level of intimacy, frequent conversations that reached deeper than most men wanted, and periodic displays of approval and affirmation.
I, on the other hand, was prepared to offer up a warm mouth, or a tight ass with no required reciprocation from my roommate. A true "blow and go," if you will. Neither of us knew how long this arrangement would serve to accommodate John's rapacious sexual appetite, but with the complete lack of female options on this "education first" campus, John and I reached an accord that worked for both of us.
To the uninitiated, it may not have been obvious what exactly I got from this arrangement. However, in my eyes if I could step up and be his primary sexual outlet, maybe John would slowly drift away from Lela and the two of us could eventually pursue our own dreams and aspirations. As these thoughts raced around in my head I crawled seductively towards his bed, lifting the corner of his duvet as I knelt on the floor next to the mattress.
Remaining completely silent, I slid my head and shoulders under the duvet. I eased my lips towards his erect cock, as he lay on his side. Most of John's sexual encounters with Lela required a certain amount of effort on his part, even as the primary goal was to satisfy his needs. It seems like it is ingrained in a male to want to reciprocate any pleasure received, and while Lela was definitely an easy come in his hands, it still involved work on John's part.
I, however, was offering a quick, no strings attached, no reciprocity required orgasm. I kissed the tip of John's erect cock and felt his pre-cum transfer to my lips. In an attempt to gauge the level of foreplay that he required tonight, I peppered his glans with light kisses and licks. John responded by thrusting his erection forcibly forward, answering my questions about how he wanted to blow his load. Adjusting to his input, I held my head perfectly still and parted my lips very slightly, in the process creating a perfectly formed "O" shaped passage for him to fuck.
John inched forward slightly, stuck his cock into the warm, moist environs of my mouth and began to rock slowly back and forth. After a few moments of fucking my face, I felt his hand resting on my silk-clad ass, the nightie having sufficient length to encase my lower back and buttocks in soft silk. There was no dialogue between us, no attempt to forge a connection, no effort on his part to provide any reciprocation, this was just pure selfish animal release.
With minimal fuss or drama, John fucked my face and lightly caressed my silk-enveloped butt-cheeks, until a couple of minutes later he cried out with pleasure and erupted into my throat. I remained completely passive until he finished ejaculating in my mouth, swallowing his load as he unloaded his nuts. Once he was done, he patted me appreciatively on the ass, and I withdrew from under the duvet. Remaining on my hands and knees and in complete silence, I crawled away from his bed disappearing into a darkened corner of the room.
I sat there quietly trying to digest what had just happened, and unsure if I should say good night to John. Seconds later I got my answer, as the sound of a contented snore emanated from his bed. John slept like a baby that night, and even as I took a quick shower to remove the traces of Lela's perfume, he never woke up. When I finally climbed into my bed, having used a copious amount of mouthwash, I noticed that John had left a pair of silky panties under my covers. Having decided in a split second to remain in a submissive mode to this man, I put them on, quite enjoying the feel of the silk as it caressed my swollen nutsack.
I found the whole experience quite titillating, devoid as it was from any physical violence, or unwanted forced sexual behavior from John. Also, the fact that he had taken his pleasure without demeaning me unnecessarily sat well with me. Lela not witnessing it also added to my level of satisfaction with the impromptu encounter. As I lay there listening to John snoring, I had developed quite an erection, and even though I didn't dare to pleasure myself, I wondered how to broach the subject of my release.
John had demonstrated that he wasn't opposed to me getting some occasional sexual release. In fact, during the last few weeks of my time spent in the cock-cage, John had freed me from its grip during the weekdays, allowing me carte-blanche when it came to self pleasure. I only hoped that this magnanimous gesture on his part would continue. He did, after all, still hold all the cards when it came to our relationship. One moment of anger on his part, if he decided to take Lela's soiled bra and my incriminating texts of self-admission to the authorities, and I would be expelled from school, thereby derailing my aspirations of a career in law. I knew I had to tread carefully, but today had gone well and he hadn't even reached out to Lela once.
I always knew when they spoke because John would take delight in putting Lela on speakerphone as he ran her through the ringer. I could hear the arousal in her voice as he told her what he planned to do to the two of us. Occasionally, he would FaceTime Lela which was even more humiliating for the young girl. During these video calls, Lela would be required to be all dolled-up for John, and she would spend the duration of the call on her knees, as a sign of her devotion to this asshole.
Sometimes if John wanted to assert himself over the two of us, he would relax and watch us both masturbate for his amusement. After ensuring that Lela and I were identically attired, and knowing that I was only capable of one orgasm, John would require Lela to put on a FaceTime show for him, while I edged myself relentlessly. John would run Lela through a series of different sexual positions, permitting her to orgasm only after she had demonstrated her complete availability to him. Lela would be forced into multiple demeaning scenarios, lewdly spreading her labia apart for John's visual titillation, as he watched on approvingly.
Over the years that John had subjugated my girl, Lela had acquired numerous sex-toys, and occasionally John would make certain demands of her, that further humiliated the young woman. Lela's favorite Rabbit massager was always a staple of these extended mastubatory sessions, but John also made her suck and fuck numerous dildos and strap-on phalluses of various sizes. Occasionally, if he wanted to rub my face in their fucked-up, one-sided relationship, John would instruct Lela to set up the Sybian Machine, a hollow, saddle-like seat that had flexible, molded attachments. These attachments could be set to vibrate through a range of speeds, using a wired, external, hand-controller. However, John purchased the optional phone app, so that he could operate the Sybian remotely.
"It works in much the same way that the Nest app does," he once informed me. "Just as you can turn your heating on before you get home, I can make my bitch orgasm on command."
John reveled in the control that he could exercise over Lela, and as I watched on helplessly, John would bring Lela to a dozen or more earth-shattering climaxes with a few taps on the screen of his iPhone. By the time John finally got bored of toying with my future wife, she was a blubbering mess, barely able to hold herself upright on the oscillating phallus of the Sybian. It was only after he had completely drained Lela, that he would instruct me to blow my load, and under the extended visual stimulation, I would completely empty my nuts within seconds of being granted permission.
John would verbally abuse me as I rapidly approached my release, often threatening to make me ride the Sybian when Lela was next in town. Of course, even though my climax was due to the extended edging session, John always linked the threats of getting sodomized by the Sybian to my release, further emasculating me.
John even let me play with the app once, handing control of the Sybian, and by association Lela, over to me. He couldn't resist kicking me in the nuts, of course.
"Try your hand at the Sybian, Mark," he mocked. "See how it feels to make Lela have an orgasm."
Inexplicably, despite John's need to regularly assert himself over Lela and I, the three of us co-existed in relative harmony. I acclimated to my situation, and as the threat of violence took a back seat, my life was actually pretty good. Free from the cage, I was able to meet my own sexual needs, and John seemed content with our new arrangement, which allowed him to blow his load in my warm mouth right before bedtime. Most of the time we hung out like regular roommates, and as long as he didn't drink too much alcohol, I didn't have much to worry about.
Graduating Law School seemed like a reality, and even though John still possessed the incriminating texts, I felt like if I could get my Law Degree, pass the BAR, and find a good job at a prestigious firm, my future would be determined more by my work-ethic and abilities, than by John's evidence of my misdeeds. I was a superior student, more skilled in debate, and blessed with an almost photographic memory. My career in Law was so close that I could taste it.
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As Graduation Day loomed John and I were focused on our studies, albeit to different degrees. I was immersed in mock tests and spent most of my days in the Law Library. John still gamed incessantly, relying on my diligent studying to get him over the finish line, academically speaking. In the evenings John would switch his Virtual Reality headgear from online games to pornography, and as he sat at his desk immersed in three-dimensional titillating movies, I knelt between his legs and pampered his cock.
Blowjobs became his new obsession, and under the additional stimulation of porn John was able to enjoy three or four orgasms over the course of an evening. I did at least get spared this indignity on the weekend, as Lela was always there to worship John's cock.
Once a month during Lela's menstrual cycle, I was called into action. John would dress me up in some demeaning, overtly sexualized outfit and butt-fuck me in front of my future wife. He typically used his down time between cum-shots to reassert his leverage over me, by rehashing versions of the five million dollar question. By keeping my potential earnings loss fresh in my mind John was able to continue his subjugation of me, and by association, Lela.
As John's birthday approached, I was full of trepidation. Over the years that fucking asshole had made a habit of thoroughly demeaning Lela and I on his big day. We both knew that this year would be no different, and I was dreading the thought of which scenario he would dream up.
As it turned out, on his birthday John made me watch as Lela rode the Sybian machine for his amusement. It was an incredibly erotic sight watching this expensive sex-toy bring my future wife slowly to the boil. From the second that Lela lowered herself onto the oscillating phallus, I was erect. John cracked open a beer and watched on impassively as he controlled the Sybian machine using the app on his iPhone. Lela was putty in his hands as he skillfully varied the intensity of the sex-toy, her nipples hardening almost immediately under the stimulation. John brought Lela tantalizingly close to orgasm several times as he sipped his beer. His total control of her body was impressive to watch, and as her stomach tightened for the umpteenth time, signaling her close proximity to orgasm, Lela finally broke down and asked John for release.
Of course, because John is a complete and utter asshole, he made Lela beg before he magnanimously granted her request with a subtle nod of his head. Lela experienced a phenomenal orgasm, throwing her head back in sheer ecstasy as John toyed with the remote control on his iPhone. Lela's stomach was taut as she climaxed, her abs visible under the physical stress of her orgasm. She cried out John's name right as she climaxed, which was a kick in the nuts to me. Then, seconds later, immediately after her release Lela slumped forward, breathing heavily as she struggled to compose herself.
"Again, slut," John commanded as he fired up the oscillating phallus.
John ran Lela ragged that day, and as I unwittingly witnessed the sight, sounds, and aroma of my future wife enjoying multiple orgasms, I have to admit that I was fully erect the entire time. Lela was sweating profusely, and her breathing was rapid and ragged as she coated the saddle with her vaginal secretions.
Finally, in much the same way that she had begged him for her first release, Lela pleaded with John to end the session as she was a blubbering mess. John raised his iPhone in a theatrical manner and silenced the Sybian with one touch on the screen. Lela slumped forward unable to hold herself in an upright position, and as she tried to compose herself, John extricated his erect cock from his pants, stood over her in a commanding manner and started to jerk off.
Lela was still struggling to arrest her breathing and would have clearly liked a few moments to recuperate. However, as John began to stroke his erection she seemed to anticipate his every need, and looked up at him with a huge smile on her face, thereby signaling her complete availability to him.
"Happy Birthday, baby," Lela cooed seductively. "How are you going to enjoy your first orgasm?"
"What are my options, slut?" John countered aggressively, as he increased the cadence of his strokes.
"As always, baby," Lela said as she looked up smiling at him. "Whatever you desire. Would you like me to suck you off while Mark watches on in abject jealousy? Would you prefer to blow your load on my face? Or perhaps butt-fuck me while Mark licks your asshole?"
I knew that Lela was just using her words to get John off, but the memories of my future wife offering herself to my nemesis in such graphic terms haunted me for years. Predictably, her continued taunting of me had John on the road to release, and I saw the signs of his impending orgasm several moments before it occurred.
Lela remained impaled on the Sybian machine as she offered herself up to my roommate in a multitude of demeaning scenarios. Finally, as he approached his climax, John turned his attention to me.
"Years from now, when you are married to this dirty CumSlut you will be unable to get these visuals out of your mind," he said confidently as he made eye contact with me. "Until that time, I am going to enjoy your lovely Lela in every conceivable manner."
"You tell him John," Lela added joyfully. "I am yours to use as you see fit. Come for me baby. I am ready for your first load."
I wanted to look away as John's orgasm rapidly approached, but truth be told it still excited me to watch Lela get used by another man, particularly my roommate. I knew I would regret it later, but I watched transfixed as John maneuvered himself into his desired position. A few moments later John erupted, blowing his load across Lela's inner-thighs and stomach, whereupon it dribbled between her legs and mixed with her secretions.
After he ejaculated John told me to fetch him another beer and Lela took a shower. As Lela dolled herself up for round two, John consumed three beers in rapid succession and decided that it would be fun for him to watch me ride the Sybian.
"Be a shame to waste the fact that it is already well-lubricated," he taunted, as we both looked at the attachment that was slick with the combination of my girlfriend's vaginal secretions and John's ejaculate.
It was humiliating to strip in front of this asshole, particularly as I was completely erect and leaking a copious amount of pre-cum. Despite the fact that John butt-fucked me regularly, the Sybian was still a painful ordeal for me to endure, and by the time I had lowered myself completely onto the oscillating phallus, I was in a considerable amount of discomfort. It felt like the Sybian was tearing me a new asshole as John watched on in amusement, but his level of empathy seemed inversely proportional to his level of intoxication.
"Lela, get your ass out here," John yelled as he cracked open another beer. "You need to witness this. The pussy is getting reamed by the Sybian."
I really didn't want Lela to see me in this humiliating predicament, and as I focused on my impending embarrassment, two things occurred. Firstly, as I diverted my attention from the Sybian machine my anal passage relaxed, and the physical discomfort diminished considerably. The experience still wasn't pleasurable, but I was no longer in pain. Secondly, as my anus became accustomed to the persistent violation, some of the tension in my lower body dissipated and I felt myself getting impaled even deeper as I relaxed. Moments later I began to feel the tip of the oscillating phallus gently graze my prostate gland, which I can't deny felt fantastic.
A few moments later Lela emerged from the bathroom in a beautiful white lingerie ensemble that was clearly intended as wedding night intimates. She was also wearing a bridal veil, long white satin gloves, and her lips were frosted in a pure white lipgloss. Angelic didn't even begin to describe the way that she looked, and I felt the familiar pang of jealously as she walked seductively towards John telegraphing her complete availability to him.
John looked briefly at the floor, and Lela seemed to instinctively understand his needs. She leaned forward in a very alluring manner and gathered up his empty beer cans. After depositing them in the trash can, she sashayed back over to him, lowered herself to her knees in front of him, and waited passively for his instructions.
John whispered something in Lela's ear that was inaudible to me, and she let out a girlish giggle. Nodding her head in agreement, she rose seductively from her kneeling position, and approached me as I knelt astride the Sybian getting impaled.
"John is feeling magnanimous on his birthday," Lela said playfully, her eyes hidden by the bridal veil. "He is going to allow you the pleasure of release," she added, taunting me as the humiliation of it all washed over me.
Evidently John had given Lela specific instructions, because she knelt to one side of me, placed one of her gloved hands on my shoulder to hold me firmly in place, and then reached out with her other silk-encased hand and lightly grazed the tip of her fingertip across my frenulum. I tensed up immediately under the sexual stimulation, and Lela let out another giggle before looking to John for approval.
"Good girl, Lela," John said quietly. "Use the softest touch possible and let the Sybian work its magic."
As Lela pressed down on my shoulder to ensure maximum penetration from the oscillating phallus, she also expertly teased my frenulum with one silk-clad fingertip. I was fighting a losing battle, and all three of us knew that my orgasm was imminent. I had already endured the visual provocation of watching the love of my life getting fucked into oblivion by the Sybian machine, but under the joint stimulation of my prostate and my frenulum, I felt my sap rising and looked across at my future wife.
Lela looked incredible in her snow white lingerie and matching bridal veil, and even though I couldn't see her eyes, I could tell by her lips that she was smiling broadly. The frosted lipgloss was very erotic and I briefly imagined how the traces of it would look all over my cock if she were to blow me while wearing it. It was to this image that I reached my climax, crying out in pleasure as I erupted all over Lela's white silk glove. I was half-expecting her to pull away in disgust, as John was the only person in her life who was permitted to soil her with his bodily fluids. However, after briefly glancing at John for approval, Lela simply adjusted the position of her silk-encased finger and continued with the frenulum stimulation.
To my surprise, as the Sybian machine continued to graze my prostate gland, Lela's touch felt phenomenal. In contrast to my previous experiences, where enhanced post-orgasmic sensitivity made any touch feel uncomfortable, this continuous stimulation was greatly appreciated. Inexplicably, even as my cock slowly softened, it felt like I was on the road to a second orgasm.
Apparently I was the only one in the room who was unaware of the power of the prostate gland, and as Lela expertly caressed my frenulum with just the tip of her silk-clad finger, I expelled another glob of semen. Even though the expulsion lacked the power of my first orgasm, it still felt incredible as my milky fluids ran down the shaft of my semi-erect cock.
Lela completely drained my balls that day, and it was a full forty-eight hours before my cock was able to transform into something remotely resembling an erection. I lost count of how many times my semen was expelled from my nutsack, and by the time John switched off the Sybian machine, my balls ached from the excessive stimulation. It was my turn to slump forward now, and Lela, realizing that her work was done, moved back over to John and knelt before him.
"Are you ready for your birthday blowjob, baby?" Lela asked rhetorically as she removed her satin white gloves and the lace veil.
I heard John inhale sharply as Lela lowered her frosted lips to his erect cock and I watched on jealously as she pampered my roommate. Predictably it took John several minutes to blow his load, by which time there was a copious coating of the white lipgloss all over his cock and nutsack. As John approached his release, he rotated my girlfriend so that I had a better view of her upturned face. Then, after flashing me a look of complete disdain, he erupted all over Lela's face as she egged him on.
"Fuck yeah, you dirty bitch," John exclaimed, as Lela sucked the last remnants of his semen from the tip of his cock.
After he composed himself, John issued his next command.
"Put your bridal veil back on, Lela," he instructed her. "Be a good girl and wait for me in the shower. On your knees."
I watched as Lela left the room obediently, and then John turned his attention to me.
"I am hungry, Mark," he announced. "Make us a sandwich."
I had made lunch for my roommate on numerous occasions and I knew exactly how he liked his sandwich. However, as we sat across from each other my mind drifted to Lela and her current predicament, kneeling patiently in the shower enclosure as John and I enjoyed our lunch. John consumed two more beers with his meal, and as he downed the final remnants he slowly arose from the table.
"Fuck me, I need to piss like a racehorse," he announced loudly. "Put the clean one on Mark," he ordered, pointing at the white satin gloves that lay in a crumpled heap on the floor.
Obeying him instinctively I reached for the unsoiled glove, the other of which was still covered in my semen. As we walked through the bathroom door Lela came into view. She was on her knees in John's desired position, with her head bowed submissively. Lela was wearing her bridal lingerie and the lace veil, and she had reapplied a fresh frosting of the white lipgloss.
"Look up at me, girl," John said quietly. "And smile."
Lela raised her face to look up at John. Her eyes were obscured by the lace veil, but I could tell that she was smiling broadly by the shape of her lips. John unzipped his pants and withdrew his flaccid cock from his underwear. There was a coating of Lela's white lipgloss all around John's glans, a clear indication that she had pleasured him orally.
"Hold my cock for me, Mark," John instructed me. "I want you to aim right at the bitch's veil."
By this point John had consumed more than half a dozen beers, and we all knew he was going to give my future wife a thorough soaking. John let out a contented sigh and then relaxed his bladder and began to expel its contents onto Lela's upturned face. I can't be certain but it seemed like John was deliberately altering the strength of his urine stream so that I had to constantly adjust my aim in order to hit the veil directly.
Thirty seconds later, with Lela's face, hair and upper body completely soaked in the acrid smelling liquid, John instructed me to kneel next to my girlfriend. As I lowered my knees onto the piss-soaked shower floor, I felt another wave of revulsion and rage sweep over me. John had enjoyed his birthday jollies and now that his bladder was empty why did he feel the need to humiliate me further?
"You may kiss the bride, Mark," John said with a chuckle.
Years of submission to this asshole had conditioned me to obey him instinctively, and I reached towards Lela to lift up the bridal veil. While the lace material wasn't particularly absorbent, it was still damp to the touch, and stank of urine.
As John watched on intently, Lela and I exchanged several open mouthed kisses, despite the unmistakable taste of his urine on her lips.
"I want you to wear that lace bridal veil on your wedding day, Lela," John said coldly. "For Mark. He deserves it."
"Whatever you want, John," Lela intoned with little enthusiasm, as John surveyed his latest depravity.
Then, in his intoxicated state, John stumbled out of the room and a few moments later we heard his contented snoring as he had apparently passed out. Lela and I showered together in silence, taking care to run hot water over the veil and the satin gloves. Once we were clean, she perked up. It seemed like she was always able to find the silver lining which was something that I loved about her.
"Moving in the right direction" Lela said excitedly. "John accepts we are to be married and is okay with a traditional bridal veil."
Lela hung the bridal accessories over the wall of the shower enclosure to dry and the two of us slinked off back to her hotel room to lick our wounds. Of course, the second John woke up he texted us to return to our shared dorm room, and it was with great trepidation that Lela and I returned.
John had sobered up considerably, but was still in the mood to fuck with us.
"Lela, I want you naked except for your bridal veil," John instructed her. "Oh, and frost your lips for me. Good girl."
As Lela began to disrobe, John turned his attention back to me.
"I need you to freshen up my bathroom, Mark," John ordered. "It still smells of piss in there."
A few minutes later, after I had opened the window and sprayed air freshener in the bathroom, the urine odor was gone and I returned to the main room. Lela was kneeling by John's side, naked except for the lace bridal veil.
"All done?" John asked cheerfully. "Just the Sybian machine left to clean then. I expect the two of you to get it spotless."
Conditioned over the years to obey this Alpha Male, I started to fetch some wet wipes but John had other ideas.
"Use your tongues," he said with a smile.
I wanted to retch at the thought of this latest indignity. The leather saddle of the Sybian machine was coated with Lela's dried vaginal secretions, my seminal fluids and some of John's ejaculate from where he had jerked off on Lela during her time on the sex toy.
I think Lela must have felt the same way, but the two of us knew that this was going to happen, so we opted for the easy way, complete submission to this fucking prick. Lela still had her veil on so I couldn't see the revulsion in her eyes, which was probably a blessing in disguise. John watched on intently as Lela and I lapped up every trace of our combined fluids from the seat of the Sybian machine. Occasionally, if our heads got in close proximity, I could smell the faint scent of John's urine that had permeated the bridal veil, despite it being rinsed in the shower.
Unfortunately I could also smell the unappetizing odor emanating from the oscillating attachment that a few minutes ago had been lodged deep inside my asshole. Lela must have noticed it too, as she seemed to be stalling with regard to working on that piece of the sex toy. Lela and I lapped away at the saddle, in an attempt to delay the inevitable disgusting notion of cleaning the phallus.
Once the saddle was spotless, John mercifully intervened.
"You may use the wet wipes to clean the attachments," he said pleasantly. "My birthday gift to the two of you."
I could see the relief in Lela's body language as we processed John's generosity. That attachment had been buried deep in my anal passage for a long period of time, and would have been positively disgusting to clean with our tongues. After we were done, John surveyed our work, and as he got close to Lela he seemed to notice the slight smell of urine emanating from the delicate wedding accessory.
"I forbid you to wash your bridal veil before your wedding, Lela," John said with a flourish. "Hopefully for you the piss smell will have disappeared by the time you are ready to tie the knot with some lucky guy. In fact, hand it to Mark, he is just about to leave."
Lela removed the veil, and I could see the shame in her eyes as she gave it to me.
"Beat it, Mark," John said firmly. "I am going to fuck Lela now."
Dejectedly, I headed back to Lela's hotel room, praying that if I ever got to walk down the aisle with Lela, that awful bridal veil would be a thing in my distant past.



Despite the humiliating birthday celebration, I did feel as if there was some light at the end of the tunnel with regard to completing law school. Then, about six weeks before we graduated Stanford we had a career day. Many of the largest law firms in the country sent a representative to talk to the students that were positioned at the top of the class, and almost certain to obtain the degree necessary to practice law.
To the surprise of John and I, Samantha showed up. Even though she was there in a professional capacity I could see John's infatuation with her surface almost immediately. Samantha was the only woman who had ever turned him down, and this had really affected his self-confidence when he was around her. It was difficult to watch, but John pretty much turned into a blubbering mess.
By contrast, I was buoyed with confidence knowing that I was currently positioned to graduate number two in the entire class. Sporting a brand-new suit, I breezed into my meeting with Samantha looking poised and self-assured. I hadn't ever experienced a job interview before, but had done some research on what to expect.
However, Samantha deviated from the standard approach to interviews, appearing to be more focused on my grasp of legal concepts. In truth, the two hours spent with her was basically an extended test, not dissimilar to the multitude of mock-exams that I had subjected myself to. Inexplicably, Samantha seemed surprised by my solid performance, almost as if she was expecting a meltdown on my part.
After a protracted two-week interview process, during which time we had panel interviews, oral interviews, and mock court-room opening and closing statements, Samantha extended a job offer to us both. The initial contract offered a guaranteed first year salary of $160,000, which I considered to be more than generous. However, John countered that he should be paid more than me because he had graduated first in our class. Initially Samantha balked at his request, but John presented the two of us as a package deal. Not wishing to miss out on hiring the top two graduates from Stanford's latest Law Class, the company started John on $170k while I agreed to $150k, and the deal was consummated.
When I sat down with Samantha to sign my offer, she surprised me with her revelation.
"As your ethics teacher I should have voiced this concern earlier," Samantha began confidently. "I know John carried you through Law School, but I have no doubt that you are smart enough to have earned this on your own. I really tried to expose your lack of knowledge in our extended interview, but I have full confidence that you will pass the California Bar Exam."
At this point in the game, there was nothing to be gained by disputing her assertion that John had helped me cheat my way through Stanford. So, I nodded meekly and signed to accept her offer. It wasn't until I actually started work that I realized that John had also negotiated a larger office than mine, and a preferred parking spot. I wondered initially if it was due to his previous relationship with Samantha, which seemed very unfair. However, I would later learn that John told the Law Firm that I had entrusted him to decide where we worked. Deeming the two of us a package deal, they decided to accommodate his every demand.
John and I arrived at our new place of employment with the same amount of education and work experience, but from the first day it was apparent that we had different outlooks to work. I was a total sponge, respectful and subordinate to everybody that was higher up the hierarchy than I was. John, by contrast, flirted incessantly with Samantha and used the fact that he had graduated top of his class to get out of some of the grunt work.
"Mark can do that," John would say, as I nodded meekly in agreement.
After three months with the company, Samantha pulled me in for another chat.
I had been working my butt off since the day I had arrived, so I had no concerns that the impromptu meeting was going to be negative. However, the direction that it took was truly surprising.
"Mark, I clearly underestimated you," Samantha began apologetically. "I knew within two weeks of our ethics class that you and John were working together on your homework. I grade hundreds of assignments each month using very sophisticated anti-plagiarism software. While I am confident that the essays the two of you submitted were original works, my software indicated that they were written by the same person. I assumed that John was carrying you but now that we have spent time together, it is apparent to me that you possess far more intelligence than John. You carried him, didn't you?"
I shuffled around uncomfortably in my chair, as Samantha continued her line of questioning.
"What I want to know," she said in an exasperated tone, "is how did John graduate above you?"
I really didn't want to go down this road with my boss, but Samantha laid out a cogent argument for my transparency. In addition she made some stark revelations.
"I am breaking several company rules by having this conversation with you without Human Resources and another manager present," she admitted candidly. "I could get into a lot of hot water for this, but I feel the truth is important for me to know if I have to mentor the two of you."
Samantha's honesty was refreshing, and under the assurance of complete secrecy, I began to answer.
"I wrote two different essays for each homework assignment," I began nervously. "John would read them both them and select the one that he intended to take credit for."
"And the written tests?" Samantha probed. "He scored higher than you in every single multiple-choice examination."
"John and I would sit next to each other," I said quietly. "I let him see my multiple-choice answers, and when he was done I changed a few of mine to the wrong answer in order to preserve his place at the top of our class."
"Why on earth would you do that, Mark?" Samantha said with a confused look on her face. "What kind of leverage did John have over you? Was John blackmailing you?"
I never meant to break down in front of Samantha that day, but after years of being dominated by John under threat of possible incarceration, I spilled my guts. I detailed my sexual assault of Lela, the texts of admission that John possessed, the semen-stained bra that he had found under Lela's bed, and the years of subjugation that I had endured. Even though it felt good to tell someone, it also brought a host of suppressed emotions to the forefront, and I became quite emotional. Samantha comforted me, in a professional, somewhat maternal way, before turning to the legal ramifications facing me.
"I intend to secure a second legal opinion," Samantha began quietly, as my tears dried on my face. "In total confidentiality, of course. However, if I understand you correctly, the evidence against you is very weak. The bra, and any DNA that can be gleaned from it, could possibly be inadmissible in any court due to the way in which it was obtained. If John stole the soiled garment from under Lela's bed, it would definitely be inadmissible."
She paused for a few moments to allow me to process her words. Once I raised my head to acknowledge my understanding, Samantha continued.
"Unless Lela chooses to testify against you, John's possession of the texts, and any testimony related to them would be considered heresay," she added confidently. "Is there any chance Lela will want to pursue court action against you, either in a criminal or civil court?"
"No," I added quietly. "John treated Lela worse than me over the years. She became his total fuck-toy."
I flashed Samantha an apologetic look as I remembered that she and John had dated.
"I wasn't suggesting." I began nervously. "I am sure John treated you with respect."
"My relationship with John was actually pretty one-sided," Samantha said with a giggle. "I mostly used him for oral sex and we never actually fucked. Well, unless you count the time that I pegged him over my desk! I gave him a couple of handjobs in the shower, if I recall," she added. "He had such a reputation as a lothario that I wanted to bring him down a notch or two. It was sport for me. Mostly I just came on his face."
Her honesty eased the tension in the room and we shared a brief laugh.
"That said," Samantha continued in her lawyerly mode, "based on what you just told me, you could have John arrested and charged with a multitude of crimes. Although I should warn you, any criminal proceedings will result in a total rehash of your ordeal."
Samantha and I ended up chatting for well over an hour, and for the first time in seven years I felt John's blanket of oppression lift. It took a while to sink in but as I processed the fact that John no longer had any leverage over me, the wave that enveloped me was one of euphoria.
"Let's not confront John at this point," Samantha suggested. "I will seek a second professional opinion, and we can reconvene in the next twenty four hours, if that works for you. In the meantime, do you need any time off, or would you like to see a therapist to help you process this new information?"
I could tell by her body language and the tone of her voice that Samantha wasn't just going through the motions with regard to my treatment by John. She seemed horrified by the recent discovery, and we sat and chatted for several more minutes before she gave me a warm hug.
"Don't discuss this with anyone," Samantha cautioned. "You can tell Lela if you are sure that she is on your side."
While I felt like Samantha had treated me with empathy and respect, deep down I knew that her primary goal was to keep her workplace harmonious. So I wasn't surprised when she facilitated a meeting between John and I to clear the air. Samantha controlled the narrative and by the end of the sit-down, John had apologized for his protracted blackmail of me. I agreed to let bygones be bygones, based on the fact that I couldn't bear the thought of airing our dirty laundry in a crowded courtroom.
"I am going to ask you both to sign a memorandum of understanding," Samantha said firmly. "I understand you share a complicated history, to say the least. However, I can't allow that to interfere with our workload. I need you to suppress any resentment that you may feel towards each other, and to commit to a hostile-free work environment."
My career meant everything to me so I nodded in agreement. However, the minute Samantha went to retrieve the document from her assistant, John showed his true colors.
"I may not have any leverage over you any more, Mark," he hissed angrily, "but I have already broken the CumSlut. To say that Lela is damaged goods is an understatement. You are a fool if you marry the dirty bitch."
From that point forward I was freed from sexual servitude to John which allowed me to focus on work, develop as a man, and work on my relationship with Lela. Unfortunately for me, even though I was now a working professional, and was finally earning enough money to be able to provide for the woman of my dreams, our protracted encounters with John had diminished Lela's self-worth to the point where she felt unworthy of my love. I think the fact that I had witnessed her subjugation weighed heavily on her, and no matter how much I tried to assure her that I loved her, she felt like a dirty slut.
"John regularly urinated on me," Lela cried one night, as I begged her to let me love her unconditionally.
"I know exactly how demeaning that is, baby," I responded empathetically. "John pissed on me too, on multiple occasions. Absolutely horrific behavior."
"He made me eat his sweaty asshole," Lela said in disgust.
"Me too, Lela," I said quietly, feeling as if our shared experiences would help Lela process her self-hatred. "Numerous times."
"Mark, he made me give him a rimjob right after he ran in a competitive half-marathon," Lela said as she wept. "The worst thing is that I loved every second of his abuse. I am nothing but a filthy CumSlut."
As I watched Lela sob, I knew that she needed time and space to heal. Even though it crushed me to my core I let her go, throwing my energy into my profession. I was thriving at work, my innate intelligence and inquisitive nature being the perfect combination for an aspiring lawyer. My strength was closing arguments, and over time some of the more senior attorneys would consult me as their cases drew to conclusion. Samantha continued to mentor me, my success apparently deemed a direct reflection of her coaching ability. As the years unfurled, and the gulf between our professional experience and our age difference began to matter less, I felt a subtle shift in the dynamic between us.
As it turned out, Samantha wasn't actually opposed to casual sex. She was just opposed to casual sex with playboys like John. In contrast to the way she saw John, Samantha viewed me as an intelligent, well-educated, decent man with a very good future. Our relationship started innocently enough with the occasional work lunch as we pored over our current legal
cases. I was blessed with a virtual photographic memory, and Samantha quickly realized that she could save countless hours in the research library if she shared her cases with me.
As we spent more time together, I discovered that we had many of the same interests, we shared the same sense of humor and had similar views on the importance of long-term relationships. Occasionally, we would celebrate a big victory in the courtroom with a night out on the town, but I never crossed the professional boundary that existed between us as co-workers. Then one day, four years after I was first hired, Samantha and I were working together on a significant class-action lawsuit against Persil. The evidence in our favor was not that compelling, but with the amount of money that was at stake I took the case extremely seriously, spending hours preparing my final arguments.
To our surprise we prevailed that day, and Samantha's gratitude was on display as she hugged me just outside the courtroom. We both made over two hundred thousand dollars that day, an unexpected windfall in her eyes. As we walked excitedly towards Samantha's latest convertible Maserati, she voiced her appreciation of my efforts.
"You were fantastic in there," she gushed. "You had the jury in the palm of your hand. Let's get a celebratory cocktail. It's Friday night and I had a tough week at work. This victory is the perfect end to the week. I owe you big time, Mark."
I would never in a million years have put the moves on Samantha, out of respect for the fact that she had mentored me. However, as one drink inevitably led to several, Samantha made the determination that she was unable to drive her Maserati home, and we decided to share an Uber. It wasn't a particularly long car ride to my house and Samantha seem determined to make the most of our time together. As we snuggled together in the backseat, she placed her perfectly manicured hand under my chin, rotated me so that I faced her and then leaned in for a kiss.
I felt the chemistry immediately, my cock stiffening in my tailored suit pants as we made out. To my surprise, as we exchanged several tender open-mouth kisses it was evident that she felt it too, and without any attempt to secure my consent, Samantha redirected the Uber driver to her house. I was under no illusion that I would be able to satisfy her in bed and much to my relief she seemed to feel the same way.
"No pressure, Mark," she said as if she had read my mind. "I just want you to enjoy yourself tonight. I have been thinking about giving you a little treat ever since I caught you checking out my garter-straps in my Maserati all those years ago. I know you have the hots for me. Your erection transmitted that message quite clearly that night in the parking lot. Relax, enjoy, you deserve it."
As the Uber headed towards Samantha's home, I felt a sense of satisfaction that I was about to possess something that John desired. Samantha, by her own admission, had toyed with John using him to pleasure her orally, even as she denied him any meaningful release. In contrast to the way that she had treated my roommate, this exquisite woman, who I considered to be completely out of my league, was offering herself up to me as a reward for my efforts in the courtroom. It had been years since my last sexual encounter, a sordid blowjob from Lela in the bathroom stalls at work, right before I cut her loose. The anticipation of coupling with Samantha had heightened my senses considerably, and I was leaking pre-cum profusely.
Having Samantha lower her expectations of me actually enabled me to perform better. I doubt that it was the best night of her life, but I managed to get Samantha off three times through oral sex. As she pulled me up from between her thighs, she flashed me a look of appreciation and surprise.
"Wow," Samantha exclaimed excitedly. "I was not expecting that, Mark. There are some wet-wipes on the counter if you want to freshen up."
I entered Samantha's impressive bathroom and wiped my face clean of her vaginal secretions. Then after using the restroom, I washed my hands and noticed an unwrapped condom sitting on the marble countertop. Its placement could not have been accidental, and my cock stiffened as I realized that I was going to fuck this alluring woman. I put the condom into the palm of my hand, and returned to the bed full of anticipation.
"Thanks, baby," Samantha whispered softly. "I feel completely satisfied. I want you to make love to me."
At this point in my life, I had only ever been with Lela, and Samantha was just such a massive step-up that my excitement level was through the roof.
"Lay on top of me, Mark," Samantha said quietly. "I want to feel you inside me."
I didn't need a second invitation to enter her tight, moist pussy, and once I was laying on top of her, I opened the palm of my hand to reveal the unwrapped condom.
"I know that you are not a player, Mark," Samantha whispered in my ear, as she slid her hand between us and gently grasped the tip of my cock. "You don't need to wear a condom. I trust that you are clean," she added, as she guided me into the entrance of her love canal.
At the time, I had considered this a one-off, a freebie if you will, a reward for my compelling closing arguments that allowed us to win a case without a preponderance of evidence in our favor. Samantha and I had earned two hundred thousand dollars each that day, based on the huge payouts associated with class action lawsuits. She had got caught up in the euphoria of the moment, had a couple of celebratory cocktails, and on the spur of the moment had decided to redirect our shared Uber to her impressive residence.
Now as I eased into her well-lubricated pussy, my only thought was to try and enjoy this moment, however short-lived. This spectacular female specimen was so far out of my league that I would remember this night as long as I lived. Once I was balls-deep inside this goddess, we began to kiss, a sensual tender encounter that elevated the level of intimacy between us. Samantha wrapped her toned legs around my buttocks, and placed her lips against my earlobe, as we rocked slowly together in unison.
"I never permitted John to make love to me," she whispered softly in my ear. "Lord knows he tried but I am attracted to stable, intelligent, hard-working, committed men, not players. Never underestimate yourself, Mark," she added. "You are the complete package. A catch. Marriage material."
As we slowly made love Samantha continued to flatter me, which did wonders for my self-confidence, and reduced any feelings of inadequacy that I possessed.
"You deserve this," she whispered, as she nibbled my earlobe.
Pornography often depicts sex as a frantic, desperate act, wherein two people are so consumed with lust that they rip each other's clothes off and fuck on top of a desk, or over the hood of a car. In contrast, Samantha and I rocked slowly together, our relaxed rhythmic motion creating a sense of oneness as we alternated between kissing tenderly, and her whispering sweet words of encouragement in my ear.



It is conceivable that the alcohol that I had consumed had numbed my senses somewhat, contributing to the feelings of calm that enveloped my body. However, a more likely scenario was that I had connected with another human being, and our continued closeness and intimacy was more important to me than busting a nut inside Samantha. For this reason I made no attempt to increase the pace or intensity of our love-making, preferring instead to repay some of Samantha's compliments by whispering sweet nothings in her ear.
I had no clue at the time of the age-old adage that men respond sexually to what they see, and women respond sexually to what they hear. I just wanted to let Samantha know that I felt exactly the same way about her. While I appreciated the fact that she came in a beautiful exterior package, it was her intellect and drive that I respected.
"I was in awe of you from the moment we met," I whispered. "You are the embodiment of the American dream. A confident, intelligent, self-motivated woman, who is an inspiration to anyone with goals."
As we rocked slowly and whispered terms of endearment into each other's ears, I noticed some subtle changes in Samantha's physiology. I was too inexperienced to put the signals together, but as her breathing became more labored and her pussy continued to self-lubricate, I did have a certain amount of confidence that she was enjoying our encounter. What I wasn't prepared for though, was the involuntary tightening of her legs around my buttocks, as she thrust her hips deeper into me. Samantha slowly increased her cadence and began to grind her exposed button into my pelvic area, heat emanating from the throbbing clitoris as her excitement increased.
I felt in total control of my body, and any concerns about poor performance or premature ejaculation had long been banished. In truth, I felt as if I could have made love to this spectacular woman for as long as she desired. Samantha's breathing was ragged now, and I felt the sensation of her nails digging into the flesh of my shoulders, as she writhed around beneath me. A few moments later, to my surprise, Samantha threw her head back and had a very vocal orgasm.
"Fuck yes," Samantha cried as she climaxed. "That was intense. You are incredible, Mark."
If truth be known, I had no clue what should happen next as I had never induced an orgasm from a woman through penetrative sex. However, Samantha knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't shy about communicating her needs.
"I want to be on top, Mark," she whispered through her ragged breath. "I come much more easily in that position."
As I tried to process the reasons why Samantha wouldn't have shared that with me in the first place, she maneuvered us into her desired position, and once in place, she lowered herself slowly on to my erect cock.
"Fuck yes," she said as I slid deep inside her wet snatch. "This feels amazing."
Samantha would later share with me that it was a trust issue, but as I watched the elevated level of her arousal as she simultaneously bounced up and down on my cock and toyed with her clitoris, I couldn't understand why she hadn't selected her favorite position first. Not only did Samantha achieve orgasm much more readily in this position, but her arousal was far more evident to me. I watched on intently as her nipples hardened, her stomach muscles tightened, and her lips parted as she stroked herself to climax using just the right amount of clitoral stimulation.
In this new position, our lovemaking felt like it was less about me and more about accommodating Samantha's needs, but I was so enthralled to be in this situation, that I allowed her to ride my cock as if it were a sex toy. Apparently I secured Samantha's trust through my genuine desire to make our sexual encounter a mutually enjoyable experience, and once she trusted me, she felt comfortable letting go.
Samantha climaxed seven times as she rode my cock that night, and after her last orgasm she fell forward onto my chest, her words completely incoherent as she blubbered something about being completely fulfilled for the first time in her life. I was still rock-hard and in desperate need of release, but as she slumped on top of me, and tried to arrest her ragged breathing, I made the decision to wait.
It was an agonizingly frustrating ordeal as I had been balls-deep inside this goddess for almost an hour. However, even as my unsheathed cock throbbed and danced inside her well-lubricated pussy, I suppressed my lust, and gently stroked the nape of her neck and her shoulders. I am sure a more aggressive Alpha Male would have asserted himself and began to thrust inside of Samantha in search of his own release. However, I tenderly caressed her and whispered words of appreciation softly in her ear, until I was aware that she had fallen asleep. Taking care not to awaken her, I extricated my cock from her love-canal, and carefully maneuvered her lifeless body so that she was lying comfortably on the bed. With one final tender kiss to her forehead, I covered her with the duvet.
As I looked down at my pulsating cock I briefly contemplated jerking off. My shaft and glans were slick with Samantha's vaginal secretions, and a pair of her silky panties were visible on the floor next to her bed. It would have taken but a few seconds to blow my load, but for some reason I felt that Samantha might awaken shortly and offer me some reciprocation, so I got under the duvet.
Even though I had a raging boner, as I lay in bed listening to Samantha's contented breathing, I felt somewhat satisfied. Yes, it would have been a more pleasurable experience had I got to come inside her tight, wet pussy, but for the first time in my life I felt like I had connected with another soul, and this made me feel satiated. It took me almost an hour to fall asleep, as every time Samantha stirred I envisioned her waking up and offering to suck me off as a sign of her gratitude. It briefly crossed my mind that she had played me, the way that she had toyed with John, but the optimist in me hoped for my reward.
I awoke in the morning to the intensely pleasurable sensation of Samantha's perfectly manicured nails raking across my buttocks. Her touch, combined with my elevated level of sexual frustration, caused goosebumps to appear across my butt-cheeks and lower back. Samantha leaned in for a kiss and with a smile informed me that she needed to take a shower.
I almost asked her not to leave our bed, but it seemed a touch desperate, so I merely watched appreciatively as her tight little ass sashayed towards her bathroom. A few moments later I heard the water flowing from the overhead rain shower as I laid in bed with my erect cock and my pulsating nuts. It occurred to me that Samantha had left John in a similarly frustrated state, and I wondered if this was just her normal routine. Find some guy, flatter him into sexual subservience, and then fall asleep with no consideration of reciprocation.
I knew at this point that Samantha had played me, and a wave of emotions washed over me. I was annoyed at myself for not recognizing that Samantha was completely out of my league. She had fed me a line of bullshit, about being "the complete package, a catch," and I had swallowed it up as she skillfully manipulated me. I also felt a strong pang of regret at my lack of assertiveness, and the fact that I had missed my opportunity to blow my load inside this spectacular woman. I was never going to get another chance with Samantha, particularly as in the light of day she must have realized that I was her subordinate at work. These emotions were finally replaced with melancholy, that gnawing feeling of an evaporating, once in a lifetime opportunity.
I eyed the silky panties as they lay discarded by the bed, and I made the decision to take them as a memento of my tryst with my boss. As I leaned over to pick them up, Samantha called out to me, startling me in the process.
"Come and join me, Mark," she said assertively. "I am ready for you now."
My heart soared as I absorbed her latest instructions, and I strode eagerly into the master bathroom. By the time I reached the entryway to Samantha's opulent, multi-head, steam shower, it was evident that she had already taken care of her personal hygiene needs. Not only was she squeaky clean from head to toe, but judging by the Gillette razor blade that was laying at her feet, she had also shaved her legs, pussy and nether regions.
"Come on in, Mark," Samantha said cheerfully. "You can leave the door open, it is already pretty steamy in here."
The shower enclosure was colossal, and even with the huge glass door wide open, there was little likelihood of getting any water on the bathroom floor. I entered tentatively, slightly embarrassed that I was sporting morning wood. Samantha, however seemed delighted by my arousal, and grabbing me by the tip of my cock, pulled me under the overhead rain shower.
"Last night was phenomenal, Mark," Samantha gushed enthusiastically. "I came so hard I saw stars. In fact, I can see the evidence of my multiple climaxes has dried all over your cock, balls and stomach," she added with a shy giggle. "I am so sorry that I fell asleep before I had a chance to reciprocate. Please, let me make it up to you."
As I stood beneath the overhead rain shower, basking in the high-pressure flow of the warm water, Samantha grabbed a bar of soap and began to lather it up on my chest. Her touch felt good, and my cock danced around between my legs. Samantha didn't appear to be in any rush as she lovingly washed my upper body. My mind was racing as her words echoed around inside my head, "please let me make it up to you."
Once Samantha deemed my upper body to be sufficiently clean, she grabbed a shower head extension and washed the soap from my chest, arms and back. Then with a cheeky smile, she began to lather up my erect cock and swollen nutsack. Under the guise of a thorough cleansing, Samantha proceeded to give me what was basically a hand-job and I simultaneously contemplated my options, and dramatically lowered my expectations.
I knew that Samantha had restricted John's pleasure to the occasional hand-job, and my expectations were to be allowed to fuck her tight, well-lubricated fist until I exploded against the glass wall of the shower enclosure. Of course, once my nuts were drained, I would be expected to pick up the squeegee and restore the glass to its pristine condition.
That is why it was so surprising when Samantha squatted on her heels and began to massage her soapy hands into my undercarriage. She lathered up the entire area between the base of my nuts and my perineum, before grazing the tip of one finger across my anus. I jumped reflexively and Samantha let out a little giggle.
"First time?" she asked sweetly. "Do you like that, Mark?"
I could barely answer, so I nodded approvingly, and Samantha continued with my full body wash. Samantha ended up washing me from head to toe in such a loving, subservient manner that I would remember this attentive pampering for the rest of my life. She applied the lather all over my legs before kneeling in front of me and inviting me to place one foot on her thigh. As I balanced myself with one hand against the marble shower wall, Samantha washed my foot in its entirety, including between my toes which felt amazing. She remained knelt before me until she was satisfied that both feet were squeaky clean, and then she placed one hand on my cock and slowly rotated me 180 degrees.
Raising the bar of soap to my waist level, I felt her dainty hands caressing my buttocks, as she continued to lather me up. Once my ass cheeks were covered with soap suds, she parted my buttocks and began to wash my ass. She seemed determined to get me fastidiously clean back there, and I could only think of one reason why my anal-hygiene would matter to her. I banished that unlikely scenario from my head the second it entered my mind, determined not to set myself up for disappointment.
Samantha was very slow and methodical in her advances, almost as if she was constantly seeking consent as she took me to places I had never experienced before.
"Does that feel good?" she asked, as she circled the tip of her finger around my rosebud.
I barely squeaked out the word "yes" before she placed this finger directly on my rosebud, and applied a little pressure.
"And this, Mark?" she whispered. "Does this feel good?"
I was quite tense by this point, my body adjusting to all kinds of new stimulation, while my mind was rife with anticipation. However, Samantha had applied a copious amount of soap lather to my entire nether regions, and with minimal force my sphincter opened up and Samantha's dainty finger eased inside my ass. I let out an involuntary whimper of pleasure which seemed to satisfy her desire for my consent. Samantha toyed with my asshole for several moments, before brushing the tip of her finger against my prostate gland, which elicited another moan from me.
My cock was throbbing now, and pre-cum was pooling around the tip of it, as Samantha teased my prostate. I felt her finger slip out from inside me, and she slowly arose from her knees.
"I think you are squeaky clean now, Mark," she said playfully. "Let's get you rinsed off."
As I stood there trembling with excitement, Samantha grabbed the shower head extension and rinsed the soap entirely from my body, taking great care to ensure that the soles of my feet and the crack of my ass received a good soaking. Then she washed her hands thoroughly, and turned the water off. Even with the door to the enclosure wide open, it was still quite toasty in there, but my comfort seemed of paramount importance to her and she asked me if I was warm enough.
As soon as I responded in the affirmative, Samantha lowered her upper-body slightly and began to kiss my neck and shoulders. The tenderness was completely unexpected, particularly as it continued unabated and she moved further down my body until her attention was focused on my nipples. I hadn't experienced much attention from the fairer sex, and as Samantha sank to her knees so that she could kiss and lick my abdomen, I was in heaven. As my trembling body transmitted my excitement, Samantha continued her south-bound movements, until I felt her tongue graze my belly-button.
To say that I was aroused would have been an understatement. My cock was at full-mast, pre-cum evident around its tip as Samantha continued to tease me. At this point I would have been ecstatic with a blow-job, that singular submissive act serving as evidence of Samantha's appreciation of my efforts of the previous evening. However, as she ran her tongue the entire length of my cock, before enveloping my cock-head between her warm, moist lips, I decided that I wanted to fuck her again. Doggy-style!
Samantha had other ideas, and as she withdrew her lips from my cock-head, she rotated me slowly away from her, until my buttocks were right in her face. She placed one tender kiss on each ass-cheek, before she spoke.
"Are you comfortable, Mark?" she whispered. "Warm enough? If you look through the shower entrance you will see our reflection in the mirror."
I had been so captivated by Samantha's extended pamper session, that I hadn't looked away from her once the entire time. Now, as I looked through the open door, I could see the two of us perfectly framed in the massive countertop to ceiling mirror that ran the length of one wall in the bathroom. I was stood perfectly upright, my anticipation keeping me tense. Samantha was on her knees behind me, with her lips planted on the base of my spine, just above my ass-crack. She slowly turned her face towards the mirror, and resting her cheek against one of my buttocks, she flashed me a playful smile.
"I left the door open in case you wanted to watch me take care of you," she added softly.
Now that I could see the perfect image of us in the next room, it was the mirror that captivated my attention, and from which I couldn't look away. Samantha and I maintained eye-contact for a few moments, before she winked at me and then turned away. A few seconds later, she placed both hands on my ass, and slowly parted my buttocks.
I felt my body tense under the extreme sexual provocation, and my heart was beating in my chest as Samantha extended her tongue and grazed the tip of it across the entrance to my anus. I heard her giggle as I jumped reflexively, her amusement at my sexual inexperience clearly evident. However, as if she had made the decision to offer true reciprocation for my efforts of the prior evening, Samantha proceeded to give me an other-worldly rim-job.
Paying equal attention to my rosebud, perineum, and the base of my scrotum, Samantha alternated between licking, kissing and nibbling the aforementioned erogenous zones, until I was breathing heavily and leaking profusely. I could feel my entire body trembling under the sustained stimulation, and just when I thought that it couldn't get any more pleasurable, Samantha eased her tongue through my sphincter, and began to flick the tip of it across my prostate gland.
I was watching this erotic scene the entire time in the mirror as it developed, and when Samantha's right arm enveloped my waist and she began to caress the tip of my cock with the palm of her hand, I knew I wouldn't last long. Truth be known, I don't think many men would have lasted a long time under the circumstances. Samantha rubbed her palm all over my cock-head, and once she decided that enough of my pre-cum had transferred to her hand, she closed it into a tight fist. As I watched her intently in the huge wall-mounted mirror, Samantha brought me quickly to climax with her rendition of a Rusty Trombone.
A few moments later, as she jerked me off and simultaneously flicked her tongue across my prostate gland, I felt my nuts constrict and my first rope of ejaculate was launched against the wall of the shower enclosure. I cried out with pleasure as Samantha continued to work her magic, and within about five seconds I had emptied the entire contents of my nutsack.
Undoubtedly the best orgasm of my life, it took me several moments to compose myself. Even as Samantha slowed her hand motions to a gentle caress, she maintained her attentions to my prostate and I continued to leak a steady dribble of ejaculate. Finally, as I took in one deep breath and exhaled forcefully, Samantha emerged from between my parted buttocks, and got slowly to her feet.
"I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did," Samantha whispered into my ear, as she rested her chin on my shoulder and smiled at me in the reflection on the mirror. "I am going to brush my teeth."
Samantha exited the shower enclosure silently, returning seconds later with two large towels that had apparently been hanging over a heated towel rail. After handing them to me she headed for the dual sinks of the oversized countertop, her pert buttocks looking delectable as she moved so gracefully.
As I dried myself my attention turned to the squeegee that was hanging in the far corner of the enclosure.
"Would you like me to give the glass a quick freshen-up, Samantha?" I offered, knowing her penchant for cleanliness.
"Oh, I have a maid every Saturday around lunchtime," she responded cheerfully. "Thanks for offering though, Mark. That is very considerate of you."
Samantha motioned me towards her, and handed me a brand-new unopened toothbrush.
"Mouthwash is in the vanity," she informed me. "Let's go back to bed and relax."
It felt very natural to lie in bed next to Samantha, and she asked me to spoon her as we chatted about a variety of subjects. As our comfort level increased, we began to ask each other some more personal questions. Predictably, our conversation eventually turned to John, and I had something specific in mind to ask Samantha.



"What time does your maid typically arrive?" I began innocently enough.
"She gets here right at noon," Samantha responded. "Has done for years. Why?"
"Well," I began hesitantly. "John said you made him clean your shower enclosure every time he used it. Was this before your maid started working for you?"
"Like I said, Mark," Samantha whispered softly. "I have had the same maid service for years. I made John clean my shower because he was a cock-hound and he needed to be put in his place. I made him strip the bed too," she added with a giggle. "Told him that I had a hot date that night. You should have seen his face."
"There was no date?" I asked incredulously. "Were you just fucking with him?"
"Yep," Samantha said proudly. "Just because I could."
It felt great to be lying next to the woman of John's dreams, especially knowing that he had never experienced the joy of making love to her. As we continued to share a laugh at John's expense, Samantha encouraged me to hold her tighter, and under the sustained body contact, I felt my cock stir to life. Samantha obviously felt it too, because she giggled excitedly and turned to face me.
"Looks like somebody is ready for round two," she said cheerfully, as she stroked my stiffening cock. "How would you like to finish this time, Mark?"
Samantha seemed intent on reciprocating for the previous evening's encounter, and after assuring me that she was completely satisfied, she repeated her question.
"Doggy-style," I said nervously, hoping that this was one of my available options.
"As you wish, Mark," Samantha said enthusiastically. "Give me a few minutes to freshen-up."
Bearing in mind that we had just showered together, I couldn't imagine that Samantha would need much freshening-up, but I watched as she exited the bedroom and entered her large walk-in closet. Less than ten minutes later, she emerged in a light-pink, silk suit that had been tailored to fit her perfectly.
"Remember this little ensemble?" Samantha asked playfully. "This is exactly what I was wearing when you and John walked me to my Maserati. I haven't worn it to work in years. In fact, I had the skirt hemmed recently. Is it too short?"
I am not sure if she was searching for a compliment, or if she really didn't know how phenomenal she looked at that exact moment. However, as I allowed my eyes to roam and take in every detail of her exquisite outfit, I responded truthfully.
"You look incredible, Samantha," I gushed. "I remember that evening as if it were yesterday."
"Me too!" Samantha said excitedly. "I remember John trying so hard to impress me by sitting at the front of the class. And his stupid preppy look."
"John took forever to choose that outfit," I said with a laugh. "He must have changed five or six times."
"Do you know what else I remember about that evening, Mark?" Samantha teased. "You stealing a glance at my garter-belt straps, and developing a noticeable bulge in your pants as you stood by the side of my Maserati. What on earth was going through your mind?"
Samantha and I had become extremely comfortable with each other in such a short period of time. It seemed like she really wanted to give me some reciprocation for last night, and I took a risk and told her the truth.
"When we were in class, and you bent over to plug in your laptop, all I could think about was hiking your skirt up and bending you over the desk," I admitted in a moment of candidness. "I hope that doesn't offend you, Samantha."
"Offend me?" she laughed. "You have no clue how flattered that makes me feel, Mark. Come here baby," she beckoned me with her outstretched hand.
I threw back the bed covers, and even though I was a little self-conscious of my leaking erection, I slowly approached Samantha.
"Follow me," she instructed, as we walked down the long hallway until we entered her office.
As befits an established attorney, Samantha's office was opulent yet professional. Clearly no expense had been spared with the decor or the furniture, and dominating the room was a large leather-topped mahogany desk. Samantha walked to the front edge of the desk and leaned over it, supporting herself with her elbows. As she did so, her recently shortened skirt rose up over her toned upper-thighs, exposing the same garter-belt straps that I had fantasized about, all those years ago.
"What happened after you bent me over the desk, in your fantasy, Mark?" Samantha asked seductively. "Did you spank me? Take me from behind? Fuck my ass?"
"I took you from behind, Samantha," I said in nervous anticipation. "Hiked up your skirt, slid your panties down, and entered your tight, moist pussy."
"Well, take me then stud," she whispered provocatively. "I am yours to enjoy as you see fit."
"I am afraid that I am not going to last long, Samantha," I stammered as I sidled in behind her.
"You did all of the heavy lifting last night, Mark," she assured me. "This is your hard-earned reward. Enjoy it, no matter how short lived."
I had fantasized about this for years, even since that day in our ethics class. I had masturbated to the thought of this scenario multiple times, never imagining that one day I would experience it, in every minute detail.
Once I was balls-deep inside this spectacular woman, she began to offer words of encouragement, presumably to entice me to blow my load.
"John never got to experience this," she said softly. "Taking me like the bitch that I am. In fact, the last time I had sex in this office, I bent John over this very desk and fucked him with a strap-on."
I wasn't sure if Samantha was embellishing the truth to get me over the finish line, or if she really had pegged John, but it was all I needed to hear, and I warned her that I was close.
"Do you want to come inside me or on my face?" Samantha whispered. "Whatever you want, Mark. Today is all about you."
I ended up coming four times that day, Samantha seemingly so enthralled with my unbridled excitement that she canceled her maid service and spent all day fulfilling my every fantasy. Samantha got deep inside my head and in the process managed to check off every perverse sexual goal on my bucket-list. We experimented with anal sex in multiple positions, Samantha invited me to titty-fuck her, and she also permitted me to give her a facial, although as this was my fourth climax, my load wasn't particularly voluminous. I was like a kid in a candy store, and far more demanding than I would normally have been, knowing that this was a one-time event.
Chemistry is a difficult entity to quantify, but a funny thing happened after we were both sexually satiated, we began connecting on a deeper level. As afternoon turned into early evening, I began to question whether it was time for me to leave, but Samantha invited me to stay for dinner with her.
Samantha ordered sushi from a very expensive restaurant that delivered locally, and she opened a bottle of red wine that was absolutely phenomenal. After we ate, she told me that she wanted to take a bath to relax, and again I took this as my cue to leave.
"I want to take a bath with you, silly," Samantha teased. "My tub is way too big for one person."
Samantha and I ended up laying in her oversized jacuzzi tub for nearly two hours, as she periodically refilled our wine glasses and added more hot water to the slowly cooling bath. We talked, kissed, soaped each other from head to toe and generally reveled in our huge, unexpected court victory.
"What are you going to buy with your windfall?" Samantha asked excitedly, as we finally got out of the bath and stood opposite each other on the heated tile floor. "A new car? A Rolex?"
"To be honest, Samantha," I began candidly. "I am still at the point in my life where any unexpected money is already previously committed, either to student loans, or my mountain of credit card debt. This windfall will make a huge dent in that debt, but I am certainly not in a position to go shopping for a new car, or a Rolex."
"How refreshingly honest, Mark," Samantha gushed. "Most men I meet spin a line of bullshit as to how wealthy they are, in order to get into my panties. Thank you for keeping it real."
With that Samantha grabbed an oversized bath towel from the heated towel rack, and began to dry me. The heated floor was doing a great job of keeping us warm, and Samantha seemed in no rush as she asked me to turn away from her, and proceeded to dry my back, shoulders, and my buttocks. She was very playful and excitable as she dried me, and at one point she rested her chin on my shoulder and whispered softly into my ear.
"Let's go shopping tomorrow. My windfall is just that, a huge unexpected bonus and I am unencumbered by debt. I want to take you to the mall and treat you to something special. Maybe a new suit?"
I tried to put up some resistance but Samantha was adamant that she wanted to repay me for winning the lawsuit, despite the lack of a preponderance of evidence in our favor.
"I enjoy treating you, Mark," Samantha said cheerfully. "You are different than most of the players I encounter. It is very gratifying to meet someone like you. More than you will ever know."
With that said, Samantha lowered herself to her knees and began to dry my legs and feet. There was a tenderness in her actions, and I felt like the most important man in the world as she ensured I was completely dry.
"Now let me dry your front," Samantha said softly. "Turn around, Mark."
I rotated slowly, unsure as to whether Samantha was currently standing or still on her knees. As she came into my periphery vision, and I realized that she was still kneeling, my cock slowly stiffened and reflexively I tried to cover it.
"Relax, Mark," Samantha said as she planted one tender kiss on my cock-head. "Like I said, I enjoy treating you."
As I stood before her, Samantha started to give me a slow, tender blowjob, unlike anything I had ever witnessed in pornography. Samantha never tried to deep-throat me, never encouraged me to face-fuck her or any of the other nasty acts that you see in porn flicks. She just tenderly, gently pampered my cock and balls before slipping her moist lips over the top of my cock-head. Then in a slow, rhythmic motion, Samantha lovingly sucked me off. Pausing periodically to look up at me and ensure that I was on board with tomorrow's shopping excursion, Samantha increased the cadence of her blowjob slightly, as I approached my climax. Then in one of the defining sexual moments of my life, she expertly extracted the few remaining traces of my ejaculate from my nutsack, which I had viewed as already completely drained.
My final release wasn't much more than a dribble, but it still felt incredible. Samantha held my cock in her mouth until it started to go flaccid, and then arose slowly from her knees and flashed me an appreciative smile.
"Thanks for agreeing to come shopping with me tomorrow, Mark," she whispered. "I am going to brush my teeth."
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Samantha and I progressed quickly in our relationship, and shortly after our first hook-up, we were cohabiting. Not in the legal sense that I had changed my address on my Driver License or my auto insurance, but as each day came to a close it was evident that we would be spending the night together.
Samantha was so much more mature than Lela and I found myself able to talk to her about almost anything. Samantha was aware of my limited dating history, my period of servitude to John, and the complex dynamic between John, Lela and I. One night as we were lying in bed after a sensual lovemaking session and several glasses of wine, the subject of anal-sex came up.
"Did John ever take you by force, Mark?" Samantha began, her head resting on my shoulder as she raked her nails across my chest.
"Occasionally he butt-fucked me with a bit more brutality," I said candidly. "But most of the time he used me when he was horny, just to blow his load."
"Have you ever been pegged by a woman?" my girlfriend asked, the interest evident in her voice. "Would you be open to trying it?"
"I'm not sure, Samantha," I said nervously. "My experience with anal-sex has taught me that it can be quite painful."
"Not if we take it really slow," she countered. "I have some Anal-Ease which has a topical analgesic in it which acts as a numbing agent. I also have a pencil sized strap-on dildo that is great for beginners," she offered optimistically. "I promise I won't hurt you if you consent to it."
"If I consent to it, Samantha?" I said with a surprised look on my face. "How else would you peg a guy, other than consensually?"
"Well," she began sheepishly, "pegging can also be used as a punishment, in which case it is more about power than sex."
We had both had several glasses of wine and the conversation was flowing freely. Samantha had already shared with me that she had enjoyed a total of six sex-partners prior to me, so I asked the obvious question.
"Have you pegged all of your ex-boyfriends, Samantha?" I asked with a nervous laugh. "And was John's pegging consensual or punitive?"
"Good question," Samantha said with a twinkle in her eye. "I did anally penetrate all of my exes in a loving consensual manner. John's pegging was somewhere in the middle. Under the assumption that catering to my needs first would earn him additional brownie points, John gave me his full consent and bent over the desk voluntarily. However, once he was in my desired position, I used some neckties to restrain him, and I guess from that point on it was punishment. John was an Alpha Male and a total player. When he asked me out I said yes just so that I could burst his bubble, take him down a notch or two. John needed a good butt-fucking to put him in his place."
"Is that your thing, Samantha?" I asked naively. "Using a strap-on on your partner?"
"I find it empowering to bend a man over my desk, attach a strap-on phallus to my harness and butt-fuck a guy into submission," she admitted. "But it doesn't have to be painful, Mark. If we go slow, and I use plenty of analgesic lubricant we can enjoy the role-reversal without any discomfort. Are you willing to trust me and submit to me?"
My eyes widened as I considered the prospect that I was the only man that Samantha had made love to that she hadn't pegged.
"How many guys have submitted to you, Samantha?" I asked incredulously.
"About twice as many as I have made love to," Samantha responded candidly, her inhibitions lowered by the alcohol she had consumed. "Give or take," she added with a giggle. "You are the only man who I have ever kissed that hasn't yet submitted to my strap-on."
"How many were consensual and how many were punishment?" I asked, swallowing hard as we went down this rabbit hole.
"The lines are blurry, baby," Samantha replied, giggling more freely now. "In my personal life mostly all consensual with a couple of exceptions, and John was probably on the fence. The work-related encounters were all punitive, no exceptions."
"Work-related," I repeated with a chuckle. "You are funny Samantha."
Our late night chats were always candid and seemingly free of agenda, although Samantha would raise the prospect of pegging me quite frequently. Finally, after we had both had our defenses lowered by lots of alcohol, I tried to get to the root of it.
"Why are you so fascinated by the prospect of pegging me, Samantha?" I asked her, my inebriation making me more confident.
"It's not just you that I want to butt-fuck, Mark," Samantha slurred, a little worse for the wine. "It's all men. I was severely disadvantaged in College and Law School by virtue of my gender. Even when I graduated top of my class, there were rumors that I had slept my way through College. In Law School I had to work harder than the men just to be noticed. Even when I got hired by our Law Firm, and was assigned Danny Marshall as my mentor, he spent the first six months trying to get into my panties. Most men are pigs and I relish any opportunity to bend them over my desk, consensually or punitively."
Our drunken conversation veered off in a different direction and I never bent over Samantha's desk that night. I loved this woman but I had a feeling that in her core Samantha harbored a deep resentment of the males of our species.
Once we established that we were a couple, Samantha and I discussed whether or not to tell anyone else at the law firm, as Samantha didn't want to upset the dynamic in the work place.
"I need to inform Stephanie, Head of Human Resources, at the very least," Samantha told me. "And the two other members of the Senior Management Team."
"None of your subordinates need to know right, Samantha?" I asked tentatively, not wishing to alienate any of my peers.
"Just Danny," she said reluctantly. "Danny Marshall, the fucking cock-hound" she added for my benefit. "Prior to my last promotion Mr. Marshall ran the office and it was a total boys' club. Technically I am now Danny's boss, but he is a misogynistic prick and somebody that I need on my side. I will let him know as a professional courtesy, but that should do it."
I was comfortable with the fact that only four senior members of the legal team would be informed of the consensual relationship between Samantha and I. It seemed prudent to inform Human Resources, and the other three individuals were trusted, long-term employees who had a valid reason to be aware of the situation.
I did tell Lela, but only because she asked me directly in one of our infrequent conversations, and I viewed her as too emotionally fragile and unstable to lie to her. Predictably, she was going through her own bullshit with her latest loser boyfriend.
Ever since I cut Lela loose she had entered into the first of many in a series of abusive relationships. She met her first new boyfriend, Ratt, at a local tattoo parlor while she was considering getting her first ever tattoo. Lela wanted a rose on the back of her neck, and as she signed the consent forms and age-verification documents, Ratt approached her and made some small talk. By this time in Lela's life she was damaged goods, and there was no hiding her self-loathing and her distinct feeling of her lack of worth. Ratt had seen his fair share of downtrodden girls, and made a beeline for Lela.
Ratt ended up tattooing Lela that day, drawing a large red rose at the base of her skull, the placement of which mystified me because it would be hidden by her hair. Ratt convinced Lela to let him sign her first tattoo, and upon securing her consent he inscribed his name in large, black, cursive scrawl just above the rose. Lela hung out in the tattoo parlor until closing time, and Ratt ended up going home with her to her apartment. I am not sure how that relationship ever lasted two years, but during that time Ratt beat her up twice, forced himself on her on multiple occasions, and persuaded her to add the word "CumSlut" beneath the rose tattoo. Unbeknownst to Lela, Ratt also added an apostrophe and a small letter "s" to his name during the second session.
I still saw Lela fairly regularly, although most of our interaction involved her asking to borrow money. I could see the self-hatred in her eyes when we would meet for coffee, or at the local park. Life had beaten her down, and her bad choices in men had made her feel even less deserving of true love. Every single time I gave her money she offered me sexual favors in return, and I think the fact that I turned her down each time, made her feel even less worthy. One time when we met in the park it was really warm out and Lela was wearing cut-off jeans and a bikini top. She had her hair up in a bun, and she asked me to put some sunblock on her neck and shoulders.
I still had some strong feelings for my first love, despite the fact that I was in a committed, monogamous relationship with Samantha. So it pained me to have to see her neck tattoo as I applied sunblock to her upper body, particularly as the cursive seemed to read "Ratt's CumSlut"
"You know Lela," I said, as I rubbed the SPF 50 lotion into her neck, "You deserve a better man than Ratt."
"I am a dirty CumSlut, Mark," Lela said quietly, barely able to look me in the eye. "John has told me that since day one."
I don't know if our meeting in the park that summer's day was the catalyst for change. However, shortly after I gave Lela five hundred dollars to help make ends meet, and I declined the offer of a blowjob in the men's bathroom stall, Lela left Ratt and checked into a seedy motel. Of course, as the saying goes, you are only as good as your options. The cheap downtown motel, and its motley crew of transient inhabitants, severely limited Lela's options, and within two weeks she had hooked up with a hulk of a guy who was dealing steroids.
I say hulk of a guy for two reasons. Firstly, presumably due to sampling much of his own merchandise, he was colossal in size. In addition, his episodes of steroid-induced rage made him appear to have some of the same anger-control issues as the Marvel Comics SuperHero. Hulk, as Lela and I referred to him, beat Lela on numerous occasions, hospitalizing her twice in the process. He was much more territorial of Lela too, restricting my access to her for several weeks at a time. Lela still reached out to me for the occasional loan, although as she got harder from being around such scum, it became easier for me to turn down her offers of oral-sex in exchange for my financial assistance.
Lela was arrested twice for possession of steroids and paraphernalia, earning community service on each occasion. It was evident to me that Hulk was using Lela as a mule to transport his drugs, and I warned her of the consequences of another arrest. Fortunately for Lela, it was Hulk who was arrested first, and his assault on two police officers ensured that he was going to be incarcerated for a long time.
I saw Lela more regularly after Hulk went to prison, and she seemed to come out of the darkness a little. However, with her lack of self-esteem, and her new-found habit of referring to herself as "CumSlut" it wasn't long before she submitted to the next loser boyfriend. This went on for years, and much to my dismay Lela even went back to Hulk after his release from prison.
Once I started dating Samantha I informed her of my ongoing friendship with Lela, and Samantha assured me that she was fine with it.
Samantha knew that Lela was my first girlfriend and understood the gravity of my feelings for my first true love. In contrast to Lela, Samantha was very self-confident, and was not threatened in any way by my continued friendship with the younger woman. Lela was aware that I was in a committed, monogamous relationship, but every time I hung out with her she tested my resolve to be faithful. At first I laughed it off, but as Lela constantly offered me unconditional sex it became harder to ignore the possibility of a no strings attached release.
"Just take me into the gender-neutral bathrooms and blow your load on me, Mark," Lela whispered one day as we walked around the mall. "Samantha need never know that I am your side-piece. I am happy to be a cum-receptacle for you to use whenever you are horny."
It became increasingly difficult to turn Lela down, particularly as Samantha and I had cooled off a little in the sex department. This was partly due to the fact that every time we got intimate, Samantha asked me to let her butt-fuck me with her strap-on. Samantha was reasonably open-minded in the bedroom, but had clearly defined hard-limits. Lela, by contrast, assured me repeatedly that nothing was off-limits to me. As my sexual horizons broadened, I regretted my limited sexual history with Lela, and she made it crystal clear that she was more than happy to make it up to me.
"You can do anything that your heart desires to me," Lela said on another occasion. "You must have some unfulfilled fantasies. I love being used by men."
One day, as we sat sharing a table at a local coffee shop, our conversation took a serious turn. Lela informed me that she had been offered a job at an escort agency that specialized in submissive women. Initially I thought it was a terrible idea, a sure-fire way to lower her already questionable self-esteem. However, as Lela went over the pay-structure, housing arrangements, security procedures, and company benefits, it occurred to me that this might actually be a safer environment than life in the motel with the scum of the earth.
"Well, Lela," I said jokingly, "if you are going to get roughed-up you may as well get paid for it."
"Exactly, Mark," Lela responded. "I am going to offer very specific services for the sophisticated men who hire me," she added, as if she had given the matter much thought. "I am going to replicate the Klixen experience, too. Maybe I could practice on you?"
At this point in my life I was in a committed relationship with Samantha, and while we still enjoyed a satisfying sex-life, the demands of our careers left little time for protracted lovemaking sessions, and our encounters became once a week affairs. Lela had caught me in a particularly weak moment, and my hesitation must have transmitted that, because she upped the ante.
"Maybe you would rather accompany me to my photo-shoot next week?" she added playfully. "It's the least that I can do since you offered to front me the money for my portfolio."
With the advent of the internet, escort agencies had revised their marketing campaigns, evolving from simple glossy cards left in local phone booths, to full-on photographic portfolios. Recently, as TikTok gained in popularity, most escorts had added a short video to their online presence. Lela planned to summarize her Klixen blowjob experience in her brief video, and was offering to use me as her model. If I had to be honest, the thought of it made me rock-hard.
"We'll see, Lela," I said, trying not to allow my arousal to influence my decision-making ability.
As it turned out, I ended up attending Lela's photo session, but rather out of necessity than desire. Due to the propensity of human trafficking in the escort business, the photographer required the session to be paid by Bank Transfer and he needed me there to sign certain required documents. I spoke to him at length before I acquiesced, having realized that this was a non-negotiable.
When I mentioned it to Samantha she voiced some concerns.
"Are you sure about this, Mark?" she said nervously. "You are going to be in a sexually-charged environment with your ex-girlfriend. Is this the best idea, especially as we haven't been as active in the boudoir lately?"
"I can control myself around Lela," I said confidently. "Although if you want to give me a little incentive to be a good boy, I am down for that."
"I bet you are, stud," Samantha teased. "I'll tell you what. You keep your hands to yourself at the photo studio, and when you get home I will be wearing your favorite pink suit, with my garter-belt and stockings."
I truly loved Samantha, and as we shared an extended hug, I told her so.
When I arrived at the photo-shoot, the first thing that surprised me was the professionalism displayed by the crew. The studio was spotless, beautifully lit, and appeared to be a very sterile environment. I paid for the studio time via Bank Transfer, signed a statement of identity and an affidavit of non-coercion on my part, and then stood off to one side of the studio, awaiting Lela's arrival.
When Lela arrived at the studio she was in a panic as her model had canceled at the last minute. Lela had elected to use one of the male escorts from the agency as her partner in the photo-shoot, and he had let her down badly. We were on the clock, at three hundred dollars per hour, and Lela approached me with a frantic look on her face.
"Mark, will you do the shoot with me?" she practically begged. "I am desperate."
I considered it for the briefest of moments, before reminding myself that I was in a committed relationship, and these pictures were going online. There was just no way I was willing to put myself in such a compromising position.
"I can grab one of the sound technicians if you just need a fuck-buddy," the Director offered, clearly no stranger to these inadvertent mishaps.
"Ew," Lela said with her nose wrinkled in disgust, having suddenly become virtuous again. "No way. Can you just give me a minute to work things out?"
"Sure," the Director answered. "It's your money."
Turning her attention back to me, Lela intertwined her arm with mine, snuggled in close to me and took another run at me.
"Mark, please," she began in an imploring tone. "I am begging you."
As much as I wanted to participate, to be the lucky recipient of Lela's version of a Klixen blowjob, I knew I had to resist out of respect for Samantha. Lela pleaded with me to no avail, and then finally a dark cloud came over her face and she underwent a total attitude adjustment, transforming into a total bitch.
"Well then, you leave me no choice," Lela said coldly. "I really didn't want to do this, Mark," she continued, as she picked up her phone and pressed the number of one of her contacts.
"Mark won't do it," she said dejectedly. "What time can you get here?"
With her replacement model secured, Lela approached the Director and had a brief conversation with him. Whatever she told him spurred him into action, because he began to issue directions to the assembled staff.
"Ok, guys," the Director began authoritatively. "Lela's partner will be here in twenty minutes. Let's start on some of the solo photos."
As the still photographer and the video cameraman got into position, the lighting guy began to take some last minute measurements, and the sound guy moved his mic boom around to check the audio. After ensuring that everything was proceeding as expected, the Director turned to Lela.
"Things move fast on set," he began. "We want to get as much out of the hour as possible so there isn't time for niceties and platitudes. I will give clear directions and expect everyone to move quickly to that end. Why don't you get comfortable, Lela?" the Director added firmly.
Apparently in the escort business getting comfortable has an alternative meaning, because Lela removed the outer layer of her clothing to reveal that she was dressed in a black leather micro-mini skirt, matching leather bra, and a dog collar. My heart sank as I saw my lovely ex-girlfriend looking like a submissive who was definitely for sale.
I had never used an escort agency before, but back in my college days I had browsed their websites on occasion, fantasizing what it would be like to fuck one of the gorgeous East European women, had I even had the price of entry. High-class escorts typically had stylized photo-shoots, wearing designer dresses or expensive lingerie. They were often photographed in exotic locales, or relaxing in a chaise lounge as if they lived a life of leisure. The sex was hinted at, never overtly advertised. You were buying time, not a specific sex-act.



Submissive escorts, however, were a different breed. You wouldn't hire a submissive and then take her to dinner or to the theater. You hired a submissive to humiliate them, to assert yourself over them, to have them endure your perversions. For this reason, Lela's portfolio needed to convey a certain message.
"Start on all fours, Lela," the Director ordered, snapping me out of my trance.
Apparently Lela had taken his directive seriously because she immediately got onto her hands and knees.
"Head back over the shoulder," the Director continued. "Arch your back. Make sure we get her tattoo in the shot, Tim."
Under a barrage of instructions from the Director, and with two photographers working furiously to capture her submission, they put Lela through a variety of poses and positions. They made her masturbate with her fingers and a selection of sex toys, culminating in a simulated orgasm. Next they asked her to drink from a bowl of milk that was placed on the floor. Then the Director instructed her to lap up some fake semen from a saucer.
I thought the Director's tone was unnecessarily humiliating, but given the fact that the session was three hundred dollars per hour, I guess he had to keep things moving. About twenty minutes into the session one of the assistants indicated that the replacement model had arrived. I really didn't want to watch Lela get fucked by another man, so I approached the Director and waited for an appropriate time to talk to him. When he turned to face me, I spoke.
"Am I free to leave?" I asked cordially.
"All of the required paperwork is complete," the Director responded. "You can leave if you want. Or you can stay and watch, if that is your thing. We are just about to start the fireworks."
While watching Lela get dominated by some random dude was certainly not my thing, as soon as John strode confidently into the photo studio, my feet were rooted to the floor. John acknowledged my presence with a sneer, and then picked up a leash and a riding crop from the array of BDSM equipment that was laying on a large table.
"Why don't you attach the leash to Lela's collar?" the Director suggested. "Wrap the leash around your fist and walk her like a dog."
"I know exactly what she responds to," John replied coldly. "Lela and I have worked together many times before."
"Ok," the Director responded, to my surprise. "Let's allow things to evolve naturally. We have forty minutes on the clock guys. Forty minutes."
John leashed Lela with unnecessary roughness, tugging violently on her collar as he brought her to heel and began to parade her around on her hands and knees.
"Perfect," the Director said enthusiastically. "This guy is a pro. They have definitely worked together in the past."
As the still photographer and the cameraman filmed the disturbing scene, John put Lela through her paces, subjugating her with an intensity that was difficult for me to watch. Furthermore, as if to rub his encounter with my ex-girlfriend in my face, John announced each scene prior to performing it.
"Klixen cock-worship session," John said firmly, as Lela got on her knees and gave him a protracted, edging, pampering of his cock and balls.
"Rusty Trombone," John said cheerfully, looking my way to gauge my reaction.
"Forced anal," he intoned, as he maneuvered Lela into the doggy-style position, with her ass raised up and her nose on the floor.
"Turn your head to one side, bitch," John ordered, as he extended one of his bare feet and rested it on the side of her face. "Lick my foot."
The photo-session was moving at a frantic pace now, and as I watched on in angst, the Director called time. I let out a sigh of relief as Lela's ordeal was finally over, but she was far from happy.
"We haven't filmed any corporal punishment yet," Lela said dejectedly. "Or any piss-play. That is always a favorite of dominant men."
"Some other time, Lela," the Director said firmly. "Your hour is up."
Over the time since Lela and I had split up, she had become a manipulative, conniving bitch. Despite knowing this, I offered minimal resistance when she came over to me and asked me to stump up another three hundred dollars to continue the portfolio.
"Please, Mark," Lela begged. "I will pay you back one day, I promise."
Meekly nodding my consent, I picked up my iPhone and did a Bank Transfer to secure the next hour. The Director resumed his periodic barking of commands, which stirred everyone else into action.
"Let's move to the punishment room," the Director instructed everyone. "Then we will finish up in the shower."
My heart sank at the indignity of Lela being punished on camera, and I knew that I should have left at this time. However, for reasons I don't profess to understand, I shuffled into that brightly-lit room behind John and the studio hands. Lela was naked now except for the dog-collar and leash, and she was being bent over a padded leather bench before being tightly restrained. John had a huge smirk on his face as we briefly made eye-contact, and as I watched on intently he grabbed three bottled waters.
"For the shower scene," John taunted me, as I quickly averted my gaze.
It was very difficult for me to watch, but John beat Lela quite brutally with a riding crop, a padded leather spanking glove and a rattan cane. Even though she cried out for mercy repeatedly, John kept assuring the Director that he had worked with Lela numerous times in the past, and had an intimate knowledge of her limits. The cameraman and still-photographer kept snapping away, documenting Lela's abject misery under the bright lights of the purpose-built room.
Finally, after a couple of strikes with the rattan cane that seemed unnecessarily harsh, I intervened.
"Can we give Lela a break?" I asked the Director. "Just to make sure that she is doing okay."
Judging by the look on his face, the Director seemed relieved to halt the proceedings, and he called a quick time-out. As John chugged on his waters, I spoke briefly to Lela.
"Are you okay, Lela?" I asked, my concern evident in my voice. "Do you want to call it a day?"
To my surprise, Lela seemed completely unfazed by her treatment at John's hand. She almost seemed to resent my intrusion.
"I am fine, Mark," Lela snapped at me. "Of course being punished hurts, but I need my pictures to look authentic. Real dominant men can spot a fake submissive from a mile off. I want anyone who views my portfolio to know that the tears are real. Stop interfering. The last thing I need right now is a fucking White Knight."
Lela's reaction to my genuine concern stunned me, and I recoiled in shock. However, John quickly snapped me out of it.
"The secretions are real, too," John said with a chuckle, as he ran one finger slowly across the entrance to Lela's pussy. "The bitch loves a firm hand. Lela is getting off on this."
Lela let out a whimper as John stuck his finger inside her snatch, and when it emerged it was slick with her juices. As he sauntered around the room, he held his hand aloft so that everyone could witness the fact that Lela had been self-lubricating the entire time that John was abusing her. When he got to me, John stuck his hand in my face, so close to my nose that I inhaled reflexively.
"That's the scent of Lela's arousal, Mark," John said with disdain in his voice. "I am not sure if you ever smelled that when you guys were dating."
There was a smattering of laughs amongst the crew as they digested the fact that Lela and I also had a history, and then the Director intervened.
"Look guys, I don't give a fuck about whatever the three of you had going on in the past. We are here to do a job, so let's wrap this up without any unnecessary drama, yeah?"
John and I nodded agreeably and I noticed two strange things happened after our brief exchange. Firstly, the crew became far more relaxed, and the tension that had been building as they witnessed John abusing Lela, instantly evaporated. Secondly, as I realized that Lela was thoroughly enjoying her debasement, I stopped worrying about her and focused on the erotica that was unfolding before my eyes.
"Tie and Tease next," John announced enthusiastically, as he began to tie Lela spread-eagled to a large St. Andrew's Cross.
Inevitably, as Lela's bondage session moved from the corporal punishment phase, to being teased mercilessly, she began to self-lubricate with much more intensity. As the scent of Lela's arousal began to permeate the room, I felt my cock twitch in my pants. In retrospect, I should have left the second I felt a stirring in my loins. Nothing good was ever going to come from me watching John put the wood to Lela, especially if he noticed that I was aroused. However, as John used a vibrator to bring Lela to the brink of orgasm multiple times, I was truly transfixed by the eroticism of it all, and no matter how much I tried, I could not suppress my erection.
By the time that Lela was begging John for release, I think most of the crew were hard. It must be an occupational hazard of working in the industry of models' portfolios, but Lela's ordeal seemed so real, so unrehearsed, so authentic, that you could taste the desire in the room.
I was in torment as my ex-girlfriend begged my nemesis for some release, shuffling around uncomfortably with my hands buried deep in my pockets in an attempt to conceal my erection. I am sure that my angst was written all over my face, as the crew processed the fact that I used to date this woman, but had paid for another man to dominate her. Deep down I didn't feel like I was a cuckold, but this turn of events certainly made me appear as one.
John was having a ball, bringing Lela tantalizingly close to orgasm, before removing the vibrator from her clitoris at the last moment. As the photographer captured her desperation, John circled the room holding the vibrator aloft.
"I want everyone to witness the evidence of Lela's arousal," he began in a taunting voice. "Look at her vaginal secretions coated all over the tip. What a bitch in heat Lela is."
A few of the crew glanced nervously in my direction, presumably concerned that John openly mocking me might lead to a physical confrontation. The Director intervened at precisely the right moment.
"We nailed that scene," the Director announced enthusiastically. "What's next?"
John tormented Lela for four hours that afternoon, as I looked on like a pervy voyeur, my erection throbbing in my pants. The Director called "time" twice more, which would have provided me with the perfect opportunity to leave. However, as titillating as this disturbing scenario was to me, each time the session ended, I picked up my iPhone and made the required Bank Transfer to secure another hour of studio time.
John fucked Lela in multiple positions, as the cameramen documented her subjugation. John inserted a realistic-looking pony tail into Lela's anus, attached as it was to a butt-plug. Then he rode her around the studio, using the crop to motivate her in much the same way as a jockey encourages a thoroughbred. I was so completely torn in two as my contrasting emotions competed with each other. Half of me wanted it to stop immediately, to spare my lovely Lela any more humiliation. The other half of me, emboldened by the sight and scent of her arousal, wanted it to last forever.
John, delighted to be the ring-master and center of attention, slowly took control of the proceedings from the Director, who truth be told, seemed as flustered as the rest of us.
"SeeHimFuck next," John announced, as he continued to swig his water in preparation for the shower scene.
Lela knew exactly what was expected of her in this fantasy scenario. She basically gave John a cat-bath from head to toe, before rimming him in several positions, as we all watched on in awe. As I paid for what I hoped was the final hour, the Director resumed control of the proceedings, the timing of the finale needing considerable experience to pull off.
"Okay, John," the Director asked matter of factly. "One hour left. How many money-shots do you have in you?"
"Three," John exclaimed confidently, as he looked right in my eyes.
Once again, I should have left right there. Despite having watched this self-entitled prick dominate my ex-girlfriend for the last three hours, I had so far been spared the indignity of watching the asshole blow his load, either inside or onto Lela.
"Let's start with a facial, John," the Director suggested. "That will be an easy clean-up, and then Lela can do a few costume changes while you recuperate. Somebody get two pillows and some baby lotion."
There was a brief pause in the action as Lela reapplied her lipgloss, and the crew brought the requisite supplies for the first cumshot scene. Once Lela was in the desired position, with her tits coated in a copious amount of baby oil, and her head propped up on two pillows, John straddled her. As the lighting guy moved his white box and mirror into position, John told Lela to squeeze her breasts together, and he began to fuck them.
As John lowered himself onto Lela's chest he supported his weight with his hands, causing his triceps to bulge under the exertion of the impromptu body-resistance work-out. His latissimus dorsi were flexing too, showcasing his impressive muscularity. I had felt inadequate even before hearing the comments from the crew, but as soon as they began to express their admiration of his physical prowess, I felt like a total pussy.
"Is your buddy a pornstar?" the still-photographer asked me, as he stood directly over John to document his superb physique. "Or an athlete?"
I watched John fuck Lela's tits with a renewed feeling of jealousy, and a few moments later, as Lela attempted to convey a look of complete submission to this man, John tensed up and blew a massive load across her face. Lela knew how to play up to the camera, and as they kept shooting she went through a variety of faked emotions, starting with mock-horror, then moving swiftly onto total satisfaction, before ending up with a submissive look on her semen-covered face.
John arose slowly from his prone position, and with total disregard for Lela's needs, approached the Director with questions about his own.
"Is there a fluffer on set?" John enquired, as he looked directly at me.
Based on our complicated history, I would have expected more from Lela in that moment, but she burst into laughter as the crew looked nervously at each other.
"I don't think so," the Director responded. "Unless you know something that I don't."
"Oh well," John said cheerfully, "No matter. I can get myself ready in about twenty minutes."
With that proclamation, the Director decided that it was time for a few costume-change scenes. Out of nowhere, someone procured a Ratt T-shirt in John's size, and as he put it on I dreaded where this was heading. Ratt was a glam-metal band formed in San Diego that had enjoyed commercial success in the 1980s. Of course, the significance of the moniker Ratt was not lost on me, particularly as this loser tattoo-artist was Lela's first boyfriend after we separated. To make matters worse, Lela had "Ratt's CumSlut" tattooed on the back of her neck.
There was no way that I could have known it at the time, but through some skillful editing, the Director made it appear as if Ratt, played by John, owned this submissive slut. Lela's final escort video, filmed as it was in the overly-stylized manner of TikTok shorts, showed Ratt blowing his load across Lela's face before panning out slowly as she arose to cleanse herself. As Lela headed towards the bathroom, the camera zoomed in on her "Ratt's CumSlut" tattoo.
Time seemed to slow down for me as the photo-shoot entered its final hour. I had witnessed Lela's total subjugation at John's hands, and even though I was aroused, I wanted to get the fuck out of there. That's why it was such a surprise when John's statement of intent reverberated around the room.
"Let's film a cuckold scene for all the losers that will watch Lela's video and not have the balls to make an appointment," John said, with disdain evident in his voice.
As soon as John mentioned the cuckold scene, I felt all eyes in the room upon me. It had to be obvious to the assembled crew that as Lela's previous partner, and the generous benefactor of this photo-shoot, I was there for only one reason. I shuffled around uncomfortably, trying to think of what to say if the Director wanted to film me watching John and Lela fuck. To my surprise the Director let me off the hook, even though the manner in which it happened was emasculating.
"No need for any additional cuckold shots," the Director said authoritatively. "I think we managed to capture Mark's angst perfectly, right guys?"
As the camera guys nodded their agreement, Lela was going through a series of costume changes, while John recuperated. A little less than twenty minutes later John announced that he was ready, and Lela was positioned on all fours, naked except for a black leather collar with the words "CumSlut" emblazoned across the front of it, in bright pink.
"Let's start with doggy-style," the Director said. "We can get a few close-up shots, John, before you blow your load."
John was wearing his Ratt T-shirt as he entered Lela from behind, still playing the part of Lela's dominant partner. As the still-photographer circled the two of them, it was apparent that he was ensuring that it was not lost on the casual viewer that Ratt owned this CumSlut. John fucked Lela for a few moments until the camera guys nodded to the Director that they had captured that scene adequately.
"Anal next," the Director said, as if he were ordering dessert.
With a smirk on his face, John withdrew his considerably sized cock from Lela's pussy. It was slick with her vaginal secretions, clear evidence that Lela was thoroughly enjoying herself.
"I won't be needing any more lubricant to butt-fuck this bitch," John announced crudely, as I felt all eyes on me for my reaction.
A few moments later, after the requisite nods from the camera guys, the Director announced that it was time for the next money shot.
"Bring the saucer back," the Director instructed, as one of the studio guys returned with the small porcelain plate covered in fake semen. "John, why don't you blow your load into the saucer. Lela, put your face next to it and look hungry."
I struggled to hide my anguish as Lela looked up at John from the side of the saucer, and he jerked his cock furiously, inches from her face. Even as I was aware that one of the camera guys had trained his lens on my face, I was unable to even force a smile. I couldn't look away either, which would have been the sensible move.
"Stick your tongue in the saucer you dirty CumSlut," John ordered Lela, right before he blew his load across the small plate.
Lela needed no further instructions, as would be expected from a true submissive. Once John had finished ejaculating, she extended her tongue and dipped the tip of it into John's semen.
"Enjoy it while it is warm, Lela," John said dismissively, as my ex-girlfriend lapped up his load like a kitten drinks milk.
"Holy fuck, this girl is a natural," the Director exclaimed enthusiastically, momentarily forgetting that this was a work place.
As the multi-hour session drew to a close, and John continued to swig from his water bottle, the inevitable approach of the shower scene weighed heavily upon me. As difficult as the events of this afternoon had been for me to watch, I just couldn't stomach the thought of John emptying his bladder all over Lela, and I told the Director that I was leaving.
"Ok, Mark," the Director said, reverting to his air of professionalism. "I just need you to sign a consent form in case we end up using your image in Lela's portfolio."



"Excuse me?" I responded quizzically. "My image?"
"For the cuckold scenes," the Director responded, to a smattering of quiet laughter. "The look on your face was priceless, buddy."
As one of the studio hands thrust a typed form and a pen towards me, I didn't have time to process what the ramifications of such consent could be, and I signed it before heading towards the door.
"Mark," John exclaimed as I reached for the door handle. "It's time for the shower scene. Are you the only one in the room that doesn't need a piss?"
Now that I was halfway out of the door, the crew seemed to abandon any sense of respect towards me, and there was a loud chorus of laughter ringing in my ears as I bolted down the stairs. My heart was pounding in my chest, a combination of desire and revulsion as I contemplated what was about to occur in the shower scene. At the very least, John was going to be in dire need of a piss, having consumed at least three bottled waters. The exact wording of Lela's initial request for me to pay for an extension of the photo shoot rattled around in my brain.
"We haven't filmed any corporal punishment yet. Or any piss-play," Lela had exclaimed. "That is always a favorite of dominant men."
I was in such an agitated mixture of arousal and torment, that I barely remember driving home. My house-key was shaking in my hand as I struggled to open my front door. I made a beeline for the liquor cabinet, pouring myself a triple vodka which I imbibed in about three minutes. As I wrestled with my urges, Samantha emerged from the office, dressed in the light pink suit that she had promised to wear. She took one look at my ashen face and a look of concern appeared on hers.
"Mark, baby," Samantha began as she approached me. "What the hell happened to you? Would you like to talk about it? A problem shared is a problem halved."
Samantha and I always enjoyed role-play, and she was quite adventurous in the bedroom. However, our lovemaking had always centered around mutual respect and the desire to take care of each other's needs. I had been in a sexually-charged photo-shoot for the last four hours, and as the vodka surged through my veins, I just wanted to bust a nut.
In an unusually aggressive and disrespectful manner on my part, I grabbed Samantha by the wrist and pulled her roughly towards me. She tried to pull away, but I tightened my grip and Samantha let out a yelp of discomfort.
"Mark," she said a little more forcefully. "Talk to me. What happened at the photo-shoot?"
Driven solely by my desire, I started to march Samantha down the long hallway to our master bathroom. For her part, Samantha conveyed her lack of consent by repeatedly digging her heels into the plush carpeting. I ignored her attempts at resistance, and using my superior strength I manhandled her into the bathroom.
"Mark. Stop." Samantha said in an agitated tone. "You are hurting me."
Truth was I wanted to hurt her. I wanted to hurt all women, especially Lela. However, as that fucking CumSlut was currently being defiled by several men, Samantha would serve as an appropriate surrogate. Once I got Samantha up against the dual-sinked vanity, I bent her over the oversized marble countertop. Without any attempt to get her consent, I hiked her skirt clear above her ass-cheeks, and began to unzip my pants. It was clear to me at this point that Samantha had decided to stop fighting my advances, and she turned her focus to minimizing her discomfort.
''Mark," she said softly, as I forcefully held her in place. "You will need some lubricant. I am not remotely wet."
Samantha later told me that she had chosen her words carefully, to clearly convey that maybe a little foreplay was in order, before the main course. However, I was in such a state of arousal that I only heard the lubricant part. Emboldened by the alcohol, I reached into the drawer to grab some baby lotion, but as a small container of Anal-Ease came into view, I made a unilateral decision to butt-fuck Samantha.
Samantha and I enjoyed the occasional foray into anal-sex, although it was usually reserved as a special treat. It was also something that typically unfurled quite slowly, in order to reduce any discomfort on Samantha's part. Today was a rage-filled encounter, and as I began to coat the tip of my cock with the analgesic lubricant, I just wanted to get inside her anal-passage and empty my swollen nuts.
Once my cock was slick with the Anal-Ease I tossed the container onto the countertop, as if to dare Samantha to challenge me. After Samantha realized that my intended destination was her anus, she did wriggle around a bit more to convey that she wasn't enjoying my aggressive actions. Ignoring her resistance, I grabbed a fistful of her hair and held her in place. The rest of it is a blur. I vaguely remember ripping her panties off, and slapping her ass a couple of times as I sodomized her. Apparently, I called Samantha a CumSlut several times just before I came deep in her anal-passage, although clearly that rage was directed at Lela.
Samantha later told me that I was unnecessarily rough with her, forcing her face into the marble countertop even after she had stopped resisting me. Apparently, I wrapped her hair tightly around my fist and forcibly yanked her head back, so that we made eye-contact just before I blew my load inside her ass. At this point Samantha had tears in her eyes, her reaction to the discomfort of being sodomized with insufficient foreplay, combined with her complete disgust at the way I had manhandled her. Of course, at the time I was too intoxicated and consumed with rage to notice, and my lack of empathy cut Samantha to her core.
According to Samantha, after I ejaculated inside her anal cavity I withdrew abruptly and went to take a shower. She remained bent over the bathroom countertop for several moments, struggling to process what had just happened to her. I never heard Samantha leave, but when I emerged from the shower it was apparent that I was alone in her home. I had only slammed three shots of vodka so it didn't take long for the effects of the alcohol to diminish. As I slowly sobered up, I was filled with remorse. I tried to justify my actions, blaming it jointly on the sordid, protracted, photo-shoot, and my rapid consumption of alcohol.
However, I knew that my behavior had been completely unacceptable and I felt disgusted with myself. I tried calling Samantha but was directed to her voicemail. Time seemed to come to a standstill as I waited for Samantha to come home, or to at least call me back. Hours later, after the alcohol had left my system, Samantha returned home and we ended up having a protracted discussion about our relationship.
I apologized profusely and we had a long, emotional talk about the events of the difficult day. Samantha chose her words carefully, but she conveyed the message clearly that my actions met the legal definition of sexual assault.
"You have only had two girlfriends Mark," Samantha said in a measured tone, allowing me time to digest her words. "And you have assaulted both of them. I think you would benefit from some counseling. I also think you need to reassess your relationship with Lela."
As we talked, Samantha claimed to understand my conflicted feelings for Lela, and I opened up considerably, sobbing uncontrollably as she allowed me to vent my frustrations.
"It's just my worst nightmare baby," I said shakily, the emotion getting the best of me. "I paid twelve hundred dollars to watch John abuse the crap out of my ex-girlfriend."
To Samantha's credit, she didn't rehash the fact that she had voiced her reservations prior to me agreeing to meet Lela there. I just felt like such a pussy for having endured that horrible experience in front of so many other guys.
Samantha and I slept in separate rooms that night, and she later shared that she hadn't made me leave out of fear that I might self-harm.
In the morning there was an awkward tension between us and I felt terrible for last night's aggressive actions. To make matters worse, it was obvious that Samantha was in a considerable amount of discomfort as she walked gingerly around the kitchen. I watched her grimace as she took a seat in the breakfast room, and I knew that I had a lot to be apologetic for. As we ate breakfast we talked at length about the events of the previous evening, and Samantha laid down some non-negotiable rules for our relationship.
Samantha and I had built a solid foundation for our partnership and we had mutual admiration for each other's intelligence and work-ethic. However, that aside, that singular event damaged our relationship irreparably, and even though we continued to cohabit, I was not permitted to drink alcohol around Samantha. In addition, I was required to secure unequivocal consent for each and every sex act between the two of us, which considerably dampened our fun in the bedroom. Lastly, I was expressly forbidden to have any contact with Lela.
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Over the next few days I felt really bad about the way I had treated Samantha. This was a beautiful, intelligent, accomplished woman who could have had her pick of just about any man. Inexplicably, Samantha had chosen me, and I knew that it was based on attributes other than my very average physicality.
I had fucked up royally, allowing the CumSlut to manipulate me and burrow her way so deep inside my head that I had lost control of my emotions. The relationship between Samantha and I was irreparably damaged after my sexual assault of her. The new restrictions that she had placed on me created additional strain in my life, as I was no longer allowed to unwind from the stress of the day with a beer or a glass of wine.
Our sex-life was tempered by the fact that the spontaneity had been removed. Having to ask for consent for every single sex act was laborious and slowed the flow that typically exists between two committed lovers. Samantha's main focus, at least sexually, seemed to be attempting to fuck my ass with a strap-on, and the whole pegging scenario reared its ugly head every time we made love.
Half of me just wanted to submit to Samantha, take some amyl nitrate, bend over her home-office desk, and let her add me to her list of conquests, if women even kept such a list. With only seven lovers in her entire life, maybe Samantha didn't even need a list.
The other half of me was scared to death at the prospect of getting butt-fucked by Samantha. I had endured unspeakable suffering at John's hands, submitting to that Alpha for seven years under the threat of blackmail. John had used sodomy as his primary weapon against me, expecting me to dress like his personal fuck-toy, adopt the position, and signal my availability to him on numerous occasions. John had also taken me forcibly, anally raping me on several occasions in front of the love of my life, Lela. I felt like I could quite happily go the rest of my life without being fucked in the ass.
Samantha always portrayed pegging as a fun, titillating way to spice up the relationship. However, the fact that she had fucked every single man that she had ever kissed, with a strap-on, raised some red flags for me. Samantha had even admitted her desire to hurt men, and I also had the specter that she harbored deep-rooted resentment towards me for my unwelcome assault on her anus. Truth be told, I was scared that if I willingly bent over Samantha's oversized desk, I would be subjected to a protracted and brutal butt-fucking.
In retrospect I should have talked to someone about it, either a therapist or a close friend. However, I didn't want to open up that can of worms with a paid counselor, and I wasn't permitted to speak to my closet friend, Lela, so I simply buried the rage deep inside me.
Two weeks after the photo-shoot I received a text from Lela.
"My portfolio is online," she wrote. "Check me out and see what you think. My working name is CumSlut."
My hands were trembling as I opened up my laptop and searched for CumSlut on the BDSM Escort Website. There were about twenty pictures on her profile and a video that was about one minute long. I browsed through the still-shots first, the demeaning and humiliating pictures bringing the nightmare of that day to the forefront of my mind. There was a picture of Lela being walked to heel on the end of a dog leash, a close-up of the back of her neck highlighting her "Ratt's CumSlut" tattoo, and one of John jerking off into a saucer as Lela looked up at him with her tongue out. Nothing too incriminating on my part, even though I had signed the consent form to allow the use of my image. The most disturbing photo was one of Lela on her knees in the shower tub completely drenched, with the caption "I really need to take a shower now."
The inference was that she had been doused in some foreign liquid, but one could have said it was champagne, or beer or even a dip in the jacuzzi, all of which would have necessitated a shower afterwards. The video was the same. Nothing too perverse, just the indication that Lela was available for whatever your heart desired, if you were inclined to dig deep in your pockets.
Prostitution is illegal in the vast majority of the United States, so Escort Agencies typically state that the rate is for time and companionship only, and anything else that occurs is between two consenting adults. For this reason the services are cryptic in their description, and Lela's was no different. She listed a variety of extras. Klixen service was one hundred extra, the Rusty Trombone was fifty dollars more. Lela's hourly rate was a shock though, starting at four hundred dollars for outcall. At least that might keep some of the riff-raff out, I pondered.
The whole profile was nowhere near as incriminating as I had feared and I let out a sigh of relief after I logged off. A couple of hours later, Lela texted me again asking me what I thought about her webpage. I had committed to Samantha that I wouldn't stay in contact with Lela, so I ignored her texts, even as they escalated in frequency and became increasingly volatile.
Finally, six hours after she first texted me, Lela sent me another message.
"You are going to regret ghosting me, Mark," Lela said ominously. "Check out my private gallery you fucking pussy."
If I had some concerns the first time I accessed Lela's profile, my anxiety level skyrocketed at her veiled threats. I knew that Lela was emotionally unstable, manipulative and conniving, and generally capable of creating havoc in my life. Once I was in CumSlut's profile, I noticed that she had added a private gallery. You needed to become a premium member in order to access this restricted area, and I reluctantly stumped up the ninety nine dollar fee, aware that this charge would appear on my credit card statement, to which Samantha had access. As I logged in to the secure area, I made the decision to share my actions with Samantha before she questioned the credit card charge. I noted that there were fourteen premium members, eight of whom were currently online.
Once inside the member-only area, I was horrified to see over two hundred photos on display, the majority of which were extremely graphic in nature. I clicked on one file which was labeled "Golden Shower" and was shocked to see Lela on her knees with several different streams of piss defiling her. The men were anonymous due to the angle from which the photo was taken, but there were six or seven of them urinating on my ex-girlfriend's face and upper body.
Presumably this had occurred shortly after I left the photo-shoot, and in retrospect I was happy that I got out of there without witnessing the demeaning event. Backing out of this file, I clicked on the available videos, before opening one that was captioned "The Cuckold."
My heart sank the second I saw my face, particularly as I realized that I had signed the consent form with no coercion. I was stood on the sidelines, watching intently as a man in a Ratt T-shirt was getting a rimjob from Lela. The video angle caught me with a very incriminating look of desire on my face, and my hands buried deep in my pockets. It left little doubt that I was erect, and I appeared to be fondling my cock. The video was nearly three minutes long, edited in such a way to make me appear to be a pervy voyeur.
I was staring at Lela for the duration of the movie, my face transmitting emotions of lust, jealousy, and angst in equal measures. The cameraman had captured the moment when John had asked if there was a fluffer on set, and even as my face reddened and I lowered my head to avoid eye-contact with him, the edit made it appear as if I was ejaculating in my pants. They got a brief shot of me licking my lips and interspersed the clip in with Lela licking John's semen from the saucer, which made it look as if I wanted a taste of his ejaculate.
Finally, the last fifteen seconds showed Lela being defiled by six or seven men in the shower, which was followed by a short clip of me exiting the bathroom with my eyes lowered and my hands in my pockets. I was actually looking for the Director to let him know that I was leaving, but it appeared as if had participated in the piss-play.
My mind was racing and my heart was thumping in my chest as I exited the video clip. As I went to leave the website, I noticed that there were now seventeen premium members, which was more than a little disconcerting.
I had a million questions running through my head, first and foremost how I was going to explain this to Samantha. Our relationship was on rocky ground, particularly after the episode of my aggressive sexual behavior. Samantha claimed that she trusted me, but this video painted me in a horrible light, and had been so skillfully edited that it was totally believable.
My options seemed very limited, to say the least, and despite my earlier commitment to Samantha, I texted Lela asking her what the fuck she wanted from me.
"Respect," Lela responded immediately. "An open line of communication."
I tried to placate Lela that night, both in an attempt to mitigate her anger towards me, and to buy me some time to weigh my options. It was a difficult decision to make, and one with potential ramifications to my relationship with Samantha. However, after sleeping on it, I decided to keep an open line of communication with Lela, despite Samantha's demand that I cut her off.
As it turned out, Lela's open line of communication only required me to send her the occasional text and make a periodic phone call. It seemed as if she was content as long as I wasn't blowing her off. In fact, after a particularly friendly text-exchange, Lela invited me to log on to her website, and much to my relief I noticed that she had deleted "The Cuckold" video.
After Lela posted her online profile she was besieged with offers of work, and within two months she increased her hourly rate. Now offering her services at six hundred dollars per hour, Lela was still very much in demand. We spoke regularly, always when Samantha was at work, and then one day Lela asked me for my banking details. Unsure of her intent, I reluctantly gave her my information, only to receive text confirmation a few moments later of an online deposit.
Lela transferred two thousand dollars into my account that day, putting a sizeable dent in the amount that she owed me. I called her shortly after the transfer, and she seemed excited to pay me back.
"I am averaging over one thousand dollars a day," Lela began animatedly. "Plus I get my rocks off being dominated. I can't wait to pay you back."
As Lela and I reached an accord, the tension between us dissipated and I focused on my relationship with Samantha. Things were going well, until I got a text from Lela asking for advice.
"John wants to book me for a two hour session this afternoon," she informed me. "What should I do?"
I called Lela shortly after she sent me the text, and told her exactly how I felt about that idea.
"I think you should politely decline him, Lela," I said, trying to suppress my jealousy.
"The Escort Agency are exerting pressure on me to take the booking, Mark," Lela responded nervously.
"They just want their percentage of your income, Lela," I countered. "They don't care about you or John, or your guys' fucked-up history. Please don't take the booking. I will give you the twelve hundred dollars if you decline John's request. You need to get that asshole out of your life."
"It's really not about the money with John," Lela responded. "Although I agree with you that John is toxic for me."
"How can it not be about the money, Lela?" I responded angrily. "You are a fucking hooker for Christ's sake. Of course it is about the money. Or do you give John a discounted rate?"
Even though Lela and I were no longer together, the thought of her pampering John drove me crazy with jealousy, and I wondered if she had texted me just to provoke a reaction out of me. Anyway, Lela hung up shortly after my outburst, evading the question of whether she extended a little financial accommodation to John, or if he paid six hundred dollars per hour, like all the other clients. Despite my reservations, and under pressure from the Escort Agency, Lela acquiesced and agreed to take the booking and meet John in the lobby of the Four Seasons, the finest hotel in our city.
To hear Lela recap the details, the pair of them didn't stay long in the opulence of the Four Seasons. John escorted Lela to the hotel bar and allowed her to indulge in a glass of inexpensive house Chardonnay before he dropped the hammer on her. John told Lela in no uncertain terms that she was a dirty CumSlut, unworthy of such fine accommodation. Then after one drink John announced his intentions to take Lela to a place more befitting her, a seedy motel called The Dolphin.
Years later, Lela shared with me that John managed to make her question her self-worth as they pulled up to the dump of a motel. As a further act of disrespect, John made Lela pay for the room that day, setting the precedent for their future meetings.
John used and abused Lela that day, and from that point forward he employed her services regularly. I still ran into him almost daily at our shared place of employment, and he would take every opportunity to rub his encounters with Lela in my face. Referring to her exclusively as "CumSlut" he would share the details of her latest subjugation at his hands. I should have just walked away, but I found the thought of him dominating her extremely arousing. In fact, so much so that I would often retreat into the restrooms at work to jerk off.
CumSlut accompanied John to our work Christmas party, dressed so completely inappropriately that everyone must have known that she was an Escort. Her presence put Samantha and I in an awkward situation, and we ended up leaving the gathering early. Some of our co-workers were aware of the history between Lela and I, and gave her a wide berth out of respect for me. However, some of the more recent hires were all over Lela, and John gave her work number out freely, much to my chagrin, and Samantha's annoyance.
As the months went by I kept my correspondence with Lela to a minimum, knowing full well how Samantha felt about the situation. Then in the early spring we had a company retreat in Joshua Tree, California. My employer rented Onyx House for a long weekend, an eleven thousand square foot resort, with a private swimming pool and jacuzzi. There were a dozen invitees, mostly junior members of the legal team, eight guys and four female associates. We were given the itinerary prior to departure, although it was made clear to us all that we were free to do our own thing, if we preferred. The plan was to transport the women to a luxury spa resort where all of the beauty treatments, massages, and other holistic offerings were complimentary, returning early evening for a shared dinner. The guys would hang out at Onyx House engaged in team-building exercises, and general guy stuff.
Samantha by this time was a senior member of the team, on the fast-track to make partner. Between living together and working together, we didn't get many weekends apart, so I made sure that she was okay with me attending the retreat. Samantha thought that it would be a great idea to have a long weekend in the seclusion of the desert, to recharge my batteries.
Unfortunately for me, things didn't go exactly to plan, as unbeknownst to any of us, John hired Lela to accompany him for the weekend. Lela showed up right after the female members of the team left in the minibus to go and enjoy the luxury spa. She was wearing a tiny, hot-pink bathing suit that left nothing to the imagination, and matching stripper heels. A lot of my co-workers recognized her from our company Christmas party, and now that everyone knew my prior history with Lela, you would have expected the situation to have been awkward.
However, one of Lela's strengths was making men feel at ease, and she came over to me and gave me a big hug. As the rest of the group looked on, we had a brief conversation.
"I am surprised that you came on our company retreat with John," I said quietly, fully aware that the entire room was listening intently. "Is this going to get back to Samantha?"
"First of all, Mark," Lela whispered sweetly. "I am not here with John. He certainly will be paying for my services but I am available to all of you this weekend. John will go over the ground rules shortly, but you should consider me an employee perk!"
I swallowed hard as I processed Lela's words. If I understood her correctly, Lela would be available for use by all of my co-workers during the retreat.
"Can I have a quick word, Lela?" I said as I ushered her into a corner. "Lela, please," I begged her in a hushed tone. "Don't do this to me. I have to work with these guys on a daily basis."
"You were the one who moved on," Lela said coldly. "Let me get to work, Mark."
As Lela brushed past me and stood right next to John, I realized that my words were in vain.
John placed one hand possessively on Lela's exposed ass cheek, and asked everyone in the room for their attention. The attendees fell silent and I could feel my heart thumping in my chest as John started to speak.
"Most of you know Lela," he began with a flourish. "Some better than others. For those of you who haven't made her acquaintance, allow me to give you a quick introduction. Lela, step forward."
You could have heard a pin drop as Lela moved gracefully into the center of the room. Attired as she was in just a tiny, thong bikini, her lithe frame was on display for all to enjoy. The fuck-me pumps that she wore showcased her toned legs, and for a brief moment I regretted ever losing her.
"Spin for us honey," John instructed her, relishing in the control that comes with purchasing another human for your use and enjoyment. "This, gentlemen, is the lovely Lela. You may have heard rumors about her history with some of the guys in this group, but I am going to give you a brief synopsis of the facts. Lela used to date Mark, in a platonic way. Then I dated Lela, in a very non-platonic way."
John paused to allow the guys a quick nervous laugh, and then continued.
"Lela and I have been casually hooking up for years, but she recently became an escort and since then the bitch has started charging me. Anything to add, Mark?" John said as my face reddened.
There was another smattering of nervous laughter, as my co-workers looked at me for my reaction.
"Nope, that pretty much covers it," I said quietly.
"Tell the guys your working name, honey," John continued. "And what the rules are."
To my astonishment, and I imagine to the delight of the assembled guys, when Lela spoke it was apparent this was going to be an unrestricted session.
"If you book me through the escort agency my profile is listed under CumSlut," Lela said with no apparent shame. "An old boyfriend of mine tattooed this moniker on the back of my neck, as I imagine all of you will notice at some point over the three day weekend. I don't really have any rules, guys," she whispered seductively. "I like being dominated, have an extremely high pain threshold, love anal sex and water sports. I guess, my only request would be no fighting amongst yourselves, particularly you two, John and Mark. I am available for your every need for the next three days. Believe me, there is more than enough of me to go around. By the end of this retreat every single one of you will be completely satisfied, trust me. All I ask is that you take turns without any fighting. Oh, and I know a couple of you are in relationships. Rest assured, anything that happens here, stays here."
"Thank you Lela," John exclaimed as he retook the floor. "There is one ground rule," he said cheerfully. "CumSlut is our little secret. For this reason, every evening just before the girls return from the Spa, she will retire to her own space for some much earned rest and recuperation. Please respect this house rule. Any other questions, guys?"



"Do we need to wear protection, Lela?" Pete asked timidly, apparently completely unaware of the protocol when using the services of an Escort.
"Good question, young man," Lela responded sweetly. "I don't advertise bare-back options on my website, as the mere mention of it often discourages safety-conscious clients. However, it should be patently obvious from my working name, CumSlut, that I am not repulsed by semen in any way. In a nut-shell, I offer oral sex without a condom and you may come on any part of my body, including my face. If you want to enjoy some of my more intimate options, such as vaginal or anal penetration, or if you want to blow your load in my mouth, you have options. You have the choice to either wear a condom or submit to a full battery of STI tests. The results are almost immediate and I am very comfortable performing the tests, having done so dozens of times."
As I processed Lela's words, I felt a pit in my stomach. My lovely ex-girlfriend, who had remained chaste until the night of our Winter Formal, was now selling three-hole unprotected access to anyone that was willing to give her a few drops of blood, and pass her STI battery. Had she really allowed dozens of men to fuck her bare-back? How many of my coworkers would take her up on that offer?
I was pleasantly surprised to see that initially there were no takers. Apparently the bond that existed between us as coworkers was fairly robust. Lela took this as a direct challenge to her sexuality, and reworded her offer.
"I am only going to test once," Lela said firmly. "If I take your blood you are not committed to anything. However, should you decide at any time during this long weekend to bust a nut inside my ass, pussy or mouth, you will need the green light that a negative test battery provides."
With that brief clarification, I got the answer to my second question almost immediately, as the entire room formed an orderly line and started to roll up their sleeves.
"Good choice, boys," Lela said reassuringly. "I love bare-back sex."
Lela had undoubtedly performed this test numerous times before, and as she worked efficiently to extract blood, label, date and subsequently test it, the entire room had been given the green light within about twenty minutes. A few of the young men exchanged a high-five and the energy in the room was palpable.
"Mark?" Lela taunted me, conspicuous as I was through my lack of participation. "Are you going to be rubbered up the whole weekend?"
With the introductions made, and the formalities of testing completed, John moved over to the fridge in the corner of the room and grabbed himself a beer. The other guys milled around nervously, and it was apparent that they had taken Lela's request for an orderly line seriously. It seemed as if no-one wanted to appear too forward, so Lela made the first move. Sidling up to one of the junior members of the legal team, she whispered something in his ear to which he responded enthusiastically.
Seconds later the two of them walked out of the sliding patio door, and I watched in envy as Lela intertwined her dainty hand in his, and led him in the direction of the jacuzzi. John was definitely the Alpha Male in the group, and as the other young men huddled in the dining room that overlooked the hot-tub, he stood alone in the living room. I approached him tentatively, but with a resolve to get my concerns voiced.
"The corporate office is not going to be happy when they get word of this, John," I said firmly. "Why don't you quit while you are ahead and send Lela home?"
"First of all Mark," John responded. "How will they find out? Are you going to spill the beans? Will the CumSlut?"
"For fuck's sake John," I said angrily. "I am just asking you to reign it in. Before you get yourself into trouble."
"Relax Mark, you fucking pussy," John said dismissively. "Of course I asked one of the managers if Lela's attendance was against company rules. Mr. Marshall assured me that it was appropriate for a company retreat. In fact it was Danny who suggested that the CumSlut retire to her private room before the female employees return each day. You need to suck it up and deal with it, Mark," John added with a sneer. "This is going to happen. By the end of this weekend most of your co-workers are going to have their loyalties questioned. Who do you think will have the intestinal fortitude to resist Lela's charms and who do you think will get balls-deep in all three of her orifices? It's too late for you to stop it now. You should have stepped on my jugular when you had the chance."
With that proclamation made, John stepped away from me and headed towards the guys in the dining room. I was cursing myself for not taking the golden opportunity to have John prosecuted for "a multitude of crimes" as Samantha had phrased it. However, I figured I still had one way to derail his plans, but it required me to forge a strong brotherhood with my co-workers, and that wasn't going to happen if I remained alone in the living room.
When I joined my peers in the dining room, I couldn't help but notice that they were all crowded around the window that faced directly onto the jacuzzi area.
"Pete folded already," John said with a chuckle. "He is getting his cock sucked in the hot-tub right now. Let Mark have a look guys," he added, as my co-workers parted to let me through.
I had been through so much over the years at the hand of this prick, but even though the specter of blackmail had now been removed, John still always seemed to find a way to embarrass and humiliate me. As I took my turn at the window, like a pervy voyeur, I watched on in envy as Pete sat on the edge of the large jacuzzi tub. Lela had entered the water, evidenced by the fact that her high-heeled pumps were laying on their side next to the hot-tub steps. Pete had removed his jeans and underwear, and was leaning back supporting himself with his outstretched hands, as he looked down at Lela in admiration.
Lela's head was bobbing slowly in his lap, as she worked to extract Pete's first load of the three day weekend. Pete looked completely out of his element, and it didn't appear as if he was saying anything to Lela as she blew him. Lela would have known when Pete was getting close to orgasm, so it was no surprise when she came up for air and they exchanged a few words. Whatever was said, Pete nodded enthusiastically, and Lela flashed him a broad smile before removing her bikini top.
Lela possesses a spectacular set of tits, and as she proudly flaunted her assets right in front of Pete, she said something else to him and he began to tentatively fondle them. The other guys had closed in around me now, and as they were acutely aware that this was my ex-girlfriend, they refrained from any lewd comments. Predictably it was John who initiated the verbal abuse.
"That bitch can suck cock," John said crudely. "You need to ask Lela for the Klixen experience," he advised them. "Out of this world."
Lela continued to stand directly in front of Pete, smiling enthusiastically as he groped her breasts like an adolescent schoolboy. When it appeared that Pete was ready for her to continue her blowjob, Lela turned her back to him, lifted her long dark hair away from the nape of her neck, and proudly displayed her "Ratt's CumSlut" tattoo. She allowed Pete to digest the gravity of her need to be dominated before turning to face him again. They exchanged a few words, Lela nodding continuously as she seemed to agree to all of Pete's requests.
When Pete finally stopped talking, Lela leaned in and kissed him tenderly, placing her manicured hand on one side of his face. After a few moments of open-mouthed kissing, Lela lowered her lips to his cock and continued to suck him off. Pete reached his climax shortly after the brief girlfriend experience, and just like that Lela was inside the first guy's head. I don't know how many of these budding attorneys had experienced a loving tender blowjob, but they seemed in awe of the fact that Lela kept Pete's cock between her lips until he was completely flaccid.
"Is that the Klixen experience, John?" Steve asked, as Lela finally emerged from Pete's lap.
"You should ask Mark that question," John responded, putting me in the hot seat. "He has just as much experience with Klixen blowjobs as I do."
As Steve looked at me expectantly, I felt my face redden. While John had spared me the indignity of telling our co-workers that my experience with the Klixen experience was solely in the giving end, I felt there were likely to be follow-up questions, and I hoped that they didn't expose my love triangle with Lela and John.
"Not even close," I began hesitantly. "The Klixen experience involves a far more tender, loving, edging act."
"In fact," John added cheerfully, "when performed correctly the Klixen is actually an all-encompassing worship session of the cock, balls and perineum. Wouldn't you agree, Mark?"
I nodded my head in passive agreement, trying to forget the numerous hours I spent on my knees pampering that asshole.
"I want some of that this weekend," Steve said reflexively, before giving me an apologetic glance.
"From Mark or Lela?" John asked with a smile on his face, as I shuffled nervously in front of the two of them.
Fortunately for me, John's remark was dismissed as banter, but as soon as Steve departed, John addressed me quietly.
"Another one bites the dust, Mark. They are all going to fold buddy."
Over the course of that three-day weekend, every single one of my co-workers ended up getting balls-deep inside Lela's tight, young pussy. In return, Lela ended up getting inside their collective heads, and more than a few of them asked for her contact information at the end of the weekend, seemingly willing to pay her six hundred dollars per hour fee for another crack at her.
Some of my co-workers sidled up to me and asked for my consent, which I had no choice but to give. I knew they were just going through the motions, and even if I had asked them to abstain from sexual relations with Lela, she would have broken them down eventually. A few of them even came and hung out with me after they had spent time with Lela. With their nutsacks completely drained, and a fresh perspective on the joys of sex, they were unusually candid with their advice.
"I can't believe you broke up with Lela," Phil, my closest friend in the law firm remarked. "I would have put up with all kinds of bullshit in order to share a bed with a woman like that."
"I think you dodged a bullet there, Mark," Brian said, offering a contrary opinion. "Can you imagine being married to that dirty CumSlut? And who the hell is Ratt?"
By the end of the first day, Lela had seduced each and every one of my co-workers, and as we prepared dinner in anticipation of the arrival of the female employees, there was a very awkward silence. In fact, most of them couldn't even look me in the eyes, such was their feeling of betrayal. By this time Lela was gone, safely ensconced in her own private room, having earned her rest and recuperation period.
After the twelve of us enjoyed dinner together, the wine flowed freely and inevitably the conversation turned risqué. We were all fairly junior members of the team, and peers in the sense that no-one in the group was a manager. Without the complications of supervisor to subordinate relationships, we were free to date each other. That is why when the subject of Truth or Dare came up, no-one suggested that it was inappropriate. As we became increasingly intoxicated, the line of questioning became more lewd.
"Have you ever enjoyed the Klixen experience?" one of my co-workers inquired of another.
"Have you ever been on the receiving end of a Rusty Trombone?" another asked.
As the guys exchanged the occasional high-five the camaraderie blossomed, even as the female employees seemed clueless that every single solitary sex-act that was the subject of discussion had occurred today.
By the time the new day dawned, there was a palpable anticipation in the dining room as we shared breakfast as a group. Every guy was waiting for the arrival of the shuttle bus so that the women would leave to go to the day spa, and they could get hold of Lela.
Any semblance of order was beginning to break down as the guys began to assert themselves in an effort to move to the front of the line. Of course, Lela had anticipated this eventuality, and the second the shuttle bus left, emerged from her personal space, looking like a complete and utter fuck-toy.
"You boys wore me out yesterday," Lela began playfully. "However, after twelve hours of rest, I feel completely recuperated and am ready for whatever your young hearts desire."
A raucous cheer erupted from the group and Lela smiled appreciatively.
"I have noticed a gradual breakdown with regards to your patience though," she cautioned. "So today, I will be in charge of selecting who goes first. However, I know most of you guys probably woke up with morning wood, and I want your time spent here to be a relaxed affair. So, to this end, I am going to take a quick shower and I would like to invite you all to jerk-off on me in order to take the edge off."
Turning around before the guys could process her offer, Lela sashayed into the bathroom, and seconds later we heard the water running.
"Lela is serious," John said with a smile, as he was the first to move towards the shower. "That bitch is a true submissive CumSlut."
I would have expected a stampede into the bathroom, but our group, with the sole exception of John, was fairly sexually inexperienced. Presumably not comfortable in a mass jerk-off session, they waited patiently for John to enjoy his privacy with Lela. I heard some muffled dialogue and then the water stopped running. A few moments later John emerged, zipping up his shorts as he entered the room.
"Whose next to bust a nut?" John said cheerfully. "The bitch is waiting for you guys on her knees."
After John got his nutsack drained, any lack of urgency that had existed quickly dissipated and Steve asserted himself as the next in line. As each of my co-workers took their turn with the CumSlut, I felt several pairs of eyes on me. I can only assume that they were trying to ascertain whether or not I was going to bust a nut on my former girlfriend, and, if so, was I prepared to endure the indignity of going last. I had already made the decision to decline Lela's invitation, but had I been inclined to jerk off on her, I definitely would not have wanted to be the last guy.
We were a group of young, virile guys, all with morning wood, and there were eight of us for Christ's sake. I didn't want to visualize Lela's current situation, but she must have been well coated in ejaculate by now, as we were six guys in. As the last guy walked briskly into the bathroom, I stole a quick glance at my watch. It had taken Lela less than twenty minutes to coax a load out of half a dozen guys, and about three minutes later, the last guy came back, a satisfied smile plastered on his face.
"Lela wants you to come in and bust a nut, Mark," he said as he caught his breath.
"Not interested in sloppy seconds," I responded firmly, despite the fact that since our arrival I had been the only one who hadn't got off.
"I can't say I blame you, Mark," he said quietly. "Must be weird seeing your ex-girlfriend providing sexual services to your co-workers. And Lela is absolutely fucking covered in semen," he added without censoring himself.
I guess Lela realized that I wasn't going to participate in the impromptu Bukkake session, because a few moments later I heard the water running again. Predictably, after the guys had all busted a nut, the vibe was very relaxed and we chatted as Lela readied herself for the day.
When Lela finally emerged she looked phenomenal. It was evident that she had spent time on her hair and make-up, and even though she was still quite obviously available as our own fuck-toy, she was extremely well put together. Lela was wearing a very short, pleated, tennis skirt, and a tight spandex crop-top. The sports top doubled as support for her ample breasts, but as she had chosen not to wear a bra, her erect nipples were clearly visible. White high-heels elevated her to the same height as all but the tallest guys in the room, and she was wearing a garter-belt and stockings. I felt my cock twitch as she moved in to my personal space.
"Most of you got to blow your load at least three times yesterday, and then again this morning" Lela began as she slowly circled me, as if I were her next meal. "Except for poor Mark, who so far has elected to sit on the sidelines."
Lela paused for dramatic effect as she moved right behind the couch on which I was sitting. Bending over gracefully from the waist, she placed her lips on my earlobe and gave it a light peck.
"Not interested in sloppy seconds, Mark?" Lela whispered seductively. "I get that, baby. It must be tough to see your girl covered in the semen of several men. That's why I want you to use me first today, Mark. It's your turn, baby. I am freshly showered and completely shaved for your enjoyment. Anything that you have ever wanted from me is yours right now."
I had been adamant that I was not going to go anywhere near this dirty slut. She was an Escort for fuck's sake, available for use by anyone with the price of entry, a filthy CumSlut by her own admission. Yet, as she whispered promises of delight in my ear, and my cock danced around in my shorts, I found myself justifying my possible indiscretions. Certainly the fact that she had tested all of my coworkers for STIs factored into my decision, along with the pact of silence into which we had entered, specifically with regard to what occurred in Joshua Tree.
"I can't wait to show you my Rusty Trombone," Lela teased. "I will make you blow your load so hard you will see stars. Samantha never needs to know what happened on this retreat."
It was the mention of Samantha that snapped me back into reality. My partner, my soul-mate and mentor, the woman with whom I shared a complete and fulfilling life. I needed to take personal responsibility for my actions, not rely on the secrecy pact that we had all agreed to honor.
"I am going to pass, Lela," I said quietly, not wishing to embarrass her in front of the group.
I don't know if Lela had much experience of being turned down. It was conceivable that she had never heard the word "No" when it came to her offers of sexual service. However, even though I was unwavering in my denial, Lela completely ignored it, viewing it as just part of the verbal jousting involved in the negotiation process.
"Remember the SeeHimFuck videos we used to watch, baby?" Lela whispered, coming at me from another angle. "What was the one that always made you so excited?"
I could feel Lela burrowing under my skin, getting deep inside my head as she used our torrid sexual history against me. During the period where John had used me as his primary sexual outlet, I was required to do a lot of research into different ways to pleasure that asshole. This mostly involved watching brief clips of specific pornographic acts that John enjoyed. Lela would often watch them with me, and because by this time I was free of the chastity-cage, she would enjoy getting me hard, without the prospect of release. I wasn't always completely forthcoming about my sexual proclivities and fantasies because I knew that she could potentially use that against me. However, one thing that was obvious was that I loved the SeeHimFuck videos.
Filmed in such a way to showcase the enjoyment that a man can get from being thoroughly pampered, the SeeHimFuck series was a beautiful thing to watch. In my particular favorite, Clara Trinity, a gorgeous five foot tall Asian woman, gives a six foot five inch tall black man, a complete head to toe cat bath. Clara licks every square inch of this man's body, including a protracted foot-worship session. I had watched that scene dozens of times, and it never failed to get me erect.



"I forget the black guy's name," Lela continued in a soft tone. "But I think the bitch that ate his ass was Clara, right? Do you remember her last name, Mark?"
Lela was getting to me now, resorting to my all-time favorite porn flick to get me under her spell.
"Trinity," I whispered hoarsely, the mere mention of the beautiful young Asian girl elevating my arousal.
"Clara Trinity," Lela taunted me, as the rest of the guys began to pay more attention to our exchange. "Well Mark," she continued, pausing for effect. "Why don't you and I go into the bedroom and you can watch that clip while I pamper you in the exact same way that Clara worshiped that black man? I think the scene ends with him butt-fucking her right?"
The fact that I was openly engaging with Lela probably wouldn't bode well for me, but she had definitely piqued my interest with her offer.
"It ends with him blowing his load inside her tight, young pussy," I whispered. "They filmed his semen dripping out of her for several moments."
"That's right, Mark," Lela taunted me, knowing full well she had gotten under my skin. "I know you didn't submit to my STI battery, but I am going to make an exception for you based on our shared history. Also," she added in a mocking tone, "I know you don't get around much in the sexual encounter department. I am sure your once a week coupling with Samantha doesn't pose any threat to my physical health. You can blow your load inside my tight snatch," Lela offered. "Just like that black man did to Clara Trinity."
Lela had me right there, teetering on the brink of accepting her lewd offer, about to cheat on Samantha for the first time. I had a million images of that beautiful SeeHimFuck clip running through my mind, and was processing quite how it would feel to reenact that video, scene by scene with Lela. Not used to men turning her down, it seemed that my indecisiveness annoyed Lela and she upped the ante.
"I watched that exact same scene with John," she added coldly. "If you pass on this golden opportunity, I am going to worship every inch of John's body, and it will be his semen dripping from my well-used snatch. John is a magnificent specimen, worthy of an all-encompassing pampering session."
Every man has his breaking point, and I had reached mine. I knew I would regret my decision deeply immediately after I blew my load. However, presented in the way that this was, essentially a choice between John or I getting thoroughly pampered, there was no way on earth that I was going to set that fucking asshole up for a win.
"Ok, Lela," I said quietly. "Let's go."
I must admit I had low expectations of myself as we entered Lela's private space. I had watched that Clara Trinity video dozens of times, and after each viewing I came away with the same conclusion. If I could experience just five minutes of such an all-encompassing pamper session, I would have undoubtedly blown my load.
As we entered Lela's private boudoir, the first thing I noticed was a huge pile of lingerie on her bed, and her intoxicating scent permeating the room. I was already in an elevated state of arousal having witnessed Lela's complete submission to my assembled co-workers. Lela seemed acutely aware of this, and as she slowly removed my clothes she let me know that her expectations were also low.
"Mark," Lela began softly, "The black guy in the Clara Trinity clip is a seasoned porn-star. You don't need to try and emulate his stamina and self-control. I want you to blow your load whenever you are ready. I am happy to get you off twice this morning."
This had the desired effect of reducing the pressure on me to perform, and it was fairly easy to maintain my composure as Lela ran through the foot-worship component of the video. However, as soon as she stopped licking in between my toes, I knew exactly what was coming next, and I knew I wouldn't last long.
"Get up on all fours, Mark," Lela whispered, as she pushed the pile of lingerie over to one side of the bed. "It's time for me to eat your ass."
Once I was in position, I could feel Lela's warm breath on my rosebud as she teased me prior to the main event. A few moments later, I felt the tip of her tongue force its way through my sphincter, and as she reached under me to show me her rendition of a "Rusty Trombone" I felt my nuts constrict.
"Lela, I am close," I said shakily.
"I know baby," she whispered, as she reached over to the pile of lingerie and grabbed a silky chemise.
Positioning the silky garment in such a way that it enveloped my nuts and cock-head, Lela offered some encouraging words.
"Thrust deeply into my chemise, Mark," she whispered. "Just the way you did when John held you down and fucked your ass."
A few moments later, as I remembered blowing my load while I wriggled around under John, I exploded into Lela's silky intimates, crying out in pleasure as I unloaded my nuts. Lela let out a satisfied giggle as she realized that she had accomplished her mission, and in an usual display of devotion, continued to lick my ass as my cock slowly softened. Once I had gathered my composure, Lela allowed me to lower myself onto the bed, and as I basked in my post-orgasmic bliss, Lela raked her nails tenderly across my buttocks.
At first it felt divine, and I felt goosebumps on my asscheeks as Lela continued her sustained and very tender touch. Several minutes later, I felt my cock twitch and I knew I would be capable of round two. It took a while, but Lela seemed to be in no hurry, and as she lowered her lips to my buttocks and began to lick them tenderly, my cock became fully erect. When I let out a whimper of pleasure, Lela knew that I was ready and offered herself up to me.
"Let's fuck, Mark," Lela whispered seductively. "After you blow your load inside me I want you to take me into my shower enclosure and urinate all over me. That will really piss John off."
I wish that I could say that I put the wood to Lela, but as she laid on her back in the missionary position, I eased inside her well-lubricated pussy, and mere moments later ejaculated inside the woman of my dreams. Lela allowed me to rest after I came, and she stroked my neck and shoulders as she whispered sweet nothings in my ear.
I am not sure how long this went on for before I drifted off to sleep, but I awoke about an hour later. Ironically I was in desperate need of a piss but Lela was nowhere to be found. Once that physical necessity was taken care of, I took a quick shower. As I dried myself off, I noticed a black, leather-bound journal on the top of the bedside table. I knew I shouldn't have opened it and invaded Lela's privacy, but my curiosity got the better of me, and after locking the bedroom door, I sat on the edge of the bed, and began to digest its contents.
As it turned out, it was Lela's booking planner, and it contained information that I wish I had never seen. Each page had a different client's personal information on it, full name, contact information, typical fee paid, and their specific sexual preferences and fetishes.
At the front of the journal was a booking calendar, showing the pre-scheduled sessions, and at the back was a master-list of names. At first, I decided to have a quick browse through the names, but as soon as someone that I knew appeared, I changed my strategy and wanted to expand upon their personal preferences.
I recognized the first person Brian Bailey, as the Manager of my local Chase Bank branch. I didn't know him very well, but recently he had personally approved a small business loan for Lela's escorting venture. The loan enabled Lela to purchase a variety of BDSM equipment and fetish wear, and was instrumental in her decision to advertise her services with the escort agency. Quite how Brian and Lela had made the transition from their professional banking relationship to that of Master and Slave eluded me, but as I flipped through the journal in search of his page, I could feel myself getting aroused.
Lela and I never discussed her escorting business in any depth, and I was content to leave it at the fact that she submitted sexually to men, in exchange for money. However, as I located Brian Bailey's page, I wanted to know more. Lela's journal documented his sexual proclivities in excruciating detail, and I soon learned that Brian Bailey was a fucking pervert. Under his name was the brief synopsis, detailing the fact that his preferred session was four hours long, during which time he enjoyed Sadomasochistic sex, anal penetration, and water-sports, with my future wife.
Right under the synopsis was an expanded list of Brian's likes. Apparently he liked to restrain Lela over a whipping bench, thrash her with a rattan cane, and then sodomize her without protection. Lela's notes indicated that Brian could achieve orgasm three times in a typical encounter, before finishing the session by giving Lela a golden shower. Brian always paid in cash, twenty-five hundred per meet, which apparently included a one hundred dollar tip. Under venue it had listed "Hilton Hotel Suite."
My hands were trembling as I finished reading his profile, but I wanted to know more. Flipping through the master-list of names, I found three more people that I knew quite well, including my dentist. To my relief, I learned that his sexual proclivities were tamer than that of the Bank Manager. Even though he regularly booked Lela for two hours, he was a one cumshot guy, preferring to be edged orally for the entire session, before ejaculating on Lela's face. Under payment information it simply said "Barter System" which I concluded to mean that he offered Lela free dental work in exchange for a once a month Klixen Blowjob experience. Inexplicably, the dentist's preferred venue was his office, and I wondered if he combined his dental work with her oral attention.
When I found John's name on the list, I faced my first true dilemma. Disinterested in what perverse acts he forced Lela to perform, I went immediately to his payment information.
I had asked Lela directly if she gave John a discount on her six hundred dollars per hour rate, and she had evaded the question. Even though I had suspected that Lela had offered John the occasional price reduction, it was sickening to see his profile in writing. Under preferred session length, Lela had written "No prescribed time-limits." There was also a reminder not to book any clients within the twenty-four hour period preceding John's session. His payment information was listed as "Lifetime Complimentary Sessions."
Well that was such a kick in the nuts that I decided to see exactly what kind of restrictions Lela had placed on John, in exchange for the waiver of payment. John's sexual proclivities were listed as "All-inclusive" and "Experimental Activity" which left me in no doubt that he got everything on Lela's extensive menu for free. John's venue was listed as "Seedy motels" and there was a notation that John expected Lela to pay for the run-down temporary accommodation.
There were in excess of three hundred names in Lela's little black journal, and I while I desperately wanted to learn more, I was interrupted by the rattling of the locked door handle. Announcing that I was on my way, I shut the journal, carefully placed it back on the bedside table, and let Lela back into the room.
"Did that feel good, baby?" Lela teased, as she moved into my space and began to passionately kiss me. "Do you need to take a piss yet?"
Once I informed Lela that I had already taken care of that bodily function, she changed course.
"Are you ready for another cum-shot then baby?" Lela said seductively.
Truth be told, the rest of the three-day weekend was a blur. After Lela broke my barriers down and coaxed two of the best orgasms of my life out of me, there seemed little point in further resistance. I had crossed the line, cheated on Samantha and allowed the CumSlut to get so deep inside my head that I even contemplated asking her to come back to me. It was the candid words of my coworkers that snapped me back into reality, as they formed a collective opinion that I had indeed dodged a bullet by not committing to marry such a filthy slut.
Each time I saw Lela on her knees with one of my coworkers' cock in her mouth, I didn't see the dirty CumSlut that she had become. Rather I saw my High School girlfriend, my soul-mate, my first true love, the one that got away. Even as the weekend culminated in a gang-bang, followed by some group action water-sports in the oversized bath tub, I still viewed Lela in a positive light. My coworkers, however, were united with my former college classmates and most of professional friends, in that they considered me a lucky man to have avoided matrimony with Lela.
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After the retreat in Joshua Tree I abstained from sexual relations with Samantha for two weeks. This gave me time to submit to a battery of STI testing and secure the necessary negative test results before finally making love to my girlfriend. At this point in our relationship Samantha never even noticed, or if she did, she never felt compelled to mention it. It was disconcerting that I was fantasizing about Lela as I fucked Samantha, but the human psyche is extremely complicated and I allowed my weakness to influence my behavior.
Sex with Samantha had become fairly vanilla, as her requirement that unequivocal consent be granted for every escalation of sexual activity obviously diminished any spontaneity on my part. Our lovemaking would follow a fairly predictable routine, whereupon we would make out until Samantha's juices were flowing, and then she would attempt to coerce me into getting pegged by her. Once she was certain that her efforts to butt-fuck me were in vain, Samantha would make me satisfy her orally, often grinding out several releases on my face, before we would focus on my release. Samantha would invite me to enter her in the missionary position, but unless I asked for permission to try something different, it wasn't going to happen.
I wanted Samantha to dress up in her garter-belt and stockings so that I could fuck her doggy-style. I wanted her to oil up her pert breasts and hold them together for me so that I could fuck them to completion. I wanted to shower together and enjoy her expert rendition of the Rusty Trombone. However, once Samantha was satiated, we coupled in the missionary position, and I would close my eyes and fantasize about the CumSlut until I blew my load inside my girlfriend's tight, well-lubricated pussy. My sexual releases with Samantha were satisfying, but all I could think about was Lela eating my ass, or inviting me to butt-fuck her.
Of course, under strict instruction to have zero contact with Lela, my fantasies went largely unfulfilled and slowly my sex life with Samantha cooled off. Occasionally, I would steal a pair of Samantha's soiled panties from the laundry hamper and jerk off while inhaling her scent. Samantha and I still shared a bed and we would have intimate conversations and cuddle at night. However, as time passed it was easier for me to jerk off into the crotch of her silky panties than to try and navigate the complexities of securing consent for every sexual activity.
At some point I think Samantha put two and two together, but apparently aware of my furtive behavior, she simply chose to ignore it. After some weeks of abstinence, Samantha took a different approach, regularly masturbating in our shared bed while I showered. She made no secret of it either, often leaving her vibrator and her wet panties on my pillow, as if to invite me to add my load to her vaginal secretions that coated the crotch.
I could never resist that urge either, and would emerge from the shower with an erection and the hope that Samantha had left me a gift on my pillow. Occasionally, she would spritz her intimates with a healthy dose of her favorite perfume, and I would sniff them as I jerked off, exploding within moments of applying my personal lubricant to my erect cock. We developed a routine that ensured that we both got our needs met without addressing the deficiencies in our relationship. Samantha would head downstairs after she got herself off, remaining there until I joined her for breakfast. My basic sexual needs were taken care of but it wasn't enough to keep my mind from Lela.
Lela and I still exchanged the occasional text, but I had to be mindful of the fact that Samantha had expressly forbidden me to communicate with my ex-girlfriend. Then, one morning after Samantha had left the house for an early court hearing, and I was about to jerk off into a pair of her soiled panties that she had left on my pillow, my desire got the better of me and I broke down and texted Lela.
I knew I had violated my agreement with Samantha the second I sent it, but my arousal was severely affecting my judgment.
"What are you wearing, Lela?" seemed a fairly innocuous question, but it was a invitation for her to get into my head, and Lela seized it.
"How do you want me?" came the almost immediate response. "I am home and I have a very extensive wardrobe."
I should have immediately terminated the text exchange, apologized for my intrusive behavior, and carried on with my day. However, I was a red-blooded male, home alone with morning wood, so I took my chances.
"Surprise me!" I responded as my erection pulsated between my legs.
A few seconds later I received a high-resolution image of Lela dressed as a Schoolgirl, her hair tied into two long pigtails in an attempt to emphasize her youthful appearance. I hadn't seen enough of Lela recently to know if she still looked like this, but the photo was enough to get me over the edge. Using Apple AirPlay, I mirrored the seductive image to the large screen television in the bedroom, picked up Samantha's panties, and began to masturbate.
It was obvious by the speedy response that Lela hadn't actually changed into the Schoolgirl Uniform that the image depicted, but as I started down the road to my release, that didn't matter. Predictably, Lela upped the ante.
"Wanna FaceTime and jerk off for me?" Lela texted a few seconds later. "I can be dressed in my Schoolgirl Uniform in about ten minutes."
Truth be told I was tempted. Samantha would be tied up in court for most of the day, and I wasn't held to much of a schedule at work, as my trial research allowed me to work from home or the Law Library. However, in my current predicament, with a throbbing erection and Samantha's panties pressed to my nose, I simply increased the cadence of my strokes and stared intently at the image on my large television screen. I could hear my phone blowing up as Lela continued to text me, but I was too close to my climax to check my messages. At the last second, in an impromptu "fuck-you" to Samantha, I turned towards her side of the bed and I ejaculated across her pillow case.
It was an incredibly satisfying orgasm, made even more so by the lewd image of Lela that had provided me with some additional stimulation. However, as soon as I composed myself I knew I had fucked up, in more ways than one. My arousal had interfered with my decision-making ability, and I regretted reaching out to Lela, and blowing my load across my current girlfriend's expensive Egyptian-cotton pillow case.
Resigned to a late start in the office, I threw in a load of laundry and checked my phone. There were nine messages from Lela, offering herself up to me in a variety of ways, each with a lewd picture attached, as if I needed any further reminder of what a fucking slut she was.
Her final text, that included a photo of her impaled on her Sybian machine wearing that aforementioned Schoolgirl Uniform, read simply:
"We both know that I am a dirty CumSlut. Why don't you come over and use me this morning? I will do whatever it takes to rock your world."
I was in a compromised emotional state. I had fantasized about Samantha for years before getting into a relationship with her. I had screwed that up by allowing Lela to burrow back into my head, that toxic CumSlut negatively affecting my life on so many levels. Even with freshly-drained balls, I was still incapable of suppressing my urges, and as I perused the images of Lela on my iPhone, I was consumed with regret at my lost opportunities.
"I have a busy morning, Lela," I foolishly texted, thereby leaving the door wide open for her advances. "But thanks for the sexy photos! I needed that."
"How about this afternoon, Mark?" Lela responded eagerly. "Tell me what to wear and I will wait on my knees just inside the front door. You can bust a nut and leave. No pressure. No reciprocation required."
A wry smile crept across my face as the memories stirred from all those years ago. Lela and I often waited patiently on our knees by the door for John to come home. It was such an overt display of submission on our part, a clearly conveyed signal that we were available to cater to all of John's needs. Lela was now offering that to me, and my cock stirred in my pants at the thought of it. I briefly contemplated going to Lela's after lunch to avail myself of her sexual delights. Fortunately for me I quickly came to my senses, nipping the exchange in the bud with a final text.
"Busy week, Lela. Some other time perhaps?"
"Whatever works for you, Mark," Lela responded without a hint of irritation. "I am yours for the taking. However you desire."
Even though I had enjoyed a satisfying release, my arousal reared its ugly head later that day, and I had to fight my urges to get in the car and drive over to use the CumSlut. By this point in her life, Lela had become a manipulative cunt, and I am sure that she knew that she had got inside my head. Every hour or so she sent me a new image, increasing in depravity as she sought to push my buttons. I was erect all afternoon, but as it turned out the beneficiary would be Samantha.
I was attentive to Samantha from the moment she walked through our front door. I could tell from her body language and furrowed brow that she had endured a stressful day. I wasn't permitted to drink alcohol in her presence but I opened up an expensive bottle of Samantha's favorite vintage, and greeted her in the entrance hallway with a large glass of red wine. She seemed pleasantly surprised as I relieved her of her briefcase and suit jacket, and invited her to sit in one of the recliners in our living room. You could see the tension leave Samantha's body as she leaned back in the recliner and I knelt at her feet.
After she had taken a couple of sips of Bordeaux, I removed her high-heeled shoes and began to gently massage her feet, which elicited moans of pleasure from her.
"Tell me all about your day, baby," I said quietly, as I massaged her calves and feet.
As I knelt before her and listened to her unload her baggage it felt like old times. When our relationship was in its infancy I was the subordinate sexual partner, often pampering Samantha for several hours before it was time for reciprocation. I was so in awe of this beautiful, accomplished woman when we first dated, and was happy to fulfill her every need before we addressed mine. One glass of wine turned into three, and even though I was not imbibing alcohol, I felt a wave of euphoria wash over me as we seemed to forge a new connection.
Samantha poured her heart out to me as I knelt before her caressing her feet, and I simply listened, offering no judgment or insight as she questioned a life that was dominated by work. Samantha was on track to make partner at the law firm, a promotion that would have tripled her income and significantly reduced her work load. I knew that she had no plans to give up that opportunity, but occasionally women need to vent, so I remained passive as she did so.
Finally, with her senses numbed by the alcohol she let out a sigh of relief, and I got up from my knees at her feet.
"I am going to run you a nice warm bath and order sushi from your favorite restaurant," I said cheerfully, as Samantha began to yawn contentedly.
I completely pampered Samantha that night, washing her hair as she relaxed in her oversized jacuzzi tub, and sipped her wine. She stayed in the bath for well over an hour, as I soaped her from head to toe, using the gentlest of caresses. I moved my hands tenderly across her lithe form, eliciting moans of appreciation as her nipples hardened, and her breathing became more labored. The wine had lowered Samantha's inhibitions, and I watched on intently as she reached for her Gillette Venus razor and began to shave her pussy.
Emboldened by the alcohol, Samantha made no attempt to be discrete. When she got to her knees in the tub and spread her knees apart to wash away the shaving cream, I could see and smell the evidence of her arousal, as her vaginal secretions were all over her inner-thighs. By the time I retrieved two large towels from the heated towel rack she was starting to exhibit signs of fatigue, in addition to arousal. The heated floor was warm to the touch as she exited the bath, and I draped one large towel over her shoulders. Holding the other towel I sank to my knees to dry her legs and feet.
Whatever cumulative stress had been piled on her shoulders throughout the week seemed to have dissipated over the last two hours, and Samantha appeared to realign her priorities. Once her legs were dry I laid the towel over the side of the bath, which had now drained. Samantha flashed me an appreciative smile, dropped the towel that was draped across her shoulders and moved right into my personal space, so that her freshly-shaved pussy was less than an inch from my nose.
Taking her bold action as consent, I extended my tongue and brushed the tip of it across her labia. Samantha let out a moan of desire, and lowered her hands to her genitals. Spreading her labia lewdly apart she exposed her throbbing clitoris, and I began to lick it tenderly. During our time together Samantha had always favored a soft touch, but something changed that night, and without any attempt to secure my consent, she placed one hand on the back of my head, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled me slowly backwards until I was lying on my back on the heated floor of the bathroom.
Then as I adjusted my position so that I was directly beneath her, Samantha lowered herself slowly to her knees and straddled my face. Samantha used me for her own enjoyment that night, in much the same way that Lela had invited me to use her for mine.
There wasn't much tenderness as Samantha ground out four or five orgasms on my face. Resting between each climax, her freshly-shaved pussy leaked a copious amount of vaginal secretions onto my lips, nose and chin. I remained passively beneath her until she was completely satisfied, and had composed herself.
Once she had gained control of her breathing, Samantha scooted forward a couple of inches, deliberately positioning the entrance to her asshole right above my mouth. I knew what she wanted even before she verbalized it, but the mere utterance of the words solidified her position of power, and I extended my tongue and began to eat her ass. Samantha had transferred most of her weight to her knees, and with both of her hands free she used one of them to hold me forcibly in place by my hair, while using the other hand to stimulate her clitoris. Samantha enjoyed two more very vocal orgasms before slumping forward as if to signal that she was done. I continued to lick her rosebud tenderly for several moments as she gathered herself.
Finally, with a sigh of satisfaction, Samantha lifted her weight from my face and balancing herself on her knees, she reached for the silky panties that she had been wearing all day, and wiped them all over her well-lubricated pussy. Once they were slick with her vaginal secretions, she stood up slowly and allowed me to view the crotch, which was glistening with her juices.
"Thanks, Mark," she said appreciatively. "As you can see, I really needed that."
"Are you going to bed now, Samantha?" I asked, my sexual frustration evident in my voice.
I could see a look of contempt on her face as she formulated her response, and the tone of her voice left me no doubt that she viewed me as less than herself.
"Why don't you take a shower, Mark," Samantha said coldly. "I am going to leave my soiled panties on the countertop and wait for you in bed. What happens next is up to you. It's decision time."
I knew that my relationship with Samantha was doomed at that exact moment, and even though we dragged it out for a few more months, Samantha reverted to the same selfish, one-sided sexual arrangement that she had favored with John. From that night forward, our sexual encounters were all about meeting her needs, and after she was satiated, Samantha would toss me her soiled panties with a look of complete disdain. I completely understood that she harbored some resentment towards me for forcibly sodomizing her, but instead of doing the right thing and cutting me loose, she kept me around as her fuck-toy, continually pushing my limits with her increasingly selfish behavior.
I was in shock as Samantha exited the bathroom, and I was left on my back with her vaginal secretions all over my face. Once I got to my feet, I entered the oversized shower enclosure, and I took a long hot shower. When I emerged I noticed that Samantha had placed two large towels on the heated rack just outside the shower enclosure, which struck me as a considerate gesture. As promised, her wet panties were on the countertop, carefully positioned in such a way that the slick crotch was visible. Next to the soiled intimates was Samantha's leather harness with a medium-sized phallus already attached. Judging by the shiny tip, Samantha had already lubed it up, and there was a small tube of Anal-Ease resting on the countertop.
As her final words reverberated around in my head, I understood the significance of "decision time" and knew that we had reached a critical point in our relationship. I had spent the last three hours completely pampering this woman, and yet it appeared that her sole focus was to bend me over something and fuck my ass. A more assertive man would have exited the bathroom angrily, manhandled Samantha into his desired position, and fucked the crap out of her before bedtime. However, partly because I was a pussy, and partly because I deeply regretted my sexual assault of Samantha, I hid in the bathroom until she fell asleep.
I couldn't stop looking at her soiled panties either, which did little to suppress my libido. Finally, after a prolonged period of silence, I performed a cursory check of the bedroom during which I ascertained Samantha was fast asleep. Returning to the bathroom, I gave my girlfriend's panties a quick sniff, and decided that I needed to jerk off before bedtime.
I was in an elevated state of arousal, and despite having imbibed zero alcohol, my decision-making ability was definitely impaired. At least this is what I told myself when I attempted to justify why I texted Lela that night.
Lela responded immediately with a lewd picture of her fellating a huge black dildo, and an invitation to FaceTime her. I knew I was taking unnecessary risks by doing so, but I was so aroused and Samantha was fast asleep. So against my better judgement I locked the bathroom door, switched on the extractor fan, and called Lela rather than using FaceTime. We ended up chatting in hushed tones for about thirty minutes. Lela asked me directly if I was planning to masturbate during our call, and once I admitted that this was my intention, she skillfully coaxed two orgasms out of me.
Choosing her words carefully, Lela alternated between a detailed description of what delights were available to me if I decided to stop by her new apartment, and an equally descriptive explanation of how John enjoys his regular visits with her. Even years after John had stopped dominating me, it still excited me to hear about his treatment of my ex-girlfriend. Lela was very colorful in her choice of words, and I blew my first load into Samantha's panties as Lela taunted me about John's sexual prowess.
"Yeah Mark," Lela said enthusiastically, as I emptied my nuts into the crotch of Samantha's panties. "Blow your load baby."
I typically lose interest right after I ejaculate but Lela never let up, and as I composed myself she started taunting me about John's short refractory period.
"Sometimes when John butt-fucks me he doesn't even withdraw after he comes," Lela teased. "A few minutes later I feel his cock start to twitch and I know he is on the road to recovery. It is quite impressive to watch."



Lela knew exactly how to get me aroused, and as she continued to boast about John's sexual prowess, I felt my own cock dance between my legs, and knew I was going to be able to enjoy a second orgasm.
"What would you like to talk about, Mark?" Lela said seductively. "Is there anything on your mind?"
"Samantha is such a selfish cunt sometimes," I blurted out, failing to censor myself as I softly stroked my slowly-hardening cock.
"What happened, baby?" Lela whispered seductively. "Whatever it was it seems like it has gotten you all hot and bothered."
As I detailed the one-sided hook-up, Lela listened on intently, giggling occasionally at my obvious frustration with my sex-life.
"Even after I massaged her feet, bathed her, and satisfied her orally, all Samantha wanted to do was fuck my ass," I cried. "She is so fucking selfish."
"Oh, baby," Lela cooed. "It sounds just like my sessions with John. He is such a selfish asshole, it is truly unbelievable. The liberties that man takes are incredible, particularly as he doesn't even pay for my services."
In retrospect I should have expressed some mock-horror about the fact that John enjoyed the services of the CumSlut without financial accommodation. However, as I had read Lela's client journal, this revelation was no surprise to me. Lela picked up on my lack of reaction too, and quickly arrived at the correct assumption.
"You knew, Mark?" Lela asked quizzically. "Did John tell you that he enjoys my services for free? That asshole promised not to rub that in your face."
John and I had reached an accord in the office, and while our working relationship was not ideal, I didn't need the extra drama that a false accusation would create. So, in an attempt to mitigate this situation, I confessed to Lela.
"John didn't tell me, Lela," I stammered. "I stumbled across your client journal at the Joshua Tree resort, and couldn't resist opening it."
"Oh you naughty boy," Lela teased. "Snooping through my little black book. Were you surprised at how many of your so-called friends and co-workers are fucking me on a regular basis?"
Lela had the attention of my cock now. It was one thing to learn that my Bank Manager and Dentist were getting balls-deep inside the love of my life, but as I processed Lela's words, my cock rose to full-mast.
"Friends?" I said hesitantly. "Co-workers? I never got that far through the list, Lela. I saw John's name, and a couple of our professional acquaintances. But my friends? My co-workers? Which ones?"
"Are you hard yet?" Lela asked sidestepping my questions.
"Yes," I admitted. "I am rock-hard, Lela."
"Good boy," she said condescendingly. "I am going to grab my client journal and share some juicy details with you. This might sting a little."
I should have just hung up the phone right there. Lela had given me fair warning. I wasn't going to like what I was about to hear. However, the cuckold in me was rooted to the spot and when she returned a few moments later, Lela resumed her taunts.
"Are you still there, Mark?" she asked rhetorically, knowing that I was hanging on her every word. "Good boy."
The revelations were excruciatingly painful, but as Lela reeled off the names of my close friends, co-workers and family members from her client list, I realized the gravity of our situation. Not only had she humiliated me beyond repair, but her lack of respect for my boundaries would ensure that our relationship could never be resurrected. Lela had submitted to so many of my friends, co-workers and family members, that it would have been impossible for us to rekindle our flame.
Inexplicably, I wanted more details, and Lela was more than willing to oblige.
"It is quite a coincidence that you called me because your girlfriend was trying to sodomize you, Mark," Lela began playfully.
"How so, Lela?" I said tentatively, wondering if I might regret my decision to seek additional information.
"Well," Lela began, "there is someone else very close to you that enjoys anal sex," she teased.
"Who?" I responded reflexively, before I had decided if I really wanted to know.
"Phil," Lela whispered. "Your brother."
Even before Lela filled in the blanks, hearing my brother's name was a kick in the nuts. My heart was pounding as I contemplated hanging up the phone, but Lela was in a mood to share and started to talk before I could react.
"Once a month your brother pays to butt-fuck me," Lela said in a cheerful tone. "His preference is to fuck me in his car," she added with a giggle. "We parked on your driveway once in the middle of the night and he sodomized me in the back of his Lexus while you were asleep."
"Lela. No. Please," I begged. "Phil is one of your clients? My brother? Really? Does his wife know about this?"
As I contemplated the nature of my relationship with my brother, it pained me to learn that he regularly butt-fucked my ex-girlfriend. Phil and I had recently been on a fishing trip together, and I had poured my heart out to him about the fact that it was killing me that Lela was a submissive escort.
Being a cuckold is a complex emotional situation, and my revulsion at my brother's behavior was mixed with that familiar titillating feeling that comes from the humiliation of learning that another man is enjoying that which you perceive is yours.
"Danny too," Lela taunted. "Or Mr. Marshall as you are required to address him. Your direct supervisor at work. Danny entered the restroom at your office right after I had given you the farewell blowjob. I imagine that he came in to take a piss, but when he saw me exit the bathroom stall with semen on my lips he intervened. I really didn't need the drama so I offered to suck him off if he let me leave afterwards. The first blowjob was a freebie but Mr. Marshall has been a regular paying client of mine ever since."
My heart sank as I processed the fact that Lela sucked my boss off on a regular basis. I was always a little fearful of Mr. Marshall, and my relationship with him was much more formal than my work relationship with Samantha, who headed up our office. Mr. Marshall was an Alpha Male who always wore an expensive tailored black suit to work. He was physically intimidating and rarely took off his sunglasses.
Samantha had shared with me that prior to her rapid ascent at the law firm it had always been a bit of a "boy's club." I had heard rumors circulating that back in the day Senior Management occasionally enjoyed the services of hookers at work, although Samantha's promotion to head of our office had significantly tempered their shenanigans. Mr. Marshall had a predilection for blow jobs and still enjoyed the occasional working girl when Samantha was out of the office.
"Blowjobs my boy," he had told me during my first week in the office. "Quick, easy and they don't mess up your three thousand dollar suit."
I thought Danny Marshall was a douche-bag from the second I met him, but to learn that Lela regularly indulged him in his favorite sexual activity was a kick in the nuts to me. It also made complete sense why he had given the green light to her attending the Joshua Tree retreat. Before I could censor myself I blurted out the first of many questions.
"Does Danny just pay you for oral sex, Lela?" I said shakily, the cuckold in me wanting to know every sordid detail.
"Mr. Marshall," Lela corrected me. "Show the man the respect he deserves. He is your boss, remember."
"Mr. Marshall," I said quietly. "Does Mr. Marshall just pay for blowjobs?"
"So far," Lela responded cheerfully. "But you know how men are. Eventually he will want more. They all do. Danny texted me yesterday to let me know that he has been granted access to the Executive Washroom, and the additional privacy that this facility provides. I am sure it won't be long before he gets balls-deep in one of my other orifices."
I was well on the road to my second release now, stroking my erect cock as Lela mocked and taunted me with tales of her paid encounters.
"Who else, Lela?" I said shakily as my sap started to rise.
Lela correctly surmised that I was getting close to orgasm and turned her focus to me.
"How about you, Mark?" she cooed. "When are you going to come over and get some for yourself? How about swinging by tomorrow morning for a quick blow and go before work? You can come on my face if you like. And when are you finally going to give me a golden shower?"
Lela's provocative words took me over the edge, and I struggled to stay quiet as I erupted across the crotch of Samantha's silky panties while she slept in the next room. Of course, because she is a dirty bitch, Lela continued to taunt me as I emptied my nutsack.
"Tim Jacobsen is on my client list too," Lela whispered, referring to one of my best friends in High School. "That dirty fucker enjoys piss-play almost as much as I do!"
I let out a moan of disbelief at the mention of Tim's name. I had known him since we were Juniors in High School and he knew that Lela was my first girlfriend and the love of my life. I didn't blame him for lusting after her as she was a beautiful woman, but I resented the fact that he acted on his impulses as soon as Lela was for sale. Lela made no secret of the fact that she was "fetish-friendly" but why on earth would one of my best friends choose what is arguably the dirtiest sex-act, and pay to perform it on my ex?
"How did he find out about your services, Lela?" I asked, the mere thought of Tim urinating on Lela ruining my post-orgasmic bliss.
"It was part of my marketing strategy, baby," Lela said with a giggle. "Tim asked me out numerous times after I turned eighteen. I always said no as I was faithful to you. However, after I got into escorting I contacted Tim and told him he could fuck me for four hundred dollars. In fact, taking a page out of the Mary Kay Cosmetics playbook, I contacted everyone that we went to High School with, which was relatively easy with the advent of social media. Tim responded almost immediately, chomping at the bit. In fact, he was so excited that he came over that same day and we fucked twice in an hour."
"Did Tim urinate on you the first time you let him fuck you, Lela?" I asked incredulously.
"No, baby. Of course not," Lela said cheerfully. "Your best friend was quite the gentleman the first few times. Tim liked me to dress up in my Cheerleader Uniform and suck him off. After he recovered we would fuck in the missionary position. Tim is like you, a quick come. It was easy money and he was a really nice guy."
"Nice guys don't piss on women, Lela," I said in desperation. "What changed?"
"Well," Lela said quietly. "Tim fucked me a few times and the sex was fairly vanilla. However, when my hourly rate increased to six hundred dollars, he wanted more from me. It started with a request for doggy-style, and then a demand to give me a facial. As Tim got more comfortable with my submissive side, his demands escalated. Now we meet once a month, and he butt-fucks me in my Cheerleader Uniform before giving me a golden shower."
I was completely over this conversation and I just wanted to hang up the phone and go to bed. Lela was still in escort mode and wanted to coax another load from me.
"Do you think you might get hard again, Mark?" she whispered. "I have plenty more stories to tell. You can call me anytime."
Lela and I terminated our phone call shortly after the revelation about my former best friend. I was shaking with a combination of rage, jealousy and arousal, and I suspect that Lela could have coaxed another load out of me, had I called her back. I left Samantha's silky panties in full view on the marble countertop, coated with ejaculate from my two loads, right next to the harness with its pre-lubricated phallus. I had made my decision, and it was a clear "fuck you" signal to my girlfriend as our relationship struggled with its last gasping breath.
The following morning Samantha was pissed when she saw her soiled panties laying in clear view in her bathroom, and this was the catalyst for her increasingly selfish and dominant behavior towards me. Not one to shy away from conflict, Samantha summoned me to her office. As I meekly entered the room, Samantha stood commandingly behind her oversized desk, and pointed to a low-slung chair. After I lowered myself onto the seat, Samantha emerged from behind her desk, holding the soiled panties aloft between her thumb and forefinger, as if they were somehow contaminated.
As she did so, I realized that Samantha had eschewed her usual short skirt and was wearing a tailored pant suit. I had only ever seen my girlfriend in a skirt, and she appeared far more masculine and dominant in the tight-fitting pants. Looking at me with pure contempt, Samantha tossed her panties in my general direction, straightened her back, and thrust her hips forward, making herself appear physically imposing.
It was at this moment that I noticed the unmistakable outline of Samantha's strap-on phallus, as it nestled within the confines of her neatly tailored pants, and the mere sight of it caused me to lower my head in submission.
"I am only going to say this once, Mark," Samantha began assertively. "Consider this an ultimatum. I have beaten around the bush for too long. This is a non-negotiable for me. You will never make love to me again unless you willingly submit to me. I want you to voluntarily bend over my desk, wiggle your tight little ass, and invite me to fuck you with my strap-on. Capiche?"
Despite her foreboding appearance and her assertive tone, I never responded to Samantha that day. I simply remained in silence, head lowered as she berated me for my lack of understanding of her needs. My submission seemed to embolden her, and at one point Samantha stood right in front of me as I sat on the low-slung chair. Her phallus was clearly visible through the fabric of the tailored pants, a veiled threat of my impending violation.
We never made love again after that night, but Samantha would masturbate openly in front of me, and use me for oral-sex whenever she had the slightest inclination. I was already fairly submissive by nature, and years of being dominated by John had conditioned me to be compliant. In addition, Samantha was my boss at work and that power dynamic continued once we got home.
After I had catered to Samantha's every desire, she would retire to bed leaving me alone with my lube and her soaked panties. Once she was asleep, I would call Lela and she would taunt me to two or three very satisfying releases. It was a fucked-up dynamic, but it appeared to work for the three of us.
Each time Lela and I spoke she would release the identities of one or two more of the guys that had purchased her services, and as she diverged the details of the hook-up, I would jerk off into Samantha's panties. Lela told John that I knew about the financial component of her trysts with him, and he began to rub it in my face at work. I wanted to get back at John and tell him that I was cohabiting with Samantha, but we had agreed early on in our relationship that we needed to keep that out of the workplace.
Lela offered herself up to me continuously, a no reciprocation necessary, no-holds barred encounter. It became increasingly difficult to turn her down as she was my sole source of sexual release, albeit through phone sex. Then a few weeks after the sexual dynamic of my relationship with Samantha had changed, an opportunity presented itself. Samantha was going away for a long weekend, leaving Thursday morning and returning Sunday afternoon. I was going to run her to the Airport in her Maserati and pick her up at the end of the weekend. It seemed like the perfect time to hook up with Lela, so I mentioned it to her during our nightly conversation. After detailing Samantha's itinerary, there was a palpable silence at the other end of the line.
"How about I come over Thursday afternoon right from the Airport, Lela?" I asked tentatively, laying my cards on the table.
"Oh, baby, Thursday won't work for me," Lela said much to my disappointment. "I am seeing John at the Dolphin motel on Friday. As you know from reading my client journal, John has a strict requirement that I abstain from all sexual activities for twenty four hours prior to his appointment."
My heart sank at the news. Lela had been actively encouraging me for several weeks to come over and use her in whichever way I saw fit. Now that I had the opportunity to take her up on her offer, John was cock-blocking me, once again.
"I could do Saturday," Lela added cheerfully. "I can just keep the motel room for another day."
The Dolphin motel was a seedy dump of a place, ten miles outside of our town and adjacent to a freeway rest-stop. It was frequented by truckers and always had a few street walkers milling around its parking lot. A bargain at twenty nine dollars per night, you could also rent rooms by the hour. There was no way that I was going to fuck Lela in that shit-hole and I told her so.
"I am not going to make love to you in the same room that John just used you in, Lela," I blurted out in exasperation. "Plus that place is a total dump."
"No arguments there, Mark," Lela said with a giggle. "But you know the score. John always uses me in seedy motels. It's part of his kink. And what is it with you getting all high and mighty all of a sudden? You don't want to use the same room as John? He fucked me dozens of times in your college bed. He even made you sleep in our combined secretions, if I remember correctly."
"Lela, please," I begged. "Cancel your appointment with John and spend the day with me. With Samantha going out of town the timing is perfect."
"John doesn't take no for an answer, baby," Lela taunted. "You must know that by now. However, let's compromise. Why don't you come to my place on Saturday. I have a really nice apartment and an extensive array of fetish wear and costumes. I can fulfill all of your fantasies and maybe you can finally empty your bladder all over me."
While I had some serious reservations about meeting Lela the day after John enjoyed her services, I was working with a limited time frame and so I agreed. Initially my plan was to abstain from sex, well jerking-off to be more precise, but I folded the second Lela and I started our nightly phone conversation. Lela knew me better than anyone and was an expert at getting inside my head. She laid out my sexual options in excruciating detail as I masturbated into Samantha's panties. In fact, as I tried to get my head around exactly what I was going to do to Lela on Saturday, she coaxed two more loads from my swollen nuts.
Time seemed to slow as I waited for Saturday morning, and after running Samantha to the airport on Thursday, I rushed home eager to have phone sex with Lela. Maybe we could FaceTime tonight I contemplated, as I sped down the freeway in Samantha's convertible Maserati. Unfortunately for me, Thursday night didn't go quite as planned, and despite my barrage of texts to Lela, she ended up ghosting me. I endured a fitful night's sleep as I tossed and turned wondering why Lela had completely blown me off.
Lela didn't respond to my attempts to reach out on Friday either, and I began to wonder if we were still on for Saturday. Finally, feeling despondent and lonely, I ended up calling Samantha to check in with her. Unfortunately, my calls went straight to her voicemail and I began to question whether or not she had some male company in her hotel room. Inexplicably this thought excited me, and like a pervy cuckold I ended up jerking off into a pair of her panties.
Lela did reach out to me first thing Saturday morning, texting me her address. A few moments later I received a second text.
"Can you please pick up some Epsom salts from the pharmacy, Mark?" Lela wrote. "Oh, and text me when you are fifteen minutes away."



The significance of the Epsom salts was lost on me at the time. Even as I stood in line at the pharmacy I had no clue what ailments were eased by Epsom salts, or how they were taken. Unfortunately for me, the pharmacist was very interactive and detail oriented, presumably in an attempt to ensure that the correct medication was dispensed. As I listened on in horror, I learned that Epsom salts were used to treat bruises and sprains, sore muscles ligaments and tendons, and general pain and swelling. Administered in a very warm bath, Epsom salts were also great for rectal soreness after hemorrhoid surgery. My hands were shaking as the pharmacist handed me the medication, my thoughts consumed with what John had put Lela through that required her to self-medicate to recover.
I decided to drive Samantha's Maserati to Lela's upscale apartment, and the on-site valet parking attendant assured me that he would keep a close eye on the bright-red exotic sports car. It was with a mix of excitement and trepidation that I knocked on Lela's front door. I hadn't had penetrative sex for several weeks, my sexual activity limited to performing oral sex on Samantha, and jerking off into the crotch of her silky panties as Lela taunted me over the phone.
I hoped that Lela would answer the door in her High School Cheerleader Uniform, or better yet call out from behind the door where she waited patiently on her knees for me. Disappointingly, Lela answered the door in a heavily-scented cotton bathrobe and some carpet slippers, clearly the worse for wear.
"Did you bring the Epsom salts, Mark?" were the very first words out of her mouth, followed immediately by "Can you run me a hot bath? Follow me."
Lela turned her back to me, and evidently in a considerable amount of discomfort, she walked gingerly down the hallway towards her bathroom. I followed her clutching the Epsom salts in one of my hands. When we entered her bathroom, Lela turned to face me although she wouldn't look me directly in the eye.
"What happened to you, Lela?" I asked, making no attempt to hide my concern for her well-being.
When she failed to respond, I placed one hand under her chin and raised her head to look at me. I could see the sadness and self-loathing in her eyes, and I leaned forward to plant a reassuring kiss on her forehead. A faint glint of hope registered in her eyes as I smiled at her, and she leaned in for a kiss. As I did so I immediately detected semen on her lips. Unmistakable in its taste and texture, the viscous fluid hadn't begun to dry yet, a clear indication that Lela had just sucked another man off.
I reached for her bathrobe belt, loosened it and slipped the cotton garment from Lela's shoulders. Lela had sprayed a healthy dose of her favorite perfume onto the robe, but as soon as it fell to the floor, I was assaulted by the strong aroma of urine. Tears formed in her eyes as I looked quizzically for some answers, so I averted my gaze and started to run her a hot bath.
I tried not to stare at Lela's naked form, but the bathroom had floor to ceiling mirrors on three of the walls so it was impossible to avoid the reflections of her battered body. The bath seemed to take an eternity to fill as Lela and I stood just a few feet apart, and I absorbed the wretched state of her. Lela's pert buttocks were covered in bright red stripes, the only explanation for the marks being that she had been viciously caned very recently. There were bruises over much of her upper body and several bite marks visible on her shoulders and breasts. Her nipples were erect and an unusual hue of purple, which I later learned was from an extended period in nipple clamps. Both of her wrists and ankles bore the signs of ligature marks, which presumably was an indication that Lela had been restrained for some of her ordeal.
By the time the bath tub was full, I could no longer stomach the sight and stench of my ex-girlfriend. I extended my arm to provide Lela with some support as she approached the side of the claw-foot tub. Lela was grimacing as she parted her thighs to step over the high-sided bathtub. As her exposed vagina came into view so did the unmistakable sight of another man's semen leaking from it.
"John," Lela said quietly, as she lowered her thrashed body into the hot water.
As I added Epsom salts to her bath it occurred to me that her mono-syllabic uttering was more than enough to convey exactly what had happened here this morning. No other words were needed, but Lela apparently felt otherwise because she began to elaborate.
"I know better than to ever lie to him," Lela began in a hushed tone. "This morning when we were leaving the Dolphin motel John asked me what my plans were for the weekend. After I told him that I was meeting you he became extra territorial and demanded that we come here. John has never been in my new apartment before as we only ever fuck in seedy motels. However, you know how John is. He couldn't bear the thought of you being here before him. John blew his load inside me about fifteen minutes before you arrived, and then wiped the remnants of his seed across my nose, lips and chin. Once he was flaccid he made me kneel in my shower enclosure and urinated all over me. The perfumed bathrobe was supposed to delay your discovery until after you kissed me."
"Is that why you needed fifteen minutes advance warning of my arrival, Lela?" I asked shakily, my anger rising within. "So that John could defile you right before I arrived?"
"Mark, please," Lela begged. "You know I can't resist that dominant prick. Please don't be mad at me."
Truth be told I was incandescent with rage at Lela. She had been texting me for weeks offering up a vast array of sordid sexual delights for my enjoyment. We had shared dozens of phone-sex sessions, during which I would jerk off as Lela promised me a no-limits fuck-fest, if I would just spend one day with her. I had driven over to her new apartment in a high state of arousal, only to be greeted at the door by Lela in an unflattering bath robe and some carpet slippers, despite knowing that she owned dozens of pairs of slutty shoes.
To make matters worse, Lela had John's semen leaking from her vagina and strategically coated around her lips, nose and chin. As the Epsom salts dissolved into the hot water their muscle-relaxing capabilities began to work almost immediately, and Lela slumped deeper into the tub. Epsom salts don't create any bubbles so the water remained clear which offered Lela's battered frame no protection from my wandering eyes.
"My ass is killing me, Mark," Lela said without any thought of how I might react. "I need to turn over."
As she rolled over onto her stomach, I could see the sorry state of her rear end. The bright red stripes across her buttocks seemed angry and inflamed, and the entrance to her asshole was wide open. Occasionally droplets of semen emerged from the gaping hole, floating to the surface of the bath water as I looked on disconsolately.
"Did John butt-fuck you too, Lela?" I hissed angrily. "That would explain the bite marks on both of your shoulders. Is there anything left for me to enjoy?"
As soon as the words left my mouth, we both knew that this was a rhetorical question. Anal sex was completely out of the question in Lela's current gaping state. She no longer possessed the energy to ride me cowgirl style. Doggy-style was off the table too, due to the bruised and battered state of her buttocks. Even the prospect of vanilla sex had been taken from me as the cane marks would have prevented Lela from comfortably adopting the missionary position. I had been looking forward to making Lela my fuck-toy for weeks, and I could feel my rage and jealousy envelop me as I watched this dream evaporate before my very eyes.
"I can still give you a blowjob, Mark," Lela said weakly, although I could tell the last thing that she wanted was to engage in another sex-act.
I had loved this woman for years, ever since we both turned eighteen and started to date. However, as I stood by the side of the high-sided bathtub, I was filled with nothing but contempt for her. I wanted to physically punish her, to hear her cry out in pain as she endured my assault. Before I had a chance to process what I was doing, I extricated my erect cock from my pants, and moved closer to Lela so that I stood directly over the back of her head.
"Look at me you worthless slut," I shouted at Lela, as I began to masturbate furiously.
Lela was still in a considerable amount of discomfort, and I could see her grimacing as she looked over her shoulder and up directly into my eyes.
"I loved you Lela," I said softly as my voice cracked under the depth of my emotions. "I always thought that we would end up getting married. You have gone too far this time."
I knew that Lela was a broken woman as she lay there passively while I masturbated and continually berated her. She made no attempt to apologize for her behavior, or to enhance the enjoyment of my rapidly approaching orgasm through verbal encouragement. Lela didn't smile at me or invite my advances in any way. She simply lay there quietly, tears forming in her eyes as I felt myself getting closer to my climax.
"John was right all along," I shouted as I felt my nuts constrict. "You are nothing but a dirty fucking CumSlut."
A few seconds later, as Lela remained motionless in the still bath water, I bent my knees slightly, aimed right at her head, and blew a copious load across her upturned face. The first rope of ejaculate hit her right on the cheek just below her eye, causing her to involuntarily close her eyelids.
"Look at me you filthy whore," I screamed as Lela forced her semen-splattered eyelids apart.
I ended up blowing five ropes of semen across the side of Lela's face as she sobbed quietly in the rapidly cooling bath water. Traces of John's semen were still visible floating in the water and I watched on intently as our ejaculate commingled for the umpteenth time. After I came I was aware of the deafening silence in Lela's bathroom. The only sounds were my rapid breathing and her muted sobs. Part of me felt sorry for Lela as I shook the remnants of my load onto her back and shoulders, but mostly I felt rage and disdain. Lela remained silent as my cock quickly softened.
I knew that this was the final chapter for Lela and I. Almost ten years in the making, I had truly loved this woman, but now it was time for me to move on. I had closed my eyes in an attempt to block out the visual of her battered and bruised body, and when I slowly reopened them Lela was looking directly back up at me across her shoulder.
"Goodbye Mark," she said quietly through her tear-filled eyes. "This will be your last opportunity to defile me. Don't regret wasting it. I think you are the only man that I have fucked that hasn't given me a golden shower. You are such a spineless pussy."
I had endured the humiliation of being urinated on by John on several occasions, and I truly considered it the most despicable sex-act between two consenting adults. It wasn't just the fucked-up power dynamic, but the smell and taste of liquid waste is also absolutely disgusting. Lela had chosen her provocative words carefully and if she was trying to goad me into urinating on her, she was about to get her wish.
Turning slowly towards her, I held the tip of my flaccid cock between my thumb and forefinger and aimed for the side of her face.
"Goodbye CumSlut," I said angrily, as I released my stream of urine directly into the puddle of semen that pooled just under her eye.
Once again, Lela remained motionless as I adjusted my aim and soaked her long black hair. I urinated all over my ex-girlfriend that day, thoroughly enjoying her debasement as the bath water turned a pale shade of yellow. Once I was done I zipped up my pants and exited her bathroom in silence. I caught a glimpse of myself in the hallway mirror as I approached her front door, and my face was ashen and full of remorse, even though I had felt a sense of satisfaction in Lela's defilement.
As I fired up Samantha's Maserati my words of just a few weeks ago reverberated around in my head.
"Nice guys don't piss on women, Lela."
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I felt disgusted with myself by the time I drove back from Lela's apartment. It seemed like such an uncharacteristic loss of self-control on my part. I had allowed my jealousy of John to enrage me to the point that I had called Lela a "dirty CumSlut" and I had urinated all over her, two things that I swore I would never do.
As I rehashed the events of the last few months, I shifted some of the blame from myself to the CumSlut. Lela had offered me the option of urinating on her multiple times, framing it as a highly enjoyable experience for her, something that she craved even. I knew it was a critical component of her service as a submissive escort, and judging by her client journal and her admissions to me, many of her paying customers urinated on her.
To paraphrase her own words, was I to be the only man who fucked her that didn't give her a good soaking? Either way it didn't really matter. We were done and my parting gift to the CumSlut was a golden shower.
Inexplicably, Lela didn't seem like our relationship was over, and less than two hours after I left her place she texted me.
"Thanks so much for bringing me the medication, Mark," Lela began cordially, presumably referring to the Epsom salts. "I am feeling much better after that good soaking!"
I read that text at least a dozen times, trying to absorb the double-entendre of the "good soaking" remark. Was Lela thanking me for running her a hot bath, or for giving her a golden shower, both of which could be considered to be a good soaking? Even as Lela continued to try and engage me via text messages, I made the decision to ignore her. In my opinion, she was in a fragile emotional state and I didn't want to get dragged into her spiral of self-hatred. Lela's texts became increasingly frequent and much more erratic in nature.
Lela asked me to come over to her place the following morning as she felt sufficiently healed to fulfill all of her sexual promises to me. She assured me that all three of her orifices would be unsullied and completely available for my use. I was sorely tempted by that offer. I had so many unrealized sexual fantasies that Lela was willing to accommodate, and she had primed the pump with our nightly phone-sex conversations.
However, I knew that I needed to be resolute to avoid being sucked into her black hole, so I ignored her. When I never responded Lela asked me if I wanted to urinate on her again because she had thoroughly enjoyed the experience. When that failed to elicit a response from me, Lela threatened to tell Samantha about our encounter, even claiming that she had a hidden camera in her bathroom. A few hours later Lela promised to stop seeing John if I took her back, which I knew was a total fabrication. Lela was unraveling quickly, and I wanted no part of it so I took the easy way out and blocked her on my iPhone.
Lela had referred to the process as ghosting, but whatever its current name I took it seriously, even instructing my workplace to put Lela's calls directly into my voicemail. I managed to avoid that dirty fucking CumSlut for almost three months before I was notified by the local psychiatric hospital that she was under observation, having attempted suicide by hanging. Lela had listed me as her next of kin, having not one other person in the world that she trusted.
"This wasn't a cry for attention," the attending Psychiatrist informed me, as we looked at Lela through a small observation window. "This was a very serious and well-planned attempt to take her own life. Lela is extremely fortunate that the window frame gave way under her weight."
When Lela recovered and was able to receive visitors, I was the only person to visit her, which was damaging to her already fragile psyche. Lela seemed broken beyond repair but as I looked directly into her eyes I realized that I still loved this woman very deeply. We sat next to each other in the hospital bed for four hours that day, despite repeated assertions from the attending Psychiatrist that Lela needed to rest.
"Please, Doctor," Lela begged. "Mark is my only friend in the world. I am feeling very lonely right now and I need his company."
After the Doctor acquiesced, Lela and I sat holding hands as we opened our hearts to each other. Our tears flowed freely and we professed our undying love for each other. After a protracted conversation, I asked her to marry me.
"Mark, I love you too," Lela whispered. "But our marriage would never survive. I crave the abuse of men way more than the money I earn from it. I will never be able to give up sex work."
I loved this young woman so much that I tried to justify her behavior, in the same way that a truly understanding woman allows her bi-sexual husband the occasional homosexual encounter. Or the way a man learns to live with the behavior of his alcoholic wife, even if it leads to her periodic arrest for public intoxication.
"We all have flaws, Lela," I began in earnest. "I will learn to accommodate your needs, to live with your desire to be dominated sexually by strangers. I will love you unconditionally."
And so, from that day forward, Lela and I began our revamped relationship. I waited until she was released from the hospital to engage in any physical relations with her, by which time I had explained the situation to Samantha, who didn't seem that surprised at the turn of events.
"It's not like we are hot for each other anymore," Samantha said disdainfully. "That spark died the day you forcibly sodomized me. Plus, despite your denials, I still think that you would rather jerk off into my dirty intimates than make love like a real man. My only regret is that I never got to bend you over my desk and butt-fuck you with my strap-on. I am better off without you, Mark."
I moved out shortly after that conversation and I did respect the fact that Samantha acted with complete professionalism at work. I hadn't told anyone about the changes in our relationship, but apparently Samantha had shared our break-up with a couple of the Senior Management Team, and also Human Resources to protect her interests. In fact, I endured some scathing criticism from some of my superiors who thought that I was completely nuts to dump Samantha, who was a shoe-in to make partner at the law firm, for Lela, the filthy CumSlut.
Danny Marshall was particularly vocal in his criticism of my decision.
"Have you gone mad boy?" he asked me the first time we were alone in the office. "You do know that Samantha will be a partner in this law firm in the near future, right?"
"I know that, Mr. Marshall," I responded, with as much deference as I could muster.
"And presumably you must also know that Lela is a submissive escort who works under the name of CumSlut, right?" he continued aggressively.
"Yes sir, I am aware of my fiancée's occupation," I responded warily.
"Well then boy," he continued with his air of arrogance, "You should also know that some of the management team enjoy the services of the CumSlut from time to time. In fact, I have scheduled a blowjob from your girl Lela tomorrow morning when Samantha is in court," he added with a flourish, thoroughly rubbing my nose in the upcoming encounter.
Even though it was emasculating knowing that some of my superiors at work were employing the services of the CumSlut, I was committed to Lela. I loved and cherished her, provided for her every need and allowed her the latitude to fulfill her desire to be dominated. Lela actually enjoyed rubbing my nose in her infidelity too, a throw back to the college days, when I was an unwilling cuckold. I always knew a few days in advance when Lela was going on a date, and I was often instructed to make the arrangements. At six hundred dollars per hour, at least the encounter nearly always took place in a luxurious hotel, but it was still emasculating to call the reservations desk and book a suite for my girlfriend and her lover.
Most of the time Lela would take a cab back to our place, although some of the more expensive hotels had chauffeur service included. Every so often, Lela would encounter a more dominant man, and having endured a thorough beat-down, she would ask me to come and help get her home. These were my least favorite dates, and I occasionally questioned why I was in this fucked-up relationship. However, as I would nurse Lela's wounds and run her a bath of Epsom salts to reduce the swelling, I could tell that she loved only me.
Of course, much to my chagrin John was also there on a regular basis to fill the void in Lela's soul. Now that I knew what financial accommodation she extended to him, it was even more of a kick in the nuts. I couldn't help myself either, and I would check Lela's purse before and after John's sessions. It was disheartening to find that she was thirty or forty dollars worse off after catering to his every need, having paid for the budget motel room.
John would rub it in my face too, when we passed in the hallways at work.
"I only ever take Lela to seedy motels," he taunted me one day as I was using the copy machine. "To teach that dirty CumSlut a lesson in humility. You know I don't pay to use your girlfriend either, Mark. Lela even pays for the motel room," he added cheerfully. "And I am a very demanding customer."
Two or three times a month John would take Lela to some seedy motel and butt-fuck her on a cheap beat-up mattress. To hear Lela tell it, John liked to urinate on her as she knelt on the molded plastic floor of the shower enclosure, looking up at him as if he were the most important man on earth. Unfortunately, that would be the only use the shower got on those days, and Lela would return home to me reeking of John's piss.
Predictably, as the chief engineers of the Joshua Tree Retreat, John and Danny Marshall bonded and became good buddies. I noticed the two of them hanging out at work, and as John shared more of Lela's sordid history with his direct supervisor, Danny felt entitled to take additional liberties with Lela.
Mr. Marshall informed me of his intentions too, taking great delight in rubbing my nose in Lela's infidelity.
"Your girl is coming here tomorrow morning at 9am," Danny gloated as I lowered my head in defeat. "I need you to entertain her until I am ready. Samantha will be in court all morning so we won't be pressed for time."
The following day my heart was pounding in my chest as the appointed hour approached. Completely unaware of my emasculation, the receptionist paged me over the intercom.
"Mark, please come to the front desk, you have a guest waiting."
I could barely look Lela in the eye as I entered the reception area. No stranger to breaking the ice, Lela was already deep in conversation with the receptionist, exchanging tips about hair and makeup. Even though Lela was wearing a long, black leather trench coat, the extreme height of her stiletto shoes gave some inkling as to her occupation. It was apparent that Lela wasn't here to fix the photo-copier.
"Mark, Lela is here to see Mr. Marshall," the receptionist informed me. "However, he is tied up with a client right now and has asked me to hold all of his calls until 1pm. Can you please entertain Lela until Mr. Marshall is ready for her?"
"Certainly, Mary," I stammered, unable to conceal the embarrassment at being openly cuckolded in my own place of employment.
"May I take your coat, Lela?" the receptionist asked politely.
"I think I should probably keep it on, Mary," Lela responded with a giggle. "This is a fairly conservative environment and I am not wearing a business suit."
As the two young women shared a laugh it occurred to me how adept Lela was at putting people at ease. It was undoubtedly a critical component of being an escort, and Lela had mastered the skill.
"Well, always nice to see you Lela," the receptionist said with sincerity. "Until next time."
"You too, Mary," Lela responded warmly, the air of familiarity between them patently obvious.
Lela flashed me an apologetic smile as it became apparent that my fiancée was a regular visitor to this office, and we left the reception desk together.
I had been tasked with entertaining Lela until my boss was ready for her, so I led her back to my office. As we walked in silence through the hallway, I checked my future wife out. Even with the long trench coat hiding her lithe form, her sky-high fuck-me pumps and the symmetrical black lines that ran perfectly straight down the back of her Cuban-heel stockings, gave a clear indication that she was a bad girl. Lela's long black tresses were beautifully coiffured, and she had obviously spent time on her hair and makeup.
Once we arrived at my office Lela removed the long black trench coat, undergoing an immediate and complete transformation. Dressed in a wildly inappropriately short skirt, and scented like a French whore, I could see the straps of her garter-belt peeking out from under the hem of her micro-mini as Lela stood just inside the door waiting for Mr. Marshall.
It was excruciatingly uncomfortable to make small talk with Lela as we waited in my office for my boss to arrive. My fiancée was dressed very provocatively, smelled intoxicating, and had obviously spent a considerable amount of time on her hair and make-up. She looked spectacular and while I wanted to bend her over my desk and experience her feminine wiles, Lela was here to be used and enjoyed by another man. That other man also happened to be my direct supervisor, which added to the unique power dynamic between the three of us.
When Danny Marshall finally strode into my office, he was full of confidence, and dressed immaculately. Sporting one of his trademark black tailored suits, he made quite an entrance. The sleeves of his crisp, white, neatly starched dress shirt emerged from the cuffs of his bespoke jacket to showcase a very expensive looking pair of cuff links. You couldn't miss the masculine, over-sized watch that dominated his wrist, a Yellow Gold Rolex Submariner that retailed for about thirty thousand dollars. It was an impressive timepiece, with a very distinct Yellow and Gold bezel.
It was one of the few times I had seen him without his sunglasses on, and he made no secret of the fact that he was ogling my woman from head to toe. A broad smile crept across his face as he processed and reveled in my discomfort and jealousy.
"Hello again, beautiful," Mr. Marshall whispered, reminding me that my future wife and current boss had previously hooked-up.
"Hello, Mr. Marshall," Lela replied seductively, biting her lip as she tried to appear coquettish in front of this physically intimidating man. "Nice to see you again. You look very handsome as always."
"Thank you, doll," Mr. Marshall said, using an out of fashion and quite disparaging term for my future wife. "I have heard nothing but good reports about your services in Joshua Tree," he added flashing me a grin. "I will be certain to sign up for the next company retreat."
"I look forward to that Mr. Marshall," Lela said in a cheerful voice. "John told me you had approved the Joshua Tree entertainment budget. I was hoping that you were going to be there so that I could thank you appropriately."
"Well I am here now, babydoll," Mr. Marshall said condescendingly. "With my very own entertainment budget."
"Well then, Mr. Marshall," Lela said seductively. "Let's go and entertain you!"
"Danny," Mr. Marshall said softly. "You may call me Danny, Lela."
"Danny," Lela repeated coyly, her expertise at manipulating men evident as she smiled appreciatively at my boss.
"Let's synchronize our watches, Mark," Mr. Marshall said disdainfully, in a not too subtle reminder that he was on the clock with my future wife.
A cursory glance at my watch also showcased the difference in our financial well-being, and Mr. Marshall couldn't resist a quick dig at me.
"Nice Casio," he said with a chuckle, as he turned towards Lela.
"Shall we?" Mr. Marshall said as he extended his hand towards Lela. "Let me take your coat for you."
Lela smiled broadly at Mr. Marshall and moved into his personal space. In an overt display of ownership, Danny rested one hand on Lela's tight little ass and escorted her from my office. When they exited the door, Lela instinctively turned right in the general direction of Danny's large corner office.
"Actually Lela, the entertainment venue today is the Executive Washroom," Danny instructed my fiancée, as he rotated her so that she faced down the hallway to the left of my office door. "I feel like something completely different, a change of scenery. Only Senior Management and Partners have access to that facility and they are all in court this morning so we will have complete privacy."
I knew that Lela was just working the older man, but her exaggerated squeal of excitement at learning that she would have Danny alone in the Executive Washroom cut me to the core. I knew that Lela was a submissive escort, for sale to anyone with the price of admission. I had known it long enough to become somewhat comfortable with the idea. I had dealt with the aftermath of some of her more brutal beat-downs under the guise of BDSM sex, nursing her back to health over the ensuing days. I had even witnessed some of her work in Joshua Tree, although the vast majority of Lela's sexual activity with my co-workers occurred out of my sight.
However, today was different. My fiancée was in my office all dolled up and smelling divine, looking like a million dollars. Right under my nose Lela was flirting incessantly with my boss, just before she was about to entertain him in the Executive Washroom, whatever the fuck that entailed.
I knew that Mr. Marshall was a blowjob guy. He had made that quite clear to me during my first week at work remarking that oral sex was "quick, easy and doesn't mess up your three thousand dollar suit." However, his choice of words with regard to a change of scenery and the fact that he needed privacy, made me fearful that my boss had greater sexual expectations of my fiancée.
After the two of them left my office I opened the department schedule on my computer. My boss had been accurate in his assertion that all members of the Senior Management team, including the partners of the law firm, were currently engaged offsite, either in meetings or at court. A quick glance at my iPhone indicated that it was nine-fifteen in the morning, and it would be at least one o'clock before any of Danny's bosses were back at the office.
I was pacing around my office for the first thirty minutes or so, unable to get any work done as I obsessed about the change of scenery that Mr. Marshall desired. Had I been in his situation, on the clock at six hundred dollars an hour, I would have certainly wrapped up my sexual encounter within the first hour in an attempt to curtail the expense.
At six hundred dollars per hour Lela certainly wasn't on the budget end of the spectrum when it came to working girls. However, as I contemplated that Mr. Marshall was wearing a thirty thousand dollar watch, it occurred to me that he might have paid Lela to entertain him for a while.
A little less than an hour later, Lela and Danny walked past my office door, arm in arm whispering and giggling, apparently sharing a hidden joke. My future wife was wearing her trench coat, but was barefoot and had shed her Cuban-heel stockings. As I contemplated where she had left her shoes, my office phone rang.
"I need you in my office, boy," Mr. Marshall instructed me. "Now."
If Samantha had been in the office I might have gone to her for guidance. However, with the entire Senior Management team currently off-site, Mr. Marshall was the ranking member of staff, and if he ordered me to come to his office, I needed to get my ass over there. My boss occupied one of the coveted corner offices, a status symbol in the corporate world. The huge mahogany door to his office was closed as I approached it, so I knocked for permission to enter.



In a classic power move, Mr. Marshall kept me waiting for several moments before instructing me to enter, with a singular, loudly issued command, "Come."
I had been in his office on numerous occasions and was familiar with its layout. Mr. Marshall sat impassively behind his huge mahogany desk, his hands clasped in front of him, flashing that thirty thousand dollar watch in my face. He was wearing his dark sunglasses again, which only added to the intimidation factor. He had loosened his tie but this didn't make him appear any more casual and he still retained an air of superiority.
There was no sign of Lela, and I briefly contemplated whether or not she was beneath his over-sized desk. There certainly would have been room under there, and as previously stated Mr. Marshall was a blowjob aficionado, so it didn't seem that far fetched an idea.
"I need you to go to the Executive Washroom and fetch Lela's shoes," he instructed me. "Maybe freshen the room up a little before the other managers return. The key is hanging by my coat rack."
"Yes, Mr. Marshall," I responded meekly.
"Bring the key back here when you are done," he added sternly.
I knew that this was just a show of power, but in my current situation I couldn't really say no. The legal field is a male-dominated arena, pitting strong-willed Alpha Males with huge egos against each other. There had always been a certain amount of hazing in law firms. While the Human Resources Department had eliminated the worst of it, they turned a blind eye to a Senior Manager telling a recent law school graduate to fetch some coffee, or empty the trash can.
I crossed the mammoth office heading towards the coat rack. There were a variety of expensive looking over-coats and suit jackets hanging from the rack, alongside one heavily-scented black trench coat. At least I knew that my fiancée was still in the building. Lela may have slinked out of the Executive Washroom without her shoes, but in her current state of attire, she wasn't going anywhere without the protection of that long coat.
The door to the en-suite bathroom was ajar, and as I walked passed it I saw the reflection of Lela inside. She was standing with her back to me, with one foot resting on the toilet seat as she re-attached a fresh pair of stockings to her garter-belt straps. I hesitated for a split-second but was spurred into action by Mr. Marshall's commanding voice.
"Don't ogle her, boy," he barked at me. "I currently own that ass. Go and freshen up the Executive Washroom."
I wasn't enthralled with my boss calling me "boy" in front of my future wife, particularly as there was no way that Lela didn't hear it. I guess I had set the precedent by allowing Mr. Marshall to call me boy numerous times in the past, without me phrasing any objection. While Human Resources allowed a little playful banter, I was fully entitled to be addressed by my name, or a nickname of my own choosing, whilst at work.
In fact, if I hadn't been so completely intimidated by this man, and in such a thoroughly emasculating situation, I would have addressed the issue myself. I would have been well within my rights to request that my boss refer to me by something other than the derogatory label he used.
However, because Mr. Marshall is an Alpha Male and I was conditioned to being dominated, once he decided that I wasn't moving quickly enough, my boss doubled down.
"Go, boy," he said angrily. "At six hundred dollars per hour, I don't need you wasting my fucking time."
As I slinked out of the room, I heard my boss address my girlfriend in a much sweeter tone.
"You almost dressed, babydoll?" he asked Lela. "I am ready for round two."
I felt like a complete pussy as I made my way down to the Executive Washroom. Mr. Marshall had evidently enjoyed round one with my girl, whatever the fuck that had entailed. Now as I was charged with cleaning up their mess and retrieving her discarded shoes, my fiancée and my boss were about to engage in round two. In addition, he had presumably decided to purchase another hour of my girlfriend's time, and was now on the hook for twelve hundred dollars.
I can't say that I didn't enjoy having the extra cash that Lela's side-hustle provided. She worked maybe twelve hours a week, and pulled in excess of seventy-five hundred per week in cash, once the inevitable tips were factored in. When Lela first started escorting, men would buy her flowers, lingerie and perfume as tokens of their appreciation. However, as she got more seasoned and became comfortable being assertive regarding payment, the gifts ceased and the gratuities were usually cash.
It's not that Lela didn't appreciate a nice bouquet of roses, but at some point we had over a dozen vases stuffed full of expensive flowers with a short shelf life, and it became superfluous to our needs. Lela didn't expect any tips, but received them graciously, and always went the extra mile for especially generous men.
The kink in the program was John. Not only did he avail himself of Lela's services for free, but she also paid for the motel room at his direction. So, our family was thirty to forty dollars out of pocket each time John defiled my fiancée. To make matters worse, he was intimately familiar with Lela's limits, and frequently took her right to edge of what she could handle. Occasionally, after a particularly brutal session with John, Lela needed a couple of days to recover, which could potentially affect her earnings. Lastly, John had negotiated, well demanded, a ridiculous clause in his deal with Lela, that prevented her from engaging in any sexual activity in the twenty-four hour period prior to his appointment.
Some times John used Lela twice in a seven day period, drastically reducing her income potential due to his stringent demands. However, we made it work, and every week Lela was able to accumulate at least twelve billable hours, to use the vernacular of the legal field. It was the comforting thought of seven grand a week that I clung to, as I unlocked the door to the Executive Washroom.
The opulent men's room had motion-sensing lighting, and as I entered the dimmers got brighter, clearly illuminating the space. Considering that my boss and my future wife had been in this room for less than an hour, it was a total fucking mess in there. There were two empty champagne flutes on the marble countertop, and a half-empty bottle of Dom Perignon discarded by the trash can. At a cost of over three hundred dollars per bottle, you would think that Mr. Marshall would have put the remainder of the champagne in his office refrigerator.
Lela's Louboutins were on the floor inside one of the oversized bathroom stalls, neatly placed as if she had intentionally removed them, rather than lost them in the heat of the moment. I entered the stall and quickly surmised that if I had been seated on the toilet, the position of Lela's shoes would have been consistent with her lowering herself to her knees to give me a blowjob. I sincerely hoped that my fiancée had not sucked my boss off in the bathroom stall, but the evidence certainly pointed in that direction. At least the highly polished floor was absolutely spotless.
In fact, as I surveyed the beautifully appointed facility, other than the mess left by Lela and my boss, the room was fastidiously clean. The glossy walls were polished to an almost mirror finish, without any noticeable imperfections.
There was a small urinal, homage to the fact that the old-school lawyers liked to stand in a line to piss as they regaled each other with exaggerated tales of their exploits. I think that is where the expression "dick swinging contest" may have even originated. This one, constructed of white onyx, and sloped in such a way that you didn't get misted by your own urine droplets, actually seemed fit for its intended purpose.
By contrast, the vertical stainless-steel wall in the regular men's restroom was completely unfit for purpose. In fact, the urinal barely got used, and when it was, it was usually a new employee that would sidle up to the urinal and quickly back away the second they realized they were getting misted. It was a standing joke in the company. It even got mentioned on the Annual Employee Survey. Every single year. No-one ever used that urinal more than once.
I saw Lela's distinct Cuban-heel stockings next, protruding from the top of the trash can. They were torn to pieces, the only plausible explanation being that Mr. Marshall had ripped them from her in the throes of their encounter. My curiosity got the better of me and I emptied the contents of the small waste receptacle onto the marble floor. My heart sank when I noticed the discarded condom wrapper, as Lela never required contraception for oral sex with her regular clients. Most of her regulars were married men who wanted a little extra kink in their lives, and once they had undergone the initial battery of STI tests, Lela allowed them the privilege of unprotected oral sex.
Mr. Marshall must have enjoyed penetrative vaginal sex with my fiancée this morning, presumably the "change of scenery" that he was desirous of. There was no sign of the actual condom in the trash though. Maybe my boss had flushed it? I had heard that some wealthy men consciously flushed used condoms in order to minimize the potential of the working girl trying to impregnate themselves, but this scenario seemed unlikely in this case. It seemed more likely that Mr. Marshall would want to rub his use of my girlfriend in my face, by allowing me to stumble across the incontrovertible evidence that he got balls-deep in my betrothed.
There were also several used wet-wipes in the pile of debris from the trash can, some used tissues, and somewhat disconcertingly, a small tube of Anal-Ease. Even though this analgesic lubricant can be used for regular vaginal sex, it seemed very unlikely that my boss and my fiancée had employed it for this sex-act. Lela loved being used as a fuck-toy and would have self-lubricated sufficiently for penetration. She also thoroughly enjoyed getting fucked, so it made no sense that Lela would want to diminish her pleasure by administering a numbing agent to the exterior of the prophylactic. As I reached the most obvious conclusion, I brushed that horrible notion aside for a moment. The thought of my boss sodomizing my future wife was too much to contemplate.
I found Lela's panties next, hanging on the back of the door to the Executive Washroom. I hadn't noticed them as I entered the dimly-lit facility, but now that the lights were fully illuminated and the soft-closing door had shut, they were quite obvious as they hung from one of the coat hooks. Pale blue in color, soft to the touch, and heavily scented, I retrieved them from the door and reflexively inspected the crotch.
Lela loves to be used by powerful men, so it was no surprise to see that the crotch-liner was coated with her vaginal secretions. I imagine she began to self-lubricate the second Mr. Marshall entered my office in his three thousand dollar suit and began to take charge. Either way, this particular pair of panties had served its purpose and I tossed them directly into the trash can along with the condom wrapper.
Once I wiped down the marble countertop, and put a new trash can liner in the waste bin, I moved into the shower enclosure. No expense had been spared on this impressive, over-sized, marble-walled wet room, and plush Egyptian cotton bath towels hung from the heated towel rack. Two or three of these towels were laying in a heap just outside the shower enclosure, and as I picked them up to fold them for the night cleaning crew, a single used condom came into my view. So, Mr. Marshall hadn't flushed the rubber, it had merely been discarded after the sexual encounter.
The first thing I noticed as I picked it up from the floor was the voluminous load that was contained within it. Mr. Marshall was at least fifteen years older than me. Even at the height of my forced chastity, when Lela and John would permit me one orgasm per week, my seven-day load paled in comparison to the amount of seminal fluid that my boss had blown into this condom.
I held the condom aloft between my thumb and forefinger, marveling at the sheer weight of it. The second thing I noticed was that the exterior of the condom had a copious coating of Anal-Ease applied to it. It lended credence to the notion that my boss had butt-fucked Lela, but there really was only one way for me to find out, and I was in an investigative mood.
Despite being a dirty CumSlut, the love of my life was fastidiously clean when it came to sexual activity. Before every encounter Lela would be freshly showered, clean-shaven, and heavily scented. In addition, all three of her orifices would be prepared for a potential invasion. In short, Lela would brush and floss her teeth before gargling mouth wash. She would apply a flavored douche to her love-canal. And she would cleanse her anal-passage with an enema kit.
Despite her efforts to be free of any body odor, the harsh reality is that prolonged and deeply invasive anal penetration inevitably leads to the build up of fecal matter on the penetrative item. Whether it is anal beads, a dildo, or a sheathed or naked penis, a good butt-fucking will induce the slight waft of fecal matter. Knowing this, I suppressed my revulsion and sniffed the used condom.
I knew the smell the instant that I inhaled it. During my prolonged submission to John I had attempted to conceal this very odor, and as I detected the slightest waft on the condom, I knew definitively that my boss had butt-fucked my fiancée.
If I am totally honest, this revelation stung a little. I knew that all three of Lela's orifices were available to anyone with the price of entry, but this condescending Alpha Male was my boss and the thought of Mr. Marshall getting balls-deep in my fiancée's anus was distressing to me. I had to see this self-righteous prick every day at work, and even though he rarely removed his sunglasses, I knew he was probably openly mocking me behind the dark protective shield.
Once the Executive Washroom was clean I picked up Lela's Louboutin shoes and headed back to my boss' office. Despite the fact that I had only been gone for thirty minutes, judging by the smug look on Mr. Marshall's face and his relaxed body language, my boss had already blown his second load. Uncharacteristically, he had removed his dark sunglasses and he was sat in his huge leather chair, his bare feet perched on his desk as he prepped a large cigar using a double-bladed cutter.
"Take Lela's shoes over to the bathroom door," he began gruffly. "She is having a quick freshen-up. And then fetch me an ashtray," he ordered, pointing to a large credenza that occupied a corner of the office
I really wasn't happy getting sucked into this sordid power trip but I bit my tongue and placed Lela's sky-high fuck-me pumps right outside the bathroom door. Then I walked over to the credenza to retrieve an ashtray for this arrogant prick. Mr. Marshall watched me intently as I followed his instructions, reveling in the control he had over me.
"Hold it for me," my boss instructed as he lit his cigar with a flourish.
At this point I contemplated pushing back. Mr. Marshall was my direct supervisor but there was no way my duties included holding his ashtray for him while he enjoyed his cigar. My boss seemed to recognize my reluctance to obey him and he responded by staring directly into my eyes. If he had appeared menacing with his dark sunglasses on, as soon as I looked into his cold, steely eyes the intimidation factor immediately amplified.
A few moments later my fiancée emerged from the bathroom dressed in a spectacular looking lingerie ensemble. I felt my mouth get dry as I swallowed hard at the sight of her. Lela's bustier was an exquisite shade of peach, ordered intentionally one size too small in order to force her pert breasts skyward. She was wearing a matching peach garter-belt and stockings, and a tiny pair of silk thong panties that left nothing to the imagination. Her lip gloss and nail polish were an almost identical shade of peach as the new lingerie, prompting me to wonder how many shades of lipstick she carried in her oversized make-up kit. Having opted to forgo her shoes, Lela walked seductively towards my boss as he sat smoking his cigar.
"Did I buy the right size, doll?" Danny asked, enjoying my reaction as I realized that he had purchased the lingerie for my girlfriend.
"I think so," Lela responded coyly as she rotated slowly for his visual enjoyment. "More importantly Danny, what do you think?"
"I think you look fantastic in that color," my boss enthused, as he flicked his cigar ashes into the upturned ashtray that I held aloft for him. "Don't you agree, Mark?" he added with a chuckle, as my face reddened and I swallowed any remaining saliva that existed in my mouth.
Mr. Marshall kept the two of us in our respective positions of servitude for way longer than necessary, Lela rotating slowly as he lewdly ogled her, and me holding his ashtray in such a manner as to make it easy for him to merely flick his cigar periodically to loosen the ash. Finally, when he appeared satisfied that the true nature of the dynamic between the three of us had sunk in, he rested his cigar on the edge of the ashtray and shooed me away.
As if to further demonstrate his ownership of my fiancée, Mr. Marshall patted the desk and Lela gracefully climbed atop it. Then in much the same way that my dog will follow my non-verbal commands, Lela adopted the Lotus position and sat with her back perfectly straight in the exact place that my boss had touched. Lela had her back to me at this point as she faced my boss. I noticed that she hadn't removed the tags to her bustier but had merely tucked them inside the exquisite intimates.
This was an old trick of hers that she used frequently back in the day when her paramours showered her with gifts, predominantly lingerie. By not removing the label Lela could allow her clients to enjoy the visual of her all dolled up, but still retain the option to return the gift for cash the following day. In my current predicament, getting thoroughly emasculated by my boss, I needed a win and this minor act of deceit on my fiancée's part brought a smile to my face.
Mr. Marshall and Lela were whispering something to each other that was inaudible to me. Lela, deep in her role as an escort, nodded agreeably as my boss gave her detailed instructions.
"Whatever you want, Mr. Marshall," she said sweetly, electing to address him in the more respectful manner. "I thoroughly enjoyed that last time."
Lela dismounted the desk with the same amount of grace that she had climbed atop it, and headed towards the bathroom. I watched her pert buttocks sway seductively as she sashayed away from my boss. Mr. Marshall motioned for me to return with his cigar and took a couple of puffs before blowing the acrid smoke in my general direction.
"Fetch me that ottoman," he ordered, pointing towards a low-lying piece of furniture near the credenza.
As I followed his directive, my boss removed his bare feet from the top of his desk, rotated his leather chair so that he was parallel to his desk, and lowered them to the floor. I tentatively approached him holding the ottoman and he pointed to the floor by his feet. Placing it on the ground right in front of him, I watched as he raised his feet and rested them directly on the low-slung ottoman, using it as a footstool.
Right on cue, Lela emerged from the bathroom holding a large bowl of soapy water. It was evident that she was in a subservient mode and she beamed broadly at my boss, as if she was absolutely delighted to attend to his every need. I felt completely out of place in that office as my fiancée carefully placed the bowl between Mr. Marshall's outstretched legs, and then seemingly having done this before, gently maneuvered one of his large feet into the soapy water.



Mr. Marshall let out a contented sigh and blew another puff of cigar smoke in my direction. Lela made one more trip to the bathroom, returning with a towel, some massage oil and a pedicure kit.
"Nothing quite like a foot massage after you have emptied your nuts," my boss said needlessly, Lela's intentions having been made obvious by the tools of her trade laid out before me.
"You just relax and enjoy your cigar, Mr. Marshall," Lela whispered as she began to tenderly wash his foot in the soapy water.
I just wanted to get the fuck out of my boss' office but he made me watch for several moments as my future wife pampered his feet. I had to endure the sight of Lela kneeling before this arrogant prick as she lovingly washed and dried his feet, and then applied a liberal dose of massage oil to them. Mr. Marshall puffed away on his cigar, and continued to blow the smoke towards me as my fiancée alternated between massaging his feet and raking her perfectly-manicured, peach-colored nails across the soles and arches of them.
I should have looked away but I was transfixed by Lela's apparent devotion to this man, and her unbridled commitment to his pleasure. I knew that it was an act but her skill as a courtesan made it appear as if she really loved Danny Marshall. I tried to fight it with every fiber in my body but inexplicably my cock began to twitch. I was familiar with this combination of jealousy and rage because John had evoked it in me for all those years, and it always ended up making me erect.
Truth be known, even though this act of reverence wasn't overtly sexual, Lela's complete submission to my boss was more emasculating than knowing that they had fucked. In fact, it wasn't until it was apparent that this foot massage was going to develop into something sexual, that my boss decided to let me leave.
"Would you like me to kiss your feet again, Mr. Marshall?" Lela whispered seductively, removing any doubt that this wasn't my girlfriend's first time worshipping my boss' feet.
"I will take that as a yes," Lela said with a giggle, as my boss' cock visibly stiffened in his tailored pants.
"I will call you when I need you to return, Mark," Mr. Marshall said, dismissing me with a wave of his hand, as my future wife lowered her peach-glossed lips to the sole of one of my boss' feet and began to pepper it with gentle kisses.
My heart was pounding in my chest as I left my boss' office. I hated the thought of being cuckolded yet every time another man used my girlfriend in front of me, my response was to get excited. Today was no exception, and as I scurried down the hallway I made the impromptu decision to bypass my office and head straight to the bathroom.
I wasn't permitted access to the Executive Washroom, well unless Mr. Marshall directed me to freshen it up. So, I headed towards the regular employee restrooms. We were a little behind the times with regard to the proliferation of gender-neutral bathrooms, and I entered the men's facility and was relieved to see no-one was occupying any of the stalls. I had a quick look at myself in the mirror and was embarrassed by my reflection. My face was bright red, a combination of rage and humiliation at the indignities that my boss had just subjected me to. My eyes were bright red and watery from the exposure to the cigar smoke and I had dried saliva all around my mouth, presumably from swallowing hard as I watched my fiancée submit to my boss' every whim. My excitement was palpable, desire evident in my bloodshot eyes and my erection jutting at the front of my tailored pants.
I made the decision to take care of my most pressing need first, and darted into the last stall in the row. These individual stalls were much smaller than the opulent enclosures of the Executive Washroom, and nowhere near as fastidiously clean. Despite the unsanitary conditions, I unzipped my pants and knelt right next to the toilet. Extracting my erection from the confines of my underwear, which were damp with pre-cum, I closed my eyes and visualized my fiancée licking and kissing the soles of another man's feet.
I reached my climax with tremendous alacrity, struggling to suppress my primal urges as I blew my load clear across the toilet seat and against the thin plywood wall of the enclosure. I ended up blowing five or six ropes of semen across the porcelain seat as I knelt by its side. It was a phenomenally satisfying orgasm and I remained on my knees panting as I tried to recuperate. Almost immediately after I had unloaded my nuts, I was consumed with equal parts shame, anger and humiliation.
I was a college-educated professional with a law degree for fuck's sake. Why the hell was I on my knees in my suit on a dirty bathroom floor? I had allowed my base urges to consume me, overwhelming my sense of propriety, reducing me to resort to masturbating in a shared bathroom facility. I was sweating from the demeaning experience and removed my suit jacket. I could smell the distinct odor of cigar smoke on my clothes and it was this tangible, physical reminder of what I had endured that forced me into action.
Emboldened by my desire to push back, I straightened myself up, washed my hands and face and walked back to my office. As soon as I was summoned back to Mr. Marshall's opulent corner office I was going to give him a piece of my mind. It was one thing for him to avail himself of the services of an escort, and even to bring her into a professional work environment. However, it was completely inappropriate and unacceptable to have involved me in his sordid behavior. Furthermore, moving forward he wasn't going to address me as "boy," and I wasn't going to be freshening up the Executive Washroom any time in the future.
As a teenager I used to get in my share of fights and prior to meeting John I frequently used violence to settle disputes. However, ever since the first brutal beat-down John gave me I have considered myself a fairly passive and malleable individual. Years of submission to my roommate and the resultant humiliation that I endured had broken my spirit, and enabled Alphas like Mr. Marshall to bend me to his will. This ends today, I assured myself. As soon as my boss orders me to return to his office I am going to give that arrogant prick a piece of my mind, in front of my fiancée.
I am not sure what the catalyst was that spurred me into action, but at some point I decided that I wasn't going to wait for my boss to summons me. Before I could stop myself I was hurtling down the long corridor towards Mr. Marshall's corner office. I had worked myself up into quite a rage and the image of my future wife on her knees giving my boss a pedicure reverberated through my head. When I reached the large mahogany door to his office, I paused reflexively, conditioned to respect this intimidating man.
Then in an uncharacteristic moment of bravado I stormed right into his office. I don't have many regrets in my life, as I feel like everything that I endured shaped me into the man I am today. However, this seminal event was an unmitigated disaster on my part, and blew up spectacularly in my face.
It took me a moment to process the lewd scene unfurling in that office, and by the time I had taken in the visual I had lost all element of surprise. Mr. Marshall was naked from the waist down and on all fours on his desk, with his back to the door. Lela was stood right behind him, still in her peach-colored ensemble, although her panties were on the floor having been recently removed and discarded. My fiancée was leaning over the edge of the desk and she was performing her rendition of the Rusty Trombone on my boss. All I could see was her long black tresses as Lela buried her nose deep between Mr. Marshall's buttocks. My nemesis John was stood behind Lela, balls-deep inside one of her orifices and thrusting away in search of his own release.
I froze on the spot as I took in the impossibly lewd visual. The three of them seemed to acknowledge my presence at about the same time, but it was John who reacted the quickest, his reflexes honed by years of martial arts training and hand to hand combat. In an instant he withdrew his erect cock from whichever of my fiancée's orifices it was buried in, closed the distance between us, and leveled me with a perfectly placed strike to my solar plexus.
It wasn't the first time that John had used this particular technique to incapacitate me, and the sheer precision of the punch ensured that I struggled to even breathe for several seconds. As I writhed around on the floor desperately seeking some life-sustaining oxygen, John stood over me, to ensure my continued passivity.
Meanwhile, Mr. Marshall simply reached behind himself and placed one of his large hands on the back of my future wife's head to hold her in his desired position. My boss remained on his hands and knees and continued to enjoy Lela's tongue inside his asshole as she performed analingus on him. Once I had gathered my wits about me John dragged me roughly to my knees. It was at this point that I noticed that John's erect cock was sheathed, and I knew for certain that he had been butt-fucking Lela.
"Kneel there and be quiet cuck," John said aggressively. "Let the men in the room finish their business."
With that order issued, John returned to his place behind Lela, lined his cock up with the entrance to her anus, and eased back inside her. I knelt there praying that my boss would tell me to get the fuck out of his office, but it seemed like Mr. Marshall was emboldened by my presence and he began to talk dirty to my girl.
"Yeah Lela you dirty bitch," my boss said loudly. "Get your tongue deep up in there girl. Your cuckold fiancé is watching you eat my ass. Make that pussy proud."
I watched on disconsolately as the two of them violated my fiancée, taking in additional details with each passing moment. As Mr. Marshall remained on his hands and knees I could see traces of Lela's peach-colored lip gloss all over the soles of his feet. Apparently my girlfriend had treated my boss to a protracted foot-worship session before moving her glossed lips to his asshole. From my new vantage point, kneeling about two feet behind John's naked ass, I could see Lela's panties on the floor just to my left. They had been removed rather than ripped from my girlfriend's ass, and as they lay in a crumpled heap, I could see that the crotch was slick with her vaginal secretions. This was another blow to my fragile ego as I realized that she was loving every second of her defilement.
The three of them had quite a rhythm going, John thrusting furiously in and out of Lela's tight anal-passage as she ate my boss' ass and simultaneously jerked him off. Occasionally Mr. Marshall let out a whimper of pure delight as Lela flicked the tip of her tongue across his prostate gland, and when he curled his toes with pleasure, I could see that my fiancée had done a fine job of cutting and polishing his toenails.
John announced that he was close to orgasm first, and unexpectedly he withdrew his cock from Lela's now-gaping anus. Removing the prophylactic from his erection, he tossed it in my direction and it landed on my pants. He glared at me as if to dare me to remove it, so I sat there passively with his discarded condom on my leg. John began to jerk himself off and moved closer behind Lela.
"I should have Mark give me a rimjob, Danny," John announced loudly. "Help me to get over the line."
I heard my boss chuckle at that remark, and wondered if he had any clue about my sexual subservience to my former roommate. A few moments later, after some disparaging remarks aimed at my future wife, John unloaded his nuts all over Lela's ass and lower back, and then disappeared into the restroom. I continued to kneel there right behind my boss and my fiancée, as she lovingly ate his ass.
I couldn't escape this nightmare scenario as everywhere I looked I was faced with reminders of what had happened in this office. Lela's panties, slick with her secretions lay just to my left. John's discarded condom, freshly withdrawn from my fiancées anal-passage, was still on my leg. Traces of peach-colored lipgloss were all over the soles of my boss' recently worshipped and pedicured feet.
"Lie on your back, babydoll," Mr. Marshall instructed my girlfriend. "I am ready to blow my load."
As the two of them changed positions, Lela with far more grace and elegance than my boss, John emerged from the bathroom, fully clothed and seemingly ready to go back to work.
"Thanks Danny," he said cheerfully, "I needed that. Do you need me to ensure that Mark gets back to his office?" he offered.
"No man, but thanks," my boss replied, as he maneuvered into his desired position. "I want the boy to witness this."
Hearing Mr. Marshall continually refer to me as "boy" was my opportunity to pushback, but I failed to seize the moment. Kneeling passively as my boss manhandled my fiancée into place, I lowered my gaze as John passed in front of me. The last thing I needed was another strike from him.
"Dispose of my condom when Mr. Marshall is finished using your girl," John said disdainfully.
Once Lela was laying flat on her back atop the oversized desk, Mr. Marshall climbed back on it and facing me directly, he squatted just over my future wife's face. Lela placed her hands under his muscular buttocks to support some of his weight, and extended her tongue so that it brushed against his asshole. My boss leaned back, found the sweet spot for balance, and started to jerk himself off, as Lela rimmed him. A few moments later, he lowered his buttocks and her nose disappeared between them. Suddenly Mr. Marshall's eyes widened and he let out another whimper as Lela teased his prostate with the tip of her tongue.
"Fuck yeah, babydoll," he exclaimed through his gritted teeth. "Right there. I am close."
My boss continued to jerk off as Lela rimmed him, steadily increasing the intensity of his hand motions until he locked eyes with me.
"Your fiancée really knows how to eat ass, boy," Mr. Marshall said with a smirk, right before he blew his load all over Lela's brand-new, peach-colored bustier.
After he came, my boss continued to stare me down as Lela kept her tongue deep inside his asshole. Finally, as his cock began to soften, he got to his knees and rolled off the side of the desk. Flopping into his leather chair he addressed Lela.
"Thank you, babydoll," he said sweetly. "I can't believe you got me off three times today. I came so hard. Be a good girl and clean up my desk."
"Whatever you want, Mr. Marshall," my girlfriend responded, staying in character.
As my boss recuperated in his large office chair, Lela lowered her lips to the leather topped desk and began to lick up their combined secretions. Most of John's load, which he had deposited on Lela's ass and lower back, had been transferred to the top of the desk when she changed positions and laid on her back. Intermingled with this was the remnants of my boss' load and Lela's own vaginal secretions. The origins of the sticky mess didn't concern Lela and she merely focused on following the instructions of the client, who just happened to be my boss. Lela greedily slurped up the ejaculate and then licked most of the leather clean with her tongue. It was a truly unappetizing event to watch for me, but Mr. Marshall loved every second of it.
After several minutes he got up from his chair, and began to get dressed. I watched as he tucked his flaccid cock back into his underwear, and put his intimidating black suit back on. As my fiancée continued to lap up the remnants of their fluids, Mr. Marshall addressed me sternly.
"What the fuck gives you the right to barge into my office uninvited, boy?" he began aggressively. "Is there something that you want to say to me?"
With John having left the office, the risk of physical confrontation was drastically reduced and I felt free to speak my mind.
"Yes, sir," I began cautiously. "As a matter of fact there is. I don't appreciate being called boy at work. You should address me as Mark. Also, I don't think you should have my future wife come to our mutual place of employment and service you. Out of respect for me you should rent a nice hotel in the future. Lastly, you should be able to avail yourself of Lela's services without rubbing my nose in it. I have a good mind to report this to Human Resources."
I watched Lela perk up as I stood my ground and defended myself. John had ground me down to nothing over the years and this was the first time my future wife had seen me offer any pushback to another man.
"Human Resources, huh?" Mr. Marshall said with disdain. "Lela, grab your coat, and follow me. You too boy. I will give you something to report to HR."
With that stern rebuke, my boss headed out of his office with Lela and I close behind him. As we approached John's office, Mr. Marshall stuck his head in the door and asked John if he had a second to spare. My heart sank as John joined our group and the threat of physical violence returned.
"Mark, please baby," Lela whispered. "Don't mess this up for me. I just made twenty four hundred dollars and your boss is a regular client of mine. He is your direct boss and also a close friend of John's so he can make our lives very difficult. Don't pushback too much, please."
Mr. Marshall marched directly into the men's restroom, and after ascertaining that it was unoccupied, asked John to watch the door.
"Don't let anyone in, John," he instructed. "Tell them it is being cleaned. This won't take long, I assure you."
As John left and closed the door behind him, my boss addressed my fiancée.
"Lela, you need to get your boy under control. If he is not comfortable with your chosen vocation that is not my problem. You advertise that you are a submissive escort at a specific rate. I paid your rate and I expect your full array of services, without any attempt at cock-blocking from your boyfriend. Understand."
"Yes, Mr. Matthews," Lela said in a respectful tone. "I am sorry, sir. It won't happen again, I can assure you."
My boss had ignored me so far but apparently it was now my turn to be tested.
"Kneel, Lela," Mr. Marshall said firmly. "Right by the urinal."
I knew what was happening before it slowly unfurled and I was powerless to stop it. Lela knelt quickly and shuffled forward until her knees were against the stainless-steel trough of the urinal. She was still wearing her brand new bustier, and the tag was now clearly visible from behind. My fiancée flashed me a look of contempt as if I had somehow made things much worse for her, and then looked up expectantly at Mr. Marshall.
"You too, boy," Mr. Marshall instructed me. "On your knees."
I had to make a split-second decision and two clear choices came in to my head. I was holding my iPhone in one hand and could easily have snapped a quick photo of Lela kneeling by the men's urinal, as Mr. Marshall stood sternly over her. This would have been completely unacceptable behavior in any workplace, and possibly grounds for termination of my boss. John was outside the door but it would have taken me two seconds to snap the picture and email it to myself. Or I could kneel next to the trough with my wife.
"Mark please," Lela begged. "Mr. Marshall is an important client of mine and a very close personal friend. Do exactly as he says."
I heard my boss chuckle as I sank to my knees and Lela briefly grabbed my hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. Mr. Marshall stood impassively for a few seconds and the silence in the room was deafening. Shattered by the unmistakable sound of a zipper being opened, I closed my eyes at the prospect of what was about to happen. There was just no way that my boss could urinate on the two of us. I had no change of clothes at work and Lela had to exit the building through the reception area. Mary would definitely raise the alarm if my future wife walked through the lobby soaking wet and reeking of piss.



Seconds before my boss unleashed a torrent of piss against the vertical steel wall of the urinal, I remembered the reason it hardly ever got used. As soon as his steady stream of urine hit the wall, Lela and I felt the fine mist of piss droplets in the air. It wasn't enough liquid to give either of us a good soaking, but the yellow mist permeated the fabric of my suit and I could feel a minor sticky dampness in my hair, almost like a very humid day. Lela was still in character, looking up at Mr. Marshall as if he was the most important man on the planet, as he spritzed her with a fine mist coating of his amber fluid.
As my boss' piss stream slowed to a trickle, he turned to the side facing the two of us. Shaking the tip of his cock he flicked a few last drops of urine in our general direction, one of which I felt land on my neck. Then with the tip of his cock still protruding from his open zipper he reached over Lela's back and ripped the tag from her bustier.
"Oldest trick in the book," he said with contempt, as he tossed the proof of purchase into the base of the urinal.
After zipping up with some theatrical flair, Mr. Marshall removed his wallet from his rear pocket. As Lela looked on intently, my boss counted out three thousand dollars in hundred dollar bills, which represented five hours pay for less than four hours work. Holding the hundred dollar bills right in front of Lela, Mr. Marshall gave me a disdainful smirk and then tossed the crisp bills into the trough of the urinal.
"Get back to work, boy," he instructed me, as I got to my feet and Lela stuck one of her perfectly manicured hands into the urine-coated trough to retrieve her payment.
This was one of the most emasculating experiences of my life, and as I slinked back to my office I contemplated quitting the law firm. My hair felt damp, and I could detect a slight waft of urine on my clothes. It probably wasn't enough to be noticed by other people, but I couldn't get that particular indignity out of my mind. I wasn't even sure if it was worth the three thousand dollars that Lela had retrieved from the piss trough. It was almost an hour later that John showed up at the door of my office.
"Danny wants you to freshen up the men's restroom," he said with a smirk. "Right now."
It took everything I had to suppress my indignation and head towards the men's facility. I opened the door with a healthy amount of trepidation and my heart sank as I processed the disgusting visual. Someone had written "Lela CumSlut" in bright peach lipstick across the rear of the urinal wall. I immediately recognized the shade as the one that my fiancée had been wearing when she worshiped Mr. Marshall's feet. Right beneath the scrawl was Lela's cell phone number and her hourly rate.
And below that, just above the piss-coated trough, numerous distinct peach-colored kiss marks that were undoubtedly left by my bride to be.
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It was a disgusting and humiliating task removing the peach lipstick from the stainless steel urinal wall. Ever since Lela became a submissive escort she had used non-smudge lip products, and while they were well-suited to the requirements of her job, they were a bitch to remove from the wall. I don't know quite how word had spread around the office, but by the time I showed up at the men's facility, it appeared that every single male employee had taken a piss, most of them aiming their streams in the general area of my fiancée's kiss marks. Judging by the stubbornness of the lipstick, it appeared that it was also waterproof.
That urinal got more use in that one hour period than it did in a month, as it was common knowledge that it was completely unfit for its intended purpose. Inexplicably, the trough was almost full of piss. In fact, as I knelt at the foot of the trough, my first task was to clear whatever was blocking the drain. Predictably, John was looking to pile on additional humiliation, and despite the fact that I had displayed a yellow, A-frame safety sign that clearly stated "Closed - cleaning in progress," he barged his way in while I was on my knees inspecting the drain.
"Mr. Marshall asked me to check on your progress," John said with a smile.
"Do you know where I could secure a pair of gloves, John?" I responded dryly. "I think the drain is blocked."
"Mr. Matthews expects junior employees to muck in and not be afraid of getting their hands dirty," he said dispassionately.
I had already been incapacitated by this man once today and had no stomach for a fight, so I lowered my head to avert his gaze. My temporary loss of focus almost cost me dearly as John quickly unzipped his pants and directed a strong stream of piss against the vertical wall of the urinal, immediately creating the fine yellow mist that had dampened Lela and I earlier. I did move away from the trough as quickly as I could, but I felt some of John's droplets land on my exposed forearms.
"Have fun," John said as he washed his hands and left the facility.
The trough at the base of the urinal wall emitted a strong odor of piss and it was quite difficult to work in such a disgusting environment. I had removed my jacket and rolled up my sleeves, but I had to resign myself to the fact that I was working without protective gear. I got to the base of the drainage issue fairly quickly. Some asshole had removed the protective cover of the urinal drain, wedged a small piece of cloth inside the drainage pipe, and reinstalled the cover. The urinal trough would have drained slowly given enough time, but Mr. Marshall was proving a point by having me attend to it while the trough was still fairly full of my co-workers' piss.
Once I removed the skin-colored material from the drainage pipe, the excess urine drained immediately, and I re-installed the protective cover. Then I washed my hands and forearms with the thoroughness of a surgeon scrubbing in for surgery. Despite the use of hot water and anti-bacterial soap, I couldn't rid myself of the faint waft of urine that continued to assault my olfactory receptors. Once my hands were spotless, I grabbed some paper towels and picked up the small piece of skin-colored material. My heart sank as I realized that the offending drain-blocker was none other than Lela's brand new peach colored panties, that I had last seen discarded on the floor of my boss' office.
Mr. Marshall had only just purchased these silky intimates for my fiancée and they looked expensive. It seemed unnecessarily wasteful, and a complete kick in the nuts to thoroughly enjoy my future bride wearing them, before using them to clog a public urinal. Needless to say they went straight into the garbage, and as I opened the swing-lid trash can I noticed a full pack of nitrile protective cleaning gloves. Some asshole had put them in the trash so that I wouldn't discover them until they were no longer needed.
After I scrubbed my fiancée's kiss marks from the base of the urinal wall, I assumed Mr. Marshall was done fucking with me. I had given him some pushback and been punished for doing so, lesson learned, time to move on. However, later that afternoon my phone dinged and I was notified of a new email. I didn't recognize the sender but as I opened it I noticed several images were attached.
I recoiled as I opened the first high-resolution photo. Lela was on her hands and knees right by the urinal trough dressed in her peach bustier and matching garter-belt and stockings. She had tied her long black tresses up into a bun, and had her hands clasped together behind her back. Presumably either under duress, or merely for the amusement of my boss, my fiancée had lowered her face into the trough, which at this point was apparently draining effectively. The photo depicted Lela attempting to fish the price tag from her bustier out of the urinal drain, using only her mouth. There was no evidence of anyone else in the photo, which made it difficult for me to tie it directly to my boss. The caption read simply "Evidence for HR."
My hands were shaking as I viewed the image, and then I felt the familiar twitch in my pants as my cock reacted to my future wife's debasement. With equal parts disgust and excitement, I opened the second attachment. Lela was in a very similar position in this photo, on her hands and knees with her head lowered into the urinal trough. However, in this high-resolution image, Lela had her peach glossed lips pressed firmly against the stainless steel wall of the urinal, as if she were kissing it.
There were two photos of my fiancée with her lips pressed against the urinal wall, although in the second picture she had moved towards the drain and you could see the evidence of her peach lip-prints all over the stainless steel wall. Again, considering Lela was the only person in the photo, it would have been difficult for Human Resources to tie anyone else to the scene.
Whoever took and sent these images made a serious mistake in the fourth photo, inadvertently giving me the rope that I needed to hang them with. In this photo Lela was kneeling passively by the urinal, head lowered in apparent submission. There was a noticeable mist in the air, which every single male employee knew was caused by the improper design and construction of the men's urinal. Apparently, as my fiancée was forced to kneel on the restroom floor, some previously unidentified male was urinating against the stainless steel wall with sufficient force to create the fine mist of urine droplets that was clearly visible in the image. Whoever took the picture had failed to notice one very important detail, which wasn't even apparent until I zoomed in and expanded the image. When you looked closely, there was a gaudy yellow watch clearly depicted in the reflection created by the urine running down the wall, briefly turning it into a makeshift mirror.
I knew I had Danny Marshall by the balls the second I noticed this incriminating detail. Human Resources would be compelled to let him go once they had this incontrovertible proof that my boss had defiled my fiancée. I was ecstatic as I processed my discovery, and I opened the next image without much concern for its content. Taken from behind Lela as she was positioned on her hands and knees, it did clearly depict her arousal which was a little disconcerting. If I had to prove that my fiancée had been coerced into these despicable acts of submission through intimidation or fear of violence, the fact that her vaginal secretions were all over her inner-thighs definitely muddied the waters.
I did feel like the reflection of the Yellow Gold Rolex Watch was sufficient evidence to tie my boss to the scene, regardless of my fiancée's obvious arousal. So, emboldened by my discovery, I headed directly to the HR Manager's office.
From day one at the law firm, during our indoctrination, we were introduced to the Human Resource team and encouraged to seek guidance or assistance with any work-related challenges. For this reason I felt comfortable approaching Stephanie with my pressing concerns about my boss. My comfort level decreased the moment Stephanie greeted me.
"Hi Mark," she began in a friendly tone. "I was just about to call you. I have had a complaint that your girlfriend was in the office advertising her services as an Escort. Were you aware of her indiscretion?"
"Fiancée," I corrected her. "Lela is my fiancée."
"Oh, congratulations," Stephanie said with a tinge of sarcasm.
Before I could even redirect the conversation and present my concerns, Stephanie opened a folder and pushed a few printed images towards me.
"This picture of your fiancée was taken today just before noon," she said in a far more professional manner.
As I purveyed the image my heart sank. Carefully staged by John or Mr. Marshall, the photo of Lela kneeling by the urinal in the men's restroom was highly incriminating. Lela was dressed in her peach-colored lingerie, smiling broadly as she pointed to the stainless steel wall that had her escort name and phone number scrawled on it in peach lipstick. Her other hand was resting against her ear, thumb and pinky finger extended in the universal "call me" sign.
"It's certainly not my business to judge what you do in your private life," Stephanie began diplomatically. "However, you have to understand that this is a professional work environment. I don't have any issue with your future wife being a sex-worker. That said, it is extremely inappropriate to invite your girlfriend, sorry fiancée, into your work space to attempt to sell her wares."
My shock at this turn of events must have been clearly transmitted because Stephanie backed off a little.
''I am sorry if this is a revelation to you, Mark," she said empathetically. "Mary, the receptionist, corroborated Mr. Marshall's account of what occurred this morning."
"What occurred?" I said, my confusion increasing with every exchange between us.
"Apparently your girlfriend, or fiancée, showed up claiming to have an appointment with Mr. Marshall. According to Mary's statement, Lela was dressed in an extremely provocative manner. Mary also stated that your fiancée was heavily scented and despite her attempts to hide her scantily-clad body with a long trench coat, appeared to be wearing little more than lingerie."
"Lela was wearing a short skirt too, Stephanie," I said, surprised at the direction in which this exchange had headed.
"Listen, Mark," Stephanie said empathetically. "I know that you and Samantha recently broke-up. It must have been difficult to lose a woman that is destined to be a full partner in this law firm. Particularly as your new girlfriend's vocation is that of a sex worker. That said, it is unacceptable on many levels to have your girlfriend, sorry fiancée, hanging out in the men's restroom trolling for clients. I can understand how you might feel that this male-dominated law office would be a goldmine for Lela. This firm is full of young competitive men with inflated egos and income surplus to their needs. Of course, on any given day a few of them will likely succumb to their desires and cough up a few dollars for a quickie. However, this firm actively discourages any manner of solicitation, and may I remind you that prostitution is illegal. This unlawful act is particularly unwelcome in an office that strives to defend the innocent accused of criminal activity. In addition, in order to keep the Alpha Males focused on the tasks at hand, we have a fairly rigid dress code. You don't see Mary or I parading around in lingerie do you? In the men's restroom for Christ's sake."
I was lost for words by the time Stephanie was done with her diatribe. She was a no-nonsense, straight-shooter and had apparently felt compelled to share her take on this humiliating incident. I shuffled around uncomfortably in front of her for a few moments and then uttered a weak retort.
"Six hundred dollars," I mumbled, regretting the words the instant they left my mouth.
"Excuse me, Mark?" Stephanie responded with a confused look on her face.
"Lela charges six hundred dollars per hour," I muttered. "My fiancée wasn't in that men's restroom offering quickies for a few dollars."
"The price of entry is immaterial, Mark," Stephanie said in exasperation. "Your fiancée can't sell her services at your place of employment. I am sorry to inform you that I am going to recommend that you receive a written warning for your treatment of Mr. Marshall. I also think that a contrite apology from you would go a long way to clear the air. Shall I ask Mr. Marshall to join us?"
Despite just having been torn a new asshole by the Head of Human Resources, it was the thought of having to apologize contritely to that arrogant prick Danny Marshall, that spurred me back into attack mode.
"May I offer my side of the story, Stephanie?" I asked respectfully.
The look on her face indicated that Stephanie didn't want to waste any more time on Lela's clear-cut indiscretion. However, she nodded curtly and I began to defend the actions of my fiancée.
"Stephanie, may I email you one image that was sent anonymously to me this morning?" I began politely. "My iPhone screen is too small to view it."
After a cursory nod of approval, I forwarded the photo to the Human Resources Head and she opened it on her computer screen. Stephanie leaned forward slightly to view the high-resolution image and then recoiled in disgust as she processed the visual.
"What the hell, Mark?" she exclaimed reflexively. "Why on earth are you showing me this disgusting photo?"
I had sent Stephanie the photo of Lela kneeling passively by the urinal, with her head lowered in apparent submission as a man relieved himself against the stainless steel wall of the office public convenience.
"Can you see that the man urinating right next to Lela is wearing a gaudy yellow watch, Stephanie?" I asked excitedly, eager to prove Mr. Marshall was complicit in my fiancée's debasement.
"Vaguely," she said in a non-committal tone. "Why is that relevant?"
"Zoom in slightly," I directed her. "Focus solely on the watch."
As Stephanie enlarged the image, the distinct yellow and gold bezel of Danny Marshall's watch came into view, along with the time, day and date that was clearly depicted on the watch face.
"This picture was taken today around midday," I began more confidently. "Mr. Marshall took advantage of the fact that all of the Senior Managers and partners were out of the office this morning. He invited Lela to our office with the intent of employing her services as an Escort. At some point he took my fiancée into the men's restroom and defiled her with his urine. I think it is Danny Marshall who needs to be severely reprimanded."
I had a self-satisfied look on my face as I finished my closing argument. I knew I had proved my boss' involvement without a shadow of a doubt.
"I recognize that watch," Stephane said as she turned her head to face me. "Three years ago, to commemorate the twenty fifth anniversary of this company's founding, the partners gifted all the managers the same Yellow Gold Rolex Submariner watch. There were nineteen of us, if I remember correctly, sixteen of whom still work here."
"But that is Mr. Marshall," I said in desperation, as I pointed at Stephanie's computer screen.
"That is one of sixteen people, Mark," Stephanie responded coldly. "Maybe it was me misting your future wife with my urine droplets," she added sarcastically, as she retrieved a Yellow Gold Rolex Submariner watch from her desk drawer, and tossed it onto her desk for dramatic effect.
As I surveyed the distinct yellow and gold bezel, Stephanie allowed the gravity of my situation to sink in before continuing to belittle me.
"Mark, have you considered that it was a paid, consensual encounter?" she said quietly. "I imagine six hundred dollars buys a whole lot of Lela."
I felt my face redden as I absorbed Stephanie's last cutting remarks, but I had no comeback.
"Is there anything else on your mind?" Stephanie said finally after an uncomfortable silence. "I need to get back to work and you need to go and apologize to Mr. Marshall. I am going to leave it to him to decide your punishment, as he was the ranking staff member on duty when this sordid event occurred."
After I left the office of the Human Resources Head, I went back to my own office in an attempt to get my head straight. My meeting with Stephanie had been an unmitigated disaster. Her actions were in direct contrast to the Mission Statement of the HR Department, which roughly paraphrased, referred to equal protection from work-place harassment for all employees. It appeared that the true goal of the Human Resources Head was to protect the hierarchical structure of the organization.
Apparently I now owed Mr. Marshall a contrite apology for falsely accusing him of inappropriate sexual conduct with my fiancée. Stephanie was of the opinion that the CumSlut, as Lela had clearly advertised herself on the urinal wall, had been trolling for paid sexual encounters at my place of employment.
Stephanie left my punishment in the hands of Danny Marshall, and I spent the rest of the day sweating as I waited for him to summon me. Finally, about seven o'clock in the evening, after most of the staff had left the office, I got the call that I had been dreading.
As I stood in front of his oversized desk, Mr. Marshall sat impassively behind it, dark sunglasses on and puffing on a cigar, as if he was celebrating some kind of windfall. Finally, after a protracted period of uncomfortable silence, he addressed me.
"I have been informed of the HR ruling," he began coldly. "They have left your punishment in my hands," he added ominously. "I have spent the last hour with the partners of the firm, and they have assured me that they trust my judgment and will back whatever sanction I decide. You are about to learn how career-damaging it is to swim upstream."
"Mr. Marshall," I began, with as much deference as I could muster. "I am really sorry for the actions of my fiancée."
"Hold your tongue, boy," he said firmly as he raised one hand in the air. "I am not looking for an apology from you, or the CumSlut."
I swallowed hard as Mr. Marshall referred to Lela in such disparaging terms. He was in control of my destiny and wasn't in the mood for my ramblings.
"The partners have given me considerable latitude in your punishment," Mr. Marshall said, clearly relishing the moment. "My options range from a verbal warning, which would appear as such in your personnel file, to immediate dismissal from this firm. If I decide to exercise my right to terminate your services today, I will also inform the State Bar of California of your legal improprieties with regard to the CumSlut. Believe me when I say I will use specific legal verbiage that will undoubtedly prevent you from being hired by any other law firm in this state."
"Please, sir," I implored my boss. "I have spent my entire adult life working towards this goal and have endured unspeakable suffering to get here. Please don't have me disbarred."
"Well," Mr. Marshall began with a smile, "I know exactly what John put you and Lela through over the years. And, I am encouraged to hear that your career is extremely important to you. That will benefit me no end in our upcoming negotiations."
"Negotiations," I repeated quietly, as my mind raced through the possibilities.
"Yes," Mr. Marshall replied assertively. "Your rash behavior today has cock-blocked me from future office encounters with the CumSlut, and I expect some serious accommodation from the two of you in return. I want you to go home and have a heart to heart with your fiancée. Maybe the two of you can suggest a reasonable compromise and safeguard your employment here. Lela knows exactly what floats my boat. Now beat it, boy."



When I got home Lela was absolutely furious with me.
"I told you not to get involved, Mark," she said angrily. "I asked you just to go with the program but you couldn't resist pushing back on your boss. Danny was a great client and a very generous tipper. Yes, he pushed my limits on occasion, but you know how wet that makes me. I thoroughly enjoyed being humiliated and demeaned by him."
"It's just so hard because he is my boss, Lela," I said weakly. "What do you want me to do?"
"We are going to agree to do whatever Mr. Marshall desires," Lela said firmly. "What are his demands?"
Before I could bring Lela up to speed, she had moved on.
"I can replace Danny's income," she began in a business-like tone. "However, ever since the Joshua Tree retreat, I have been making about ten grand a month from your co-workers. It is good for my business to hang around your office. The logistics of entertaining all of those horny young lawyers outside of the office is mind-boggling. In addition, being barred from your workplace will severely limit the spontaneity factor."
"The spontaneity factor?" I asked with a confused look on my face.
"Mark, when an ice-cream truck pulls up in a random neighborhood, how many of those residents do you think were actively contemplating a cold treat? They see the ice-cream truck, they watch their neighbors make a decision to enjoy the opportunity, and they themselves follow suit and make a spontaneous purchase. Your coworkers do exactly the same thing when I show up at your office on one of my appointments."
"Enough, Lela," I said as my jealousy started to envelope me. "I don't need to know every detail of your business. Bottom line is, between the two of us, what can we offer him?"
"Well, Mark," Lela said coldly. "Unless you are planning on giving your boss a foot-worship session followed by a rim-job, I think the question is what can I offer him? Let's just invite him over, ply him with a little wine, and hash out a deal. I will do whatever it takes to soften him up."
As I pondered Lela's coolness under pressure, the legal-minded side of me emerged.
"Whatever deal we cut needs to be in writing, cover all eventualities, and be valid for a finite period of time," I said firmly. "I can't tolerate what I went through with John again, years of servitude with no end in sight."
It was Lela who reached out to Danny. She already had his cell phone number and they had some shared history, and a warm personal relationship. Lela texted him an invite to our home for the following evening. Mr. Marshall's response was immediate, but phrased in such a way that it appeared to be some kind of test.
"I will be there at seven. Wear something yellow."
When I read Mr. Marshall's text my heart sank. The phrasing was reminiscent of the way John used to dictate Lela's outfit for their sexual encounters, and I wondered exactly how much of my ordeal John had shared with my boss.
The following evening, as seven o'clock came and went, I was pacing nervously around our living room, peeking through the Venetian blinds every few minutes. Lela was upstairs, applying the finishing touches to her hair and makeup. I had experienced the same conflicting emotions watching her ready herself for another man, as I used to feel when John practically owned us as a couple. Extreme jealousy combined with the titillation that only a man with cuckold tendencies would ever feel. I was boiling inside with rage, but I had been erect all afternoon, leaking pre-cum into my underwear.
Lela had followed Mr. Marshall's directions to the letter, and was dressed in yellow from head to toe. From her soft yellow Louboutins to the pale yellow ribbons that held her long black hair in girlish pigtails, she looked exquisite. Even her nails were painted a pale shade of yellow and her lips were glossed with a frosted-lemon lipstick. Lela possessed the uncanny ability to look coquettish and slutty at the same time, and as I watched her yellow garter-belt straps peek from under her gingham check dress, I wanted to fuck her so badly that my nuts ached.
Finally, as I was in danger of wearing my living room carpet out, a black Lincoln Town Car pulled into our driveway. Inexplicably the headlights were on high beam, and I was unable to make out anything as I peeked through the blinds. Mr. Marshall emerged from the Lincoln about ten minutes later, and I wondered whether he was making us wait because he could, or if he was squeezing one more billable hour out of his day before he dropped the hammer on Lela and I. As he approached our front door I noticed that he was arriving empty-handed, the leverage that he held over us evidently empowering him sufficiently that he no longer felt the need to observe social norms and arrive with a gift, or at least some wine.
I opened the door to my boss with a healthy dose of trepidation and my heart pounding in my chest. Right inside the entryway to our home is a sign requesting guests to remove their shoes. The Aloha sign, very popular in the Hawaiian Islands, depicts a man removing his flip-flops with the slogan "Hawaii style." I watched as Mr. Marshall observed and processed the sign and completely ignored it, thereby setting the tone for the evening.
To say it was awkward to invite this man into my home would be a complete understatement. It was excruciatingly humiliating to offer him a glass of wine, and even more emasculating to bring it to him once he had settled himself into my favorite recliner and rested his outdoor shoes on my footstool. At least he had arrived without his trademark dark sunglasses, although I couldn't make eye contact with him.
A few moments later, Lela entered the room, looking absolutely phenomenal in her head to toe yellow ensemble. She glided gracefully towards Mr. Marshall and welcomed him to our home, in an extremely subservient manner. The power dynamic between the three of us was evident, and when Mr. Marshall patted one of the armrests of my recliner, my fiancée lowered herself gracefully and knelt passively by the side of my boss' chair.
"Do you want me to take my shoes off, Lela" he asked in a friendly manner.
"It's up to you Mr. Marshall," Lela responded in a deferent tone. "The night is still young but I know exactly what you expect of me if you decide to remove them," she added, as she licked her lips in an exaggerated manner.
All three of us were merely playing the game, adopting our assigned personas as we moved towards the inevitability of the evening. There wasn't any protracted negotiation, as Mr. Marshall held all of the cards. He had a simple decision to make, either terminate my employment and end any hope of me working in the legal field, or dictate the terms of our capitulation. As he sipped his wine, Lela and I flattered him, cajoled him, and were embarrassingly obsequious in our interactions with my boss.
I heard him address my fiancée when I left to get another bottle of wine from the refrigerator.
"Lela, I make my best decisions when my nuts are drained," Mr. Marshall announced crudely. "Can we get a little privacy?"
At this point I was prepared to take our dog for a walk but Lela seemed intent to punish me for getting us into this fucked-up situation.
"Why don't you send Mark to the local self-serve carwash to freshen up your Town Car?" she suggested, as I listened on in horror.
Mr. Marshall's Lincoln was very big and very black, and would be a nightmare to wash and dry in the dark. I prayed that he would allow me just to take the dog out for an hour or so.
"Great idea, Lela," Mr. Marshall responded with a chuckle. "I was looking at it today thinking that it is time for a detail."
When I returned from the kitchen holding two glasses of chilled Cabernet, Lela beckoned me towards them and having apparently gained possession of my boss' car keys, tossed them in my direction.
"Do you need any gas, Mr. Marshall?" my fiancée asked in a respectful manner.
"Supreme" he responded. "From Shell."
With that succinct instruction delivered, Mr. Marshall turned towards my fiancée and leaned in for a kiss. Lela responded favorably, lowering her perfectly manicured hand to my boss' crotch as she knelt next to his recliner.
That black Lincoln was a bitch to wash and dry. The car wash had a coin-operated vacuum too, so I removed Mr. Marshall's golf clubs from the cavernous trunk, climbed inside it and vacuumed it to perfection. Part of my attention to detail was driven by my elevated energy level brought on presumably by stress, but I also didn't want to give my boss any reason to complain. I did most of the work in the self-service car wash before relocating to a brightly illuminated WalMart to ensure that there were no streaks in the flawless gloss paintwork. Once the Town Car was shined to perfection, I drove to the local Shell station and emptied almost eighty dollars of Supreme Premium Unleaded Gas into the fuel tank.
I was exhausted by the time I was finished, both physically and emotionally drained. A quick look at my Casio watch showed that I had been gone for a little over two hours, so I decided to head home to see exactly what accommodation Lela had extended to my boss. Whatever it was, I would deal with it as long as I could keep my job at the law firm.
After I parked the shiny black Town Car in my driveway, I approached my front door with trepidation, electing to knock on it prior to entry, just to demonstrate my respect for Mr. Marshall's privacy. There was no sign of my fiancée or my boss in the living room, but I noticed Lela's tiny yellow thong panties laying by the armrest of the recliner. A cursory glance at the seat of my leather recliner revealed a large wet spot in the middle of it, and I went to get some wet-wipes to clean the viscous fluid up.
Had either my fiancée or my boss spilled wine on the seat of my recliner, I would have given it a quick wipe with a paper towel and been done with it. However, this mystery fluid was milky white and in attempt to assess its origin, I sniffed it. The secretion emitted a strong scent that I recognized as Lela's, so I wiped it up before it stained the semi-porous leather. I cleaned my footstool too, as Mr. Marshall had entered my home without removing his shoes and had subsequently rested them on my low lying stool. When I opened the armrest of the recliner, I saw a discarded used condom in my cup-holder. It had been tossed in there without any consideration, and semen had leaked from the open end inside the molded plastic receptacle that would have typically contained pop-corn. As soon as I ascertained that round one had occurred in my favorite recliner, this would forever change how I felt about relaxing in that particular spot.
Once the recliner was cleaned to my satisfaction, I picked Lela's discarded panties up from the floor and headed upstairs. My fiancée's hair ribbons were laying on the stairs, and there was a trail of Lela's discarded clothes strewn from the top of the stairs to the threshold of our bedroom, the door of which was closed. Based on the physical evidence, Lela and my boss had fucked in my chair, after which my fiancée performed some kind of strip-tease for Mr. Marshall, playfully shedding her clothes as they ascended the stairs to my bedroom. I didn't know whether to knock on the door, text Lela or wait to be summoned by them.
The light was on in the upstairs hallway and I think they must have seen my shadow under the bedroom door, because my boss called out to me.
"Is that you, Mark?" Mr. Marshall said in an authoritative voice. "Sneaking around outside the bedroom door trying to eavesdrop on us?"
I froze as soon as he called me out, but the silence was deafening and time stood still as I pondered how to respond.
"Yes, Mr. Marshall," I squeaked, my voice cracking under the stress. "I washed and fueled your car and wanted to know if you guys needed anything."
I heard my fiancée giggle out loud at my obsequious comment, and almost simultaneously my boss let out the disparaging remark "pussy," which elicited another giggle from Lela.
"More wine," Mr. Marshall instructed, as I stood silently outside the door.
My legs were shaking as I ascended the stairs holding two glasses of chilled Chardonnay, which I attributed to a combination of jealousy and humiliation. It was bad enough that they had fucked in my favorite recliner, but I couldn't imagine what my boss and my fiancée were up to behind the closed door of my bedroom.
I gently kicked the base of the door to signal my arrival as both my hands were full.
"Come," Mr. Marshall beckoned me as I leant my hip against the door to slowly ease it open.
I was dreading the sight of Lela with another man, in our shared bed, so I entered the room very tentatively. Mr. Marshall was sitting upright on my bed, his muscular upper body supported by two pillows as he leaned against the headboard. His legs were bent at the knees, with his feet flat on the fitted bed sheet. He was butt-naked, with just a small hand-towel covering his genitals. Judging by the contented look on his face, my fiancée had completely drained his nuts.
"Lela is taking a quick shower," my boss said in a friendly tone, before extending his hand out for his wine glass. "Leave her wine on the bathroom countertop."
Once I returned from the bathroom, I noticed my fiancée's Sybian machine sitting in the corner of the room. It was plugged into the electrical outlet and the hide saddle had obviously just been treated with leather polish. The large phallic attachment was visibly lubricated with some Vaseline. Once I tore my eyes away from the sex-toy, my boss pointed to the floor at the side of the bed, and I followed my fiancée's cue from earlier, and lowered myself to my knees in his preferred spot.
"You should be very grateful to have a fiancée like Lela," he began condescendingly. "She obviously cares a lot about you because she has put her heart and soul into trying to persuade me to give you the lesser of my options with regards to your punishment. If I didn't know better I would think she was trying to soften me up a little. I always make my best decisions when my balls are completely drained, and we are well on the way there."
I swallowed hard at his provocative words. I knew he had enjoyed at least two orgasms, and apparently he wasn't done for the day. Once my boss knew he had my attention, he straightened his legs thereby exposing the soles of his feet. I wanted to convey to my boss that I was listening intently, so I maintained eye-contact with him, although my head was slightly lowered out of respect. When Mr. Marshall looked at his legs, I followed his lead, recoiling in disgust as I noticed traces of my fiancée's lemon frosted lipgloss all over the soles of his feet.
"I like the way your future wife worships my feet," he said with a smirk. "She is so submissive with the right man."
A few seconds later, Lela emerged naked from the bathroom, holding her wine. She completely ignored me as I knelt by the side of the bed, moving seductively over to the Sybian machine that had been strategically placed for the visual enjoyment of my boss.
"It's your turn to get off, Lela," my boss informed her. "Mount the Sybian."
My future wife took a large swig of her wine before placing the glass on the floor by the side of the sex-toy. As she parted her thighs to mount the large phallus that protruded from the top of her leather saddle, I could see that her inner-thighs were coated with her vaginal secretions.
"I don't think I need the Vaseline, Mr. Marshall," Lela said with a laugh as she looked my boss directly in the eyes. "I am already fucking soaking wet."
"You will be thanking me for my considerate nature in a few moments," he assured her. "I am in the mood for something different today. I want to watch you get sodomized, Lela," my boss instructed my fiancée, as if she had no say in the matter. "Be a good girl and hop on. I am going to take a piss."
As my girlfriend lowered herself tentatively onto the large phallus, it was apparent that she was grateful for the copious coating of Vaseline that Mr. Marshall had thoughtfully applied. Lela was no stranger to anal-sex, but the attachment that Mr. Marshall had selected for this butt-fuck session was enormous. My boss got up from the bed, and letting the hand towel fall to the floor by my feet, he walked right past me. Mr. Marshall's cock was flaccid, and as it hung between his muscular thighs, I could see it was coated with my fiancée's dried vaginal secretions. In addition, there were traces of my fiancée's lemon lipstick all over my boss' stomach, cock and partially drained nutsack. Lela had kissed my boss all over his groin area, and as he passed me I saw the same traces of lemon lipgloss all over his buttocks and ass-crack.
I knew that Mr. Marshall was an Alpha Male but it still surprised me that he seemed so at ease in my bedroom. In fact, such was his level of confidence that he didn't even close the bathroom door when he took a piss. As I knelt on the floor in my boss' designated spot, I felt that the sound of his urine stream hitting the toilet bowl water and the moans of discomfort coming from Lela as she impaled herself onto the large phallus, were practically competing for my attention. By the time my boss re-entered my bedroom, my fiancée had managed to wedge the oscillating phallus all the way inside her anal-cavity, although judging by the pained look on her face, it was creating some uneasiness for her.
Mr. Marshall didn't seem to give a fuck about Lela's comfort, and I watched the dynamic between my boss and my fiancée as he got back into my bed, still butt-naked.
"I'm ready for showtime," he said excitedly, as Lela obediently reached down for the remote control and turned the oscillating attachment on to one of its lower speeds.
Lela's eyes widened considerably under the new stimulation and my boss offered his approval of my fiancée's compliance with a simple request.
"Good girl, Lela. Take your time. I want to savor this moment."
Lela followed his instructions perfectly, bringing herself very slowly to the boil, as Mr. Marshall continually offered her new direction.
"Toy with your nipples," he said at one point. "Get them erect for me. Good girl."
Lela followed my boss' orders perfectly, tweaking and sucking her nipples for his amusement until they were rock-hard, jutting out in a lewd display of her arousal. Mr. Marshall made my fiancée perform an extended ritual of submission, that included her spreading her labia wide open, toying with her clitoris and finally inserting two fingers deep inside her pussy as she slowly went down the road to release. As the vibrating phallus stimulated the nerve endings in her anus, Lela lewdly masturbated for my boss, completely ignoring my presence as I knelt by the side of the bed. Danny actively encouraged Lela to be vocal, and as she continued to self-lubricate, the sight, sound and aroma of her arousal permeated my bedroom.
I could tell that my fiancée was close, as I saw her abdomen tighten, and she closed her eyes. Also observing Lela's elevated level of excitement, my boss decided that he wasn't ready for the fireworks yet.
"Enough, girl," he ordered. "Turn it off."
Lela opened her eyes and conveyed a look that was part disappointment and part confusion, but as Mr. Marshall stared impassively at her, my fiancée nodded her understanding and reached down to turn the Sybian machine off. My boss turned his attention to me as I knelt by his bed.
"Now, we are ready to negotiate the terms of your complete surrender to me, Mark," he said coldly. "My nuts are drained, I have the full undivided attention of the CumSlut, and you hopefully have absorbed the power that I hold over the two of you. You may speak."



Conscious of the fact that I was in a precarious position, I chose my words carefully. I wanted to convey my abject repentance, but knew that if I was too obsequious, I ran the risk of losing some more respect of my future wife. As I weighed my options, I made the decision that my career was more valuable than my relationship with the CumSlut, as Mr. Marshall had just referred to my fiancée. Knowing this I decided that groveling was my best option.
"Thank you, Mr. Marshall," I said as respectfully as I could. "I just want to start by saying I offer my humble apologies for the nonsense that occurred in the office. I know that I fucked up and that the partners of the law firm have put my punishment in your hands. I ask you to consider the effect that certain sanctions would have on my life. Please don't terminate my employment, Mr. Marshall. I am literally on my knees begging you."
"And you Lela?" my boss said, turning his attention to my fiancée. "You may turn the Sybian back on, on its lowest setting. I am hoping that the prospect of an orgasm will motivate you to think outside the box. What do you have to offer me as compensation for my inconvenience?"
For the next thirty minutes or so, Mr. Marshall put us both through the ringer, reveling in the control he had over us. My boss made me grovel and plead for mercy, so thoroughly emasculating me in front of my fiancée that I didn't know if she would even want to marry me after my capitulation. Inflicting a different form of emotional distress on my fiancée, my boss brought Lela tantalizingly close to orgasm numerous times, forcing her to switch off the Sybian every time the sex-toy took her to the edge.
By the time Mr. Marshall got bored of fucking with us, I was emotionally exhausted, and Lela would have traded everything she possessed for a climax. I think my boss, recognizing that I had a bright future as an attorney, decided to show me some clemency, because he settled for less than we were prepared to offer.
"I want Lela to stay overnight with me in a hotel of my choosing, twice a month until the two of you are legally married," my boss began authoritatively. "I will pay for the room but the CumSlut will waive her customary fee of six hundred dollars per hour. All services rendered will be complimentary, although I may tip your fiancée if I feel that she has gone the extra mile for my enjoyment. Mark, you will hand-deliver your future wife to me each time that she spends the night with me, as a mark of respect, and to convey your consent for our sexual encounters. You will also add Lela's menstrual cycle onto the office master calendar, so that I can ensure that she is available for all of my needs on the day that I select. You can mark the calendar with a large red 'X' to indicate the days that Lela is out of action. I will have a legally binding document drawn up for our signatures. If either of you deny me whatever my heart desires, I will terminate Mark's employment at the firm. However, if you honor our agreement until the day that you get married, I will limit Mark's punishment to a verbal warning. Any questions from either of you?"
I was fully expecting to have to beg my boss for some concessions. However, whatever Lela and Mr. Marshall had discussed while he was balls-deep inside my fiancée had addressed my principal concerns, which were getting it in writing and having a finite end point. I wondered if Lela was on board with the sacrifices she was required to make, but got my answer as soon as she addressed my boss.
"Can I order anything I want from room service?" my fiancée began with a giggle. "And will I know upfront exactly how to earn a tip?"
My heart sank as I processed her response. I wished that Lela would take this seriously, and then suddenly I realized that she was serious. That dirty slut was focused solely on the financial aspect of the encounter. My fiancée wanted to be forewarned of the precise nature of the lewd acts that she was required to perform in order to earn her tip.
My boss simply smiled at her response, gauging my reaction before he replied.
"Yes, Lela, you may order as you please from room service. And yes Lela, I will give you a rough idea of what I am in the mood for on the day of our hook-up. However, it will be your responsibility to think outside the box and be creative. Surprise me! I don't have many unfulfilled fantasies, but I plan to have zero by the time Mark makes an honest woman out of you."
Lela giggled again at my boss' response and as they shared a smile, I realized that they had forged a connection in their time together. This twice a month overnight fuck-fest was going to hurt me much more than Lela. However, knowing that I had got off relatively lightly, I nodded my head in agreement, although as I was still on my knees it didn't feel particularly mutual.
"Right, it is settled then," Mr. Marshall said cheerfully, as he clapped his hands together. "I want to watch you get off now, Lela. You deserve it."
Reveling in his recent victory, my boss relaxed on the bed as my fiancée fired up the Sybian machine. Lela had been teased and denied release for quite some time and was clearly ready to climax. As she increased the speed of the oscillating phallus, she made eye-contact with my boss, and toyed with her nipples for his amusement. Once she was close to the edge, she lowered one of her dainty hands to her pussy, lewdly rubbing her clitoris as she smiled at my boss. Lela closed her eyes right before she climaxed, and I watched her stomach tighten right before she erupted with a wail of pleasure.
Mr. Marshall allowed her the briefest period of respite, before addressing my fiancée.
"Again," he ordered.
As I watched on helplessly, my boss brought my fiancée to climax four times before he allowed her another quick rest period. Even though the Sybian was doing most of the work, Lela had to support some of her weight to prevent potential injury as the massive phallus was still embedded in her anal-cavity. This physical exertion was taxing on her, and Mr. Marshall graciously allowed her to "take five."
I knelt in silence as my fiancée gathered her composure and Mr. Marshall began to prep a cigar for his enjoyment. I was taken aback by his lack of respect. He was already lying naked on my bed, transferring traces of Lela's yellow lipgloss from his feet and buttocks to my white linen sheets with every movement that he made. Now he had the audacity to ready a cigar as Lela recovered from her multi-orgasmic ride on the Sybian.
A few moments later, my boss motioned for my future wife to continue her performance, and as Lela turned the Sybian back on, Mr. Marshall lit his cigar. It was obvious that my residence was a non-smoking home, but as he relaxed in my bed watching my girl masturbating for his amusement, my boss puffed away contentedly on his stogie. That arrogant prick didn't have an ashtray either, so he merely flicked the tip of his cigar periodically over my bedside table, depositing cigar ash on the protective case of my eye-glasses.
As Lela approached her next orgasm, my boss addressed her firmly.
"Look directly at Mark the next time you orgasm, Lela," my boss instructed her. "He doesn't get to experience this sight as often as I do."
Mr. Marshall kept the two of us captive in our shared bedroom for quite some time, as Lela endured a protracted session on the Sybian, and I got to witness the look of pure arousal on my fiancée's face, as we locked eyes for each and every climax. Finally, when Lela could no longer support her own weight, and was therefore in danger of physical injury from being impaled by the massive phallus, Mr. Marshall gave her the order to dismount. Then he turned to me.
"I like that oscillating sex-toy, Mark," he said with a smile. "Make sure it accompanies Lela on her twice-monthly visits to my hotel suite. Watching your fiancée masturbate has made me ready to fuck her again. Now beat it."
I struggled to get up from my knees, a result of having been on them for nearly two hours. By the time I was standing, Mr. Marshall was on his way to the bathroom.
"Come on you horny bitch," my boss said to my fiancée. "Let's shower, I have your lipstick in places I can't even see. I need your help getting clean."
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Lela still kept her private gallery active, and as the number of premium members swelled to over four hundred, news of her vocation, and her perverse sexual proclivities spread through our relatively small city. I would occasionally run into someone that I knew had enjoyed her services, which always made for a humiliating experience on my part. For the most part the awkward exchange would consist of a knowing nod, or maybe a congratulatory "you lucky bastard" issued with a broad smile.
Occasionally the encounter would become a little more uncomfortable, particularly if Lela's apparent lack of sexual limits entered the conversation. On more than one occasion I had to correct someone, after they had wrongly asserted that it must be nice to have a girlfriend to whom nothing was taboo in the boudoir.
"Lela doesn't fuck black guys," I would intone dispassionately, as if her one 'red line' somehow made her more virtuous.
Truth was, Lela's intention to draw the line at intimacy with African-Americans wasn't even based on racial bias. In fact, some of our favorite porn involved black guys, particularly the genres in which African-American men were pampered and worshipped by one or more white females. Lela would often masturbate to interracial pornography, and we even had a couple of close black friends.
No, Lela's insistence on not being intimate with black men was solely due to the negative experiences shared by the other escorts at her agency. As Lela was inducted into the escort business, she was regaled with tales of disrespect, misogyny and ungentlemanly behavior, and made the decision not to engage with black males.
In some respects Lela's decision to avoid paid sexual encounters with African-Americans only served to increase the pressure brought to bear on her to change her mind. Lela had stated her racial preferences clearly in her profile, and the allure of forbidden fruit meant that she was presented with some obscene offers.
The obscenity of these offers was both financial and literal, and while I was shocked at the amount of money that some of these black guys offered Lela to be her first interracial partner, I was equally stunned by the graphic nature of the propositions. Apparently more money meant more entitlement, and many of these black men viewed the sexual accommodation of white women as reparations for historical injustices.
To make matters worse, Lela's psychiatrist, who was responsible for my girlfriend's emotional stability, spent the majority of her counseling sessions having Lela detail the specifics of her latest paid sexual encounter. Peppering her with invasive questions seeking to gather the sordid details of her submission, it was evident that he was getting off on her admission of lewd behavior. In fact, once he found out that Lela refused to session with black men, he turned his focus to persuading her to change her mind, informing her of the benefits of interracial sex. Lela tolerated this unprofessional conduct for a few months, but after numerous extremely embarrassing counseling sessions, she switched to a female psychiatrist.
Lela's private gallery, which was a no-holds barred look into her depravity was replete with videos of John dominating her, and Lela often invited me to view them with her. I hated watching those disgusting clips with Lela almost as much as I hated myself for getting erect as we did so. Lela would caress my stiffening cock through my jeans as we absorbed her submission to the man I despised. Then, as I continued to view the horrible scenes, Lela would get me off in one of my favorite ways, like the Rusty Trombone or the Klixen blowjob experience. It was always a bitter-sweet encounter, although the second I blew my load, I felt nothing but disdain for myself.
Most of the time, Lela and I enjoyed a respectful, loving, mutually beneficial relationship, but as her need to be dominated surged through her soul like a demon possessing her, I would notice a startling transformation in Lela. She would retreat from me, becoming non-communicative no matter how much effort I put into engaging her. Then she would inform me that she was booked in at the Four Seasons or the Hilton, and some random guy would completely fuck her up.
My friends, family, co-workers and professional acquaintances all tried to talk me out of marrying Lela. However, she was my first true love, and I truly believed that she would eventually tire of the physical and emotional abuse that her paying clients would heap on her. Despite the advice from everyone that cared about me, I was actually trying to accelerate the timeline of the wedding so that I could get Lela out of her twice-monthly obligations to my boss.
Mr. Marshall truly was the elephant in the room, and as he continued to fuck with me with limited push-back, his demands increased. I had already added Lela's menstrual cycle to the law firm's master calendar, a mysteriously uniform account of her periods. The calendar showed me as its creator, and as it was labeled simply 'CS' for CumSlut, it created way more questions than it answered. Once word got out that it was a detailed and accurate prediction of my fiancée's menstrual cycle, it became the most viewed document on the shared portal. I lost count of how many times my co-workers asked me if Mr. Marshall had made reservations yet for his next encounter with my fiancée, because they wanted to book time with Lela without interfering with our boss' schedule.
As Mr. Marshall gained more control of Lela and I, twice a month I was required to drive my fiancée to a Five Star Hotel of his choosing, whereupon she would be instructed to wait in the bar for his text. I was expected to carry her overnight bags up to his suite, despite the fact that all of the hotels had a concierge, and porters available for this specific manual task. I wasn't allowed to use the elevator either. It would frequently take me three trips to get everything upstairs, as Lela didn't travel light and I had to carry the Sybian machine to my boss' room also.
"I want you to work for this, Mark," Mr. Marshall would tell me. "You fucked up royally and I get to enjoy your betrothed twice a month. I want you to do the heavy lifting as a reminder that I let you off the hook easily."
Once I had manhandled Lela's luggage up to the top floor, where the best suites were always located, I had to let Mr. Marshall know that my future wife had arrived and was waiting in the bar for his enjoyment. My boss made a habit of inviting me into the opulent hotel suite, so that I had to visualize the surroundings in which he was about to use my fiancée. As he became more confident that he had completely extinguished the flame of resistance within me, Mr. Marshall pushed my boundaries further.
First of all he began to require me to clean and assemble the Sybian machine, before placing it in his preferred spot. If Mr. Marshall wanted to utilize the hotel bedroom mirrors to enhance his visual, I was required to straddle the sex-toy so that he could check the reflections were clearly visible. One time he made me run a warm, scented bath for Lela, as she waited downstairs in the hotel bar for my boss to summon her. Another time I spent twenty minutes in his hotel suite creating a walkway of rose petals from the threshold of the hotel suite to the King Size bed that dominated the bedroom. My boss occasionally made me unpack my fiancée's suitcases, taking great delight in watching me as I hung her lingerie and fetish-wear up in the large closets of the respective opulent hotel suites. In fact, despite the fact that I would eventually learn the details of the encounter from either my fiancée or my boss, dropping her luggage off was undoubtedly the most humiliating aspect of the date.
I never knew whether to shake his hand or wish him luck when I left his suite, so my boss controlled that detail too, scripting a scenario in which I would wait patiently by the door after I had done his bidding.
"Is there anything else I can do for you this evening, Mr. Marshall?" was my required line.
"No, that will be all, boy," he would respond condescendingly, as he thrust a five dollar bill into my hand. "Hopefully there will be plenty more tips earned this evening."
Mr. Marshall liked to control every aspect of his overnight dalliance with my future wife, from what Lela wore, to how she was scented, and even down to her alcohol consumption as she waited for him to summon her.
"Lela is a call-girl, Mark," he would taunt me when we were alone at work. "It is only appropriate that she should wait in the bar, on-call for my enjoyment."
Lela never knew how long my boss would keep her waiting, but it was clearly an exercise in control. My fiancée would wait patiently, drinking whatever drinks the bartender served her, as she fended off multiple advances from the wealthy businessmen who would stay at the luxury hotel. Lela shared with me that she enjoyed the experience, and it made her wet to be another man's plaything, especially as Mr. Marshall never gave her any indication of the timeline. At some point after I dropped her off at the hotel, somewhere between five minutes and two hours later her phone would ding, and she would receive Mr. Marshall's suite number via text message.
Unencumbered by any baggage other than her designer purse, Lela would freshen up her make-up, spritz herself with a liberal dose of Mr. Marshall's favorite scent, and then take the elevator to his suite. According to my fiancée, the evening would start with a brief one-sided conversation with my boss, during which he would outline exactly what he was in the mood for and where the opportunities to earn extra credits lay.
Mr. Marshall's model of gratuity, based on effort, attitude and attentiveness, mirrored most of the service industry but created significant tension between Lela and I. Occasionally my future wife would come home with a tip of several hundred dollars, and I would be in a considerable amount of turmoil as I contemplated exactly how she had earned it. Of course, being the manipulative cunt that I knew her to be, Lela would offer up weak excuses in her defense.
"Danny was just feeling extra generous today, Mark," Lela would assure me, trying to downplay the enthusiasm with which she had participated in his preferred perversions.
As my fiancée systematically checked off every box on Mr. Marshall's sexual bucket-list, methodically eliminating his few remaining unfulfilled fantasies, the gratuities flowed freely, and my agitation increased. As a result, Lela became increasingly closed off with me regarding her encounters with my boss, confiding instead in her therapist who she saw twice per week. I needed to know these details in order to preserve my sanity, and after Lela became tight-lipped, it was Mr. Marshall to whom I turned for the specifics.
"I don't claim to understand the mechanics of being a cuckold, boy," Mr. Marshall said once, as I knelt in front of his desk for one of our twice-monthly meetings. "However, I have so much fun with your fiancée that I am dying to tell someone, so it may as well be you."
Mr. Marshall was a very structured man and he liked his work days to be scheduled in advance. Inevitably, because he was my boss I got with his program, and twice a month I found myself on my knees in his office as he regaled me with tales of his sexual exploitation of my fiancée.
Leaving out no details, Mr. Marshall would paint a graphic picture of what Lela had done to accommodate him, including exactly how my future wife had earned her tips. Sometimes my boss would sit on the edge of his desk and I would kneel at his feet. Other times he would sit in his large leather chair smoking a cigar, as I knelt in the middle of the room listening intently. Occasionally, if he was the only senior manager on site, which happened fairly frequently, Mr. Marshall would smuggle Lela in to the office.
On those occasions Mr. Marshall would remove his shoes and socks, and my fiancée would wash his feet as I watched on forlornly. Even though the cuckold in me craved the details, being forced to watch became more painful than pleasurable. Particularly as Lela and I never knew how far my boss would push her. Part of it was dependent on how much time we had until one of the Senior Managers or partners returned. Part of it was dependent on the reaction that Mr. Marshall got from me as he enjoyed taking me out of my comfort zone. Part of it was dependent on Lela's mental and physical condition as my boss walked the fine line between crushing my fiancée's resistance, without breaking her completely. Mr. Marshall was aware of Lela's fragile mental state and her suicide attempt, but he couldn't help thoroughly demeaning her, and he loved nothing more than forcing me to watch.
To complicate matters, Lela loved being dominated and being subjected to dehumanizing behavior, so much so that she ignored some of the warning signs of her mental illness.
"That is why you are here, boy," my boss would tell me. "To make sure I don't push the CumSlut to the breaking point."
One morning, Lela returned home from her night with Mr. Marshall with nearly two grand in tips. As hard as I pressed her for the details, my fiancée avoided all of my questions about how she had earned them. Apparently she knew what was in store for the two of us, because she didn't seem at all surprised when Mr. Marshall texted us both to be in his office at 10am. Reflexively, I opened the master schedule for the office, groaning at the reveal. On today's date, all of the Senior Managers were in court all morning, the partners were offsite, and the CumSlut was on the part of her menstrual cycle that enabled her to be a three-hole woman.
At the appointed time, I knocked tentatively on my boss' office door, as he had a large "Meeting in progress, do not disturb" sign hanging from the door knob.
"Enter," he said forcefully, aware that as the senior ranking member of staff currently on duty, no-one else but me would have attempted to disturb him.
As I entered my boss' office I saw Lela on her knees in the middle of the room, having already been smuggled in through the emergency exit by Mr. Marshall. My boss gestured to where my fiancée was kneeling and I lowered myself to my knees right next to her. Lela extended her arm to my side, and we held hands in solidarity.
Mr. Marshall didn't waste any time rehashing the details of his night with my fiancée in the Hilton Suite. As he reveled in his dominance of my girl, it became apparent to me that he was pushing Lela too hard. Mr. Marshall had apparently checked off every single one of his unfulfilled fantasies, as he promised me he would. Presumably, there wasn't much left for him to subject Lela to, other than the truly depraved acts. It was when he brandished the latest attachment that he had just ordered for the Sybian, that I knew that I had to extricate my fiancée from this predicament.
"This is going straight up your asshole the next time we are together, Lela," my boss taunted my fiancée.
That oscillating phallus was just way too big for anal-entry and all three of us now knew exactly where that monster was heading. Mr. Marshall went too far that morning, emboldened by our collective lack of pushback. Motioning for my fiancée to get up from her knees and approach his desk, my boss ran her through the usual humiliation of washing and drying his feet, before giving them a loving worship session. Then, as if to test me, he looked me right in the eyes and spoke.
"Lela, you are going to suck my cock this morning while your future husband and I discuss my long-term plans for you," he said authoritatively.
I knew that my fiancée had some serious reservations about this request, even as it was phrased as an order. It was one thing for Lela to offer herself up to my boss twice a month, in the privacy of a hotel suite, by way of compensation for my fuck-up. That is something that we had both agreed to, in writing. Another to submit to a client who was paying her hourly rate of six hundred dollars. However, my boss seemed intent on continuing to push my fiancée out of her comfort zone, without stumping up the price of entry, so Lela looked to me for guidance. I was fully aware of the stakes involved and the risk of denying Mr. Marshall access to Lela, so I nodded my consent and my boss continued with his plan.
"On your knees and scoot under my desk, Lela," my boss ordered my fiancée, as I looked on helplessly. "You know exactly how I like it."
If there was a silver lining it was that I didn't actually have to witness the event, although from my vantage point less than five feet away I knew exactly what my future wife was doing. In fact, both Lela and my boss had described in excruciating detail how Mr. Marshall liked to be orally edged to completion.
With this disturbing idea lodged in the forefront of my mind, I heard his belt being loosened first, the distinct sound of metal on metal as the heavy Gucci buckle clanked away under the desk. Then the unmistakable sound of a zipper being lowered. A few moments later, as Mr. Marshall's eyes widened, I could hear the soft noises of my fiancée tenderly licking and kissing my boss' cock, as she began his preferred method of edging.
Once he realized that I was planning to stay on my knees while my fiancée orally edged him, Mr. Marshall relaxed and began to tell me of his long-term plans for Lela.
"As you are well aware, Mark," he began cheerfully. "I own the CumSlut twice a month until the day you get married. I know my time with her will eventually end, and I am contemplating giving your fiancée a permanent reminder of our time together. I am undecided whether to use a tattoo, branding or some other form of body modification. However, I want it to be something that you see every time you make love to your wife, and I am willing to hear your thoughts on the matter. And the CumSlut's too," my boss added as an afterthought.
To her credit, as the two principal men in her life discussed potential life-changing body modifications, Lela didn't miss a beat. As an awkward silence hung in the air, all I could hear was the increased cadence of my fiancée's lips as she transitioned from kissing my boss' cock to giving him a full-on blowjob. A few minutes later, as Mr. Marshall writhed in ecstasy in his oversized leather chair, he blew his load straight down my fiancée's throat, and new sounds of Lela gagging on his ejaculate emerged from under the huge desk.
"You can get back to work, boy," Mr. Marshall said dismissively, as the distinct sounds of my fiancée licking up the rest of my boss' load filled the room. "Take this with you," he added, tossing me the huge phallic attachment for the Sybian machine. "I will put it to good use in two weeks' time."
When Lela and I got home that night, for the first time in years I saw true fear on my fiancée's face, and this prompted me to suggest moving our wedding date closer.
"If we got married next month, Lela," I began tentatively, knowing how important the big day was to my fiancée. "Yes, some of the details would be a little rushed and we might have to make some compromises. However, you would only have to spend two more nights in a hotel suite with Mr. Marshall, and then we would be off the hook."
"That asshole could do some serious damage in two nights," my fiancée responded fearfully. "Particularly if he knows his freebies are ending. He is out of control, Mark, and I am scared to death of him. Did you see the size of that fucking new phallus?"
"Let's not tell anyone at the office about our wedding plans until you have fulfilled your monthly obligation to Mr. Marshall," I suggested. "We can send everyone else an invite, and let my co-workers know a few days before. The only person that I am going to invite from my office is Samantha."



In a desperate bid to extricate Lela from the clutches of my deranged boss, we grabbed a calendar, selected a date that would restrict Mr. Marshall to two more nights with my future wife, and made the decision to run with this hastily conceived plan.
Lela and I continued to play Mr. Marshall's game, with Lela telling my boss that she would prefer a tattoo, if her opinion even mattered.
"Tattoos are cool," Lela said coquettishly, as my boss enjoyed the first of their two remaining nights together, without a clue of what was transpiring. "Obviously I want your name, Danny. And it goes without saying that it should include the words 'Property of' in huge letters."
To hear Lela tell it, Mr. Marshall ate it up, and they agreed on a large tramp-stamp right at the base of my fiancée's lower back. The cursive script would read "Property of Mr. Marshall" to convey the appropriate amount of respect that my boss deserved. My fiancée and my boss also thought that it would be fun to have a large arrow running from the base of the tattoo to Lela's asshole.
"Once I am inked, no other man will ever have access to my tight little ass," my fiancée promised my boss. "Maybe you should hold off ramming that new phallus inside my anal-cavity until just before I get married. That way you can permanently ruin it for my husband."
Mr. Marshall loved that idea, and fortunately for my fiancée, my boss didn't try to insert that enormous dildo into Lela's nether region. Lela skillfully delayed the application of the tattoo as well, by trying to make the event more emasculating for me.
"Mark's birthday is in nine weeks, Danny," Lela said, right after my boss had blown his load inside her anus, and was feeling magnanimous. "Let's get my tattoo done the day before his birthday. My friend is a tattoo artist and he said he will do it for free using some of the latest fade-free, non-removable techniques. That fucking badge of honor will be on my ass until the day I die. Mark will shit a brick when I limp home the day before his birthday with another man's mark of ownership permanently inscribed on me. We could even schedule your twice a month overnight freebie for that day. I could go home to my future husband with your semen leaking from my ass."
Like I said, Lela was a manipulative cunt, and she played my boss perfectly. Emboldened by the fact that Lela had willingly submitted to his desire to permanently mark her, Mr. Marshall actually treated my fiancée with a reasonable amount of restraint during their final two sessions. Lela said that she wouldn't have characterized their last two encounters as tender or respectful, but Mr. Marshall tempered his usual brutality, and didn't try to permanently injure my future wife, which we both considered a win.
After Lela and I finally picked a date for our nuptials, Samantha was the first person that I told. I still considered her my closest confidante and I respected her opinion immensely. Samantha sensed that there was no way that she could talk me out of the wedding, so she focused on what was important to her, the office politics.
"I will never claim to know the true dynamic between the three of you," Samantha began quietly. "However, the optics of you excluding John from the list of invitees will only add fuel to the rumors."
"Rumors?" I responded. "What rumors, Samantha?"
It was like pulling teeth getting information from her, but as I continued to probe, Samantha admitted that there were rumors that John, Lela and I were in a sordid, bi-sexual, three-way relationship.
"I don't really care if you and John are still lovers," Samantha whispered. "I don't even care if John hires Lela occasionally as a submissive. It's none of my business anymore. I don't even want to know who Clara Trinity is, or why my entire junior legal team, or at least the men, opted to donate blood on the Joshua Tree retreat. I can't get involved. What I do care about is the office optics and if you invite anyone from the firm, John needs an invite too. You were roommates for seven years, Mark. You guys joined the company as a package deal. It will create so much drama if you don't invite him."
Samantha had made her point, loud and clear. I had a decision to make, and as I wanted Samantha at my wedding, I needed to invite John.
Lela and I married the following month, a lavish affair at an exclusive resort. It was attended by over three hundred guests, most of whom had some serious reservations about the validity and purpose of the marriage, particularly as it seemed to have been put together so hastily.
As tradition dictates, I welcomed the invited guests as they arrived, although some of the expected pleasantries were harder to extend than others.
Tim Jacobsen was there, my High School best friend who had utilized the services of the CumSlut on numerous occasions, blissfully unaware that I knew all about it. Tim gave me a warm hug as we greeted each other, and while I didn't completely tense up, I felt uncomfortable knowing that once a month he got balls-deep in my fiancée's anal-cavity, before giving her a golden shower.
My brother, Phil, was there too, with his wife as his plus one. We had always been close, but after I learned of his indiscretions with Lela, I felt a wave of resentment when he entered the room. I didn't blame him for butt-fucking my girl on a regular basis. Lela was a very seductive woman, available for use by all and sundry for the entry price of six hundred dollars per hour. No, I didn't blame Phil for succumbing to his base urges, but it ate me alive that he felt compelled to park his car on my driveway in the middle of the night, while he sodomized my fiancée in the rear seat. That seemed like a real breach of the brotherhood code.
Of course, like most of the entries in Lela's client journal, my brother had no idea that I knew about his sexual encounters with my bride to be. I briefly contemplated whether or not Phil would cease his trysts with Lela once we were legally married, but as I watched his frumpy wife shuffle in behind him, I knew that this was a very unlikely scenario.
Samantha showed up alone, despite having been offered the option of a plus one. She looked absolutely fantastic in her designer dress, and I was once again reminded of the gulf that existed between my boss and the CumSlut. In fact, as Samantha made the rounds, dazzling everyone with her beauty, poise and conversational skills, I felt several pairs of eyes on me. It was as if the collective opinion of the room was that I had made a colossal mistake by choosing a working girl over a future partner in a prestigious law firm.
Samantha and I exchanged a warm hug, and as I inhaled her scent I was right back in that college parking lot staring at her garter-belt straps as she maneuvered herself into her low-slung Maserati. I thanked her for coming and watched in awe as she moved gracefully through the crowd.
Under pressure from Samantha not to cloud the office optics, I had invited John. I sincerely hoped he wouldn't show, but when he emerged through the door to the ceremony my heart sank, as I realized he had brought Danny Marshall as his plus one. Mr. Marshall was attired in all-black, making him an intimidating physical presence, and he was wearing blacked out sunglasses, which seemed highly inappropriate for the indoor setting.
There was a terse handshake between my direct supervisor and I, and he leaned forward and whispered his version of best wishes for the occasion.
"You better keep a close eye on the CumSlut, boy. You may have tricked me into thinking I had more time to finally break the bitch, but our written agreement doesn't expire until after the two of you are legally married."
With that ominous warning Mr. Marshall was gone and I decided to keep a watchful eye on that arrogant prick.
John was there obviously, looking like a million dollars in his bespoke tailored suit. You could sense the electricity in the room as the bridesmaids assessed his suitability and availability as a partner, and I know definitively that John got three of their phone numbers before turning his attention to my bride to be.
I watched John flirt with Lela for a few minutes before I felt the need to intercede. Lela was responding favorably to his attention, so I sent her a text asking her if she was still planning to get her make-up touched up before the nuptials. I saw her leave John a few seconds after she read my text, and I decided to confront John next.
I knew that there was a considerable amount of security at the wedding venue, so free from any concerns of physical violence from John, I waited until he was alone and approached him with new-found confidence.
"Stay away from Lela today, John," I said firmly. "This is our special day and I don't need you to fuck things up."
"Or what?" he responded cheerfully. "Are you going to kick my ass, Mark?"
"Just stay away from Lela," I repeated.
"For old time's sake, I will respect your lovely bride-to-be on your special day," John said graciously. "Fair enough?"
I should have let things be, accepted his offer of a truce and moved on. However, having gained a rare concession from my nemesis, I decided to push him further.
"Lela is about to make a commitment to be my wife, John," I began cheerfully. "I know that it eats you up that she chose me, just the way Samantha did."
I had obviously hit a raw nerve with John when I mentioned Samantha, because he moved right into my space.
"Just because you dated Samantha for a few months, doesn't mean shit," John said aggressively. "I dated her for months too, and never got past second base. I doubt you got any more play than I did."
I should have known better than to inflame John unnecessarily. However, it felt so good to know that I had enjoyed a greater level of intimacy with Samantha than John had, and I just couldn't contain myself.
"Do you remember that light pink suit that Samantha was wearing the night we carried her stuff to her Maserati, John?" I began innocently enough, which seemed to immediately reduce the tension between us.
"How could I ever forget it?" John said with a broad smile on his face. "Your face went red and you developed an erection at the mere sight of her garter-belt straps," he added, laughing.
"I fantasized about bending Samantha over her desk and hiking her skirt up over her tight little ass," I admitted. "On numerous occasions," I added.
"Me too, Mark," John exclaimed. "I wanted to fuck her so bad and yet the entire time we dated it was all about her needs. I would get the occasional hand-job in the shower, if I was lucky."
"Well," I said slowly, relishing the fact that I had beaten him to the punch. "On the day of our unexpected win in the Persil class-action lawsuit, Samantha seduced me."
"Bullshit," John exclaimed. "Samantha doesn't chase men, particularly not a pussy like you."
"I am not lying John," I said confidently. "Samantha and I both earned two hundred grand that day, thanks mainly to my diligence in the research department. After court we went for drinks, and one thing led to another."
I could see the jealousy written on John's face as he listened intently to my story. All of his pretext of superiority had vanished, and it felt fantastic to rub his nose in it.
"We shared an Uber back to her place, and ended up fucking in her bed," I taunted him. "I got her off too, several times in fact."
"So you took advantage of Samantha once when she was drunk, Mark?" John said dismissively. "Big deal."
"In the morning we showered together and she gave me a rim-job," I added, enjoying watching his face cloud over. "Later that morning, without any prompting from me, she dressed up in that light pink silk suit and all its accessories. Then she escorted me down the hallway to her home-office, bent over her mahogany desk and offered herself up to me on a platter. Samantha even invited me to butt-fuck her," I said with glee evident in my voice. "She told me that the last time she had sex in her office was when she bent you over her desk and sodomized you with a strap-on."
John was completely lost for words as he processed mine.
"Samantha and I had a very fulfilling sex-life," I boasted. "In fact, we lived together for an extended period of time. She can be a nasty little vixen with the right guy."
"Lela is going to suck my cock before the day is through," John countered aggressively. "You are going to regret ever telling me about you and Samantha."
With that threat hanging in the air, John turned his back to me and walked away. I didn't know whether to burst into laughter or to go and find Lela, but it felt so good to have finally got the better of John, on my wedding day to boot.
Unfortunately for me, true to his words, as I sat with the Pastor going over the preferred wording of our vows, John cornered Lela in the company of the make-up artist. Sensing the presence of an Alpha Male, the young cosmetologist excused herself, and as the door closed, John placed one hand on the shoulder of my future wife and forced her to her knees.
John made a small change to her bridal ensemble also, substituting her bridal veil for the one that he had pissed on years before. I noticed a faint, almost imperceptible scent of urine as I stood directly opposite my betrothed and exchanged vows. Of course, I was completely oblivious to Lela's violation, becoming aware of it only when the pastor indicated that I could kiss the bride. As I leaned in for our first kiss as a married couple, I tasted another man's semen on my wife's lips, and was acutely aware that it had to be John's.
Later as we enjoyed our first dance as a married couple, I used the few minutes that we had in relative privacy to ask Lela how it had happened.
"It just happened, Mark," Lela whispered as we slow danced to Lionel Ritchie. "The way it always has. The way it always will. John came in as if he owned the room. He had so much presence that the make-up artist bolted. John put one hand on my shoulder and started to demean me. He knows how I respond to verbal abuse. I just knelt before him and sucked him off."
"What did he say, Lela?" I asked, feeling the level of my arousal elevate. "Do you remember his exact words?"
"He told me that I wasn't worthy of the commitment of marriage," Lela began, the desire evident in her voice as she rehashed John's words. "He told me that even though I was wearing white, every single person in the room knew that I was just a CumSlut. After John blew his load he pulled a ziplock bag from his pocket and handed it to me. I knew right away that it was the bridal veil that he defiled me in, but I put it on anyway at his command. I just can't resist him when he gets dominant."
"Anything else, Lela?" I asked, as my cock stiffened slowly in my suit pants.
"Yes," Lela whispered softly. "John told me to let you know that he is going to get balls-deep in me before the reception is over."
"Lela, please," I begged her. "I never ask you for anything. Please remain unsullied on our wedding day."
"Don't let me out of your sight, Mark," Lela implored me. "I know I will let John have his way with me if he gets me alone."
Like most Americans, I had been exposed to weddings since I was a kid. It was just so heartwarming to witness the expression of love and commitment that pervades the matrimonial ceremony. I had always envisioned myself getting married in a quintessential setting, so it weighed heavily upon me that I would be spending my special day keeping my nemesis away from my bride. By her own admission, my lovely bride was such a fucking dirty CumSlut that she didn't trust herself to be alone with John, on her own wedding day, for fuck's sake.
It was hard work, but I did manage to keep tabs on Lela, chaperoning her through the speeches, the gift presentation and the increasingly raucous champagne toasts. The alcohol was flowing freely, and even though I kept my consumption in check, at some point I needed to take a piss.
"Stay right here, baby," I instructed my beautiful bride. "I will be back in a few minutes."
After years of being John's roommate I knew that he was an Alpha Male, an apex predator, a true force of nature. However, I had underestimated the hold that he exerted over Lela, and even though I was gone for less than five minutes, when I returned my bride was nowhere to be found.
In a panic I circulated the room, trying not to convey my fears as I casually asked the wedding guests if they had seen my lovely bride. When I finally bumped into Samantha, the one person who I really trusted, I was more candid in my choice of words.
"John threatened to fuck my wife at the wedding," I blurted out. "I left her alone for less than five minutes, and she is nowhere to be found."
Samantha and I had a good look around the wedding venue to no avail.
"John is nowhere to be seen, either," I said disconsolately. "This can't be good news."
Samantha placed her perfectly manicured hand on my wrist, and looked me directly in the eyes.
"Mark as your friend, I am so sorry that Lela continues to treat you with such disrespect," Samantha whispered in an empathetic tone. "You deserve better than that cunt. As your mentor, and legal counsel, I offer you this unmitigated advice. Do not fuck that dirty bitch tonight, and I will file the request for annulment first thing in the morning."
As I surveyed the room full of assembled guests, it dawned on me that Samantha was undoubtedly my closest confidante, and the person who garnered the most respect from me. I needed to heed her advice, stay the hell away from the CumSlut, and seek the appropriate legal indemnity from the courts. I was at peace with my decision, even as I pondered how to return the multitude of wedding gifts in the least humiliating manner.
Then my phone dinged. My heart sank as I realized that it was a text from John. I knew that I should have ignored it. Gone into hiding until the morning, when I could reconvene with Samantha and file the necessary legal documents to extricate myself from this sham of a marriage.
However, as I looked at my home screen and saw that John's message was titled "Mission accomplished," I couldn't ignore it.
My hands were shaking as I read the body of his text.
"I left the CumSlut in the outdoor kitchen. Your turn buddy, if you don't mind sloppy seconds."
My immediate response was to text Lela, "Where are you, baby? Are you okay?"
Thankfully, despite a lack of response from Lela, the outdoor kitchen was easy to find. It was deserted as the reception was taking place in the large ballroom, which had its own food preparation facilities. A few moments later I found Lela. I wasn't going to press her for the details, but as soon as I entered the cold-storage area of the resort, any questions about her resolve to remain chaste for our special night were answered. Lela was bent over a stainless-steel countertop, which apparently was normally used for the preparation of cold cuts for the charcuterie boards. Inexplicably, she was back in her wedding dress, although it was hiked up over her buttocks, exposing the pure-white garter-belt and silk stockings that she was wearing.
Both of her hands were bound to the stainless steel legs of the industrial food-prep counter, and there was mayonnaise dripping out of both of her orifices, and a black butt-plug wedged inside her anal-cavity.
"Use me, Mark," Lela begged, as the first signs of her defilement came into my view. "Dump your load inside my well-fucked pussy."
If I hadn't known better, I would have assumed that it was a prank. A few of my friends, in a drunken celebratory moment, tied my wife over a kitchen counter before spreading mayonnaise all over the entrance to her pussy and asshole. High jinks at its finest. Something for us to remember years from now, as we aged gracefully together.



However, as I viewed the Stanford neck-ties that bound her to the stainless-steel legs of the meat preparation table, I knew it had to be John. The lust in Lela's voice was enough to convince me that this was no prank.
"Mark, please," Lela begged. "Fuck me!"
I had only been in the cold-storage room for a couple of minutes but I was already starting to feel the chill. Lela's voice was wavering and her body was shivering and was covered in goose bumps. Her legs were shaking, and I worried that she might sprain her ankle, perched as she was atop her sky-high fuck-me pumps. I assumed that her quivering was her reaction to the reduced temperature of the room, until I realized that the butt-plug was vibrating, and she was in the throes of a multi-orgasmic episode.
"What happened to you baby?" I asked incredulously. "And at whose hands?"
"John violated me on my wedding day," Lela cried. "Just as he promised he would. He bent me over the countertop, secured me so that I could offer him no resistance and fucked me, vaginally and anally. It was one of the most satisfying moments of my life. I can't remember the last time I came that hard. I am so sorry, Mark."
I had known from the onset that this bitch was bad news. Devoid of any self-respect, and seemingly driven by self-hate, Lela was the epitome of a submissive. She craved the rough touch of a dominant man, and the only time that she was truly happy was when she was being abused. However, she was also my wife and according to the law, I had some conjugal rights. Despite Samantha's sage advice reverberating around inside my mind, I found myself involuntarily unzipping my suit pants. Lela seemed to simultaneously process and understand my internal conflict, and as she wrapped her hands around the legs of the stainless steel countertop, thereby conveying her consent, I extracted my erect cock from my flies.
"Do not fuck that dirty bitch tonight," was the soundtrack playing in my head as I lined the tip of my cock up against the entrance to Lela's pussy. The mayonnaise, or whatever the fuck that thick, creamy, white substance was pooled at both of Lela's cavities, would provide me with sufficient lubrication to get deep inside her, and claim what was rightfully mine.
As I pondered whether to take Lela vaginally or anally, she uttered a few words of encouragement and then dropped the other shoe.
"I always knew that I made the safe choice with you, Mark," Lela whispered. "You are the better provider but John is by far the superior lover."
I wish that I could say that I resisted Lela that night. It would have saved me years of compromise and suffering at her hands, and hundreds of thousands of dollars. However, as she wiggled her ass seductively before me, and John's ejaculate served as a make-shift lubricant, I entered her sullied vagina, thereby consummating our union in the eyes of the law. In a scene that would occur countless times over our years together, I got balls-deep inside my wife, moments after another man had defiled her, the intensity of the humiliating scenario causing me to blow my load within seconds.
After I withdrew, I instinctively straightened Lela up, re-attaching one of her garter-straps so that they were all uniform, in case I came back later for another crack at her. One of her high-heels was twisted slightly, so I unbuckled the strap and fixed the problem.
Lela hadn't even allowed me to catch my breath before she was offering me more of her delights.
"Do you want to fuck my ass now, Mark?" she whispered. "John came inside both of my orifices. His refractory period is about ten minutes."
I looked at Lela with the renewed clarity of mind that comes immediately after the male orgasm, and shook my head in disgust.
"It's your big day, Lela," I said contemptuously. "What do you want you fucking CumSlut?"
"Truthfully?" Lela asked, as she appeared to climax again. "Just leave me tied here for the rest of the night. Inform all of our male wedding guests that they can enjoy a quick pump and dump, as their parting gift."
I did leave Lela bent over the food preparation countertop on our wedding night, although just for enough time to seek further legal guidance from Samantha. She could tell from the ashen look on my face that I had fucked up, and she listened without judgement, as we walked the extensive grounds of the wedding venue. It was one of the most emasculating conversations of my life. Samantha and I wrestled for control of the narrative, as she sought to dissect the mechanics of my encounter with my wife, and I attempted to release the sordid details on a "need to know" basis.
"Don't be so cagey, Mark," Samantha warned me. "I am on your side. I am trying to establish if you still have any legal grounds to file for annulment."
As I nodded my head agreeably, Samantha continued.
"Technically, consummation of a marriage requires 'ordinary and complete' sexual intercourse," Samantha said, in as clinical a manner as possible. "Did you ejaculate inside your wife?"
"Regretfully, yes," I replied shaking my head in disbelief. "I knew that I shouldn't have done it. I just couldn't resist the dirty bitch."
"Do you consider that there was any physical or psychological incapacity?" Samantha continued, apparently leaving no stone unturned in her quest for a legal loophole.
"Yes, definitely," I responded enthusiastically. "Lela was restrained over a stainless steel food preparation countertop. Would this get me off the hook?"
"Christ no, Mark," Samantha said, wrinkling her nose in disgust. "You fucked Lela while she was tied up? What other details are you withholding from me?"
Reluctantly, I filled in the blanks for Samantha. I told her about the Stanford neck-ties that were used to restrain Lela. I told her about the vibrating butt-plug that had been left wedged in Lela's anal-passage, causing her to climax repeatedly before, during and after our brief sexual encounter. I even shared Lela's request to allow the male attendees to enjoy her before they left the reception.
As she listened on with a horrified look on her face, it became readily apparent that Samantha considered Lela and I a worthy match. It was as if we were equally as damaged, and consequently belonged together. However, I was seeking legal counsel, not her opinion of my personal life, so she remained professional.
"Incapacity, in any annulment proceedings, must be physical or psychological. It may not prevent intercourse with anyone other than the spouse, but must be permanent and incurable," Samantha intoned, citing the legal definition from memory. "Recent legal precedent has demonstrated a fairly broad interpretation of incapacity. Some celebrity marriages have even been annulled due to impairment from excessive drugs and alcohol. However, no judge is going to annul your marriage on the grounds of physical incapacity, just because your bride was tied over a food prep counter and taken by multiple men."
"Two men, Samantha," I corrected her. "Two men."
"The last time I checked, the definition of multiple encompassed the number two," Samantha added coldly, clearly over this conversation. "You are legally married to the CumSlut, Mark. You need to come to terms with that."
That was the last in-depth personal conversation that I ever had with Samantha. We still had extended legal discussions at work, but from that day forward I had lost the counsel of the person who I considered one of the most grounded on the planet. I knew it too, as I walked away from her with a heavy heart. It should have been one of the happiest days of my life, recently wed, surrounded by my friends and family, but it was one of my life's low points. I wanted to grab the microphone from the DJ, and make a public announcement that there was a CumSlut bent over a table in the outdoor kitchen, if any of the male guests wanted to bust a nut.
However, I decided to do the right thing, and release Lela from her bonds. That pitiful slut must have been freezing her ass off by now. I know I had felt a chill within moments of exposure to that cold-storage room. As I approached the outdoor kitchen, I heard the unmistakable sound of Lela climaxing, and cursed myself for having left that vibrating butt-plug wedged in her asshole. So, it was a complete shock to me when I entered the chilled room and saw one of the chefs balls-deep inside my wife.
I knew that he was a chef because he was wearing the signature all-white uniform, and inexplicably had placed a meat cleaver off to one side of the countertop. He hadn't even taken the time to remove his toque, the tall white hat the use of which is ubiquitous in that profession. He had no clue who I was apparently, as he spoke to me in a very aggressive tone.
"Wait your turn, you fucking prick. The line is right outside the side door."
I sized him up, stole another glance at the meat cleaver, and bolted out of the side door. To my shock, there was an orderly line of young men in a variety of uniforms, extending away from the side door. John was there, holding court, ensuring that things were running smoothly. John has a powerful physical presence, and his years of martial-arts training imbued him with a sense of confidence which made most guys fall into line. Considering the high stakes, which presumably were trying to bust a nut inside this newly-married woman before the party was inevitably broken-up, John was doing an admirable job of keep the line orderly.
A few moments later the surly chef emerged through the side door, meat cleaver in hand. He was looking quite pleased with himself and gave me a friendly nod.
"You're up, buddy," John said to a young guy wearing a chauffeur's cap. "The CumSlut's real name is Lela."
I felt completely out of my element as I milled around in the open-air courtyard. This was a matrimonial ceremony for fuck's sake, and I was supposed to be the lucky man. However, as perverse as Lela's very existence was, it appeared that every man at the wedding would be extended the offer of getting lucky.
As I perused the assembled masses, I noticed some common traits. Youth was the primary unifying factor, followed closely by the dress code, which encompassed all kinds of service industry uniforms. The other unifying factor was the erections, visible in the pants of the excited young men. There was a diversity of ethnicity too, and even though the crowd resembled a United Nations assembly, I was relieved to see that there were no black guys in the courtyard.
The young men, presumably under instruction from John, were keeping the noise to a minimum, lest security, or worse the venue management, stumbled across their sordid set-up and called an immediate halt to the party. There were about eight guys in line, although as the chauffeur re-emerged from the side door less than five minutes later, it was evident that this was a true pump and dump event.
"Next," John intoned quietly.
The chauffeur joined the other guys that were hanging out in the courtyard. I watched him zip up his black pants and as he maneuvered his softening cock into a more comfortable position, I noticed traces of Lela's snow white lipgloss on the front of his uniform. It was evident to all in the courtyard that my wife had blown the young man before he got to fuck her.
The other guys had presumably already busted a nut, and were standing around smoking or chatting in hushed voices as they waited out their brief refractory periods in the hope of a second crack at Lela. Most of these guys had satisfied looks on their faces, in contrast to the guys in line who looked nervously at their cell phones to keep track of the time.
I had never contemplated the mechanics of a gang-bang, but if there existed a shining example of efficiency, this was it. To my horror, I felt my cock stiffen in my suit pants as I processed the situation, and I felt the familiar sense of self-disgust at my arousal. I eventually came to terms with the fact that I was a cuckold, but at this point in my life I was still in denial. Once I was fully erect, and back under the influence of my little head, I did what any young man would have done in that situation. I silently joined the end of the line.
"Mark," John said in a hushed tone. "Come to the front of the line, buddy."
I was on auto-pilot as I shuffled past the five guys who were ahead of me, dreading the possibility of confrontation in the event somebody took umbrage with me jumping the line.
"There has to be some perk associated with being the groom right?" John said cheerfully, as the guys behind me realized that I was recently married to the cum-receptacle tied over the food-preparation countertop.
When it was my turn to fuck Lela I entered the cold-storage room with a considerable amount of trepidation. Lela was still tightly restrained when I sidled up behind her. Someone had used some twine to secure her shoes to her feet and there was duct-tape holding her ankles to the base of the counter legs, which ensured that she was completely spread-eagled, and gave the impression that she was available to all-comers. Lela was moaning quietly and was in a sorry physical state. She had red handprints all over her ass from where guys had spanked her as they took her from behind. Semen was pooling all over her lower back and buttocks, presumably from the guys who withdrew just before they ejaculated. Her garter-belt was soaked in seminal fluids, and two of the straps had come unfastened. Her white silk stockings, that had been pristine the last time I saw them, were snagged in many places, and even had a couple of holes in them.
I swallowed hard at the depravity of the situation, and then lined up the tip of my cock with the entrance to her cum-filled pussy. Resting my hands on her ass, I slid my thumbs under her garter-belt straps, immediately noticing that her skin felt very cold to the touch. I wondered how long she could remain in this chilled room without any long-term effect on her health, and then with a nonchalant shrug, I slid right inside her vagina.
Once I was inside, I started to pound away in search of my release. Lela's pussy felt very loose, very wet and extremely warm, which was an encouraging sign that her core temperature was still at a healthy level. Someone had removed the vibrating butt-plug from her asshole, presumably to sodomize her. Judging by the gaping entrance to her anal-passage, numerous other guys had butt-fucked her too. Lela had no clue who I was even after I blew my load, just a few moments after getting balls-deep inside her. After I withdrew my softening cock from her pussy, I took my jacket off and laid it across her shoulders in an effort to warm her up. Then, acutely aware that I had jumped the line, I quickly left the sordid scene, rejoining the guys in the courtyard.
Six guys remained in the line as I re-entered the group. There was still a muted tone to the discussion, but word had apparently got around that I was the groom, because I was inundated with well-wishers. Well, more accurately I was besieged with requests for Lela's contact information, although only two guys actually wrote down her website address, once I informed them all that she charged six hundred dollars per hour.
A few minutes after I blew my load I needed to take a piss, so I asked one of the guys where the restroom was. The young man pointed towards a nondescript door, and there was a murmur among the crowd as I entered the urinal. Lela's lace bridal veil was suspended from the top of the stainless steel trough, seemingly to present a target for the young men to piss on. Judging by the state of the delicate bridal accessory, several of the men had taken aim at it. "Just married" was written in red lipstick on the rear wall of the communal toilet, a chilling reminder of the incident in the men's restroom at my office. It also served to let the assembled masses know that this young woman was another man's wife, although it wasn't much of a deterrent as they lined up to fuck her. I did my business and returned to the courtyard in embarrassed silence.
My heart sank when I saw Mr. Marshall in line with the rest of the guys. I had signed an agreement with him that gave him overnight access to the CumSlut twice a month, but as stated in the addendum this expired once Lela and I were married. Danny's ongoing disrespectful treatment of my fiancée was one of the main reasons why we moved the nuptials forward, and I wasn't going to let this go unchallenged.
Sidling up next to him so that I could address him with some semblance of privacy, I spoke softly.
"Mr. Marshall, do I need to remind you that we a have a written, legally-enforceable contract?" I whispered.
"I am fully aware of that, Mark," he responded with a smirk. "However your lovely new bride has decided to offer herself up as a party favor and I am going to get one more crack at that dirty CumSlut."
"But you signed a contract," I whined, sensing that I was fighting a losing battle. "You are a lawyer. You should know better."
"Sue me, Mark" Danny responded, shuffling forward slightly as the next happy customer emerged from the cold storage room with a smile on his face and an empty nutsack.
I should have protected her, I know that now. Lela and I had been married less than three hours, and there was sufficient security at the venue to intervene, had Mr. Marshall fought me for ownership of the CumSlut. However, like a pervy cuckold, I hung out at the crime-scene until such time that I was erect again. Then, enthusiastically invited to the front of the line by the assembled masses, I went back into the cold-storage room and butt-fucked my new bride. Someone had procured a thick, woolly Mexican blanket and laid it across Lela's upper body, and she did seem a little less chilled. I noticed that my jacket was laying on the floor, so immediately after I blew my load, I went to grab it. The tailored suit jacket was so thoroughly covered in semen stains and muddy shoe-prints, that I wrote it off and left it on the floor.
Once my nuts were empty the reality of the situation hit me. I had reached my breaking point as far as watching the CumSlut getting violated, but I knew that I was fighting a losing battle trying to get Lela to return to our suite. After making the decision to leave without Lela, I approached John to negotiate some kind of safety assurance.
"Will you make sure Lela gets back safely to my room when you guys are finished with her, John?" I reluctantly asked my nemesis. "I know that she will fight me if I try and rescue her before everybody is completely satisfied. She fucking hates White Knights. We are in the Honeymoon Suite," I added wistfully.
"You can have your slut-wife back after everyone's nuts are completely drained," John said with contempt. "The security crew has a shift change at midnight, and I just found out that two of the incoming crew are black," he added joyfully.
"John, please," I begged. "Don't make Lela cross that line. It's the only limit that she has left."
"Ooh," John taunted me. "Looks like I have really touched on a raw nerve here, Mark. I will leave the final decision to the CumSlut," John added with a chuckle. "However, knowing that dirty bitch, she will learn to appreciate, perhaps even crave, black cock. By the time you wake up tomorrow morning you will be married to a nigger-lover."
I was shaking uncontrollably by the time I got into the sanctuary of our hotel suite. Part-adrenaline, part-rage, part-unbridled lust. This had been the low point of my life with Lela, and I instantly regretted marrying her. Sure it had only been the hired help that had violated her, but she had cemented her status as the CumSlut with her disgusting behavior. John's words echoed in my ears, and I knew that he was right. Lela, under the extreme sexual provocation that the impromptu gang-bang provided, would undoubtedly succumb to the advances of the two black security guards. She got off on being humiliated, on having her limits tested, on being subjected to new debasements.



Sex with black men was her final taboo, and the long-term implications of violating her only limit would undoubtedly stir deep shame within Lela, which in turn would only arouse her more. I could only hope that the two of them would not enjoy all three of my wife's orifices, but I knew that this was wishful thinking on my part.
Four hours later, after a brief courtesy knock, the door to the Honeymoon Suite opened slowly, and Lela entered the room supported by Samantha and the Head of Hotel Security.
"It appears that the bride may have enjoyed a little too much champagne, Sir," the Head of Security said tactfully. "Where do you think she would be most comfortable for the rest of the evening?"
I suppressed my urge to tell him that my wife would certainly be most comfortable if they had left her tied spread-eagled in the cold-storage room, so that she would be available for use by the Night Porters, and whichever other staff members were about to report to work. Pointing to the day-bed that occupied one of the bay windows, I stood by quietly as they half-carried Lela over there.
I wasn't sure of the tipping protocol in this situation. I had read the "Definitive Traveler's Guide to Tipping" book and knew that porters expected one or two dollars per bag carried up to your room. However, quite what the gratuity rate was for a Senior Security Officer to escort your semi-comatose wife back to the Honeymoon Suite after she had been gang-banged by the entire junior hotel staff, eluded me.
Samantha would barely look me in the eye, such was her palpable disdain for me.
"I dropped your jacket off at the Dry Cleaners on the second floor," the Security Head added. "It will be ready by the time you check out in the morning. If you need anything you can reach me directly by dialing extension one. Enjoy the rest of your stay, Sir."
I settled on not tipping him, as I reflected on the fact that however much I gave him, it wasn't enough. He had brought my well-used wife discreetly to my room, enlisting the help of the only guest at the wedding reception that I could completely trust. He had also taken my semen-soaked suit jacket to the Hotel Dry Cleaning Facility, instead of throwing it in the dumpster where it belonged. Ten dollars? Twenty dollars? One hundred dollars? It wouldn't have been enough.
"Thanks again for your discretion," I said as the Security Head let himself out of my room.
"What the fuck, Mark?" Samantha began angrily as soon as we were alone. "Were you involved in this disgusting behavior?"
It would have been fruitless to attempt to deny any participation of my behalf, so I merely avoided the question. Lela was slumped across the daybed, wiped out from her ordeal. Inexplicably she was wearing the piss-soaked veil that was hanging in the urinal trough, and Samantha motioned for me to remove it. Being constructed of delicate lace it wasn't very absorbent so it was damp rather than wet. However, it stank to high heavens, and I threw it straight into the trash.
There was an awkwardness between Samantha and I, as we helped Lela out of her wedding dress. Once the lace and taffeta dress was removed, the true extent of Lela's ordeal became apparent. Semen was still oozing out of both of her lower orifices, and there were bruises and red marks all over her ass and lower back. Lela had ejaculate dried all over her back, and her hair was matted with the congealed milky fluids of numerous men. Her bridal lingerie was completely ruined, and we ended up cutting it from her with a pair of kitchen scissors. One of the heels to her white fuck-me pumps had broken off, which is probably why they tied her ankles to the table legs.
Once Lela was naked I noticed several inscriptions written on her body in permanent marker, the most prominent and disturbing of which was "Property of Mr. Marshall" in huge letters across my new bride's lower back. CumSlut seemed to be the most common of these hastily-written messages, and I noticed this slur in at least five different locations. Someone, presumably John, had even blacked out Ratt's name on the back of Lela's neck, and the rehashed version of the tattoo read "John's CumSlut." Lela's body was also defiled with phone numbers, pejoratives in at least three different languages, and a rather personal slight towards me. "Mark is a cuckold" was written inside Lela's right upper-thigh, the demeaning cursive extending all the way to her labia.
"Did Danny Marshall do this large one, Mark?" Samantha asked angrily, as she recoiled in shock at the impropriety of this Senior Manager's behavior. "He is going to sorely regret this," she added ominously. "I will have his ass for this. Literally."
While Samantha seemed incandescent with rage at Mr. Marshall's behavior, her words didn't carry much meaning for me at the time, and we moved on.
"Turn her over," Samantha instructed me. "Let's make sure Lela has no injuries that require medical attention."
When we flipped Lela over onto her back, we were assaulted by an equally disturbing sight. Two stainless-steel nipple clamps were attached tightly to Lela's breasts, and it was obvious by the horrified look on Samantha's face that she had never seen anything like this before.
"What the fuck, Mark?" Samantha whispered as she reflexively covered her mouth. "Do these just pull off?"
"God no, Samantha," I responded, regretting the fact that Lela had ever introduced me to these horrendous implements of torment. "Let me loosen them. Lela may feel some discomfort."
I extended my hand to loosen the stainless-steel clamps, and predictably Lela let out an anguished howl as the blood rushed back into her nipples.
"How long do you think she has been subjected to that torturous device?" Samantha asked with a worried look on her face. "Will there be any permanent damage?"
"Lela wasn't wearing them the last time I took my turn," I began, thoroughly incriminating myself in the process.
"The last time?" Samantha said incredulously. "You went back for seconds, Mark? After we spoke?"
There was a stony silence between Samantha and I now, as we checked Lela for any additional injuries. Other than a few bruises, the ligature burns from the neck-ties, and some surface bite marks, she was in relatively good shape. Someone had written "John's CumSlut" across her abdomen in permanent marker, but that would disappear after a few days.
Inexplicably, after a thorough examination of Lela's broken form, a smile crossed my face. I knew that John loved nothing more than to rub my face in Lela's infidelity, and the fact that there were no references to black guys scrawled on her body, led me to believe that my wife had not been violated by the two security guards. I wasn't sure quite how Lela had dodged that bullet, but I knew deep down that she had been spared that indignity.
Samantha noticed my satisfied smirk and completely misinterpreted it.
"I am going to stay here with Lela," Samantha said angrily. "You can take my room, number 402. Don't lose my key card. They only issued me one when I checked in and I will lose my cool if I have to deal with any of the junior staff tonight."
Samantha's tone left no room for discussion, particularly as she was technically my boss in the office. We lifted Lela's naked, lifeless body from the day-bed to the huge matrimonial bed in the Honeymoon Suite, and Samantha covered up my wife's bruised and battered torso. Then she reached for the bag that the Security Head had placed on the table. Emptying its contents on to the floor of the Suite, she flashed me a disapproving look.
"Here are your ties, Mark," she said coldly as she tossed them in my direction. "I can't believe you restrained your bride with your fucking school ties. You do admit you went to Stanford, right?"
The ominous looking vibrating butt-plug was there too, covered in all kinds of nasty dried secretions. "Throw this is the trash on your way out, Mark," Samantha directed me. "I am turning my phone off for the night but I will call you in the morning and let you know when you may return to this room."
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It was well after midnight when I swiped my way into Samantha's room. Even though it was a little less luxurious than the Honeymoon Suite, Samantha always traveled in style, so her suite was also opulent. It smelled divine too, the scent of Samantha's favorite perfume permeating the entire room. I was way too amped-up to sleep, the events of the evening having elevated my levels of desire, rage, jealousy and testosterone to crazy heights.
I decided to take a shower, and as I entered Samantha's bathroom I noticed a new unwrapped toothbrush and a single unopened condom on the countertop. A memory stirred of her initial seduction of me, and the similar situation in which I had been offered toiletries and personal protection. Maybe Samantha was planning on getting lucky tonight, I mused as I entered the large shower enclosure.
As I drifted back to the first time Samantha and I made love, I was filled with remorse and regret. There was no doubt in my mind that I had married the wrong woman, and that I would rue my decision for the rest of my days. Samantha was the total package, educated, classy, beautiful, and financially independent. Lela, by contrast, was a dirty CumSlut who craved abuse from random strangers on a regular basis. Had I married Samantha I could have taken her anywhere with my head held high, as opposed to my partnership with Lela, and its incumbent periodic embarrassments.
When I emerged from the shower I was fully erect, with a clarity of mind that I had not experienced in weeks. I couldn't get Samantha out of my mind, and the fact that the entire suite smelled of her scent was driving me nuts. I briefly thought about returning to the Honeymoon Suite and trying to engage Lela and Samantha in a threesome, but as I thought about the potential ramifications, employment wise, I dismissed the idea as a ridiculous fantasy. If only I could get Samantha to come to me, I thought, but I knew she had turned her phone off so there was no way to text her.
Once I was dry I realized that I had no change of clothes. My underwear were disgusting, the interior of them coated with the dried secretions of a dozen or more men, as I had tucked my softening cock inside them after each of my orgasms. Wearing just a towel, I opened the largest closet in the room in search of a bathrobe. Even though Samantha was only booked into this hotel for two nights, she had packed a dizzying array of clothes for the trip. Having co-habited with Samantha for several months, I knew that she owned lots of sexy clothes and lingerie. Inexplicably, it appeared as if she had packed them all.
My cock was throbbing as I perused the contents of Samantha's wardrobe, pausing to recall the specific moments that I associated with each article of clothing. There was a yellow silk sundress that she had worn to a co-worker's wedding. I had fond recollections of Samantha on her knees blowing me in our hotel room, wearing that dress. Then a dark blue suit that she had worn in court when the verdict that we wanted was rendered. Fresh from a huge victory, Samantha had invited me to fuck her over our kitchen table while she was still wearing that business suit.
It seemed like every item of clothing in Samantha's hotel wardrobe carried some sentimental value for me. Then, as I got to the end of her business attire, there it was. The light pink silk suit that she had been wearing the first time I looked closely at her. In her capacity as our ethics teacher, Samantha had bent over to plug her laptop in, and I first fantasized about having sex with her. Later that evening, as John and I carried her stuff to her convertible Maserati, I caught a brief glimpse of her garter-belt and my body responded with an immediate, involuntary erection. Many moons later, after a huge unexpected win in a class-action lawsuit, Samantha had seduced me, culminating in her bending over her home-office desk in that exact same pink suit.
Men are driven by visual stimulation, and as it was my intent to jerk off before bed, I hung the light pink suit on the exterior of the closet, so that I could imagine Samantha wearing it as I masturbated.
As I went to close her closet door, I noticed Samantha's laptop sitting on the top shelf. Reaching up for it, I prayed that she had not changed the access code. To my surprise, as I entered her old password, I was granted entry into Samantha's computer. I wasn't even sure what I was looking for as I scrolled through her files, but I soon stumbled across an unencrypted pages folder titled "Conquests" and I knew it would answer some of my questions.
If the data in the file was to be believed, Samantha had only fucked seven guys in her entire life. This was consistent with what she told me when we were dating, and my name was the last on the list. In fact, in a revelation that was almost impossible to comprehend, Samantha had pegged more men than she had allowed to penetrate her. A total of sixteen men had bent over and taken Samantha's strap-on, which created way more questions for me than it answered.
John's name was on the list of guys who had allowed Samantha to violate their anus, and judging by the date of the entry, Samantha pegged him just three weeks after they first dated. Next to John's name was the word, "Consensual" and an emoji depicting a bright-red cherry. As my eyes fixated on the word "Consensual" I began to question what other options Samantha offered these guys. I got my answer as I continued to peruse the list and saw two guys from my work, apparently pegged recently, with the words "Punishment (Work-related)" next to their names. My mind was spinning as I tried to contemplate what kind of oversight or mistake at work would result in your boss bending you over and pegging your ass. And, how on earth would Samantha bring up the subject with a straight face?
As I tried to visualize quite how that conversation would unfurl, Samantha's earlier words about Danny Marshall reverberated around in my head.
"I will have his ass for this. Literally."
At the time it seemed inconceivable that Samantha would bend Mr. Marshall over her desk and violate his anus with a strap-on, but the thought of it put a smile on my face.
Of the sixteen names of the men that Samantha had violated, five were listed as "Consensual" and the rest as "Punishment" although the second group, which totaled eleven men, were split between four "Punishment (Work-related)" and seven "Punishment (Personal)." There were a total of nine, bright-red cherry emojis, whatever the significance of that was.
Samantha had always been very vocal and forthright about her pegging proclivities when we were dating, and I made a mental note to myself not to get on the wrong side of her at work. After I stowed her laptop in the exact same place that I found it, I briefly imagined the look on John's face when Samantha told him that she wanted to fuck his ass, on the third date no less. The thought of Samantha making John her bitch actually caused my cock to stiffen, and I was ready to jerk off.
I grabbed the closest thing that I could find to a bathrobe, which happened to be a silk kimono-style dressing gown. It already bore traces of Samantha's scent on it, but I gave it a healthy spritz of her perfume, before turning back the bed covers. The silky kimono felt divine as it caressed my nuts, and I inhaled the intoxicating scent of the woman who I should have married, as I began to slowly edge myself. The light pink suit was hanging from the closet, and I closed my eyes to recall the visual of Samantha bent over her desk inviting me to enter her.
My plan was to edge myself for several minutes before I actually blew my load. I had fucked Lela both vaginally and anally a few hours ago, and only had one shot left in me. I was encased in silk, scented in Samantha's exquisite perfume, and on the road to release, when there was a light tap on the door.
I have a strong belief in manifesting your future, and when I heard someone at the door I knew it was Samantha. She had probably waited until Lela fell asleep before deciding to retire to her own room. Having been issued only one key card, and being in no mood to engage with the reception staff after what they did to Lela, Samantha continued to tap lightly on the door of room 402. It took me a few moments, but I jettisoned my lube, straightened up my silk bathrobe, and walked excitedly to the door. Opening it slowly as I stood directly behind it, I was stunned to see John stride confidently into the hotel room.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" John began in a hyper-aggressive manner. "And where the hell is Samantha?"
I could tell immediately that John was intoxicated. I had lived with this man for several years, so I could detect even the most minor changes in his demeanor. John was drunk and he was amped up, which in my previous experience was not a good combination.
"Where is Samantha, Mark?" he repeated firmly. "She hasn't responded to any of my texts. I need to know the truth about you fucking her in that pink suit."
I tried to explain that Samantha had taken it upon herself to nurse Lela back to health and that she had turned her phone off. However, John had a vacant stare on his face as he checked out what I was wearing, and he kept inhaling my scent.
"When will she be back, Mark?" John continued, as I tried to conceal my erection.
"Very soon," I lied, hoping that the impending return of our mutual boss would slow his roll. "I am expecting her at any moment."
Familiarity is a two-way street, and in the same way that I could detect subtle changes in John's demeanor, he could tell when I was lying.
"Bullshit," John barked. "Samantha's not coming back until the morning. It's going to be just you and me tonight, Mark," he said slurring his words. "Just like old times."
Having made his intentions clear, John punched me once in the solar plexus, a clean strike that simultaneously knocked the wind out of me and took me to my knees. As I knelt before him, gasping for breath, John stood over me in a very threatening manner.
"I may not hold your career in my hands anymore, Mark," John whispered ominously. "But you are going to submit to my every whim tonight. I am going to punish you for trying to rub my face in your encounter with Samantha. You are in for a long night."
After I finally got my breath, I contemplated my options. There was a courtesy phone on the small table adjacent to the bed. With the advent of cell phones, the typical hotel guest no longer used hotel telephones to make outgoing calls. For this reason, the bedside phone was solely for Inter-departmental use. If I picked up the receiver and pressed the button marked number one, I would be connected immediately to the Head of Security. I imagine if that call was disconnected for any reason, security would be automatically dispatched to perform a welfare check.
This was clearly my best option, but as John ordered me to my feet, I reflexively complied. He had dominated me so completely for such an extended period of time, that it was second nature to obey him. Besides he possessed the ability to strike at will, using either his fists or his feet with equally devastating results.
"Pour me a vodka and coke," John instructed as he took my place on the bed. "Lots of ice."
I saw John rearrange the pillows into a large pile before flopping back atop them. My hands were trembling as I approached the mini-bar, which was located next to a large fridge in one corner of the room. Suddenly feeling very self-conscious in my silk kimono-style dressing gown, I didn't know whether to bend over or kneel to get the ice out of the freezer. John anticipated my dilemma and issued a firm instruction.
"Bend at the knees, Mark," he taunted. "Much more becoming of a lady."
My anxiety shot through the roof as he demeaned me, but I tried to play it cool, to laugh it off as playful banter. After I fixed his drink, I returned to the side of the bed and handed it to him.
"Perfect," he said, as he took a large swig. "Kneel at the foot of the bed."
At this point, option two presented itself. With John fully reclined on his back, with his head propped up on the pile of pillows and a full glass of liquid in his hand, I knew that I could get to the hotel door before he could react. We hadn't engaged the security lock yet, so one turn of the door handle and I would be in a shared corridor and could scream bloody murder for help. I moved slowly to the foot of the bed, gauging John's potential reaction time as he continued to lounge in the pile of pillows.
"You keep looking at the door, Mark," John said in a mocking tone. "Are you worried that someone will come back and spoil our fun? Lock the fucking thing."
Once again, conditioned to obey this dominant prick, I meekly approached the door, secured the deadbolt, affixed the security chain, and placed Samantha's key card in the electronic lock adjacent to the door.
"I feel much safer already," John taunted. "It requires a multi-step process to unlock that door now. On your knees."
This was like being in a slowly unfurling nightmare. The outcome was inevitable, but even as I willed time to slow down, John was reveling in his total control of me.
"Take my shoes off," he said with contempt in his voice. "We need to have a little chat about your earlier revelations."
My hands were trembling so much that I could barely untie his shoelaces. Once both shoes were removed, he wiggled his toes.
"Socks next," he said cheerfully, as my hands reached under the hem of his suit pants and tugged down on the elastic of the socks.
Once his bare feet were exposed, the commands became very specific.
"Listen carefully, Mark," John warned me. "If you get any of this wrong, I am going to punish you. Understand?"
I swallowed hard as I absorbed his words, determined not to arouse his anger unnecessarily.
"Yes, John," I said with as much deference as I could convey. "I understand."
"You are dressed like a geisha," John said with a chuckle. "For this reason, I want you to wash my feet first, Japanese style. That is a mark of unparalleled respect."
Even though John hadn't articulated it correctly, I knew exactly what he meant. There exists online a sub-genre of porn, most commonly know as JAV. Although JAV depicts fairly mainstream sex-acts, they are choreographed in such a way to focus on the importance of female submission, and fastidious cleanliness. The primary focus of these videos is the pleasure of the man, and his orgasms are the sole purpose of the JAV woman's existence.
Everything moves slowly in JAV porn, both to allow the man to savor the moment, and to convey the desire of the woman to perform whatever necessary sex-acts to get the man off in the most pleasurable manner possible. As John relaxed on the bed and sipped his cocktail, I washed and dried his feet in the most submissive way imaginable. This slowly evolved into an extended foot massage, and under his detailed instructions, a protracted foot-worship session. Pausing only to refresh his cocktail, John kept me on my knees for nearly thirty minutes, licking and kissing the soles, heels, toes and instep of both feet until he deemed my show of respect sufficient.
"I don't know whether or not you fucked Samantha in that light pink suit," John began as I remained kneeling before him. "Or why you have inexplicably hung it on the outside of the closet, Mark," he slurred, as I refreshed his cocktail. "However, here's what is going to happen next. I want you to gather up all of the accessories that complement that light pink suit. Don't miss a single detail. Once you are positive that you have everything, go into the bathroom and get yourself prettied up for me. I don't know exactly why that pink suit is there, but its placement certainly wasn't accidental, and whatever your original plan was, it has now been modified to accommodate my needs. I am going to enjoy exactly what you claim Samantha offered you."
"John, please," I begged. "It's my wedding day. Haven't you taken enough from me today?"
"Mark," John countered firmly. "This is happening tonight. You fucked up when you tried to rub your tryst with Samantha in my face. As it stands right now, this will be a non-violent sexual encounter. However, if you need the extra excitement of a beat-down, I am more than willing to accommodate you. I know you told Lela that being forced into sexual relations seems less gay."
I lowered my head in submission, and John gave me a nod as he relaxed on the bed and sipped his vodka and coke. My shame enveloped me as I began rooting through Samantha's drawers for the rest of the pieces of this sexy ensemble, trying to recreate it exactly from memory. The garter-belt and stockings were easy to find, and located in the same drawer were a pair of pink silk panties, several hair ribbons, and a pink silk choker. I knew that the shoes were going to be the biggest challenge, as I was at least two sizes larger than Samantha. So, I picked up every single pair of light pink footwear that she possessed. The last thing I grabbed before closing the closet was Samantha's make-up bag. Once I had everything together, I retrieved the light pink suit from its prominent hanging place, and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind me.
I noticed the weight of the door the second I started to close it, and my eyes glanced reflexively at the reinforced door frame. I thought I recognized it as a multi-point door lock system, and when I turned the lock, and heard the reassuring sound of several dead-bolts entering the steel door frame, I knew that I was safe. There was a sign on the back of the door too, identifying the bathroom as a "safe-room" in the event of intruders. I don't profess to fully understand the mechanics of a safe-room, but as the sign indicated that the door could withstand a sustained pressure of fifteen hundred pounds, it seemed inconceivable to me that a two hundred and fifteen pound man, could break it down.
Of course, the physical capabilities of that safe-room were only as good as the mental capacity of its occupant, and as soon as John ordered me to leave the safety of the bathroom, I complied.
"I need more ice, bitch," he yelled from his bed, as I willingly unlocked the door and emerged to take care of his needs.
"Hurry the fuck up, Mark," John instructed in a more aggressive tone. "And leave the door to the bathroom open. I want to watch you transform yourself for me."
With that option closed, I resigned myself to the fact that this was indeed happening, and focused on the logistics, as Lela would always say. I gave myself a quick enema, and inserted a butt-plug after I was cleansed. The garter-belt went on first, followed by the silk stockings. As John watched on in amusement, I wriggled into the tiny g-string silk panties, and then the silk camisole. Once the two-piece suit was on, I added the choker to hide my Adam's apple, tied two silk ribbons into my hair and attached two tiny silk bows to the base of my garter-belt straps, using the Velcro tabs that they came with. I touched my lips up with some light pink lipgloss, and attached some pink press-on nails to my shaky hands. Finally, I spritzed myself with Samantha's perfume several times, hoping that my feminine scent would enable John to overlook some of my more masculine qualities.
After trying on several pairs of shoes, I settled for the sling-back pumps, the design of which enabled me to hang my heels over the back of the shoes, and still remain firmly attached to them. It felt a little precarious as I walked around the bathroom, but they looked very feminine.
"I am ready John," I said in a very squeaky voice, the stress evident as I spoke.
John took a large swig of his cocktail, and ordered me to enter the bedroom. He had lowered the lights somewhat, which took some of the pressure off me. However, I still felt like a complete pussy as I followed his direction and sashayed around the room for his amusement. Once he was content with my submission to him, he instructed me to replicate Samantha's actions on the day that she offered herself up to me.



"Make the appropriate adjustments," John ordered me. "I don't have a huge mahogany desk at my disposal."
I surveyed the opulent hotel room for the nearest substitution, and after much consideration, I settled on the bathroom countertop. The image of Samantha bent over her home-office desk was indelibly etched into my mind, and as I tried to duplicate the experience for John's enjoyment, I entered the hotel bathroom.
Bending over at the waist, I rested my body weight on my forearms, hiked my skirt up over my buttocks and remained motionless, nervously awaiting John's entry into the room.
I heard the clink of John's ice-cubes as he downed his drink, and then his heavy breathing as he stumbled into the bathroom. He was in a high state of arousal, having been let into room 402 expecting Samantha to be there. However, as I assumed the role of a surrogate pussy for the umpteenth time, John let out a whistle of appreciation and slapped my exposed ass.
I had forgotten how demeaning having your ass slapped was until I experienced it again in that moment. I heard the sound reverberate around the room first, before any sensation of pain, which in itself was mild. A few moments later, as the blood filled the capillaries most affected by the violent slap, my buttocks turned a bright shade of red, and John's handprint was evident on my ass, an overt and disconcerting sign of ownership.
"Is this how Samantha offered herself to you, Mark?" John asked, as his words became progressively slurred. "Like a bitch in heat? I spent countless hours courting her, taking her out to dinner and shows. I got very little play in return, the occasional hand-job in the shower. My relationship with Samantha was all about her needs. She came on my face so many times without reciprocation. That controlling bitch even pegged me once. And yet you expect me to believe that you got balls-deep in her on your first date?"
As John's level of aggression ramped up, I began to feel some real concern. I had intimate knowledge of his capacity for violence, having been on the receiving end of a vicious beat-down on several occasions. In addition, I was aware of his propensity for sexual assault, having endured forced anal-penetration numerous times.
"You are a cuckold and a bitch, Mark," John said aggressively. "It is time for you to pay the price for your actions. Wiggle that ass for me."
Reluctantly I began to shimmy my buttocks as if inviting this man to take what was rightfully his. John stumbled as he positioned himself behind me, and I felt his cock-head push against my sphincter, which in itself was not a complete unknown. What made this experience more frightening though was his level of intoxication, coupled with his desire to punish me for my sexual relationship with Samantha.
"I own you and Lela, Mark," John said angrily. "You will remember your wedding night as the day I blew my load in both of your asses."
I wasn't in any position to correct John, but we all knew that his leverage over me was gone, and I was only submitting to him out of fear for my physical well-being. In the morning, I would inform Samantha of my ordeal, and she would terminate John's employment. I just had to get through this, hold out until John blew his wad and then fell asleep.
John ravaged my asshole over that hotel bathroom countertop, raining the occasional blow into my ribs or the back of my head as he forcefully sodomized me. He took an eternity to come too, presumably a combination of the fact that he had fucked my wife earlier in the evening, and the alcohol that was undoubtedly dimming his senses.
"You are both CumSluts," he finally cried out as he ejaculated deep inside my anal-passage.
After he climaxed, John lent over me and whispered ominously in my ear.
"I may not hold your career in my hands anymore, Mark, but I can bust a nut in either of you bitches any time I desire."
John slowly withdrew his softening cock from my rectum, and after stowing it in his briefs, he zipped up his pants. Then he casually remarked that he needed to piss. I shuddered to think how I was going to be involved. Maybe he would force me to hold his cock and aim his stream into the toilet bowl again, like the last time he was too drunk to stand up straight. John seemed to weigh his options, before making a decision.
"Wait for me on your knees in the shower," he ordered me, as he stumbled out of the bathroom.
I wasn't sure whether to obey his directive or to lock the bathroom door and hide in the make-shift safe room until the maid showed up the following day. In his current state, John would probably pass out shortly. I heard him rummaging through the fridge, and then the clink of ice cubes as he poured himself another cocktail.
"Get in the shower on your knees you fucking pussy," he yelled at me, after catching a glimpse of me standing in the doorway.
Fear is a very powerful motivator and as John stumbled around the bedroom, I entered the shower enclosure and sank slowly to my knees. This caused the pink silk skirt to ride up my thighs, exposing my garter-belt straps. This was presenting the disturbing visual that I was trying to entice this man into additional sexual activity, which couldn't have been further from the truth. I tried in vain to pull the skirt down by the hem, and then John entered the bathroom. Cocktail in hand, he moved slowly towards me as I knelt before him.
"Unzip me," he ordered, as he took another sip of his cocktail.
I extended my trembling hands to his zipper, my pink fingernails making me appear to be even more of a bitch than I felt. Once I had his cock in my hands I looked up to him for direction. Did he want a blowjob, or was he going to turn away from me and have me eat his ass?
"Look up at me and open your mouth wide open," John slurred. "I am going to urinate on you and you are going to act like you love it."
"John," I said firmly. "This is a terrible idea. Samantha will fire you for this act of disrespect. This is a two thousand dollar suit."
"Fuck Samantha," John spat at me. "I wish that fucking prick-tease was on her knees in front of me, right now. Fucking bitch."
The first stream of urine was expelled from the tip of John's cock with such force, that his cock fell from my grasp. His piss was a very dark shade of yellow, and as it landed on my upper body I noticed it had a very unpleasant odor. John grabbed the tip of his cock with his spare hand and redirected the flow right onto my nose, causing me to reflexively purse my lips tightly together.
"Open wide, Samantha, you dirty slut," he instructed me, apparently so engrossed in his perverse fantasies that he thought that I was his boss.
I reluctantly parted my lips, and John directed his warm, salty urine into my open mouth. The thought of such a disgusting act caused me to retch immediately, and John let out a chuckle.
"Drink it you pussy," he yelled, as I swallowed the acrid liquid.
John ended up soaking me in his piss as I knelt before him wearing Samantha's light pink ensemble. It was a thoroughly emasculating experience, and I couldn't look him in the eye as he zipped up his pants and towered over me in a threatening manner.
"You are a pussy and a cuckold," he said aggressively. "I am going to insert myself into your marriage on a regular basis. Stay on your knees and contemplate that."
John left the bathroom shortly after that, and I heard him make another drink as I knelt in his piss. A few moments later, as I tried to figure out my next move, there was a forceful knock on the door of the hotel room.
"Security," someone announced in an assertive voice, that was swiftly followed by a second knock on the door. "Welfare check."
I wouldn't learn the events that lead to the impromptu security check until the next day, but apparently Samantha had called John's room to chastise him for his treatment of Lela. When there was no answer, she suspected that he had left his room in search of alcohol, and Samantha hit the hotel bars. There were only three late-night establishments in the luxury resort, and as Samantha drew a blank at each of them, she became concerned for my well-being and initiated a welfare check of room 402.
John ran into the bathroom upon hearing the first couple of knocks on the door, and grabbed me firmly by my throat.
"Be quiet," he ordered me. "Don't say a fucking word."
Undeterred by the initial lack of response, the security detail knocked harder the third time, announcing their intent to enter the room, with or without permission.
John seemed resigned to pick his battles, and with a swift punch to the side of my head, ordered me to open the door.
As happy as I was to be spared the indignity of being abused while assuming the persona of Samantha, it was not an ideal situation as I opened the door and was greeted by the Head of Security. I am certain that in his professional capacity the Security Chief observed all kinds of deviant behavior, but I felt self-conscious as I acknowledged his presence completely feminized, "en-femme," as his security report would later detail it.
"Is everything okay, Mark?" he asked in a relaxed manner. "Is your current state of attire consensual?"
It must have been obvious from the look of distress on my face, and John's possessive stance that this man had coerced me into this compromising position. Also there was no hiding the fact that I stunk of piss.
"Are you injured?" he asked, remaining professional throughout my humiliating ordeal.
John had backed away from the door and had adopted a non-confrontational stance.
"Mark asked me to dominate him," John said unconvincingly. "Him and his slut wife crave my rough touch."
The Head of Security seemed unimpressed with John's explanation and asked John to hand him a blanket. Once he had placed it around my shoulders, he ushered me into the hallway.
"Kick off your shoes, Mark," he instructed me. "Let's go, you are in safe hands now."
The Security guy ended up escorting me back to the Honeymoon Suite, seemingly free of any judgment on his part. I imagine over the years he had witnessed all kinds of perversions, and for him this was just another day at the office. I wasn't looking forward to the prospect of seeing Samantha, particularly as I was dressed in her clothes. However, the Security guy explained that John had forced me through threat of violence to submit to him, and Samantha seemed content to deal with it in the morning.
I felt indebted to that Alpha Male security guy and I ended up tipping him one hundred dollars as a token of my gratitude that day. I am embarrassed to admit that I had become so accustomed to submission, that I would have gladly sunk to my knees and sucked him off, had he given me any indication that this was his preferred method of compensation.
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As morning dawned, Lela and I awoke in the same bed as man and wife for the first time. I imagine most newly-weds greet each other with a passionate kiss and a declaration of their undying love. However, Lela's first words to me were a little more practical.
"I should probably test us both for STIs before we are intimate, Mark," she whispered nervously. "I am so sorry about last night. How many guys did I fuck?"
"We can talk about it later, Lela," I responded sadly. "Why don't you take a shower?"
Samantha had done a pretty good job of cleaning Lela up the previous evening, but she hadn't delved too deeply into my wife's nether regions. Consequently, as Lela stood up, semen dripped from both of her lower orifices. She gave me an embarrassed smile, and moved swiftly towards the bathroom. As she approached the ceiling to countertop mirror of the Honeymoon Suite bathroom, she stopped and was seemingly in shock.
"What the fuck, Mark?" Lela uttered in disbelief as she turned slowly towards me. "When did this happen?"
"John's CumSlut" was written in large letters across Lela's abdomen, and as she tried to wipe it off it became apparent that it was inscribed in permanent marker.
"Did you witness this, Mark?" Lela asked nervously. "Who did this to me?"
While we probably wouldn't have needed to enlist the services of a private investigator to unravel this mystery, what was the point in knowing? Lela had several phone numbers inscribed on various parts of her body, each of which would have led to an easily-identifiable member of the wedding venue staff. The pejoratives that were written in foreign languages, would also have enabled us to identify the perpetrator, again to what end? It seemed pointless to even discuss finding the guilty parties, especially as we knew definitively that at least two of them were my co-workers.
"Bottom line, Lela," I asked her. "Did anyone cross any of your boundaries? And did you enjoy your defilement?"
"Truthfully, Mark?" Lela said as she bit her bottom lip in shame. "I came as hard as I ever have in my life. If I have to avoid the swimming pools at the resort today, that is a price I can live with. Unless you want to put my CumSlut collar on me and parade me around in my tiny bikini," she added with a glint in her eye.
I felt my cock twitch in my briefs at the thought of such an indignity. Most of the wedding guests were departing today, and we would be left alone with the junior members of staff who had violated my bride. How appropriate that Lela would lay out at the pool, and show off her lewd marker inscriptions to all and sundry.
"I may keep this one permanently," Lela said with a giggle, as she pointed to the "Mark is a cuckold" cursive that reached her labia. "Maybe Ratt will tattoo this on my upper-thigh as a wedding gift? Will you take some pictures for my private gallery?"
Crazy as it may seem, Lela's fucked-up rambling had got me rock-hard, and I moved towards her in a manner that left no question about my intentions.
"We can't have sex, Mark," Lela said firmly. "Not until we both get tested. Take some pictures of me, and then you can jerk off on me."
After a brief photo session, Lela got on all fours and invited me to masturbate on her. By this time in our relationship, she was well aware that I was a cuckold, even though I had yet to admit it.
"Let's call the numbers written on my body," Lela said excitedly, as I stood over her masturbating furiously. "Invite the guys who took the time to leave their contact information back for round two."
I couldn't tell whether Lela was serious or if she was just saying what I wanted to hear, in order to climax.
"Also, I want to translate these pejoratives," she added. "See what those foreign guys really thought of the CumSlut."
"Lela, I am close," I said shakily as I felt my nuts constrict.
With that proclamation made, Lela lowered her head to the floor, moved her long black tresses away from the nape of her neck, and asked me in a sultry tone.
"What does the one say on the back of my neck, Mark? I can't see it without looking in the mirror."
"John's CumSlut," I roared, as I blew my load all over the permanent marker inscription.
It was a stupendous orgasm, and Lela seemed to thoroughly enjoy me climaxing all over her hair and neck. Once I had composed myself she asked me to take a photo of my semen pooling on the back of her neck. Then my new bride skipped cheerfully into the shower, as I contemplated the fucked up nature of our union.
We never actually rang the phone numbers written on her body, but as we relaxed in the Honeymoon Suite, Lela posted several pictures to her private gallery. We blurred the phone numbers using a photo-editing software, but Lela asked her Premium Members, who disturbingly now numbered over thirteen hundred, for help to translate the foreign language slurs.
Turns out it was "Cunt" in Latvian, "Whore" in Croatian, and "CumSlut" in Russian, although the spelling "Шлюха" was not remotely similar to the English pejorative, which incidentally was written in at least five places on my wife's body.
After Lela showered and managed to wash some of the black marker inscriptions from her torso, we enjoyed breakfast in our room and then got down to the serious business of STI testing. Lela carried her testing kit with her at all times, due to her propensity to fuck random strangers. Most of the time she possessed the discipline to test prior to every sexual encounter, but at John's behest she had allowed numerous members of the hotel staff to fuck her bare-back, and it was now time to see if there were any consequences to her reckless behavior.
"Some STIs will show up immediately," Lela informed me. "Others can take up to 14 days, so we will need to abstain from any form of unprotected sex for two weeks."
The first battery of tests returned no positive results for either of us, although it was far too early to celebrate. As it turned out, we both got very lucky on our wedding night. After two weeks of submitting sporadic blood and urine samples, the two of us testing positive for only Gonorrhoea was dodging a bullet in both of our minds. The symptoms were a little unpleasant for me, but at least this relatively easy to treat STI was not something you had to live with permanently, like HIV or herpes. Lela had some additional medical issues as a result of the wedding day gang-bang, the most pressing being painful anal fissures that took months to heal due to her line of work. I asked her to take a few weeks off of escorting, to allow her rectum to heal, but she so craved the abuse that she worked through the pain.
Lela also developed a nasty yeast infection, presumably from the copious amount of mayonnaise that had been used as a make-shift lubricant.
"So unnecessary," Lela repeated on several occasions, as she struggled to get her body's adverse reaction to the condiment under control. "John didn't need to stuff me full of mayonnaise," she informed me. "I was wet as soon as he tied my hands to the food-prep counter. He only did it to fuck with us on our wedding day."
The mayonnaise had also burned the interior walls of Lela's anal-passage, the acidic nature of its primary ingredients, eggs and vinegar, inflaming the mucosa deep within her asshole. Lela dealt with this discomfort for weeks too, and as she often struggled to find a comfortable seating position, it was a constant reminder to me of John's complete violation of my wife.
Samantha stopped by the Honeymoon Suite the following day, just before she checked out. Her primary concern was Lela's physical and mental well-being, and despite the two of them never having been close, they exchanged a hug as Samantha went to leave. Seeing the two of them next to each other caused a welling of my emotions, as I realized how thoroughly I had fucked up by leaving Samantha for the CumSlut. My thoughts were cemented as I walked Samantha to the door of the Honeymoon Suite.
"Look after Lela, Mark," Samantha whispered in my ear. "She is damaged goods."
"I will do, Samantha," I responded calmly, even as I wanted to beg her to find some legal loophole to end my marriage, and take me back into her life.
"Oh, by the way," Samantha continued. "I left my pink suit at the hotel dry-cleaning facility. It's going to take forty-eight hours to get it clean, but can you pick it up for me before you guys check out? I am asking as a friend, not your boss," she clarified.
Nodding my head agreeably, I let Samantha out of the room, and out of my life, at least on a personal level.
The day before I was due to return to work from my honeymoon, Samantha texted me.
"I don't need my pink suit back," she texted. "I have read the hotel security report and spoken at length to John, and I just wouldn't feel comfortable wearing that outfit after what it's been through. Can you please take it to the local Dress For Success store?"
"Of course, boss," I responded, trying to keep my correspondence professional. "John still works there?"
"I will meet with the two of you in the morning to find some mutually acceptable middle ground," Samantha responded somewhat tersely. "You are both too valuable to me to lose."
Two things happened after our text exchange. First of all, as I retrieved Samantha's light pink silk suit from my closet, I made the unilateral decision to keep it for myself. It was still wrapped in the dry-clean bag, and I had too many memories of that outfit to just give it to a charity, no matter how good the cause. Secondly, the following morning as I sat across from John in Samantha's office, it was apparent that she viewed us both with disdain, and as equal parts guilty in our feud.
"John is a great trial lawyer," Samantha began firmly. "Juries love him, with his rugged good looks and strong physical presence. Mark is fantastic at presenting closing statements, and we have won cases based solely on the strength of his research. So, for this reason I am inclined to keep you both on at the firm. However, the physical component of your rivalry stops today. I don't care if you are closet lovers, or are involved in some sordid love triangle with Lela, but if I see any evidence of the two of you arguing or fighting at work, I will cut both of you loose. Capiche?"
Samantha's tone was so final that John and I looked across at each other knowing full well that our collective job security was worth more than our constant battle for supremacy.
As the number one and two graduates of our year at Princeton, John and I could have easily secured alternate employment in our chosen field. However, we were currently working at the most prestigious law firm in the State, one which offered the best possible combination of pay, benefits and bonuses. I made a two hundred thousand dollar bonus for my part in winning the class-action lawsuit against Persil, and there would be plenty of other opportunities to make huge paydays.
The business model of this particular law firm was to hire the brightest minds straight out of law school, mentor them and reward them financially, in order to encourage long term retention of employees. If there was a downside, it was that upper management, Human Resources, and the partners, allowed a little hazing and some unorthodox methods of punishment to keep employees in line. Nobody ever quit the firm, so the upper management, emboldened by the lack of pushback from their subordinates, exercised free-will with regard to discipline of recalcitrant employees. Neither John or I wanted any part of getting on the wrong side of Samantha.
"Capiche," John intoned respectfully.
"Capiche, boss," I added seconds later.
"Good," Samantha said coldly. "Get to work."
John and I had just left Lela's office when I heard her make an announcement over the office paging system.
"Danny Marshall, report to my office now," was the sum of the terse public broadcast, but the impact of those seven words was dramatic.
Almost immediately, a hushed silence descended over the predominantly male office staff. Knowing glances were furtively exchanged, and someone burst into a quiet rendition of Queen's 'Another One Bites The Dust,' which elicited a chorus of muffled laughter. Most of the junior staff members, me included, disappeared into their offices as Mr. Marshall emerged from his and walked down the long corridor towards Samantha's office.
Mr. Marshall had eschewed his ever-present dark glasses for his walk of shame, and he seemed to have lost some of the intimidation factor that he used to keep everyone in line. In fact, if I hadn't shared a long and eventful history with this arrogant prick, I would have mistaken him for a junior staff member as he slinked towards Samantha's office with a furrowed brow.
I knew that Danny Marshall was a trusted, long-term employee, a former office manager who had been usurped by Samantha. I also surmised correctly, that despite being his boss, Samantha probably needed the approval of a majority of the partners to terminate Mr. Marshall's employment.
As I put two and two together, the purpose of Mr. Marshall's very public summons became apparent. I had read Samantha's journal and knew that she had the propensity to punish men by pegging them. Danny Marshall's behavior had infuriated our collective boss, and Samantha typically vented her anger by clicking a strap-on dildo into her harness, and bending the offender over something.
The entire office seemed to understand exactly what was going on, and it almost appeared that it was a choreographed ritual. The ever-present background "elevator music" that played quietly through the multitude of in-ceiling speakers in the hallways was muted, and an eerie silence descended on the workplace. I heard someone knock for permission to enter a few doors down the long corridor, and then the distinct click of Samantha's automated door lock as she allowed them in. As soon as I heard the heavy, fortified door close, I emerged from my office to see most of the junior staff gathered in the hallway just around the corner from Samantha's office.
There was a palpable air of excitement that day, although everyone remained in perfect silence. I listened on intently as Samantha began to berate Mr. Marshall. Her office door was constructed of thick, highly-polished mahogany, and entry was controlled by an automatic remote on her desk, or by a keypad from the exterior. One click of the remote, or the correct entry of a six digit code, simultaneously released multiple locks and opened the door slightly to allow entry.
I had been in Samantha's office several times and always marveled at how secure the entry seemed. Samantha gave Mr. Marshall a thorough dressing down that day, and although her words were muffled by the solid wood door, her tone left no doubt that he was in deep shit. Finally, after several minutes the room went quiet, followed by a much softer, almost timid male voice as Danny Marshall was allowed a brief rebuttal. Again, I couldn't make out the exact words, but his tone was contrite and reverent.
Smiles appeared on several faces as silence descended on Samantha's office but no-one emerged from it.
"She's going to have his ass," one of my co-workers whispered.
"Literally," another responded in a hushed tone.
As we gathered in silence in the hallway we were assaulted by various sounds and muffled cries of anguish. These appeared to confirm that Samantha was pegging Mr. Marshall over her desk. I heard the occasional slapping sound and a few muffled pleas that appeared to be for mercy. These sounds of someone in distress lasted for about twenty-five minutes and then the room went silent.
I have no concrete knowledge of what transpired in that room that day, but as word got around that Samantha's next appointment was in five minutes, the majority of the staff congregated in the hallway to see Mr. Marshall emerge from her office. I made a beeline for the reception desk. I had a great relationship with Mary, and I knew that she could access the security cameras that were all over the office. When I got to her desk there was already a small crowd gathered around her monitor which showed the security feed from outside Samantha's office door.
When Mr. Marshall appeared from behind Samantha's imposing office door his head was lowered, and he lacked his usual ever-present bravado. Avoiding any eye-contact with his subordinates who milled around the corridor, Mr. Marshall limped sheepishly down the hallway towards his office. I knew at that moment that Samantha had butt-fucked my nemesis in order to rein him in.
A few moments later Samantha emerged from her office looking completely energized. As she strode purposefully towards the reception area, her head was held high, and in direct contrast to Mr. Marshall, Samantha acknowledged each and every junior member of staff that greeted her.
"I will be in the Conference room for my next appointment," Samantha instructed Mary, as we looked on in admiration at this strong woman.
Even though most of the staff had no idea that Samantha and I used to date, my former lover briefly departed from her usual mask of professionalism. As she passed me she made eye-contact and she winked, as if to confirm the fact that she had righted this wrong. I was on cloud nine when I walked back to my office. While I couldn't be absolutely certain how Samantha had reigned Danny Marshall in, based on the purely circumstantial evidence, it did appear that she had pegged his ass.
A few moments later, as I sat at my desk grinning from ear to ear, I got a text from Samantha.
"Mark, I need help. In conference room with three of the partners. Forgot my laptop. Can you retrieve it from my office and bring to conference room? IGNORE state of office. Door code is 569320."
This wasn't the first time that Samantha had shown up to a meeting ill-prepared. Her busy schedule and the demands of her job ensured that she had numerous meetings every single day, and it was inevitable that she would occasionally forget something of importance. Today, however, she was meeting with three of the partners of the law firm, so any mishap on her part would have greater consequences.
"Will be there in five minutes," I texted back, as I hurried towards her office.
Upon reaching Samantha's imposing mahogany office door, I entered the access code. Simultaneously, multiple deadbolts were released electronically, and then the door opened slightly. A broad smile crept across my face as I processed the scene. A split-second later the circumstantial evidence of Mr. Marshall's punishment was rendered unnecessary, as I was confronted with the real evidence that Samantha had indeed pegged yet another one of her subordinates.
Lying in plain view on her desk was a large, black, strap-on dildo, still locked in place within the leather harness that Samantha would have secured around her waist. The tip of this intimidating phallus was slick with a healthy coating of lubricant, lending credence to the notion that it had been embedded within a bodily orifice. Some of the lubricant had transferred to the leather-topped desk, and there were also traces of a bodily fluid that appeared to be saliva, visible on the desk top.
I opened Samantha's desk drawer and noticed a tube of Anal-Ease with the cap still removed. There was also a leather ball-gag that bore traces of saliva all over it. That explains the muffled groans and pleas for mercy, I thought to myself, trying to suppress my chuckle. Lastly, a cursory check of her waste-paper can revealed a pair of black Calvin Klein briefs that had been ripped apart. This suggested that Samantha had gagged and forcibly removed Mr. Marshall's underwear prior to pegging him.
I was working with a very limited time-frame, so I took a few photos of the incriminating scene, grabbed Samantha's laptop and headed down to the conference room. Entering the room in a flustered manner, I began to apologize profusely.



"I am so sorry Samantha," I began. "I completely misread the schedule. I thought your meeting with the partners was in your office and I was waiting outside your door with the laptop. My apologies for the inconvenience. Totally my mistake."
Heading back to my office emboldened by Samantha's actions, I did something quite rash on the spur of the moment. Using one of my secondary email addresses, I sent Danny Marshall several photos of Samantha's desk, drawer, and trash can, to let him know that I had witnessed the aftermath of his violation.
In the subject line of the email I typed "Evidence for HR" with a smiley face emoji.
Whatever transpired behind that closed door permanently changed Danny Marshall's behavior in the office, and from that day forward he never gave me any shit. He never mentioned the sordid photos I sent to him, and even as I addressed him as Danny in our interactions from that day forward, he never gave me any pushback. I was so happy to have that arrogant prick off of my back.
A few days after the pegging incident, John and I were ushered into the Human Resources department. After being greeted by Stephanie, Samantha joined the three of us. Samantha never actually admitted that she had pegged Danny Marshall to get him back on her program. However, as John and I listened on in disbelief, Samantha and Stephanie made no attempt to conceal the fact that the law firm was willing to tolerate such unorthodox behavior, in order to preserve the hierarchical structure.
"With the money you throw at these guys, you should feel entitled to own their asses, Samantha," Stephanie said with a giggle, clearly enamored with my boss' control of her subordinates.
Once that chilling proclamation was made, Samantha did what she always did to suppress any discord between employees. She simply threw more money at the problem. Under the watchful eye of Samantha, John and I both signed two legal documents. The first increased both of our salaries to $220k per year, restoring the parity of compensation that John had initially denied me. The second was an agreement of mutual consent to actively strive to create a harmonious atmosphere in the workplace, and not to pursue any legal action against each other for our past indiscretions.
With the slate wiped clean, and our compensation parity restored, I only had one thing to worry about when it came to John. Admittedly still a huge concern in my life, I needed to figure out a way to keep him out of Lela's panties.
Unfortunately, John wasn't the only person trying to get into Lela's panties without paying. When Lela and I filed our first joint tax return, my tax preparer, who I had entrusted with my Federal and State returns for many years, asked way too many questions about the source and legitimacy of her income.
"Of course, the income is primarily cash," I finally said in exasperation. "Would you charge the services of a submissive escort on your credit card?"
I was still young enough not to give retirement any serious consideration, but after much prompting from my tax professional, who was also a qualified financial adviser, I agreed to undergo a complete financial welfare assessment. It wasn't cheap, at fifteen hundred dollars, but it refocused me onto my retirement goals, and I considered it a good value. Until it came time to pay this supposed professional, that is, when to my complete shock, he offered a quid pro quo deal.
"How about I enjoy two hours with Lela?" he offered without any shame, "in exchange for my tax preparation services and financial advice. That's seven hundred and fifty dollars per hour," he added, as if I was incapable of doing the basic math. "Talk it over with Lela. I have the rest of the afternoon free, if that is agreeable to the two of you."
I guess it was just part of being married to a submissive escort. I questioned whether I would have felt any differently if Lela had been a professional window cleaner, and my tax preparer had offered to trade my financial welfare assessment for her services to take care of his office windows.
I had never had to worry about this kind of embarrassing situation when I was dating Samantha. She was the consummate professional, and even though men desired her, few were confident enough to put the moves on her. I guess that is why her body count was only seven. It was at times like this that I knew that I made the wrong choice, and that I would always regret messing up my relationship with Samantha.
Even though Samantha remained totally professional at work, she still trusted me implicitly. So it was no surprise that when she next found herself in a sticky situation, it was to me that she turned. Samantha was in the middle of a very important legal case, and showed up to court with the wrong paperwork. She called me in a panic just before the court was in session, and the call went to my voicemail.
"Mark, I am in courtroom four and I just realized that I left the papers I need on my desk at home. Is there any way you could swing by my house and grab the legal briefs for the Thompson case? I have what I need for the morning session, so if you could get it to me by noon, I would appreciate it. The spare key is in the outdoor key holder."
I was happy to help Samantha in any way that I could so I sent her a brief text, "On it, boss."
It felt strange pulling into Samantha's driveway, and as I went through the rear gate to get the spare key out of its holder, I had strong feelings of melancholy. I still loved this accomplished, professional woman, and yet I was married to that fucking filthy CumSlut. I was surprised to see that Samantha hadn't changed the access code to the outdoor key holder, and within seconds I was inside her house, heading towards her home-office.
Samantha has always been extremely organized, so it was no surprise that I was able to locate the Thomson file immediately, exactly where she had said it would be. I broke into an involuntary smile when I saw her huge mahogany desk, recalling the time that Samantha bent over it in that alluring light pink silk suit. That seemed so long ago, and I was a boy back then, not a fully-developed man. Samantha had offered me the world that day, hiking up her short skirt and inviting me to take her from behind, in which ever orifice took my fancy. I felt my cock stiffen as I remembered her provocative words.
"Do you want to come inside me or on my face?" Samantha had whispered. "Whatever you want, Mark. Today is all about you."
I was fully erect now as I started to have a quick snoop around her house. I hadn't had an in-depth personal conversation with Samantha since the fateful events of my wedding, so I had no clue if she was dating anyone. Driven partly by curiosity and partly by my throbbing cock, I entered her bedroom, the scene of so many of my firsts. I had experienced my first Rusty Trombone in that very shower enclosure, I mused.
The whole house was orderly, immaculately clean, thanks in part to her regular maid service. Also whichever young stud she currently had under her thumb was probably cleaning the glass walls in the shower, after his once a week hand-job. The bed wasn't made properly, and judging by where the pillows were situated Samantha was probably running late and simply pulled the comforter up to hide the disarray. That would explain her forgetting that important file, I mused.
Being a bit of a clean-freak myself, I pulled the comforter completely back with the sole intent of straightening it up. However, as her personal massager and a pair of silky panties came into view, I was immediately sidetracked. I knew from experience living with this spectacular woman that Samantha didn't masturbate when she had a lover. In the same way that she had used John's face to achieve release every Friday night, she had probably used other young men from the colleges in which she taught an ethics class.
I picked up the personal massager and sniffed the end of it. Samantha's vaginal secretions had long since dried, but her aroma was unmistakable. I turned my attention to the tiny pair of blue silky panties which were lying in the middle of the bed. Picking them up I noticed that they too had Samantha's scent of arousal all over them and the crotch bore the evidence of her recent orgasm. I gave them a cursory sniff, which turned into a deep inhalation of her aroma as I held them to my nose for several moments. My desire was starting to affect my judgement and I briefly contemplated stealing the soiled intimates. Fortunately, I stopped myself before I did something stupid, as those missing panties would not have gone unnoticed by Samantha.
Instead I headed for the laundry hamper in her closet, intending to have a quick sniff of her dirty panties before leaving her residence intact. As luck would have it, apparently it had been several days since laundry day, as the hamper was almost full. I could feel my heart beating in my chest as I rooted through my ex-girlfriend's dirty laundry. This was wrong on so many levels, but driven by my desire, I kept looking until I hit the jackpot and retrieved my favorite pair. Emerging with the light pink silky panties that Samantha had worn exclusively with my favorite pink suit, I held them aloft, closely examining the tiny intimates. They too bore traces of Samantha's scent, albeit not quite as strong as the recently worn blue silky ones lying on her bed. Still on auto-pilot due to my throbbing erection, I grabbed Samantha's perfume from the bedside table and liberally spritzed the light pink panties, cursing myself as I soaked my hand in the process.
On impulse I stuck them in my pocket, and headed out of the door. Of course, men are visual creatures and as I pondered the fact that I now had physical possession of Samantha's light pink silk suit, and one pair of matching panties, I wanted the rest of the alluring outfit. Maybe I could dress the CumSlut up in pink and fuck her from behind, imagining that it was Samantha.
I re-entered the bedroom and made a beeline for Samantha's massive walk-in closet. It appeared that Samantha had acquired even more sexy lingerie than when we cohabited, and I had a long lingering look through the drawers full of intimate apparel. I found the matching garter-belt first, and then the silky push-up bra. Searching for a pair of pink silk stockings, I stumbled across the ribbons that Samantha had tied in her hair, and stuck them in my pocket. A few moments later, after rooting through several more drawers, I found the pink silk stockings. Also, three more pairs of silky panties in sufficiently alluring colors that I couldn't resist stealing them. I finally decided to call it a day, more than satisfied with my haul.
Samantha was so grateful when I showed up at courtroom four with the missing file for the Thompson case. In a rare departure from her professional demeanor of late, Samantha gave me a really affectionate hug, although I was aware that she was also sniffing me.
"Are you wearing my perfume, Mark?" she asked with a confused look on her face, as she followed the source of the scent with her nose, until she finally arrived at my hand.
Samantha held the back of my hand up to her nose, inhaled the obvious traces of her perfume, and then looked at me with a scowl on her face.
"Were you in my bedroom, Mark?" she asked me in accusatory manner. "Did you go snooping through my closet? Sniffing my dirty intimates in the laundry hamper like you used to when we lived together?"
I felt my face redden and I knew I had a "guilty as charged" look plastered all over my face.
"Relax, Mark," Samantha said with a giggle. "I am not accusing you of anything. We can talk about it later, after I review my security cameras. Thanks again for your help today."
I was rooted to the spot, unable to walk away as I processed the revelation of Samantha's security cameras.
"Dismissed, Mark," Samantha said with a wave of her hand, continuing her quest to remind me that she viewed me as her subordinate not her ex-boyfriend. "Get back to the office."
After being summarily dismissed by my boss, I decided to avoid Samantha for the rest of the day. I knew that she would be in court until four o'clock this afternoon, but the expectations of a long day in the office meant that we would still have at least three hours together. I got in my car with the intention of driving to work, but as soon as I inhaled the aroma emanating from Samantha's dirty intimates, I had a change of plan, and drove home.
When I returned home, I was in an agitated state. I laid the spoils of my fishing expedition through Samantha's closet on my bed, and pondered my next course of action. I knew I had to get back to the office, but my more pressing concern was my pulsating cock, which had been erect for the last two hours. Throwing caution to the wind, I unzipped my pants, withdrew my hard-on from the confines of my underwear, and reached into my bedside table for my KY lubricant. Then, kneeling directly over the assembled lingerie, I began to jerk off.
Predictably, under the visual stimulation of Samantha's pink lingerie, and the strong scent of her perfume that permeated the room, I blew my load all over the silky intimates within seconds. Immediately after my climax, I began to regret my decision-making process. As I went over my options, I briefly considered returning the stolen items. However, as I surveyed the damage, that would surely have involved some laundry, and quite possibly more interaction with Samantha's security cameras, if they existed. Either way, I needed to get back to work, so I grabbed the soiled intimates and stuffed them under my bed, before taking a quick shower.
Inexplicably, the following morning it seemed like a good idea to wear Samantha's panties to work, and as I slipped them on under my suit pants, I struggled to keep my erection in check. The silk felt divine as it caressed my nutsack, and as the thong-back lifted and separated my buttocks, it was a constant reminder that I still had strong feelings for Samantha. It was quite titillating to be in the workplace wearing Samantha's intimates, particularly as she was still my boss despite the fact that we were no longer lovers. A pattern of me wearing her underwear beneath my suit quickly emerged, and selecting a pair that matched my mood became part of my daily ritual.
Samantha let me sweat for several days, failing to even acknowledge my presence as I instinctively knew that she had incontrovertible evidence of my indiscretions. Four days after I had stolen several pieces of Samantha's intimate apparel from her closet and laundry hamper, she sauntered into my office and closed the door behind her.
"When I asked you to go to my home and grab my briefs," Samantha began coldly, "I was referring to the legal documents, not my underwear."
Pausing to allow her words to sink in, and to enjoy the physiological changes in my body as my face reddened and my mouth got dry, Samantha tossed a large Manila envelope on my desk. I knew what it was the second I saw it, and before I even touched it, I could tell that it was heavily scented in her fragrance.
"Report to my office at the end of the day, Mark," Samantha said firmly, before exiting my office.
My hands were trembling as I picked up the heavy envelope. I kept swallowing in an attempt to induce the production of saliva, but my mouth remained bone-dry which was a testament to my elevated stress level. The envelope was covered in Samantha's perfume, and I questioned whether this was to emasculate me or to arouse me. I opened the top of the envelope and poured its contents on to my desk, covering the top photo reflexively the second I observed the compromising position that I had been captured in.
After ensuring that no-one was outside my window, I took a long look at the first photo, printed as it was on eight by ten inch glossy paper. In this picture I was holding a pair of tiny blue silk panties to my nose, and apparently sniffing them. Only Samantha and I would have known that these had been lying under her comforter, soaked in her juices from her morning masturbatory session, before I had violated the sanctity of her bedroom. This photo on its own was damning, incontrovertible evidence that I had snuck upstairs, entered her bedroom and sniffed her soiled intimates in search of my jollies.
However, there were nearly twenty more high-resolution pictures, additional pieces of evidence in the indefensible case against me. My heart sank as I pored through the remaining images, cursing under my breath for putting myself in this position. I had recently been released from seven years of blackmail and servitude to John, and had endured all kinds of humiliation at the hands of Mr. Marshall. Now it seemed I had put myself in yet another vulnerable situation, this time with Samantha.
Graduating Stanford second in my class, was a impressive achievement. However, in the legal profession, success in the classroom did not always translate to results in the courtroom. My departure from one of the premier legal firms in the country would bode poorly for me, particularly if the reason for my termination was obsfucated. I needed to right this wrong, and put this embarrassing situation to bed, today.
As I perused a picture of me on my knees, elbows-deep in Samantha's laundry hamper, I closed my eyes to try and block out the disturbing visual. Samantha's high-resolution security cameras must have been hidden all over her bedroom and closet, because they had captured me from multiple angles, in all kinds of indiscretions. I had been caught red-handed rooting through her lingerie drawers, holding up various intimate items for inspection, sniffing her soiled pink panties, spritzing said panties with additional perfume, and generally being a fucking pervert.
It got worse. Inside the envelope was an invoice, correctly detailing the exact items that I had pilfered, and a demand for immediate replacement of those items. As I looked down the list, it was apparent that I had taken intimates that were branded with luxury labels. Agent-Provocateur, La Perla, Simone Perele, were all unknown to me but they sounded European and expensive. I wasn't concerned with the replacement cost, I just didn't want to have the conversation with Samantha. Ideally, I wanted her to send me a text.
"Mark, you owe me $350, and here is my Venmo information."
However, I knew I wasn't going to be let off the hook that easily, so I braced myself for an uncomfortable after-work meeting with my boss. I tried to get some work done but my head was spinning under the weight of the situation. I found myself viewing the incriminating photos several times as the day unfurled, my erection straining against the fabric of my suit pants as I did so.
To make matters worse, Lela called me late afternoon to ask me to make reservations for the Honeymoon Suite at the Hilton that night.
"High roller, Mark," Lela whispered excitedly, as I crumbled under the additional stress of knowing that some random rich guy was going to subjugate my wife that night. "Ask the concierge to sprinkle pink rose petals all over the bed and to leave two Magnums of Cristal on ice in the bathroom."
While I really didn't need the extra stress associated with having to make hotel arrangements for my wife and her wealthy dominant, I took some solace in the fact that I knew that it wasn't John who was going to abuse Lela tonight. John only checked in to seedy, low-budget motels with my wife, and while I knew that he wasn't a high-roller, it didn't matter because I knew that Lela didn't charge my nemesis for his regular sessions.
As the afternoon progressed, and the first members of the legal team headed home, I wondered how long Samantha would wait before summoning me to her office. It seemed as if she was content to let me stew in my juices, because it was a full thirty minutes after everyone had left before she called me.



"My office, now," Samantha barked, as the line went dead.
When I reached the open door of her opulent corner office, Samantha was on the phone with her feet up on the desk. Out of respect for the fact that she was my boss, I knocked prior to entry. Samantha looked up from her conversation, and with a motion of her raised index finger, beckoned me in. I tried to enter the office like a composed, confident attorney. However, as Samantha seemed to mock me with her eyes, I suddenly felt insecure, and lowered my gaze as I shuffled nervously towards her desk. Samantha kept me waiting for a full fifteen minutes, as she logged another billable hour.
Samantha still had her feet on her desk, the red soles of her Louboutins reminding me of the gulf in our financial status. I tried not to focus on her physicality. However, as her toned legs rested upon the leather-topped desk, and her skirt rode up her thighs as she reclined in her huge chair, I caught a glimpse of her garter-belt strap. I was already under a lot of sexual provocation between the visual of the photos and the titillation that I felt when booking a hotel for Lela's latest fuck-buddy. So, it was no surprise when my cock twitched in response to my glimpse of Samantha's garter-belt strap. I tried to fight it, but I had a lot of sexual history with this woman. In addition, I deeply regretted leaving her for the CumSlut, so I knew that I was fighting a losing battle.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, her conversation reached its natural conclusion, and Samantha hung up the phone. As I stood at the edge of her desk, trying in vain to suppress my arousal, she took her sweet time to acknowledge me, glossing her lips in a beautiful shade of pink, before spritzing herself with her trademark perfume.
And just like that, despite my efforts to fight it, I was fully erect.
"I am very disappointed in you, Mark," Samantha began, setting the tone for a thorough dressing-down. "I had hoped that we could have an adult conversation about your misdeeds, but it appears that you have once again succumbed to your base desires. I refuse to engage you when you are in such an elevated state of arousal. The sexual tension is disrespectful and counterproductive to our end-goal. Take care of it before we continue."
"Take care of it?" I stammered as I struggled to process exactly what she was saying.
"Don't be coy, Mark," Samantha instructed me. "You come into my office under suspicion of theft of my intimates, and inexplicably you decide to enter with a boner? Your judgment is clearly impaired and I need to talk to you when you have a clear mind. So, clear it. Jerk off."
As I stood before my ex-lover and current boss, Samantha's request seemed surreal to me, and it was this that caused my hesitation. Samantha was not in the mood for any bullshit delay-tactics, and with a bored look on her face, reached into her desk drawer and emerged with a small plastic container of Vaseline. I found her look of contempt arousing even as she tossed the Vaseline in my general direction.
"Drop your pants, Mark. Jerk off for me," Samantha said with an air of finality. "I won't ask you again."
Driven by my desires, and in an effort to placate Samantha, I picked up the small tub of Vaseline and started to unzip my flies. It wasn't until I lowered my tailored suit pants that I remembered that I was wearing a light-blue pair of my ex-girlfriend's underwear. By this time it was too late, and as Samantha processed my embarrassment, I coated my erect cock with a copious amount of the petroleum-based jelly.
I knew I wouldn't last long under the circumstances, but as I felt my nuts constrict, Samantha upped the ante. Slipping her perfectly-manicured hands under the hem of her skirt, she slowly lowered her panties to her knees. I believed that she was getting off on dominating me, and as the crotch of her silky g-string underwear came into view, my suspicions were confirmed. Slick with her vaginal secretions, there was no longer any questions about Samantha's arousal, but she seemed intent on accelerating my orgasm. Samantha slid her panties down her toned calves, before tossing them onto the leather topped desk.
"Sniff," she said with a giggle. "I know you like my scent."
I lifted the scented intimates to my nose and inhaled deeply. Predictably, I buckled under the additional stimulation of Samantha's aromatic panties, blowing my load across the top of her desk a few seconds later. I was still in love with this spectacular woman, and felt our chemistry every time that I was in her presence. Out of respect for Samantha, and due to the expectations in the workplace, I suppressed my feelings for her, but as soon as she ordered me to jerk off I knew it would be over quickly.
Samantha extended her dainty hand to retrieve her panties, and instructed me to clean up my mess. I had a cursory look around her work-space for some paper towels or tissues, in order to return her desk to an unsullied state. As I flashed her a confused look, Samantha crystallized her expectations.
"Lick it up, Mark," she whispered softly. "Good boy."
I hadn't experienced this side of Samantha, although after hearing about John's ordeal at her hands, I knew full well that it existed. My face reddened as I bent forward hesitantly to clean my ejaculate from her desk top.
"Kneel," Samantha ordered. "And eat."
As Samantha watched on intently, I lowered myself to my knees and began to tentatively lick up my load. I had hoped that her unnecessarily humiliating display of control would end as soon as I lapped up the first traces of my semen, but she kept me on my knees licking the leather topped desk for several minutes, until she was certain that I had ingested the entire load. Samantha never invited me to stand, so I remained kneeling the entire time that she addressed me.
After a thorough admonishment for my intrusion into her bedroom and closet, she moved on to the more egregious act, namely the theft of multiple items of her intimate wear. Labeling it an act of betrayal, a perverse and despicable lack of respect for her boundaries, and evidence of my overall contempt for women, Samantha even tried to frame the event as an assault.
"Do you have anything to say, Mark?" she asked in exasperation as I remained silent. "Any other misdeeds you would like to confess to, as I contemplate your punishment."
"I looked on your laptop, Samantha," I said quietly, hoping that my honesty might earn me some respite from her constant barrage.
"I know," Samantha responded firmly. "On your wedding night you were in my pages folders for seven minutes. Snooping around in my conquests file."
"How do....?" I began as she quickly cut me off.
"It's a collaborative file, Mark, you dumb fuck," Samantha started aggressively. "Working files are designed to allow multiple people to work on a joint task, but if you log-on, your contribution is noted. I was able to see that you viewed the file on my computer. How do you feel about the fact that I have pegged some of your co-workers, for much less egregious offenses than yours, by the way?"
I swallowed hard as Samantha made no bones about the fact that she viewed anal-penetration as an acceptable form of punishment and control within her work place.
"Well?" Samantha asked as she drummed her manicured nails on the top of her desk. "Any thoughts? I pegged Stan for persistent tardiness, and since that day he is always early to work. I bent Pete over my desk because he messed up his billable hours. He cried like a little girl when I butt-fucked him, but ever since that encounter Pete's accounting skills have improved immensely."
"Samantha, please," I begged.
"Quiet, Mark," she said firmly. "You will get your chance to speak. As you are undoubtedly aware, having viewed my desk immediately after it occurred, I recently pegged Danny Marshall. I followed my usual disciplinary process, allowing him the option to resign his position which I knew he would never do. That arrogant asshole makes forty thousand dollars per month, an amount which most people would agree allows the company to own his ass."
Samantha paused for dramatic effect, and I swallowed hard as I processed her words.
"My heart soared when Danny elected to take his punishment rather than quit," Samantha continued, apparently relishing the memories of that encounter. "He really deserved his though, for what he put Lela through. I had to gag that pussy to stop him from begging for mercy. He almost crapped himself when I ripped his underwear from him. Then after I had taken his ass he slinked off down the long hallway, without his underwear, commando style."
"Samantha, please," I began as stress enveloped my body. "I know I invaded your privacy. I am so sorry."
"Silence," Samantha barked at me, her dominant side quickly emerging. "I often wondered how you would react to being pegged. I have wanted to sodomize you since the day that we first hooked-up. You are the one that got away, Mark. The only man that I have kissed, whose ass I haven't taken. I am going to right that wrong today. I am also going to get my revenge for your sexual assault of me. I haven't forgotten how unnecessarily rough you were with me that day."
"Samantha, may I speak?" I asked respectfully.
"Say one more uninvited word and I will gag you," Samantha barked, thoroughly enjoying the control she had over me. "You should have let me fuck your ass when we were lovers, Mark. It would have been a very different experience, believe me."
As I fell silent, Samantha apparently decided to elevate my stress level.
"Stand up, Mark," she ordered me. "Bend over my desk. I wonder if you will beg like Danny or cry like Pete?"
Samantha's tone left no room for discussion, and I shuffled to the edge of the desk and bent forward until my upper body was laying flat across the large, leather-topped, mahogany furniture. I had lowered my head in submission by now, faced with the inevitability of getting pegged by my boss and former partner. Inexplicably, the only thought running through my head was whether Samantha's entry into her conquest file would record my violation as a "Work-related" or "Personal" punishment.
I heard Samantha unlock a file cabinet, and after rooting through one of the drawers, she laid several strap-on dildos on the desk in front of me. Initially they were in a pile but Samantha took the time to sort and arrange them by their girth. The smallest one was about the size of a woman's little finger and would have been very easily accommodated by even the tightest of virgin assholes. I found myself assessing each phallus and questioning whether or not I could have taken it in my anal-passage. The last three or four, which incidentally were jet-black in color, would have definitely torn me a new asshole. Samantha placed the jar of Vaseline next to the line of strap-ons, the inference being that it would provide the necessary lubrication for my punishment.
I heard the sound of a buckle being secured and then Samantha reached for one of the mid-sized dildos, snapping it into place with an ominous click. There was a tense silence in the room as she reached across my back and picked up the jar of Vaseline. A few moments later, after Samantha had apparently greased the tip of her strap-on, the Vaseline container rolled across the desk. I felt her manicured nails rake across my lower back, until they came to rest at the top of my silky panties. Then with a single motion, Samantha ripped the delicate light-blue intimates from me, before discarding them on the desk right under my nose.
I felt her lean over me, the tip of the phallus resting at the top of my butt-crack as she positioned her lips on my earlobe. After a long pause Samantha began to lecture me on the inequalities that pervaded the work environment of the legal profession.
"Our chosen vocation is a male-dominated field," she began, the vitriol evident in her tone. "Ever since College I had to work harder than the men in order to prove that I was worthy of admission into Law School. Two of my law professors offered me enhanced grades in exchange for sex. I turned them down, reported them to the school administration, and still graduated right at the top of my class. Even after I joined this prestigious law firm, it was immediately apparent that it was a fighting pit for Alpha Males. Danny Marshall ran the office back then, and it was a total boys club. They had hookers in the office regularly, and there was rampant use of recreational drugs. It was a dick-swinging contest and I wanted in, except I never had a dick. Well, guess what," Samantha added ominously. "I do have a dick now, and I intend to punish any man who disrespects me."
"Samantha, please," I begged, fearful of quite where this was heading. "I have always treated you with respect."
"Ha," Samantha exclaimed indignantly. "You objectify me the same way that all men try to. You just stole my soiled undies, for fuck's sake. How is that respectful?"
As I lay bent over the desk with the strap-on phallus resting on top of my bare buttocks, Samantha continued her line of questioning.
"Do you still have the rest of my intimates, Mark?" she whispered into my ear. "Think carefully before you answer. Do not lie to me."
"Yes, Samantha," I responded quietly. "I still have everything of yours."
"At the office?" she asked.
"Christ, no, Samantha," I said reflexively. "At my house."
"Is Lela aware that you snuck into my closet and stole my soiled panties from my laundry hamper, Mark?" Samantha continued. "I may need to talk to her about your actions."
"Please Samantha," I begged. "Don't involve Lela. I never told her about it. It will kill her if she learns that I still have feelings for you. You know how emotionally fragile she is. This revelation will break her."
"Well we don't want that to happen, do we?" Samantha intoned sarcastically. "Don't you think your wife has a right to know that you couldn't resist stealing my dirty panties, Mark? I would want to know if the roles were reversed and I was in her shoes. In fact, I would want to punish you for such an act of indiscretion. Do you agree that you need to be punished, Mark?"
My boss and former lover was wearing me down, and I said what Samantha needed to hear, in order to avoid Lela's involvement.
"Yes, Samantha, I agree that my actions warrant some punishment," I said meekly.
"Good boy," Samantha said condescendingly. "I am going to call Lela myself and let her know."
"Samantha, please," I cried. "Anything but that. Plus," I added, "Lela isn't going to be home tonight."
"Is she working tonight?" Samantha asked mischievously. "As the CumSlut? In some fancy hotel suite, on all fours being dragged around on the end of a dog leash?"
"Yes, Lela is entertaining a high-roller tonight in the Honeymoon Suite of the Hilton. She won't be back until the morning," I squeaked, my voice cracking under the stress.
"Maybe I should just punish you myself? Would you prefer that to Lela's involvement?" Samantha said, sensing that she had worn the resistance out of me.
"Yes, please, Samantha," I said nervously, unsure of whether I was making the right decision. "Just don't tell my wife. She is too emotionally unstable to process this news."
"Very well, Mark," Samantha said coldly. "As you wish. It appears that you and your slut-wife are both going to get butt-fucked tonight. Unless you would rather offer me your resignation?"
There was no way that I was going to quit this job, so I clammed up. My fearful silence seemed to embolden Samantha, and she adjusted her position and moved the tip of the phallus so that it rested right on the entrance to my anus.
"Samantha, please. Not that. Show me some mercy." I begged, as she rested one hand on the base of my spine to hold me in her desired position, and eased slowly forward.
I certainly was no stranger to receiving anal-sex as John had violated me in this manner on numerous occasions. However, John's primary purpose for sticking his cock in my rectum was for his pleasure and enjoyment, the end goal being for him to bust a nut. Samantha's invasion of my anal-cavity was done solely to punish me, ostensibly for pilfering her intimates, even though I felt that she harbored deeper resentment towards me. I had, after all, broken up with Samantha to get back with Lela, which must have hurt her pride a little.
Moments after she had eased the strap-on all the way inside my rectum, Samantha began to butt-fuck me in earnest. My first clue that her intent was to inflict pain on me, was her choice of lubricant. By eschewing the Anal-Ease, with its analgesic properties, in favor of Vaseline, I was denied the benefit of the numbing agent that the former lubricant provided. Samantha had also elected to forgo the ball-gag, and she seemed emboldened by my unrestricted cries of discomfort.
The pain got progressively worse as my former lover and current boss reamed my ass with her strap-on phallus. I cried like a little girl, begging her for some respite.
"Samantha, please," I pleaded. "You are really hurting me. Stop, I am begging you."
"I am so glad that I didn't gag you," Samantha responded, as she continued to pound away at my asshole. "I am really enjoying hearing your anguished cries. All the staff has left the office and the cleaning crew don't come until 10pm. We can make as much noise as we want."
Fortunately for me, the sustained thrusting motion that my punishment required was extremely physically taxing, and after a few minutes Samantha began to exhibit signs of fatigue. Her cadence slowed and the depth of her penetrative thrusts lessened with each passing moment. As it became less physically overwhelming for me, Samantha grabbed a fistful of my hair, cruelly yanked my head back, and began to verbally berate me as she sodomized me with a little less brutality.
"You will regret leaving me, Mark," Samantha hissed in my ear. "The dirty CumSlut who you chose over me will cause you nothing but pain and suffering. We would have made the perfect couple."
In an attempt to allow Samantha to vent and achieve her cathartic moment, I remained silent and passive, my only sounds being grunts of pain with each continued thrust of her rapidly-tiring hips. Samantha spat a few more pejoratives in my ear, before finally withdrawing her soiled phallus from my gaping asshole.
"Kneel before me," Samantha said, as she rested against the edge of her desk.
At this point my pants were still around my ankles which inhibited my movement somewhat, and I struggled to adopt the kneeling position. Once I was on my knees, Samantha placed one of her hands behind my head and pulled my face towards the strap-on dildo.
"Clean your mess from my cock, Mark," Samantha said spitefully, as the phallus slid between my lips.
When I arose from my peaceful slumber this morning to face my day, I had no clue that I was going to get butt-fucked by my boss. So, I had no reason to take the preparatory steps of an enema-cleanse that would usually precede a pre-planned bout of anal-sex, particularly if the person on the giving end enjoyed the additional humiliating ritual of ass to mouth.
I kept my rectum fastidiously clean during the years that John regularly sodomized me. However, without any warning from Samantha, I found myself in the distinctly unappetizing position of sucking my mess from her large strap-on, as she verbally demeaned me. Samantha kept me on my knees with that soiled phallus in my mouth for way longer than was necessary, just to prove a point.
"Pete. Stan. Danny. John. And now you," Samantha said triumphantly. "I love to watch disrespectful men kneel before me and clean my soiled strap-on with their mouths. You may stand, Mark."
Once I got to my feet Samantha tossed me a packet of wet-wipes. I withdrew two of the moist wipes, and swiped them between my buttocks. I had to suppress my concern as the anti-bacterial cloth emerged with a few blood droplets on it.



"Clean the floor too," Samantha instructed me, as there were a few droplets of blood on the surface of the carpet, presumably from where I had just been kneeling.
If I was injured in any way, Samantha didn't give a fuck and was already moving on to the next step of her plan.
"Are you positive that the CumSlut won't be home tonight?" she began coldly.
"Yes, Samantha," I assured her. "Lela will be gone all night."
"Here's what happens next, Mark," Samantha said, leaving no room for discussion. "We are going to go to your place and get my stuff. Then we can figure out an appropriate punishment for your indiscretions. You can drive us."
With that, Samantha unhooked the strap-on and ordered me to pull my pants up. Picking up the light-blue panties that she had torn from me, she held them aloft and spoke.
"That's a sixty-five dollar pair of panties, by the way," she informed me. "I am going to add that to your bill."
Samantha's latest Maserati would have been very conspicuous in my neighborhood, so I felt some relief when she instructed me to drive us over there in my car. However, as we headed towards my house, I found myself wishing that I had arrived alone with a couple of minutes to spare, in order to present the incriminating evidence in a more favorable light.
Samantha was all business as we entered my front door.
"Where did you stash it?" she asked firmly.
I could feel the shame wash over me as I answered meekly. "Under my bed, Samantha."
"Which is where?" she asked coldly.
My heart was pounding in my chest as we walked down the hallway to my master bedroom. My house was impressive by most standards, but it paled in comparison to Samantha's, and I could sense her judgment as we entered the bedroom that Lela and I shared. As Samantha stood in the doorway with her arms folded, making no effort to hide her contempt, I reached under the bed and pulled out the pile of stolen intimates.
I hoped that Samantha didn't notice the fact that the pilfered silkies were covered in my semen, but as the crumpled pile emerged from beneath the bed, my container of KY-jelly came into view, perched as it was atop the stolen items.
"Did you jerk off on my Agent Provocateur lingerie, Mark?" Samantha asked in horror. "Have you any idea how expensive that shit is? Or how hard I have to work in order to treat myself to such indulgences?"
We stood there in silence, observing the ridiculous sight of her soiled intimates. Samantha seemed to struggle to process the depths of my depravity, but within a few moments she appeared to come to an uneasy understanding. A light went on in her head, and she phrased her next question.
"Did you ever take my suit to Dress For Success, Mark?" she asked, as I stood there with a guilty look on my face.
I could feel the walls tumbling around me, as I contemplated the ramifications of my deceit. Caught red-handed, I immediately fessed up to my additional crime.
"I kept it, Samantha," I said in abject embarrassment. "It held so many memories for me. I just couldn't let it go."
"Well, that impulsive decision is going to cost you two grand," Samantha said firmly. "That was a fucking Fendi tailored suit, for fuck's sake, Mark. I forgave you when you showed up wearing it at the Honeymoon Suite, reeking of urine. However, to learn that you made the unilateral decision to keep it, instead of donating it to charity as directed, really pisses me off."
I remained in silence as Samantha continued to berate me, fully aware that my actions were indefensible. Finally, after several moments of Samantha venting her anger, she informed me of her expectations.
"Here's what is going to happen, Mark," Samantha said firmly. "You are going to transfer two thousand dollars into my account to reimburse me for my Fendi suit. Then, first thing tomorrow morning, you need to go to Agent Provocateur, La Perla and the rest of the luxury stores itemized on my list, and replace the pilfered intimates. It goes without saying that I am a VIP client so they will know my size as I have an account at each store. When you arrive you will need to ask for the Store Manager, and I will inform each manager of the reason for your visit, you dirty panty-thief. Understood?"
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I endured a fitful night's sleep after my protracted butt-fucking. My rectum throbbed incessantly from Samantha's invasion of it, and I was sick with worry about my upcoming visit to the high-end, intimate-apparel stores. I had a horrible feeling that I was being set up for some more humiliation, and as I drove towards the Agent Provocateur retail store, my guts were churning from my elevated level of anxiety. I knew they opened at 10am and I was hoping to get in and out with minimal drama, maybe even being lucky enough not to encounter any other customers.
After I parked my car, I limped gingerly towards Agent Provocateur. Shuffling painfully in the universally recognized manner that Elizabeth Shue's character in "Leaving Las Vegas" had, I felt all eyes on me as I made the walk of shame. I was practically telegraphing the fact that I had been forcibly sodomized.
I had never been inside a luxury lingerie store, preferring the more reasonably priced Victoria's Secret chain. I probably should have anticipated a more upscale experience, but the first thing I noticed was the phenomenal beauty of the all-female staff. Every one of the the tall, slender women looked like a model, and I was quite nervous as I was approached by a gorgeous redhead.
"Hi, my name is Amanda," she said sweetly. "How can I assist you today, Sir?" she added in a slightly flirtatious manner.
"I am here to see the Manager," I responded hesitantly. "My name is Mark."
Amanda's body language and facial expression changed immediately upon learning who I was, and it was evident that Samantha was a high-value customer, who had garnered loyalty and respect from the commission-based staff.
"Ah, the panty thief," Amanda said disdainfully. "Samantha told us all about your misdeeds and punishment. We have been expecting you."
I truly had no idea how much luxury intimates cost, but less than twenty minutes later I emerged from Agent Provocateur with a small, beautifully wrapped package, encased in a signature-pink gift bag, and nearly four hundred dollars poorer. I had declined the initial offer of gift-wrapping even though I knew it was free.
However, the Store Manager overruled my decision, announcing in front of several beautiful young sales women, "Samantha stated unequivocally that she wanted everything sealed so that you couldn't soil any of her newly-purchased items."
This disdainful remark was met with a smattering of giggles from the all-female staff, and I felt my face redden as I slinked out of the store.
This pattern repeated itself throughout the morning, as I dutifully made the rounds of the luxury lingerie stores and methodically replaced all of Samantha's pilfered items.
Whilst there weren't any sexual overtures in any of the businesses that I visited that day, I was certainly treated with contempt the second that my identity and purpose for being there were discovered. By the time I had secured all of the necessary replacement items, I was emotionally drained and nearly two thousand dollars worse off. If there was a silver lining, it was that I did at least retain possession of the stolen intimates, and I made a mental note to take everything to the dry-cleaners.
Samantha was already in court by the time I limped into work, but judging by the looks on my co-workers' faces, word of my punishment had apparently spread like wildfire around the office. There were several hushed whispers as I walked gingerly down the corridors, and the occasional rendition of the Queen hit, "Another One Bites The Dust."
Once I was situated, I texted Samantha to let her know that I was finished with my purchases, and she instructed me to bring them to her house at 4pm that afternoon.
I showed up exactly on time, ringing the doorbell once to announce my arrival. Samantha kept me waiting on her doorstep holding several instantly-recognizable lingerie gift-bags, in an overt act of control. When she finally opened the door I noticed that she was wearing her tailored pant-suit, although she turned her back to me before I could determine whether or not she was packing any additional heat.
"Come on in," Samantha said brusquely, as I crossed the threshold of the home that we once shared. "Upstairs. Neatly arrange the packages on my bed."
I climbed the stairs alone and began to place the beautifully gift-wrapped items on the bed. A few moments later, Samantha joined me with a large glass of wine in her hand. As I worked diligently to follow her instructions, Samantha sipped her wine and watched me intently.
"Where is the CumSlut tonight?" Samantha asked, finally breaking the uneasy silence. "Out buying Epsom Salt to ease your rectal discomfort?"
"Lela is working tonight, Samantha," I said quietly, trying to convey my respect for her. "Staying at the Hilton. She will be gone all night."
"Shameful," Samantha responded coldly. "What a dirty slut your wife is. You got just about what you deserved, Mark. When are you planning to tell her that we had sex?"
"Had sex, Samantha?" I stammered, in disbelief. "You forcibly sodomized me. That hardly constitutes sex."
"So, you are not planning on telling Lela that we hooked-up then?" Samantha pressed. "I haven't decided whether to talk to her or not. It will depend on how the next couple of hours go."
"Samantha," I pleaded. "It will break Lela if you tell her that you punished me for stealing your intimates. Haven't I suffered enough?"
"Strip, Mark," Samantha ordered me. "I have yet to make my decision, but it will depend on your obedience and attention to detail in the next few hours."
I had been in this position enough times in my life to recognize the futility of any pushback. In addition to holding a significant amount of leverage over me with regard to telling Lela, Samantha was also my boss, and could greatly impact my career as a lawyer. It made me shudder to think that a couple of hours had suddenly turned in to a few hours, but I had already made the decision to obey her every command.
Once I was completely naked, Samantha tossed me a small hand towel and instructed me to kneel on it. She approached me from my blind side, circling me slowly as if I were her prey. As she came into my peripheral vision, I noticed the unmistakable outline of the strap-on phallus under her tailored suit pants. I swallowed hard, a reaction that did not go unnoticed by Samantha.
"Unzip my pants," Samantha ordered me. "I am in the mood to get my cock sucked, Klixen Style, and I know you have lots of experience."
My hands were trembling as I held the zipper to Samantha's pants and slowly lowered it. It brought back so many memories of kneeling before John, right before I was forced to pamper that asshole. Of course, John's end game, in addition to subjugating me, was to blow his load down my throat. With Samantha this was different as it wasn't so much about sex, as it was about power.
Samantha made me extricate her strap-on phallus from her form-fitting suit pants, and then ordered me to suck it. I could tell that she was relishing the control that she had over me, and as I took the phallus between my lips, she began to taunt me.
"What time does Lela's appointment start, Mark?" Samantha began in a mocking tone. "I wonder if she is on her knees right now, too? You are a pair of worthless cocksuckers."
Even though Samantha was unable to feel any physical sensation as I worshiped her strap-on dildo, the whole scenario was exciting her, and I began to smell the aroma of her arousal. It was faint at first, but as I pampered her fake cock it grew stronger, until it permeated the entire bedroom. The scent of my ex-girlfriend's vaginal secretions also brought back lots of memories for me, and I felt my cock slowly stiffen.
"I bet John went weak at the knees every time you pampered him," Samantha said with a giggle, as she withdrew the phallus from between my lips.
As I watched on from my kneeling position, Samantha slowly and methodically removed her clothes, pausing to hang each item in its respective place. She made no attempt to further arouse me by performing an erotic strip-tease, and the whole affair was rather mechanical, although apparently leading towards an intended purpose. All I could focus on was that intimidating phallus as it stood to attention between her shapely legs. Finally, once she was completely naked except for her panties, Samantha removed the leather harness and placed it on the floor right in front of me.
I really wanted to remove that intimidating fucking sex-toy from the equation, and its placement concerned me. Samantha flashed me a grin and then slid her panties down her toned legs and kicked them towards me.
Then, with self-confidence oozing from every pore, Samantha rotated slowly before me, allowing me to take in her almost perfect form. I felt my cock rise to full attention as I observed exactly what I had given up to marry the CumSlut.
Samantha's physique was virtually flawless, her lean, toned body completely unblemished. As I admired her from my kneeling position, I observed the total lack of disfigurement, in complete contrast to my wife, the CumSlut. Samantha had no tattoos, no marks of ownership by another man, no bruises, no bite marks, no red stripes on her ass from being viciously caned. In my eyes Samantha was absolutely perfect, and I wanted to fuck her more than anyone else on the planet.
It seemed like we were heading in that direction too, as I noticed that Samantha's inner-thighs were slick with her secretions. After several slow rotations, Samantha moved towards where I was kneeling and picked up her discarded panties. Parting her legs slightly, she put the silky intimates between them and wiped her leaking fluids from her inner-thighs and vagina. Once she was satisfied with the impromptu clean-up, Samantha hung the wet panties around my neck, and I was instantly assaulted by the strong aroma of her arousal.
As I inhaled reflexively the scent was intoxicating, and I looked down in embarrassment as my cock hardened to its full potential.
"Let's see if your shopping excursion was successful, Mark," Samantha said cheerfully, as I knelt passively before her.
Moving over to the neatly arranged gift-wrapped packages on the bed, Samantha grabbed the first item, and began to rip open the beautiful wrapping paper as if it were Christmas.
"I just love La Perla," Samantha exclaimed excitedly, as she held the tiny, silk, intimate apparel aloft and began to thoroughly inspect it. "I need to make sure you haven't soiled any of my pretty lingerie, Mark," she mocked. "I know how you get when you are around my intimates."
Once Samantha had unwrapped the La Perla items, she gathered them up and went inside her huge walk-in closet. I assumed that she was going to put the newly-purchased intimates away, so I was quite surprised when she emerged from her closet a few moments later wearing them.
"What do you think, Mark?" Samantha asked rhetorically. "You like?"
As I knelt before Samantha with her wet panties draped around my neck, I couldn't contain my excitement. My cock danced between my legs at the sight of my ex-girlfriend wearing such exquisite lingerie, and I felt pre-cum pooling at the tip of my penis.
"I will take that as a yes," Samantha exclaimed in delight. "What should I try on next?"
For the next hour Samantha unwrapped her new intimates, going through the same ritual of a thorough inspection, followed by modeling the lingerie for my visual excitement. I watched on forlornly, periodically inhaling her scent that wafted up towards my nose from her panties. I was rock-hard the entire time, leaking pre-cum profusely, as the purpose and placement of the small hand towel became evident.
Every few minutes Samantha would approach the spot where I was kneeling, and run her perfectly manicured fingertip along the underside of my erect cock. As she grazed my frenulum, she would induce moans of pleasure from me, and the occasional expulsion of a glob of pre-cum. At first it felt fantastic, but as my desire and frustration increased exponentially, my nuts slowly tightened and her constant teasing became quite painful. My knees were sore too after a prolonged period in this stress position. A memory stirred of Lela and I kneeling by the front door of my dorm room waiting for John to come home and use us both.
Samantha apparently was feeling no pain, as she sipped her wine and treated me to an extended fashion show. I knew her well enough to recognize the signs of her arousal, and she would approach me periodically, remove the panties that hung from my neck, and use them to wipe the vaginal secretions from between her ever-moistening pussy. Once she had removed the excess juices she draped the wet panties around my neck, and continued with her show.
Finally, after I had witnessed Samantha showcasing every single item that I had pilfered and subsequently replaced, she approached me completely naked.
"Which was your favorite, Mark?" she said seductively, as she tenderly wiped some of my pre-cum around my glans using the tip of her forefinger.
"Peach," I stammered, barely able to form the words. "Peach. Agent Provocateur."
"You have good taste, Mark," Samantha responded playfully. "At least in lingerie, if not in choice of life partner," she added, her tone becoming considerably more acerbic. "That is a six hundred dollar outfit. Why don't you run downstairs and fetch me some more wine?"
I flashed Samantha a confused look trying to convey whether I was permitted to grab a towel to preserve my modesty.
"Go," she said impatiently. "The Chardonnay in the fridge."
You have to remember that Samantha and I had shared this house, cohabiting as a loving, committed couple for several months. Now as I rose unsteadily from my sore knees, the change in the power dynamic was evident, and I descended the stairs buck-naked with Samantha's panties hanging from my neck.
When I returned a few moments later carrying a full glass of chilled Chardonnay, Samantha was kneeling on her King Size bed, attired in six hundred dollars worth of peach-colored Agent Provocateur lingerie. She looked absolutely phenomenal, particularly as she had glossed her lips with a matching shade of peach lipstick. Samantha motioned for me to place the wine on the bedside table, and pointed at the hand towel. Following her directive, I knelt on the small piece of Egyptian Cotton, and watched on as Samantha lowered her dainty hand to her clitoris and began to masturbate.
A different side of Samantha emerged as she stimulated herself to climax multiple times. Making no attempt to hide the fact that she was a misandrist, Samantha informed me that she was consumed with controlling the men around her.
"In fact," she exclaimed excitedly, "I relish in the inevitability of work-place mistakes. I intend to butt-fuck any of my subordinates that mess up at work. They all know it too," she added proudly.
In between each release Samantha sipped on her wine, her intoxication becoming increasingly apparent with each passing moment. Finally, after a very vocal climax Samantha slumped forward and after a brief recovery period addressed me.
"Would you like to fuck?" Samantha asked, slurring her words as the alcohol surged through her veins.
I knew that she was fucking with me. However, under the circumstances, with my nuts aching and begging for release, I knew that I had to give it a shot.
"I would like nothing more, Samantha," I said candidly. "I have missed you so much."
Samantha let out an inebriated giggle, placed her wine glass on the floor by the side of the bed, and maneuvered herself into the doggy-style position.
"Come on then, stud," Samantha slurred. "Buckle up. Let's do this."
I rose tentatively from the small hand towel on which I was kneeling, and slowly approached her.
"Buckle up," Samantha repeated, the frustration in her voice more pronounced.
Apparently I wasn't doing a good job of concealing my confusion because Samantha looked directly into my eyes, and addressing me as if I was a moron, she simplified her instructions.
"Put my harness on you dumb ass," she said aggressively. "And let's fuck."
My hands were shaking as I tried to secure the leather harness around my waist. It was so emasculating being forced to wear a strap-on, particularly as the phallus bore the tell-tale signs of my saliva from where Samantha had made me suck it.
"Tuck your cock inside the leather waistband of the harness," Samantha instructed me. "And mount me from behind."
Once I was buckled up, I got onto the bed behind Samantha, and lined the tip of the strap-on phallus up with the entrance of her pussy. No further lubrication was necessary, and I slid deep inside her love-canal with minimal resistance. Once I was all the way in, Samantha issued her next instruction.
"Let's fuck, Mark. Give it to me."
Over the months that Samantha and I had cohabited, I had endured some pretty one-sided sexual encounters, but this one had to be the worst. As I increased the cadence and depth of my thrusts, Samantha became more vocal, and it was apparent that she was thoroughly enjoying getting fucked. At least one of us was getting their jollies from the encounter. It was doing not anything for me, and I felt only humiliation as I pounded into her with her wet panties hanging from my neck.
From my perspective, not only was the coupling mechanical and completely devoid of sexual pleasure, but as there was no fear of premature release or softening, it seemed like it would last until Samantha deemed herself totally satisfied.
Of course, that selfish bitch milked the experience for all it was worth, climaxing several times as I worked to pleasure her. As Samantha orgasmed again and again, my nuts ached and I slowly leaked pre-cum all over my stomach and her leather harness. By the time Samantha slumped forward on the bed and motioned for me to extract the strap-on phallus from her well-fucked pussy, I was sweating, both from the physical exertion and the torment of not being allowed my own release.
Samantha laid on her stomach for several moments, composing herself before she finally addressed me.
"Remove the harness, Mark," Samantha ordered me. "Then fetch a bath towel and a bottle of virgin olive oil."
Understanding that my fate depended on my 'obedience and attention to detail,' I unhooked the leather harness and then I swiftly descended the stairs into the kitchen and grabbed the olive oil. When I returned to the upper level of Samantha's home, I entered her bathroom and reached for a bath towel. Inexplicably, there was a container of Vaseline and a small plastic bottle of KY Jelly sitting on the counter-top, and I only hoped that they were to be introduced into the mix in the near future. I was out of my mind with desire and was desperate to bust a nut.
"Place the towel on the bed under my hand," Samantha directed, as I entered the bedroom.
Samantha offered me no assistance as I lifted her lifeless arm up and arranged the towel as instructed.
"Pour a healthy dollop of olive oil into the palm of my hand," Samantha intoned.
Her arm was hanging limply by the side of her body, hand upturned and wide open. I tilted the bottle of olive oil and a large glob landed in the center of her palm. I still wasn't sure of her intent but as Samantha slowly closed her fist, thereby coating the inside of it with the makeshift lubricant, I realized that she planned to humiliate me one last time.
"Decision time again, Mark," Samantha slurred. "I will permit you one last orgasm for old times' sake if you want. Or you can get the fuck out of my house right now. Your choice."
It wasn't even a choice as far as I was concerned. I had spent the last few hours in sexual torment and my nuts were aching for release. If I had a shred of my pride intact, I would have gathered up my shit and strode out of there like a man. However, over the years I had learned to take my release whenever offered the opportunity. Truth be told, I couldn't really imagine any scenario of my climax that would create less of a connection between the two of us. However, as Samantha laid prone on the bed, with her oiled hand closed into a tight fist, my decision had been made.



At least Samantha was looking directly at me as I nodded affirmation that I wanted to fuck her fist. Her eyes were glazed over, a combination of her inebriated state and her overall feeling of sexual satiation. I shuffled forward slowly, trying to figure out the mechanics of this handjob. A smile appeared on Samantha's face as she processed my capitulation, and she relaxed her fist slightly.
"Go on then, stud," she taunted. "Mount up. Fuck it like you own it."
Judging by the lack of co-operation on Samantha's part, this was going to be a very mechanical handjob. Her dainty fist was positioned at the wrong height for me to mount it comfortably, in either a standing or kneeling position. I settled for an awkward half-squat, struggling to maintain my balance as I sidled up to her greased hand. Once I had found a sweet spot in terms of my footing, I immediately felt discomfort in my knees, which wasn't surprising seeing as how I had been on them for much of the evening.
As soon as my glans made contact with the soft skin of her palm, I inhaled sharply. Despite Samantha's apparent lack of interest I was so worked up that I knew that this was going to be a very short-lived encounter. I eased my cock into the lubricated confines of her loose fist, and Samantha closed it around my shaft. Fortunately for me, Samantha had used the perfect amount of force to tighten her fist, and it felt just like a surrogate pussy.
"This is how I let John come most of the time," Samantha taunted me. "A lubed fist. Although with him it was mostly in the shower. I loved it when he blew his load all over the glass wall of the shower enclosure, knowing that he was required to clean it up afterwards."
I am not sure why Samantha felt compelled to ramble on about her subjugation of my nemesis, but as she detailed John's submission to her, it was apparent that she really was a man-hater.
"Of all the men I have pegged," she continued in a boastful manner, "John was the most enjoyable. That smooth-talking lothario cried like a little girl when I bent him over my desk. It was very satisfying to take his anal-cherry."
The mention of John's anal-cherry triggered a memory from within, and I immediately understood the significance of the bright red cherry emoji that had been next to his name in Samantha's journal.
As Samantha taunted me, there was a twinkle in her eyes, and her position of control seemed to elevate her state of arousal.
"Go on, stud," she mocked. "Fuck that fist. I haven't got all night. I have a date later with a real man."
It was the mention of Samantha with a real man that took me to the edge, and in an effort to maximize my pleasure I reached for her panties that were hanging around my neck and sniffed them. I just wanted some physical connection with Samantha as I approached my climax, and the aroma of her desire that permeated the silky undies was sufficient to get me off. With a final frantic thrust into her perfectly-formed fist, I let out a low moan of pleasure and exploded into her dainty palm.
"Pussy," Samantha said disdainfully, as I continued to fuck her fist in order to prolong my orgasm. "Panty-thief. Cuckold."
In an ideal world, I would have been permitted to enjoy a brief post-orgasmic moment, but Samantha had other plans. As she slowly opened her fist, revealing her dainty palm coated in a mixture of ejaculate and olive oil, she flashed me a grin and the twinkle returned to her eyes.
"Eat," she whispered seductively. "Good boy."
I flashed Samantha a quizzical glare, but the look in her eyes left no room for discussion, so I lowered my lips into the rapidly cooling mess.
"I almost poisoned you," Samantha said with a giggle, as I licked up my ejaculate and the olive oil from the palm of her hand. "I was going to use the Vaseline but luckily I read the instructions first. Who knew petroleum jelly was dangerous to ingest."
Silence had descended on the bedroom as Samantha watched me intently. The only sound in the room was the lewd slurping noise as I ate my load. It was virtually impossible to clean up Samantha's hand without making noise, such was the consistency of the viscous fluid.
"What do you think the CumSlut is up to right now?" Samantha asked in a mocking tone. "Maybe we should call her and let her know that you just put the wood to me? That dirty slut is probably on her knees sucking her lover's cock."
I knew that Samantha was just testing me. I had followed her directions to the letter, submitting to her as if she were the most important person on the planet. I had passed her test, and had fully demonstrated my obedience and attention to detail. Surely, I was off the hook.
Several minutes later, once Samantha deemed her hand sufficiently clean, she addressed me.
"Mark, you disgust me," Samantha said disdainfully. "However, you kept your side of the bargain, so your secret is safe with me. I promise I won't tell Lela that you stole my intimates."
"Thank you, Samantha," I whispered as I processed her words.
Samantha rose from the bed, walked over to her make-up table, and grabbed an almost empty perfume bottle. As she approached me she had a contented look on her face. Samantha spritzed the panties that were still hanging around my neck with her favorite scent and then handed me the bottle.
"Something to remember me by," she said with contempt. "Now get out of my house, you fucking cuckold. See you in the office tomorrow."
Samantha's commanding tone left me with no reason to pushback, so I left her house quickly, with her scented panties still hanging from my neck. By the time I reached my car I could feel my cock stirring in my pants, which had become my usual response to being humiliated. Lela was ensconced in a luxury suite in the local Hilton pampering another valued client, and I drove home with Samantha's intoxicating scent permeating my car.
When I got home I retreated to the sanctuary of my bathroom, and as I stripped naked to take a shower, I had the overwhelming urge to masturbate again. My decision to pilfer Samantha's pink Fendi suit and her silky intimates had cost me almost four thousand dollars, a protracted butt-fucking, and any remaining trust that Samantha had in me. At least I could enjoy a few clandestine orgasms before Lela returned in the morning.
I had the first one even before I entered the shower enclosure. Tossing Samantha's soiled panties onto the countertop, I lubed up and masturbated furiously, blowing my load into the crotch within sixty seconds. That took the edge off at least, and I ended up taking a long, hot shower. Once my physical needs were attended to, and I was showered with a full belly, my thoughts turned to the fucked-up dynamic that existed between Samantha, Lela, John and I.
I was in love with two women, one of whom regarded me with complete disdain, and the other who fucked anyone who could stump up the price of entry, namely six hundred dollars per hour. I closed my eyes trying to recreate the visual of a naked Samantha rotating slowly as she allowed me to feast my eyes on her perfect form.
I knew that I had made the wrong decision by leaving Samantha for Lela, but I also knew that it was irreversible. Samantha viewed me as less than, and Lela would probably hang herself if I decided to move on. I was stuck between a rock and a hard place, and there seemed to be no way out.
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Cursing myself for getting into this fucked-up situation, I entered my bathroom to take a piss and couldn't help noticing Samantha's soiled panties on the countertop. I still had several hours until Lela was scheduled to return home, and as I fixated on the semen-stained crotch of my ex-girlfriend's expensive intimates, I felt my cock twitch.
I don't know quite what possessed me to retrieve the pink Fendi suit from its hiding place under our stairs. However, it was still in the dry-cleaning bag and I ended up removing the plastic protective cover and hanging the suit from the top of my bathroom door. The mere visual of that beautifully tailored, pink, silk suit made my cock stiffen, and I decided that the fantasy would be more complete if I could smell the scent of Samantha's intoxicating perfume. To this end, I sprayed the Fendi suit with a copious dose of the fragrance. Then I knelt before the scented garments, imagining that I was in submission to Samantha as I jerked off.
After I blew my final load of the day, I repackaged Samantha's Fendi suit in the see-through dry-cleaning bag and stowed it deep under the stairs.
Lela returned early the following morning, six thousand dollars richer from her overnight stay in the Hilton with her high-valued client. I knew nothing about this guy, but judging by the way Lela breezed cheerfully into our home, he wasn't much of a sadist. Lela was freshly showered too, which was a welcome change from the way that she returned home from her periodic rendezvous with John.
I don't know if it was Lela's sixth sense, or if she somehow detected the faint scent of another woman's perfume, but she was immediately on the case.
"Did you have company, Mark?" Lela began innocently enough. "I can smell perfume in the air."
In retrospect I should have had a well-rehearsed story all ready in case of this line of questioning. However, as Lela picked up the aroma, she simply followed her nose the way a bloodhound latches onto a scent. Lela went to my bathroom door next, sniffing frantically as she sought to discover the origin of the fragrance. Truth be told, I could barely smell anything, but Lela headed off down the long hallway, following my exact path of earlier.
My heart sank when Lela stopped at the door to the under-stairs cupboard. I knew that I was cold-busted and it would be a matter of seconds before my wife emerged with Samantha's scented Fendi suit. Sure enough, as I watched her stoop down and disappear into the abyss of the long, low-lying storage area, I began to rack my brains for an excuse.
"This is what I smell, Mark," Lela said, the relief palpable in her voice as she emerged holding the dry-cleaning bag. "Thank fuck for that. I thought that you had another woman over while I was gone."
"I bought that as a surprise for you, Lela," I lied, thinking on my feet. "The woman at the Fendi store was wearing some really nice fragrance and I asked her what it was. She ended up giving me a bottle that was almost empty, and I saved it for you to see if you like it."
"That is so sweet, Mark," Lela said excitedly. "You are too good to me. I am a little sore right now but maybe later this week I will model it for you. The perfume too if that is what you like."
I felt like I had dodged a bullet with my quick thinking, and as Lela went to hang Samantha's old Fendi suit in her closet, I let out a sigh of relief.
About a week later, when I got home from work, Lela greeted me at the door wearing that pink silk suit. As I crossed the threshold to our home, Lela extended her arms out to give me a hug, and as we embraced I inhaled the intoxicating scent of Samantha's perfume.
"Are you wearing that perfume that I brought home, baby?" I asked Lela with a smile, as my cock twitched in my pants.
"Just for you, Mark," she responded playfully. "I had the suit tailored too," she added, as she stepped back to allow me to check her out. "You like?"
As Lela rotated slowly I checked her out, inhaling deeply to maximize my exposure to her fragrance. Lela was wearing matching pink high-heeled stilettos, and black Cuban-heel stockings which looked way too slutty to be paired with the Fendi classic. As I looked at the exquisitely fabricated, pink, silk Fendi suit, I had to smile. I am sure that when Karl Lagerfeld designed this particular piece, it was probably a timeless classic, a combination of luxury, elegance and detailed craftsmanship. However, as Lela showcased it in its modified form, hem shortened several inches, bust-line taken in so that her pert breasts were forced skyward, and the seat of the skirt tapered to highlight Lela's ass, it seemed less about luxury and more about sex. As she continued to twirl for me, I could see the outline of her garter-belt under the too-tight skirt, and I mused that only the CumSlut could make a two thousand dollar suit look cheap.
That said, this particular suit brought back lots of memories for me. Samantha had been wearing it the night that John and I walked her to her Maserati, and I got treated to a glimpse of her garter-belt straps. Samantha modeled it for me the first time we hooked-up, on the day of our big Class Action Lawsuit victory over Persil. In fact, I had bent Samantha over her home-office desk and fucked her in it. Later on in our relationship I had forcibly sodomized Samantha as she wore that Fendi classic. That pink, silk suit stirred a lot of good memories up for me, and I wanted to make some more.
"I love it, Lela," I said enthusiastically. "You look so hot."
"Just the reaction I was hoping for, baby," Lela whispered seductively, as she moved into my personal space and gave my cock a tender squeeze.
"Oh, you do like," she teased. "I am not wearing any panties, Mark, if you want to bust a nut inside me before we eat."
And just like she always did, Lela got inside my head, broke down my defenses, rendering me incapable of thinking about anything other than getting my rocks off. I followed her as she walked down the hallway to our master bedroom, her pink heels clacking as we entered the tiled floor of the bathroom. Lela knew instinctively what I wanted, and as we approached the counter-top she hiked the hem of her skirt up a few inches, and parted her legs so that it stayed at the optimal length to facilitate rear-entry. Flashing me a grin in the mirror, Lela placed the palms of her hands flat on the marble, leaned forward slightly, and invited me to fuck her.
"Take it, Mark," Lela whispered. "Whatever you want. I lubricated my pussy and my ass. They're both yours."
I didn't need a second invitation, and was already lowering my pants and sidling up behind my wife. As I grabbed the tip of my cock I had already made the decision to butt-fuck Lela. It seemed only appropriate, seeing as how the last time I took Samantha in this Fendi suit had been anally. Now it was Lela's turn to get sodomized wearing Fendi.
Lela had done a great job of self-preparation, and I can only assume that she had been wearing a butt-plug earlier to facilitate my entry, as I slid right inside her well-greased anal-cavity.
"Fuck yeah, Lela," I grunted as I got balls-deep. "That feels so tight."
"Oh, you feel so good, Mark," Lela responded. "Give it to me, baby."
As I began to rock slowly in and out of her anal-passage, Lela began to taunt me, knowing full well that her provocative words would excite me and enhance my climax.
"Thank you so much for the new suit, baby," Lela began. "I have a couple of clients that are just going to love me in it. One guy in particular, who likes to show me off at the Hilton hotel bar before we fuck. I have a date with him on Saturday night. Although, I need some classier lingerie to pair with this Fendi design. Maybe a matching pink garter-belt, instead of this black one. And some pink silk stockings. Maybe we could take a few pictures of me wearing this later, and I will text my guy to see how he wants me to accessorize it."
I could feel my sap rising as the CumSlut talked about the inevitability of her getting fucked by another man wearing this exact suit. I loved this woman and she was my life-partner, but at this moment all I could think about was another guy owning her ass, for six hundred dollars per hour.
"I am close, Lela," I said, well aware that we had been coupled for less than five minutes, and she was a million miles away from her own release.
"Blow your load inside me then stud," Lela responded. "Let's completely drain those nuts of yours tonight."
A few seconds later, as Lela mentioned the name of another client who would "probably appreciate the classic lines of this suit," I felt my nuts constrict. Then, ever the escort, Lela took me over the edge with a few well-chosen final words.
"If Phil would ever date me somewhere other than the back seat of his Lexus, I would totally wear this for him," Lela whispered seductively as we made eye-contact in the mirror. "Your brother has great taste in design. And he loves expensive toys. Like me."
It was the combination of hearing my brother's name, and Lela referring to herself as an expensive toy that made me blow my load. I knew that they fucked regularly in his Lexus, even parking on my driveway in the middle of the night to have sex, and the thought of Phil paying to use my wife took me over the edge. With a guttural roar I grabbed Lela's hips and thrust deeply inside of her anus, as I emptied my swollen nuts. Lela locked eyes with me, and continued to taunt me.
"Maybe I should talk Phil into buying a minivan," Lela whispered. "The back seat of that LC500 is really cramped, even with the convertible top down," she added with a giggle.
By the time I had stopped ejaculating inside Lela's asshole, my mindset had flipped one hundred and eighty degrees. No longer interested in hearing about my wife's extra-curricular sexual activities, I tried to change the subject. Lela wasn't having any of it though, getting her jollies from emasculating me.
"Pull out very carefully, Mark," she taunted. "You are not wearing a condom and I don't want to have to dry-clean this suit before I wear it on Saturday night. I can't show up on a date with traces of your semen on the back of my skirt. Not all men are cuckolds, you know."
A little later that evening, after a nice meal and a couple of drinks, Lela and I fucked again. It was a much more vanilla encounter, with both of us naked on the living room floor in front of the roaring fireplace, in the missionary position. I lasted a little longer the second time, due to the alcohol and the less-sexualized environment. However, Lela genuinely enjoyed breaking me with her words, and she couldn't resist a few well-chosen taunts to get me off.
After I climaxed we stayed coupled, and I basked in my post-orgasmic bliss.
"Stay inside me, Mark," Lela whispered as I gathered my composure. "I like to hear a man's contented heavy breathing after he has blown his load deep inside me."
As I contemplated the phrasing of her remark, I wondered if Lela allowed all of her lovers to bare-back her, presumably after submitting to her STI battery. Once I had regained control of my breathing, we began to talk. I wasn't in any hurry to withdraw from her warm, tight pussy, and Lela seemed comfortable, so we remained coupled as we chatted. Finally, after several minutes of small talk, I articulated what was on my mind.
"I was wondering, Lela," I began hesitantly. "Would you consider not wearing that Fendi suit on Saturday night?"
"Are you getting jealous, Mark?" Lela teased. "Don't want the CumSlut to wear her new designer outfit on a date?"
The truth was that my concerns were not rooted in jealousy, but rather in the possibility that Samantha might see Lela wearing her easily-recognizable pink Fendi suit. Lela's paramours enjoyed parading the CumSlut around in the bars of the Hilton and other high-end hotels in our small city. There weren't many luxury hotels in our area, and Samantha frequently dined with lawyers, district attorneys, potential clients, and even judges, in these select few bars and restaurants. How humiliating would it be for me if the two of them were to cross paths? Samantha dining with a successful business associate, while Lela sat at the bar all dolled up in Samantha's old Fendi suit, acting enraptured with her date, who was paying an hourly fee to completely dominate her.
"It has nothing to do with jealousy," I said candidly, electing to keep the real reason for my concern close to my chest. "It's just I bought that suit as a special gift for you, and I was hoping that we could have one outfit in your closet that is reserved for my eyes only."
"How cute," Lela said in a patronizing tone. "Mark gets one special outfit that remains unsullied by other men. You had that years ago when John bought me those unflattering Walmart sweats. You were the only man who ever saw me in those ill-fitting generic cotton pants," she added with a laugh. "Trust me on that."
"I am being serious, Lela," I said with a little more confidence. "One special outfit just between you and I."
"Like Tim and my Cheerleader Uniform," Lela blurted out, the alcohol reducing her inhibitions and causing her to fail to censor her words.
"Tim?" I asked quizzically. "Cheerleader Uniform? You lost me Lela."
I had never been in a functional, committed, monogamous relationship where both partners were equal, so I hadn't experienced the respectful dialogue that exists between two people in a normal couple. Both Lela and Samantha had always told me exactly the way things were, in an uncensored manner, leaving me to deal with my feelings as I processed the information that they had just divulged. Tonight was to be no different, and as I lay on top of my wife, my cock slowly becoming flaccid inside her, she dropped the bombshell with no attempt to soften the blow.
"Tim has my High School Cheerleading Uniform," Lela began impassively. "Tim Jacobsen. When we were going to school together he had a major crush on me, and even asked me out several times while you and I were a couple. I really didn't give him the time of day, especially as he was one of your best friends back then."
"My best friend, Lela," I said quietly. "Tim Jacobsen was my best friend in High School."
"Well, Mark," Lela continued coldly. "Your best friend hit on me constantly in High School, and told me repeatedly that he jerked off to the image of me in my Cheerleading Uniform. I was quite flattered actually, if you must know," she added, looking me right in the eye to gauge my reaction. "I even sent him a couple of selfies of me wearing it, for his spank bank."
"Lela," I groaned reflexively. "For fuck's sake, he was my best friend."
"A couple of innocent selfies are the least of your worries when it comes to Tim Jacobsen," Lela said with a giggle. "After I got hired by the Escort Agency I reached out to everyone who we went to High School with, and, as you know Tim responded immediately."
"I know, I know," I said impatiently. "You guys fucked twice in an hour the same day that you informed him of your new vocation. Why the fuck does Tim Jacobsen have your Cheerleading Uniform, Lela?"
"Well," Lela began in a coquettish manner. "From day one my encounters with Tim were centered around me wearing my Cheerleading Uniform. It was his thing. His fantasy fulfilled. Tim would get so excited that he got to fuck his dream girl dressed that way, and he often ejaculated inside me as soon as he got balls-deep. I tried to prolong the experience for him, as it felt disingenuous to charge him four hundred dollars for five minutes work. I would dance for him, gyrating my hips in an overtly sexual manner, almost like twerking. Once he was erect I would masturbate for him, or ride the Sybian machine until he was ready to fuck."
"Why are you telling me this, Lela?" I cried out in anguish.
"You need to know the context of our hook-ups to fully understand why Tim Jacobsen has exclusive rights to my Cheerleading Uniform," Lela said without any shame or remorse. "Shut up and listen."
Conditioned by John to be obedient, I lowered my head in submission and my wife continued to educate me on the ins and outs of her relationship with Tim Jacobsen.
"After I increased my rate to six hundred dollars per hour Tim expected more from me," Lela began candidly. "I could see the lust in his eyes as he handed over the cash at the beginning of each session and the intensity increased almost immediately. In his first session at the new rate Tim wanted to give me a facial, something he had always been too polite to demand before. A couple of sessions later he wanted anal sex. The following week, bare-back anal sex. As Tim's demands continued to escalate, I slipped into my submissive mode, which allowed me to agree to his ever-increasing perversions without any guilt."
"Jesus, Lela," I whispered in frustration. "Increasing perversions? What the fuck?"
"As you know from personal experience, Mark," Lela continued, her eyes locked on mine, "I am not opposed to the occasional golden shower, but this humiliating act became Tim's obsession. Every time he hired me we followed a predictable, almost scripted format. I would dress up for him in my Cheerleading Uniform, dance and cavort for him to telegraph my availability, then suck him off until he blew his load all over my face. As Tim recuperated, I would mount the Sybian machine and masturbate for his visual pleasure, offering him all kinds of sexual delights once he was erect again. Predictably, under the extreme sexual provocation, it was inevitable that Tim would develop a second erection, and once he was hard I offered him my ass. Bare-back, of course. Once your best friend was balls-deep inside your girl, he became obsessed with our relationship."
"Obsessed with you and I?" I questioned, seeking clarification.
"Our relationship," Lela responded. "Well, more specifically our sexual history. Tim asked me if you had ever fucked me in my High School Cheerleading Uniform, on more than once occasion as he butt-fucked me."
My heart sank as I processed Lela's words. Truth be told, I had never enjoyed any sexual activity with Lela while she was dressed in her Cheerleading Uniform. In its infancy our relationship was very innocent, and the thought of even making out with Lela until she was appropriately attired never ever occurred to me. I knew what her response was going to be before she even verbalized it.
"Hell no, I told him," Lela said emphatically. "The only other man that has busted a nut in me, or on me, while I was wearing this uniform is John."
Hearing John's name was another kick in the nuts, but inexplicably I felt my cock stir as it rested, nestled comfortably inside Lela's pussy. Lela noticed it too, and seized on the opportunity to emasculate me.
"Tim asked me if you or John had ever given me a golden shower while I was wearing my Cheerleading Uniform," Lela said slowly, enjoying the control she had over me. "Once I told him no, this became his new perversion. From that day forward Tim would butt-fuck me bare-back and then urinate all over me as I knelt before him dressed in my Uniform."
"Nice recap, Lela," I hissed, angry at myself for reacting to this sordid tale by getting erect. "You still haven't explained why Tim has possession of your High School Cheerleading Uniform."
"Once again your cock betrays you, Mark," Lela mocked, as she placed one hand on my ass and encouraged me to rock back and forward inside her. "Let's fuck and then I will tell you all about it. Maybe you can last long enough for me to get some enjoyment this time."
I was fully erect now and unable to resist her advances. Seemingly on autopilot, I began to slowly fuck Lela in the missionary position. Lela wrapped both of her toned legs around my lower back, moved her lips to my ear and began to whisper seductively.



"Tim doesn't merely have possession of my original High School Cheerleading Uniform, Mark," Lela taunted me as I picked up my pace and began to fuck her in earnest. "I granted him exclusive rights to enjoy me in it. I did order a replacement uniform from the Athletic Department of our old High School, as I get many requests for uniforms; school girl, nurse and cheerleader included."
"Exclusive rights, Lela?" I questioned. "What the hell does that mean?"
"I imagine it is pretty self-explanatory, Mark," Lela said condescendingly. "Just as you are requesting exclusive rights to my pink Fendi suit, Tim asked the same of my High School Cheerleader Uniform. All of the special men in my life should be able to select one outfit of their choice for their sole enjoyment, wouldn't you agree?"
"Special men, Lela?" I responded jealously. "You are my wife. Tim Jacobsen is an old High School buddy of ours who pays to fuck you occasionally. And you view us both as special men in your life?"
"Once a week," Lela said with a giggle, avoiding my line of questioning. "Tim and I fuck once a week. Besides," she added cheerfully, "there were other considerations that led me to give Tim that particular outfit."
"Other considerations?" I asked, as I continued to fuck Lela in the missionary position.
"More practical considerations," Lela responded, as she nibbled my earlobe. "It was just easier for me if Tim retained possession of it. It was embarrassing for me to take that crop-top and short pleated skirt to the dry-cleaners once a week, particularly as they would reek of his urine. Now Tim has to deal with that unsanitary errand."
I let out an involuntary whimper of arousal as I processed Lela's words. I was rock-hard now, fast approaching orgasm as I imagined my best friend in High School in line at the dry-cleaners, holding my wife's cheerleading uniform at arm's length, in an attempt to reduce his exposure to the stink of his own piss.
A few seconds later, as Lela whispered in my ear, I experienced a very powerful climax. Lela wrapped her legs tightly around my lower back and dug her nails into my flexing buttocks.
"You can have exclusive rights to my pink Fendi suit, Mark," Lela said magnanimously. "Sole enjoyment. For your eyes only. I won't wear that for any other man. I promise you."
As I composed myself and lowered my head to her shoulder, I heard Lela let out a moan of frustration upon realizing that she was going to be left high and dry, once again.
True to her words, Lela did completely drain my nuts that evening, and as we settled in for the night, I felt a strong connection towards her. I could feel Lela toss and turn as I started to drift off to sleep, and a few minutes later she left our marital bed. I heard the distinct sound of the Sybian machine being fired up, and mere moments later Lela's impassioned cries as she reached her first climax. I knew that I should have done the right thing and gone to offer her some assistance, but I had a full belly and an empty nut-sack so I allowed myself to fall asleep.
Lela kept her promise about the pink Fendi suit for several weeks. It occupied a special place in her closet, and I gave Lela the accessories that I had pilfered from Samantha. Of course, I never shared the origin of the garter-belt, stockings and matching panties with Lela, and she just assumed I had gone to Agent Provocateur and purchased them. Lela and I fucked regularly with her wearing Samantha's Fendi suit and all of the accessories. Once Lela was heavily scented in Samantha's perfume, I would close my eyes and imagine that I was balls-deep in my ex-girlfriend, and current boss.
I knew that Lela never wore that suit on a date because it was always hung in the same place, and I could check on its whereabouts whenever I felt the urge. By this time in our relationship Lela had also stopped hiding her client journal, and while it wasn't left out in the open, I was able to access it at will. Lela recorded the sordid details of every paid encounter, including exactly what she had worn. When I questioned her about this seemingly unimportant detail, she responded as if I were simple.
"Mark, wouldn't you expect me to wear something different each time, if you were paying six hundred dollars per hour for my services?" Lela said incredulously. "All men want variety. Well except Tim Jacobsen," she added with a giggle.
Having access to Lela's client journal was a mixed blessing. On one hand it enabled me to be certain that I had exclusive rights to the pink Fendi suit. However, it also fed my raging jealousy, as Lela was fastidious in her recollections of her dates. Understandably, I would occasionally read something disturbing that I couldn't unlearn, and I would obsess over the minor details.
Then, about six weeks after I gifted Lela Samantha's old suit, the inevitable occurred. Lela was not one to always keep a promise, and I came home one evening from work and she greeted me in the entrance hallway holding a large glass of red wine. Luckily for me, Lela was also dressed in her pink Fendi suit and all of its accessories. My cock stirred in my pants, coming to life immediately as I processed what delights were in store for me tonight. I lowered my briefcase to the ground, placed my cell-phone and car keys on the console just inside our front door, and closed the gap between us, inhaling Lela's intoxicating scent as I did so. Lela extended one arm to hold me at distance, and spoke assertively.
"Not tonight, Mark," Lela said coldly, as she handed me the wine. "I am going out tonight."
"Where are you off to, Lela?" I asked, my confusion surely registered all over my face, as I took a large swig of the Merlot.
"I have a date," Lela said without a hint of shame. "I wanted to tell you in person before I left, but I need to get my ass in gear, right now."
"Why are you wearing that outfit, Lela?" I whined. "You promised me that I had exclusive rights to that pink suit."
"My client requested a specific outfit, Mark," Lela continued, her irritation slowly surfacing.
"Just tell him no," I naively suggested.
"Ha!" Lela blurted out reflexively. "I don't think so, Mark. This is a man who doesn't take no for an answer."
My heart sank as I processed the fact that Lela was talking about John. Then I felt panic as I considered the likelihood that John would share the history of the pink Fendi suit with Lela. She would shit a brick if she knew that this suit once belonged to Samantha. In the last six weeks Lela had worn that ensemble numerous times for me, scenting herself in Samantha's perfume, before bending over something and then being taken by me with considerable force. Lela could not meet John tonight dressed as she was.
"John?" I asked rhetorically. "Are you meeting John, tonight?"
"Listen closely, Mark," Lela began condescendingly. "I could have snuck out of the house before you got home from work and you would have been none the wiser. For some reason John wanted you to see me dressed this way, and he instructed me not to leave home before you saw me. I have no idea why. However, I wish this childish competitiveness between the two of you would end. I am so fucking tired of it."
"Lela, please don't let John fuck you in that suit," I whined. "It is the only outfit in your closet that hasn't been soiled by another man."
Technically, I knew that wasn't the exact truth. John had defiled me in it, the night of my wedding to Lela. However, I had no plans to share the exact details of that humiliation with Lela.
"How about a compromise, Mark?" Lela offered. "I wear the suit to meet John and I promise to remove it before we fuck. It's more of a prank really," she added with a wry smile. "John thinks that it is absolutely hilarious that I am going to check into the Dolphin motel wearing a Fendi suit!"
"Hilarious, Lela," I said sarcastically. "The motel clerk will probably take one look at your expensive ensemble and waive the five dollar key deposit."
As previously stated, I had never been in a committed, monogamous relationship where both partners were equal. Lela had heard enough of my concerns and moved to shut me down.
"Listen, Mark," she said forcefully. "I am leaving to go and check myself into a seedy motel. Once I am on my knees inside the motel room, I am going to call John and invite him over. I am going to submit completely to your nemesis, offering him access to all three of my orifices, while I remain dressed in your special outfit. I imagine once his balls are completely drained, John will want to urinate on me, fouling your precious Fendi suit, to which you assumed you possessed exclusive rights. Learn to live with it. Suck it up."
"Lela, please," I said weakly, trying one last time to change her mind.
"Don't wait up for me, Mark," Lela said dispassionately. "Oh, and just for your information the motel clerk did waive the key deposit once and John sent me back to the office to pay it. You see John typically returns the key in the morning and redeems the five dollar deposit to buy his morning coffee."
I knew that the last remark was merely punitive, Lela's dig at me for having the gall to argue with her. There was no way that I could stop her leaving, and in less than twenty minutes Lela could potentially learn the origins and sordid history surrounding the Fendi suit and its expensive accessories. Lela unlocked our front door, and stepped over the threshold. This was an unmitigated disaster and it was beyond my control.
I reacted before I could even think about it. I raised the large glass of red wine and threw its contents directly at the waistline of Lela's pink suit, ensuring that I soaked both the jacket and the skirt. I didn't hang around to face the consequences either, bolting out of the open front door and walking briskly down our driveway as Lela's threats hung in the cool night air.
"You are going to fucking regret that, Mark," Lela yelled as I slinked off down the street. "I am going to make you pay dearly for that."
I was still wearing my work clothes, and felt a little conspicuous as I walked through my neighborhood in my suit. A few minutes later Lela sped by, apparently trying to avoid keeping John waiting for too long. I knew that the wine had stained both pieces of her Fendi suit, but I was confident that I hadn't messed up Lela's hair or make-up. It was an encouraging sign that she passed me after mere minutes, and I took it to mean that a simple change of outfit was all it had taken to get Lela back on track.
Once Lela passed me I returned home, looking forward to finishing the bottle of Merlot that Lela had opened. I knew that I was going to suffer the consequences of my actions, but I would deal with that another day. As I walked up my driveway I realized that my keys were on the console just inside my self-locking front door. I entered my property through the side gate, and went to the designated flower pot to retrieve the spare key.
Despite running late for her date with John, Lela had found the time to remove our spare key from its hiding place. She had also locked the side door to the garage, in which was hidden another spare key. I reached instinctively for my cell phone and then remembered that I had placed it on the console with my car keys. In addition, my wallet was inside my briefcase, which was sitting just inside my locked front door.
As I weighed my options, they seemed limited. With no access to my car, no cell phone, and no money or identification, I couldn't really go anywhere so I decided to sleep in the tool shed in my back yard. It was cold and drafty in there, but at least there was a single overhead light bulb, and an old transistor radio. Without my phone, iPad, or laptop, I couldn't even use the time productively by working. In fact, without my electronic devices I didn't even know what time it was and the minutes dragged by.
I cleared some tools from the top of a workbench to create some kind of resting place, but I didn't get much sleep as I slowly absorbed the reality of what I had done. In the morning I was dying for a piss, ending up urinating behind my shed, out of sight of any neighbors who happened to be looking from their second-story windows. I had access to an outdoor faucet, and drank some water as I waited for Lela to return.
Fortunately for me, the nature of my job enabled me to have a flexible schedule with regard to attending the office. Blessed with an almost photographic memory, my day to day assignment was research of legal precedent, and I worked from home a lot. This would at least spare me the embarrassment of walking to work in the same clothes that I had worn the previous day.
As the radio programming transitioned to the morning show, at least there were frequent updates as to the time. However, when eleven in the morning came and went, I started to worry as there was still no sign of Lela. I heard her car pull into our driveway shortly after mid-day. As I approached her driver's side door, any concerns that I harbored about confrontation immediately evaporated when I saw Lela's physical condition.
Judging by her pained efforts to exit her vehicle, Lela had been thoroughly abused by John. She couldn't walk unassisted, and I half-carried her to our front door. Once inside Lela indicated that she needed a hot bath and Epsom Salts, her faint squeaky voice barely audible as she struggled to communicate. I helped Lela out of her ripped and soiled lingerie, most of which we ended up later discarding. Once she was in the bath Lela asked me to leave her alone, and I reluctantly gathered up her clothes and left the bathroom.
The cuckold in me couldn't help inspecting the crotch of Lela's panties, and while there was a copious amount of dried semen coating the liner, I could also smell the distinct scent of Lela's arousal. In fact, the aroma of her vaginal secretions was all over her panties and the top of her stockings. Whatever physical and verbal abuse John had subjected Lela to, had caused her to self-lubricate.
I heard Lela emerge from the bathroom about an hour later, and she shuffled into the guest bedroom, locked the door and stayed in there until it got dark. I knew better than to engage her, but I did knock on the door a couple of times to see if she needed anything. Once she assured me that she just needed to rest, I left the house, taking her soiled Fendi suit to the dry-cleaners. I picked up some Sushi from the local Japanese market and headed home. I noticed several missed calls from Lela from the previous evening, and made a note to listen to them later.
Lela was in the living room when I arrived home, dressed in a large bathrobe and carpet slippers. She had her feet resting on an ottoman, and was clearly in a lot of physical discomfort. Her face lit up when she saw the Japanese market's shopping bag and as I began to lay the table she spoke.
"I took quite a beating last night because of your impulsive behavior," Lela began. "John detests insubordination and has warned me repeatedly that any disobedience on my part would result in corporal punishment."
"I am sorry, Lela," I said meekly, as I approached her.
"If you must know," Lela continued, "I am actually proud of you for taking a stand. That Fendi suit obviously has some deeper significance for you, and I was happy to see you grow a pair and fight back. However, there will always be consequences for our behavior and I have suffered because of your actions."
Lela reached out to me for help standing, and couldn't walk unassisted to the dining table.
"John marked me from head to toe," Lela said quietly. "He was quite brutal, and I loved every second of it. I don't know why submitting to that prick gets me so aroused, Mark. I am damaged goods, a dirty CumSlut."
I had seen this look of self-hatred on Lela's face many times in the past as she struggled with her demons and lack of self-worth.
"Time will heal your wounds, Lela," I said empathetically. "You just need to rest up, baby."
"Time will heal most of my marks," Lela said softly. "John beat my feet with a rattan cane until they almost bled. I am going to be limping for weeks. But they will heal over time. He sodomized me with a huge dildo too. I think I may have some rectal fissures. But they will heal over time. My nipples are bright purple from a protracted session with the clamps. I can't even wear a bra. But they will heal over time."
Lela seemed hesitant and tears welled up in her eyes, as she struggled to find the words.
"John left something on me that won't heal in time, Mark," she whispered shakily. "I am so sorry, baby. I just can't say no to him."
I must have telegraphed my confusion on my face, because before I could ask Lela what she was saying, she lowered her head and turned away from me. As her long, black hair fell away from the nape of her neck, I noticed that she had a large bandage on the back of her neck.
"What did he do to you, Lela?" I asked shakily. "What the fuck did John do?"
I rose reflexively from the dining table and walked over to where Lela was seated. As I looked on in horror, Lela slowly removed the dressing, and her modified tattoo came into my view. "Ratt's CumSlut" was now "John's CumSlut" clever artistry having been used to cover Ratt's name with a large white heart, upon which was inscribed John's.
"Did John force you to do this, Lela?" I asked angrily. "Did you sign a consent form and an age-verification document? Was the tattoo guy licensed and wearing gloves? Did you check his health certificate?"
As I peppered Lela with questions, she started to cry, so I backed off a little. I allowed her to gather herself and then she spoke.
"I wasn't forced to get my tattoo modified, Mark," Lela admitted. "It happened earlier in the evening before John got rough with me. He had me mount the Sybian machine and edged me for about an hour. I was so desperate for release that I would have agreed to anything. That was the deal we made. John said he would let me orgasm if I would get my tattoo modified slightly. After I agreed, John texted someone and a few moments later some loser gang-banger showed up with a tattoo gun."
"You didn't even go to a licensed tattoo shop, Lela?" I asked incredulously. "Did you know the guy that showed up at your door?"
"His name is Snake and I have seen him around," Lela admitted. "His crew hang out at the Dolphin motel running a small prostitution ring. I have seen his work before and was impressed with the artistry of it. It happened so quickly, I never had a chance to back out. Ten minutes later we were done."
I was lost for words. So many concerns were racing through my head, primarily health-based.
"Did he wear latex gloves, at least, Lela?" I asked in a concerned tone.
"Latex gloves," Lela said dismissively. "Mark, you are such a fucking pussy sometimes. You really have no clue where this is leading do you?"
"Enlighten me, Lela," I said sarcastically. "What happened?"
"Snake didn't wear latex gloves," Lela said coldly. "Snake didn't wear any latex at all, in fact. Even when John forced me to suck him off as payment for the artwork."
I had heard enough but Lela was just getting started. She got almost as much enjoyment out of telling me about her exploits as she did from submitting to dominant men.
"When Snake was done he applied some soothing balm to the tattoo and then applied a bandage dressing. As John watched on intently, Snake washed his hands in the motel sink and then approached me and asked me for forty dollars as payment for the tattoo. I told him that I assumed that John was paying for it, but John just shrugged his shoulders and left me out to dry. Snake runs a small prostitution ring so he views sex as currency, a legitimate way to pay for goods and services. I asked John if I could borrow forty dollars but he said he never brings cash on our dates."



"Jesus, Lela?" I said in an exasperated tone. "Why didn't you call me?"
"I called you five times, Mark," Lela said indignantly. "Each call went straight to voicemail and I begged you to call me back. Snake was fairly patient but after the missed calls he told me that this was where the rubber met the road. He had performed a service and he wanted payment."
"How did the subject of oral-sex come up, Lela?" I asked angrily. "Did you suggest it?"
I regretted my choice of words the second they left my mouth. Lela was a sex worker but she charged six hundred dollars per hour, and she didn't have unprotected sex with guys until they had submitted to her STI battery. There was no way Lela would offer to suck off some loser gang-banger for forty dollars.
"Of course not, Mark," Lela responded defensively. "John suggested it. I think Snake was willing to wait until the following day for his cash, given the fact that we had seen each other around the Dolphin fairly regularly. John offered me up to him on a platter."
"What did that asshole say, Lela?" I cried, as I felt the first tinge of arousal that comes from being a cuckold and hearing about your wife's extra-curricular activities.
"Verbatim?" Lela asked.
I nodded my head as my cock started to twitch in my pants.
"Why doesn't Lela suck you off as payment, Snake?" Lela intoned, the disgust evident in her eyes. "Would forty dollars buy oral-sex from one of your bitches?"
"Then what happened, Lela?" I asked, trying in vain to suppress my curiosity.
"As I watched on in silence, Snake and John negotiated the appropriate sexual payment for services rendered," Lela said quietly. "They agreed on a Klixen Blowjob and shook hands right in front of me."
"Did Snake shower at least before you sucked him off, Lela?" I asked, hanging on every word of this exchange.
"The showers at the Dolphin motel are rank, Mark," Lela said, wrinkling up her nose in disgust. "John and I never use them. Unless you count the golden shower that he gives me at the end of our session."
"So did Snake at least wash his cock in the sink?" I said, trying desperately to fight my growing erection.
"Once I knew that this was inevitable, I tossed him a pack of wet-wipes," Lela said. "Snake gave the head of his cock a cursory wipe."
"Then what happened, Lela?" I said as I adjusted my erection in my pants.
"As he got closer, Snake told me to kneel and I understood how he got his street name. The guy was hung like a horse even while flaccid. I ended up being on my knees for over thirty minutes as despite my best intentions it took forever to get Snake fully erect."
"Does Snake have some sort of erectile dysfunction?" I asked in an attempt to ascertain why Lela couldn't get him hard.
"I wish," Lela said dejectedly. "It turned out that Snake had just been sucked off by one of his own bitches and was still in his refractory period. John suggested that Snake enjoy my lips on his taint and that finally got him erect. Incredibly demeaning for me but John and Snake loved every second of it."
"Are you at all concerned about the possibility of catching something, Lela?" I asked quietly.
"I will test myself in the morning," Lela acknowledged. "However, Snake didn't seem to give a fuck. Maybe those guys don't worry as much as us."
"Those guys, Lela?" I asked with a certain degree of trepidation. "Gang-bangers, you mean?"
"Snake is black, Mark," Lela whispered. "I meant maybe black guys don't worry about STIs."
My heart sank as I processed her words. I could tell by the look on Lela's face that she was just as disappointed in the turn of events as I was. We both knew that John had engineered her first foray into interracial sex knowing full well the emotional distress it would heap upon our tenuous relationship.
"Did Snake make you do anything else, Lela?" I asked nervously.
"Not yet," Lela whispered shakily. "I told Snake and John that I was on my period and this had the desired effect. Neither of them wanted anything to do with vaginal intercourse. However, once Snake learned that he was my first sexual encounter with a black man, he asked me exactly when my menstrual cycle ended."
"And?" I asked, my voice breaking under the stress. "What did you tell him, Lela?"
"I told him next Thursday and he booked me for next weekend," Lela responded, unable to look me in the eyes. "It's Snake's birthday, Mark," she added wistfully. "I couldn't say no."
Even though I was disgusted by this latest revelation, my cock was throbbing with desire. Lela's sordid tale stirred the cuckold deep within me, and I moved towards her with a hopeful look on my face.
"I can't believe that you are hard, Mark," Lela said with exasperation. "You are such a fucking cuckold."
"I know that you are pretty beat up, Lela," I said quietly. "But do you think I could get a handjob? I will come quickly, I promise."
"Not going to happen, Mark," Lela said coldly. "I am in this sorry physical state because of you. John was so pissed after Snake blew his load and then bailed. He berated me for failing to wear his requested outfit, namely the pink Fendi suit. Then, after realizing that he couldn't even enjoy my services without exposing himself to a potential STI, John turned his attentions to his second favorite thing, and literally tortured me all night."
I tried to listen to Lela as she vented her frustrations, but I was consumed with my own desires, and just wanted to bust a nut. Unsurprisingly, Lela picked up on this, and with a look of pure contempt she removed her panties and threw them in my direction. I should have exercised some restraint, ignored my own arousal and listened to her latest horror story with some empathy. However, because I am a total pussy, I laid the panties on the ground in front of me, and unzipped my pants.
"It doesn't bother you that there are specks of blood in the liner of my silky thong, Mark?" Lela taunted me. "From where John sodomized me with a dildo."
I lowered my head in shame as I picked up the silky garment and wrapped it around my cock. It was my turn now to avert my gaze and as I began to stroke my shaft with Lela's panties, I couldn't stop myself from asking her the questions that I needed answered.
"What are you planning to do for Snake, Lela?" I began cautiously, hoping that Lela would accommodate me verbally, if not physically.
"As little as humanly possible, Mark," Lela said quietly. "I'm not even sure if my asshole will be available for Snake to enjoy."
I moaned quietly, conveying my appreciation to Lela for her verbal encouragement.
"Are you guys getting a room at the Hilton?" I continued, slowly stroking my cock with my wife's panties.
"For fuck's sake, Mark," Lela cried out in exasperation. "Are we really doing this?"
Lela reached for my favorite lube, tossed me the container and watched as I applied a copious amount of lubricant to my shaft. As I began to slowly masturbate, Lela resumed her taunts.
"If you must know, Mark, I am meeting Snake at the Dolphin Motel. He is bringing one of his bitches and he wants me to bring one of mine."
"From the Agency, Lela?" I enquired. "One of your co-workers?"
"Not quite, Mark," Lela said with a giggle, as she watched me increase the pace of my jerking motions. "Snake has instructed me to bring you. John told him all about your sexual servitude during school, and Snake is going to fuck your ass if mine is not healed."
I should have immediately pushed back, and told Lela to get fucked. There was no way in hell that I was going to watch Snake sodomize my wife in that filthy motel, much less that he was going to have the option of butt-fucking me if Lela was still out of commission. However, like the pussy cuckold that I am, I simply closed my eyes, imagined that black thug balls-deep inside my wife's anal-passage, and blew my load into the silky confines of Lela's blood-stained panties.
Sensing my moment of weakness as I emptied my nuts into her intimates, Lela pressed her advantage.
"Good boy, Mark," she mocked, as I jerked my cock furiously. "Does that feel good? Fuck my panties, baby."
A few moments later, as I recovered from my orgasm and my shame enveloped me, Lela detailed her expectations for me.
"You and I will meet Snake and his girl Thursday afternoon at a local coffee shop," Lela instructed me. "I will test them both for STIs first, although Snake has assured me his bitch is clean. Apparently she is brand new to the game, some young white chick who has fallen on hard times. In the meantime you had better hope that my ass is on the road to recovery. It is Snake's birthday and he has been very vocal about having access to all three holes."
"I am not sure about this, Lela," I responded quietly, trying to register my concerns.
"It's happening, Mark," Lela said firmly. "Get your head around it. If you make me proud, I will reward you."
And just like that, the same way that it always played out, it was settled. I got with Lela's program and tried to focus on my reward.
On Thursday afternoon Lela and I met with Snake and Crystal at a local coffee shop. I was struck by the youth and innocence of the young blonde, and noticed that she seemed to defer to Snake, speaking only when instructed to. It was evident that Snake was already in control of Crystal and Lela, and he seemed to have my submission as his next goal.
Snake asserted himself immediately as the Alpha Male, instructing me to fetch the coffees for the group. As I returned to the table, Snake ordered me to sit off to the side, on a height-adjustable bar stool that had been set in a low-slung position.
"Leave it, Mark," Snake said firmly, as I started to raise the height of the stool.
As I complied with his commands, Snake smiled at Lela and Crystal, and I couldn't help but notice that he wore a look of contempt that I had seen before on the faces of men who had cuckolded me. The three of them made small talk as Lela extracted her STI testing kit and drew a small vial of Snake's blood.
"I need to see your ID, Crystal," Lela said sweetly, as the young blonde fumbled through her purse for her Driver License. "Just to make sure that you are of the age of consent."
Crystal appeared flattered by Lela's comment and a smile crossed her face briefly as she emerged with her License between her fingertips.
"Mark, check Crystal's ID, please," Lela instructed, as she worked with the vial of Snake's blood.
Crystal and I briefly made eye-contact, and I was instantly struck by her youthful, natural beauty. At the same time, just before she averted her gaze, I saw the tell-tale signs of drug addiction, evident in her glassy eyes. Crystal was a beautiful young woman, but she was as high as a fucking kite. Taking the Wisconsin State Driver License from her slender fingers, I immediately realized two things. First of all, her real name was Mary and secondly she had just turned nineteen years of age.
"Mary is nineteen, Lela," I assured my wife. "Old enough to consent to a blood extraction and testing."
"And anything else that I desire from the dirty bitch," Snake said crudely. "And her new name is Crystal. I renamed all of my hoes. No prizes for guessing why this one is called Crystal."
"Take a photo of her ID," Lela instructed me, as she invited Crystal to hold out her arm so that blood could be taken for testing.
As I took a snapshot of her ID, Crystal extended her arm, and it was not lost on any of us that her hands were visibly trembling.
"This won't hurt, Crystal," Lela said calmly. "I will be very gentle with the needle."
"My bitch isn't worried about the needle," Snake said with a chuckle. "Crystal has other things on her mind, don't you girl."
With that proclamation hanging in the air, Snake waited until Lela had extracted a sufficient amount of Crystal's blood and then spoke firmly.
"Follow me to the restroom, girl," he instructed the young blonde. "I have exactly what you need."
A few minutes later a visibly relaxed Crystal emerged from the coffee shop restroom, approached me and smiled broadly. She had white powder around the entrance to her nostrils, and remnants of Snake's semen drying on her upper lip.
"Snake wants you in the restroom, Mark," Crystal said firmly. "Now."
I flashed Lela a terrified look, and she calmly nodded for me to follow the instructions of this gangster. My legs were shaking as I entered the restroom.
Snake was leaning against the countertop with a smile on his face, and his slowly-softening erection was visible in his baggy pants. As I processed the quid pro quo nature of their fledgling relationship, Snake addressed me aggressively.
"Your slut wife is going to get her first taste of black cock tomorrow," Snake began assertively. "At least in her pussy," he added crudely. "I am sure you know that Lela has already sucked me off."
Snake eyed me coldly trying to ascertain my level of fight. Immediately confirming my suspicions of John's involvement, Snake continued.
"John told me you wouldn't offer any pushback," Snake mocked. "Get on your knees, Mark."
Fear is a powerful motivator, and at this point I was scared to death of this black gangbanger. I couldn't believe that Snake was going to force me to suck his cock in a public bathroom, but I sank to my knees anyway. Once I was kneeling before him, Snake pulled a gun from his waistband and held the barrel against my forehead.
"Open your mouth," Snake ordered me.
Obeying him reflexively I parted my lips, and then I closed my eyes as I felt the barrel of the gun enter my mouth. My anxiety level skyrocketed and I felt my breathing quicken.
"Look up at me you fucking pussy," Snake said coldly.
I could see the complete lack of emotion in his dark eyes as Snake warned me of the consequences of disrespecting him.
"I know you think that you have some idea of who I am," he intoned quietly. "However, just so that you know exactly who you are dealing with let me make this crystal clear for you. Tomorrow is my birthday celebration and I plan to fuck the crap out of your wife. You are going to watch me use Lela for my sexual fulfillment and I expect you to be enthusiastic in your approval of my mistreatment of your wife. In fact, you and Crystal will be a birthday bonus for me. Any pushback or hesitation on your part and I will smoke your ass. Understand?"
I was shaking uncontrollably as Snake threatened my life, but I found the intestinal fortitude to nod my assent.
"Good boy," Snake said disdainfully. "Did Lela tell you that she sucked me off, Mark?" he continued, thoroughly enjoying the control he was exerting over me.
Again, one quick nod of the head gave Snake the affirmation he was seeking. I was breathing hard now, and Snake seemed to relish my fear.
"Did your slut wife tell you that she gave me a Rusty Trombone too?" Snake said with a sneer. "Lela gives a world-class rim-job, Mark."
Hearing that Lela's tongue had been inside Snake's asshole was a real kick in the nuts, but with the gun barrel still wedged deep inside my mouth, I had more pressing concerns.
"You and Lela need to get to the motel first tomorrow," Snake informed me as I breathed heavily through my nose. "Check-in, prepare the room, and for fuck's sake get that dirty shower looking spotless. Once you are done I want both of you to wait on your knees by the bed. Lela will be judged on her sexual performance but I will be closely monitoring your level of enthusiasm. You better make me feel as if you are honored for your wife to pamper me or there will be severe consequences. Understood?"
A final terrified nod of my head seemed to be the answer that Snake was looking for, and he slowly removed the barrel of the gun from between my lips.
"Pussy," Snake spat contemptuously, as he wiped his gun across my chest, leaving a trail of my saliva clearly visible on my shirt. "Cuckold."
With his final insults hanging in the air, Snake turned slowly towards the bathroom door, and sauntered through it to join Crystal and my wife. I remained on my knees, shaking profusely and hyperventilating, as I processed what I had just endured.
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It took me several moments to gain control of my breathing. Snake had triggered my body's "fight or flight" response, and my autonomic nervous system had taken control of most of my bodily functions. I was sweating profusely, hyperventilating, and was experiencing severe tunnel vision. My legs were shaking as I arose unsteadily to my feet and exited the men's bathroom.
To my relief, Snake and Crystal were no longer there, although the gangbanger had left me a reminder of the power that he intended to wield over me. Laying on top of the bill for our coffees was a single nine millimeter bullet. I had done research for numerous criminal cases involving gang members, and I recognized it immediately as a hollow-point round which made the ominous threat all the more terrifying. This particular type of hand-gun munition is designed to expand upon impact. The greater frontal surface area of the expanded bullet limits its depth of penetration into the target, and causes more extensive tissue damage along the wound path. Snake was signaling his intent to fuck me up if I didn't get with his program.
Lela and I were engulfed in stony silence as we drove back from the coffee house. I was in shock both at the revelation that my wife had eaten a black man's ass, and that my life was on the line if I wasn't sufficiently enthusiastic the next time Snake defiled Lela. Finally, as the thought of Lela's tongue inside Snake's black asshole consumed me, I could no longer contain myself.
"Did you give Snake a rim-job, Lela?" I blurted out.
"John forced me, Mark," Lela responded despondently. "You know what an asshole he is. After John offered me up to Snake as payment for my tattoo, John informed Snake that the Klixen Experience encompassed a protracted worship-session of the cock, balls and perineum. Upon hearing this, Snake turned his back on me, dropped his pants and gave his undercarriage a thorough clean with the wet-wipes. John informed Snake that I was a filthy CumSlut and would probably eat his ass too, if he got it squeaky clean. It was so humiliating to watch that dirty gang-banger run the wet-wipe along his ass-crack in expectation of a rim-job."
"Then what happened, Lela?" I said, my voicing cracking under the strain.
"Once Snake was done wiping his ass, he turned to face me, and removed his pants and underwear," Lela whispered. "Like I told you before, he took an eternity to get an erection, despite my best efforts. Once he was hard, it was still a mammoth effort on my part to empty his nuts. This effort included rimming, worshipping his perineum, and stimulating his prostate with the tip of my tongue. It wasn't until I gave him a Rusty Trombone that he blew his load."
The following day it was with a good deal of trepidation that I parked my car in front of the Dolphin Motel. Even though my vehicle is not an exotic by any means, it stood out among the dilapidated rust-buckets that were scattered around the parking lot. Snake had given Lela specific instructions for his birthday treat, and I felt like a complete pussy as I gathered up the helium-filled balloons and followed Lela into the motel office to get checked-in.
Checked-in was a euphemism, as this particular establishment didn't require any of the usual safeguards associated with arriving at a place of temporary accommodation. Lela wasn't expected to provide identification, a credit card to cover incidentals, or even the license plate number of our vehicle, as the parking lot had a few abandoned cars. In fact, as Lela handed the balding, middle-aged, overweight desk clerk two crisp twenty dollar bills in exchange for the room key, he smiled broadly and magnanimously waived the key deposit of five dollars.
A few moments later, as we entered room 46 of the Dolphin Motel, and my eyes adjusted to the dimly-lit environment, I realized that this place was even more disgusting than Lela's description. Even with my shoes on I could feel the stickiness of the worn carpet as I traversed the room. I couldn't hazard a guess at the last time this room was thoroughly cleaned, and my head was spinning as I processed the amount of bodily fluids that must have been expelled in order to make this floor so rank.
The shower enclosure was even worse than I had imagined. John had told me on more than one occasion that he and Lela never used the facilities in that bathroom and I understood why. It took me about an hour, but using bleach and a heavy-duty scouring pad, I finally got the shower looking somewhat respectable.
"Snake wants us to wait for him on our knees," I informed Lela, as I arranged his birthday balloons in one corner of the room.
"You're kidding right, Mark?" Lela said angrily. "I thought those days were behind us."
"Just kneel, Lela, for Christ's sake," I said in exasperation. "Snake may be a black gangbanger but he is calling the shots today. The quicker we get with his program the better off we will be."
Several minutes later, as Lela and I knelt in silence at the foot of the bed, Snake and Crystal stumbled into the budget motel room, their intoxication clearly evident. The two of them seemed to be feeling no pain, and Crystal had the glassy-eyed look of a girl who was as high as a kite. Snake ambled over to where Lela and I were kneeling, relishing the control he was about to exert over the two of us.
"Crystal, get naked," Snake ordered the young blonde.
Apparently no stranger to taking orders from Snake, Crystal began to undress right in front of Lela and I. It was an incredibly erotic sight to watch the nubile teen shed her clothes, seemingly without inhibition. I felt my cock stiffen involuntarily in my pants as I took in the sight of Crystal's lithe frame, and I knew that Lela had noticed.
As visually stimulating as Crystal's young body was, she also bore tell-tale signs of physical abuse. There were fresh cane marks across her pert ass, and burn marks on her breasts that were consistent with cigarettes being extinguished on her. Snake watched me intently as I eyed his property, and once he ascertained that I was sexually aroused he issued his next commands.
"Crystal," Snake began firmly. "Why don't you help Lela out of her clothes? I want the two of you to shower together. Get each other warmed up for me. And make sure you are both squeaky clean."
As I watched on jealously, Crystal slowly disrobed my wife, the two of them putting on a seductive show for Snake. Stopping occasionally to exchange a tender kiss, Crystal stripped Lela down until she was wearing only her silky panties. The teenager lowered herself to her knees in front of my wife before sliding Lela's underwear down her freshly-shaved legs.
"Lela's panties are soaking wet, Snake," Crystal said enthusiastically, as she showed him the crotch which was slick with my wife's vaginal secretions.
Once my wife was butt-naked Crystal tossed Lela's silky panties in my general direction, eliciting a giggle from Lela. Snake called me a pussy, and then the two women headed off to the shower. A few moments later, I heard muted giggles as they soaped each other up.
Snake removed his handgun from his waistband and in one fluid motion pulled the slide back, thereby ejecting the round that was chambered. The single hollow-point nine millimeter bullet landed on the carpet right in front of me, a stark reminder of the threat of physical harm that Snake posed to me. Maintaining eye contact with me, Snake removed the tattered Gideons' Bible from the top drawer of the bedside table and laid his gun on top of it. If his intent was to garner my undivided attention he had succeeded. Breathing heavily, I watched with anticipation having made the decision to obey his every wish.
"Strip to your underwear, Mark," Snake instructed me. "I want your wife to witness your arousal as I make her my bitch."
I was shaking as I disrobed, the powerful motivating factor that fear provides causing adrenaline to surge through my veins. The second I removed my socks I felt the sticky carpet on my bare feet. As I continued to undress Snake retrieved a bag of dried rice and began to sprinkle it on the carpet at the foot of the bed. Nothing will get the jizz out of this carpet I mused, as I watched him spread a copious amount of the rice. Once Snake deemed his work done, he issued his next command.
"Kneel," he barked. "On the rice. I don't want you to enjoy this too much."
I was familiar with this old-school Catholic punishment, having dated Lela from a young age. Even though this barbaric penance had long been abolished, Lela's parents and grandparents had all attended Catholic schools. They had shared tales of enduring the humiliation that accompanied the discomfort of kneeling on dried rice for prolonged periods of time. According to the older generations, the idea was that the person ends up reflecting on their wrong-doings whilst withstanding great physical suffering, much like Jesus or Christian martyrs had to bear.
Truth be told, as I lowered myself onto my knees I wasn't overly concerned about the impending physical discomfort. I felt that I had a high tolerance for pain and could surely handle the same punishment that Catholic school kids had endured. However, the thought of having to watch my wife take her first black cock was far more disconcerting. John had molded Lela into his own personal fuck-toy over the years, before eventually transforming her into the dirty CumSlut that she now fully embodied. Even though multitudes of men had taken all kinds of liberties with my wife, Lela still had limits. As I knelt there reflecting on my part in this sordid tale, I realized that one of these long-respected limits was about to be violated. Lela was about to get used by a black man.
There was still the occasional giggle emanating from the shower enclosure as Lela and Crystal prepared each other for Snake's enjoyment. Finally, after several minutes the water stopped running and I could hear my wife and Crystal whispering in the bathroom. Snake was sitting on the bed now, engrossed in his phone as he waited for the two women to join him.
When Lela and Crystal finally emerged from the bathroom they were both completely naked, their freshly-shaved pussies glistening with some recently applied body lotion. They locked eyes with Snake, lowered their heads slightly in unison as a gesture of respect, and then approached him seductively, holding hands.
We were in a very modest motel room, and the confines of the space meant that Lela and Crystal had to walk right past where I was kneeling. I briefly made eye-contact with the two of them, and while Crystal's eyes had the familiar glassy look associated with recreational drug use, Lela's were positively sparkling. I knew that Lela harbored equal parts resentment and revulsion at the thought of being a black man's party favor, but I had to hand it to her. She was the consummate professional when it came to being an escort. In fact, the smile on her face gave Snake the impression that my wife was thrilled and honored to be permitted to serve this man.
Lela smiled briefly at me, but upon seeing the wet-spot in my undies as my erection jutted lewdly within their confines, this smile turned to a look of contempt.
"Pussy," Lela said disdainfully, much to the amusement of Snake.
"Cuckold," Crystal added derisively, her glazed eyes struggling to comprehend my part in all of this.
It was right after Lela and Crystal passed me that I inhaled the aroma of their collective arousal. That wasn't body lotion that was glistening around the entrance to their pussies, but rather vaginal secretions. Whatever they had got up to in the shower had warmed them both up sufficiently for the main course, and I could tell that Lela was in a high state of arousal.
I am not sure what kind of conversation Lela and Crystal had engaged in prior to them approaching Snake, but it seemed as if my wife was content to follow Crystal's lead. Snake was sat on the edge of the bed, knees wide apart as if to invite the two girls to kneel between them. Crystal took her position on one side of the black gangster, and parted her legs to signal her availability to him. Lela stood on the opposite side of Snake, in a similarly wide stance. In an overt show of control, Snake inserted the middle finger of one hand deep inside Crystal's well-lubricated love passage. Then, as if to assess my level of pushback, he did the exact same thing to my wife, using his other hand.
Once he was buried to his knuckles in both women, Snake issued his next instructions.
"Dance for me, bitches," he said lewdly. "Shake that ass."
Crystal and my wife began to shimmy and shake while impaled on Snake's middle fingers. Lewd squishing sounds emanated from their wet pussies as Snake began to finger-bang them both. I wasn't a particularly experienced lover, but even I knew that most grown women probably hadn't been fingered since their early forays into sex as young adults. At best this was an adolescent sex-act, but as Lela and Crystal were both undeniably wet, under the circumstances they were willing to perform for Snake.
I am not exactly sure why I got so turned on by the visual, but my cock was throbbing in my underwear. At some point the rice started to mildly irritate my knees, but I found some relief by resting my hands on the floor to remove some of the weight from my kneecaps.
The scent of Lela and Crystal's desire permeated the air of the small motel room, emboldening Snake who announced that he was ready to fuck. It didn't seem like there was going to be any extended fore-play, and Snake merely removed both fingers from their willing pussies, and told them to kneel by his side. Lela and Crystal sank to their knees in unison and Snake stood up from the bed. Crossing his arms in front of his body, he spoke firmly.
"Suck my fingers clean," Snake ordered, as the two women lowered their mouths obediently to his middle digits.
Of course, now that his arms were crossed, Lela and Crystal sucked each other's vaginal fluids from Snake's extended middle fingers. After a few seconds exercising his control over the girls, Snake stood briefly to remove his pants and underwear. Sitting back down on the bed, naked from the waist down, he motioned towards my wife.
"You first, Lela," Snake ordered her.
Lela complied with Snake's commands, getting to her feet and approaching him as he sat on the bed. Spreading her legs apart so that she could mount him, Lela gracefully climbed atop the tip of his cock, and slowly lowered herself onto it. It was quite apparent that Lela was soaking wet as she took Snake's cock inside her. As Lela impaled herself on his mammoth tool, I sensed that Snake was penetrating her more deeply than I ever had. In fact, Lela shared with me later that it was far deeper than she had ever experienced before. Lela told me that Snake's cock was actually hitting new places inside of her, and before he was balls-deep inside of my wife, she elevated herself and hopped right off.
"I am sorry, Snake," Lela said in embarrassment. "I misjudged this situation completely. I need to re-think my birth control choice."
As I watched on forlornly, Lela reached inside her wet pussy and extracted her diaphragm. As it emerged from her vagina it was quite unappetizing, covered as it was with spermicide and Lela's vaginal secretions.
"Holy shit," Lela exclaimed with a giggle. "There's a first time for everything, and I have never had to remove my cervical cap before."
"Crystal, give Lela's contraceptive device to Mark," Snake instructed the young girl. "I guess we are proceeding without birth control."
Obeying her man reflexively, Crystal took my wife's slimy diaphragm in her dainty hands and passed it to me. As I removed the palm of my hand from the floor, some of my body weight was transferred back to my knees, and I let out a yelp of discomfort.
"Mark is just starting to comprehend the ramifications of kneeling on rice," Snake said with a smirk on his face. "You are in for a long night, buddy."
"Can I have another hit before we fuck?" Crystal practically begged Snake.
Snake let out a chuckle, presumably amused by the amount of control that he enjoyed over Crystal. Removing a small vial of white power from his shirt pocket, Snake sprinkled a liberal dose on to his cock-head, which was slick with my wife's vaginal secretions. Snake watched on intently as Crystal licked the methamphetamine from his glans, pausing only when instructed to by the black gangster.
"Make sure you share with Lela, you greedy bitch," Snake admonished Crystal.
With that rebuke issued, Crystal apologized to her man, and even though drugs were probably the very last thing that needed to be introduced into this rapidly deteriorating situation, Lela took the bait and lowered her lips to Snake's cock. For the next few minutes, as Lela and Crystal alternated sucking Snake's cock, the black man continued to sprinkle methamphetamine over the tip of his penis. Lela occasionally made eye-contact with me when it was Crystal's turn to fellate him, and I watched as her eyes gradually glassed over as she succumbed to the side effects of the drug.
Truth be told, drugs were definitely the last thing that Lela needed right now. She was already on the edge of her comfort zone, about to have sex with a black man for the first time. Crystal's soft caresses in the shower had warmed my wife up, rendering her more receptive to Snake's advances. However, the introduction of pharmaceutical assistance could only lower her defenses, which could not result in anything good happening. My wife had already foolishly decided to remove her birth control.
With a cursory nod of the head from Snake, Lela remounted his massive cock, lowering herself more freely without the physical restrictions of the diaphragm. I heard Lela let out a little gasp of pleasure and then she immediately cursed herself for doing so. It seemed like my wife was truly committed to not having an orgasm with this man, and I silently applauded her resolve.
As I watched Lela compose herself, I realized that she was fighting a losing battle. No amount of effort on Lela's part was going to overcome the physical stimulation that Snake was providing. Lela knew what the right thing was for our marriage, but Snake's huge black cock just felt so fucking good.
Once he was balls-deep, Snake allowed Lela to compose herself and then politely asked her if she was ready. My wife nodded her consent although the disbelief that she had just given a black man the go-ahead to fuck her was palpable. Snake started to thrust into Lela very slowly at first, allowing her to gauge the ramifications of getting fucked by such a large cock.
"I feel so full," Lela blurted out. "So completely and divinely stuffed."
Snake flashed me a derisive glance, and began to fuck my wife with slow, rhythmic strokes ensuring that Lela could feel some brand-new sensations in her pelvic area. Crystal remained on her knees basking in the glow of her latest high until Snake snapped her out of it by slapping her face firmly.
"Lick my nuts, Crystal," Snake ordered the young girl, as she maneuvered into a position that appeared to be extremely uncomfortable for her.
Of course, the only thing that mattered to the young drug addict was the steady supply of methamphetamine that her body needed just to function. For this reason, Crystal contorted herself so that she could worship Snake's nuts without interrupting his coitus with my wife.
Crystal started to lick and kiss Snake's nuts as he continued to thrust into my wife. Snake let out a whimper of appreciation as Crystal pampered him. This was shortly followed by a moan of pleasure from Lela, as Snake's cock swelled inside her under the additional stimulation from Crystal. Lela began to bounce up and down on Snake's impressive member, using her calves as leverage as she transitioned from her passive state to a far more engaged one. Lela put her hands around the back of his neck and clasped them together for extra balance as she rode him. Snake moved his huge black hands to Lela's ass cheeks and pulled her into him as they fucked.



Lela had a choreographed process when it came to having sex with clients for money, and she focused solely on the pleasure of the paying customer. Of course, her submissive nature meant that under the right stimulation she could achieve orgasm, but Lela mostly tried to get the client off. As Lela continued to ride Snake, I could see that her focus slowly changed from trying to get this man off, to her own needs. I knew that she didn't want to come with a black cock inside her, but I could also see that the deep, rhythmic impalement felt too good to ignore, and I knew that Lela was on the road to orgasm.
Lela later shared that she had tried to suppress the upwelling of pleasure, but no matter how hard she fought it she knew that her climax was inevitable. At one point, Lela leaned into Snake and kissed the side of his face, which encouraged him to increase the pace of his thrusting. Snake also pulled Lela towards him, further stimulating her clitoris as it ground into his pelvis.
Snake started to fuck my wife with purpose now, seemingly immune to the magic tricks of the two young women. Even as Crystal moved her lips from Snake's balls to his taint, and was sucking this most sensitive area trying to get him to empty his nuts inside Lela, Snake was completely in control of his body.
Lela really didn't want to come with this black cock inside her, but her resistance was futile and finally she resigned herself to the inevitable. Lela leaned into Snake, tenderly kissed his ear and started telling him what a fucking stud he was. This emboldened Snake and he began to thrust more deeply into Lela with a noticeable increase in his tempo. Crystal tried to maintain her attention to Snake's taint, but in the end she merely extended her tongue allowing the tip of it to brush Snake's huge black nuts as he pounded my wife.
Lela's first orgasm ripped through her and she let out a yelp of pleasure. It appeared as if she had never experienced such a relentless, sustained fucking, and it was clear that Lela felt her second orgasm build almost immediately. I knew that Lela was pissed at her body for betraying her, but there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. Snake continued to pound Lela as she climaxed and she involuntarily called out his name, before lowering her head in shame.
Snake gripped Lela's tight little ass, his large black hands asserting ownership over my wife as she became putty in his hands. I knew that she hated herself for succumbing to his sexual prowess, but as I watched her ass-cheeks flex, I could see that she was fast approaching her third orgasm, no matter how hard she fought it.
Lela was fighting it, she later assured me. Trying to walk the fine line between thoroughly enjoying getting fucked, and not allowing this smug black man the pleasure of hearing her cry out his name again. Snake continued to grab her tight little ass-cheeks and grind her clit on his pelvis. He was hammering away but not even breathing heavily. Apparently, his role as the local pimp entitled him to an inordinate amount of pussy, and he was an extremely difficult man to get off.
The rice was really starting to bother my knees now, a sort of slow-burning cumulative annoyance that morphed from mild discomfort, to dull pain, and was now entering the moderate pain phase. It wasn't helping matters that I was still holding Lela's diaphragm in one hand, reducing my ability to shift some weight from my knees. No wonder wayward school children toed the line after being subjected to this cruel punishment.
Snake whispered something in Lela's ear and they briefly stopped fucking.
"If you want to put your wife's birth control on the floor while we change positions, you may," Snake said magnanimously, as Crystal made no attempt to stifle a giggle. "That should alleviate some of the discomfort but you will owe me one, though."
I really didn't want to be in the position of owing Snake anything, but the pain in my knees had intensified to the point that I couldn't think of anything else. So, electing to deal with this immediate hurdle, I let the diaphragm fall to the carpet, and shifted some of the weight to my free hand. The relief was palpable, as the misery inflicted by the dried rice moved back into the arena of mild pain.
Snake stood up slowly, with my wife still impaled on his huge black cock. After stabilizing himself, he spread his muscular legs further apart, and began to slowly rock inside Lela while standing in front of me. Crystal didn't need any coaching or instruction, but simply scooted back a few inches, and turned her attention to his asshole. There are a lot of nerve endings around the entrance to a man's anus, and Crystal knew exactly how to navigate this sensitive area. I did notice Snake stiffen up when Crystal's soft lips began to kiss his butthole, and judging by his trembling legs he was obviously experiencing tremendous pleasure. However, it didn't distract him from his task at hand which was making Lela cry out in pleasure again.
Lela's attempts to deny Snake the pleasure of breaking her were in vain, and my wife cried out again as Snake probed the full depths of her vaginal passage. Lela had lost any semblance of pride now, and screamed Snake's name as she came all over his cock for the fourth time. Snake brought Lela to three more climaxes, each more vocal than the last and evoking more jealousy from me as I watched on forlornly.
Finally, Lela slumped forward onto Snake's chest and snuggled into his neck, resting her lips on his earlobe.
"I have had enough, baby," Lela whispered into the black man's ear. "I am done. Completely and utterly satisfied."
Snake slowed his pace, but remained balls-deep in my wife as she struggled to catch her breath and compose herself. A few moments later, Lela looked directly into Snake's eyes and moved in slowly for a kiss. I think Lela's reflexive response was probably just her getting caught up in the moment, but after a quick peck on the lips, Snake and my wife began to kiss very passionately. Lela was clearly enamored with Snake, and it appeared that he had completely cured her of her aversion to black cock. After several moments of open-mouthed kissing, Snake lowered himself to his knees and Lela dismounted him. Once he was back on his feet, Snake instructed the two young women to kneel in front of him. I could see my wife's juices glistening all over his cock.
"Why don't you dirty bitches clean me up?" Snake instructed them. "And then I am going to fuck Lela's ass," he added crudely.
It was a very erotic sight watching those dirty bitches, as Snake had so eloquently addressed them, lick the vaginal secretions from his huge black cock. Until, that is, I remembered that I was legally married to one of them. Lela was very exposed as she leaned forward to attend to Snake, and I could clearly see her clitoris poking its way out from between her legs. Lela's sex was puffy and red, which was not surprising considering the pounding it had taken. Her inner-thighs, ass and much of the upper part of her legs were slick with her juices. Even if you hadn't witnessed Lela's submission to this black man, you could tell she had been well and truly fucked by the state of her pussy.
Once Snake was satisfied with the initial clean-up, he placed one foot on the bed. This allowed the girls better access to his nutsack, and they enthusiastically licked that clean too. At one point Lela tried to lick Snake's ass-crack clean, but he denied her access to that particular area.
"Let's save rimming for your hubby," Snake said derisively, eliciting giggles from both of the young girls. "I am quite sweaty back there."
Looking directly at me, Snake then addressed my wife.
"Do you want analgesic lube with a condom?" Snake asked Lela. "Or bare-back?"
I could see the delight in his eyes as he leveraged his power over me, and I had to avert my gaze when Lela replied.
"I want you to fuck me bare-back, baby," my wife invited him. "I want you to blow your load inside my asshole."
With that provocative offer on the table, Lela climbed on top of the bed, assumed the doggy-style position and wiggled her ass seductively, as if inviting Snake to butt-fuck her. It didn't take long for Snake to sidle up behind my wife, and a few seconds later, he was balls-deep in her anal-passage. Crystal knelt between Snake's parted legs, eased his buttocks apart, and lowered her lips between his ass-cheeks in order to rim him. Reaching behind himself, Snake pushed Crystal away from his asshole.
"Do you want to join in on the fun, boy?" Snake said dismissively, as I writhed around uncomfortably on the dried rice.
Truth was, licking Snake's sweaty ass-crack was just about the last thing that I wanted. However, given the difficult choice between enhancing Snake's experience or remaining in my current torturous position, I spoke up, maybe a little too enthusiastically.
"Yes, please," I said, regretting my choice of words the second they left my lips. "What do you want me to do?"
"Crystal, switch places with the cuckold," Snake ordered her.
Crystal had apparently had some first-hand experience with kneeling on dried rice because she seemed unnecessarily fearful of her upcoming fate.
"Snake, please," she begged. "Let me stay here and help Lela get you over the edge."
"On the rice, bitch," Snake responded aggressively. "I like watching you suffer."
I tried to stand, but after a prolonged period on my knees it was very uncomfortable to straighten my legs. The relief was palpable and immediate, the second I got off that god-awful dried rice. I brushed my knees quickly, and then closed the short distance between Snake and I on all fours. I contemplated that being forced to kneel on dried rice was the perfect solution for recalcitrant school children, because there was no evidence that corporal punishment had been administered, and the pain subsided the second that the session ended.
Snake must have felt my breath on his buttocks as I knelt nervously behind him, because he addressed me firmly.
"Spread my ass-cheeks apart, boy," Snake ordered. "Start with a very tender licking of my rosebud."
The second that I flicked my tongue across the entrance to Snake's black ass he tensed up reflexively, and I heard my wife giggle.
"Move with me, boy," Snake instructed, as he began to slowly butt-fuck my wife. "Wrap your arms around my waist if you need to."
It was demeaning for me to have agreed to eat this black ass in order to get some respite from the dried rice. However, it was particularly degrading when I extended my arms around Snake's hips and locked my hands together just below his belly-button. It was as if I were desperately hanging on so that I could rim Snake as he butt-fucked my wife. His ass was quite sweaty from his previous exertions, and coated in my wife's vaginal secretions from where she had climaxed all over him as she rode him in the cowgirl position.
"Go deep, boy," Snake commanded me as he spread his muscular thighs apart to facilitate my access. "Stimulate my prostate with the tip of your tongue."
Despite my humiliating predicament, I had to respect Snake's stamina and self-control. Under the sustained stimulation that Snake was enjoying, I would have blown my load a long time ago. He continued to butt-fuck my wife as I treated him to an extended deep rimming session. Snake let out the occasional involuntary whimper of pleasure as I flicked the tip of my tongue across his prostate gland. However, for the most part he kept rhythmically pounding Lela's asshole, and when he began to spank her and verbally berate her, it was my wife who was back on the road to orgasm.
Predictably, under the combination of physical and verbal abuse, Lela quickly climaxed, heaping more humiliation on me, as she cried out in ecstasy.
Finally, after a protracted butt-fucking session with my wife, Snake slowed his pace and announced that he was ready to enjoy his orgasm now. I withdrew my nose from between his sweaty, muscular buttocks and sank to my knees behind him. I didn't know what my part in Snake's impending orgasm would be, but I was prepared to do absolutely anything to avoid getting back on the dried rice.
"Oh, baby, that was incredible," Lela cooed, as Snake looked at me with contempt. "I am completely satisfied. It's your turn now, baby. How would you like to come, Snake?"
"Tenderly," Snake responded. "No porn star stuff. Let me make love to you and Crystal as if you were my girlfriends."
I hadn't taken Snake for a gentle lover but apparently that is what he needed to bust a nut. Lela grabbed a large blanket and two pillows, placed the blanket on the floor and laid on her back resting her head on one of the pillows. My wife slid the second pillow under her butt-cheeks, so that her pussy was slightly elevated.
"Come on then, baby," Lela quietly invited Snake. "Make love to me in the classic couple's position, missionary style."
Snake seemed aroused by Lela's soft approach and sank to his knees in front of her. He then laid on top of her in the missionary position and eased slowly into her well-lubricated pussy. Snake began to make love to my wife tenderly and they kissed passionately, as I watched on forlornly. It was immediately obvious that Snake preferred gentle lovemaking to the porn-star experience he had been offered by Crystal and Lela. Snake was balls-deep in my wife, and they were kissing and rocking gently on the blanket she had laid down for them.
"Tell Crystal to join us, Lela," Snake whispered between tender kisses.
I could see the palpable relief on Crystal's face as she arose from her kneeling position atop the dried rice. There wasn't much furniture in the budget motel room, but Crystal removed a long mirror that hung on the back of the bathroom door, placing it next to Snake's side to improve his visual stimulation.
Then Crystal laid down next to Lela and began to gently kiss the side of Snake's neck. Lela was whispering sweet nothings into his ear as he slowly fucked my wife. Lela and Snake continued to french-kiss as Crystal sucked and nibbled on Snake's ear, the two young women working lovingly on his pleasure just as if they were his girlfriends. It seemed as if Snake's orgasm was secondary to them. If it happened, it happened. They just wanted to convey their love for him through gentle touch and sweet whisperings. Once Snake started to tremble with anticipation they knew it wouldn't be long before he succumbed to their seductive pampering.
Snake slid in and out of my wife's tight, wet pussy and let out another whimper of pleasure. I noticed he kept looking in the mirror, obviously enjoying the sight of the two of them tenderly servicing him. My wife and Snake resumed their kissing although it lacked the frantic energy of before, resembling a soft-core love scene. Snake rocked in and out of Lela very slowly, enjoying every thrust instead of mechanically pounding, like when he butt-fucked her. My wife wrapped her legs around Snake and continued to kiss him softly, while Crystal was whispering in his ear that she loved him, and couldn't wait for her turn to make love. As they continued to offer Snake loving encouragement, the two young women held hands, their manicured fingertips intertwined.
After a few minutes Snake stopped abruptly, which was a sure sign that he was close to orgasm. He tried to play it off as if he just wanted to switch partners, but the girls knew he was close. As directed, my wife unwrapped her legs from around Snake's back, and he withdrew from her, as Crystal laid down on the blanket awaiting her turn. Once she was in position, Crystal extended her dainty hand and guided Snake's slick dick into her equally wet pussy. Snake resumed his methodical love-making, taking turns kissing the two young women, as their eyes never broke contact with his.
My wife got up on her knees next to Snake's ear and began to offer him some verbal encouragement.
"Go on, baby," Lela cooed seductively. "Enjoy Crystal's tight, wet pussy. You own it."
Snake's ass was tensing and flexing with pleasure now, so my wife moved behind him. As he fucked Crystal, Lela laid her long hair across Snake's black ass, positioning herself so that he could see her in the mirror. Then, looking him right in the eyes, my wife began to tenderly lick his asshole. Snake made love to Crystal for a few more moments as my wife lovingly rimmed him, then suddenly he let out a loud groan and abruptly stopped again.
"I am close, girls," Snake announced, shakily. "Lela, I want to come inside you," he added. "Tell your hubby to suck my nuts while we fuck."
Crystal let out a giggle as she helped Snake withdraw from her wet pussy. Snake entered my wife, letting out another whimper of pleasure as Lela raked her nails across his muscular ass.
"You heard the man, Mark," Lela said firmly. "Lick and suck Snake's swollen black nuts until he blows his load inside me."
Once Snake was balls-deep inside my wife, he elevated his ass, arched his back, and spread his knees apart. This facilitated my access to his jet-black nut-sack, which was indeed quite swollen under the extended sexual provocation of the two young women. Snake slowly fucked my wife as I alternated between licking and sucking his balls. Crystal was kissing his neck and ears, whispering words of encouragement in an attempt to get her man off. A few moments later, under the intense stimulation provided by the three of us, Snake arched his back, let out a satisfied grunt, and unloaded his swollen balls deep into my wife's pussy.
I could feel Snake's nuts convulse in my mouth as he emptied them, and I kept sucking until he finally stopped thrusting into my wife. As soon as Snake was done, and our mission was accomplished, I almost spat Snake's black nuts out of my mouth. I hated having to service this black bastard for his amusement, although when he suggested that my enthusiasm seemed to be waning, I refocused my efforts as I didn't want to be back kneeling on the rice.
Snake kept me there for almost ten minutes, licking, kissing and nibbling his slowly deflating scrotum, as he whispered sweet nothings into my wife's ear. Whatever aversion Lela had to black cock had been completely cured, and as I pampered Snake's nuts and taint, I heard him extract all kinds of future concessions from my wife. Finally, Snake slowly withdrew his softening cock from Lela's pussy, the squishy sounds leaving no doubt that she had enjoyed it every bit as much as him.
Snake had deposited a copious load deep inside my wife's vaginal cavity. As Lela got unsteadily to her feet, semen dripped from her well-fucked snatch, adding to the mix of secretions embedded in the fibers of the carpet. Snake had their combined juices all over his cock and balls, and as he looked at me expectantly, I was dreading the thought of being forced to perform clean-up duty. To my relief, Snake seemed to have other plans for his bitches.
"Let's shower, girls," Snake said cheerfully, as Crystal and my wife awaited his next instructions.
Even though it was emasculating to watch the powerfully-built man enter the bathroom with his large black hands all over my wife's ass, I was grateful for small mercies. Namely the fact that I had been spared the indignity of kneeling on the rice while the three of them cleaned up.
Several minutes later, Crystal emerged with just a towel on, apparently still under the influence of her drug of choice. She smiled knowingly as we listened to Snake and my wife frolic in the shower. Occasionally Lela would squeal excitedly, and even though I tried desperately to fight it, my cock slowly hardened.
"You like that, baby?" Crystal whispered, as she applied hot-pink lipgloss to her teenage lips. "Another man enjoying your wife? Is that how you get your jollies? Being cuckolded?"



Despite my protestations my cock betrayed me, stiffening under the unmistakable sounds of Lela getting spanked in the next room. Crystal seemed empathetic to my current situation, and with a seductive smile she allowed the towel to fall to the ground, exposing her lithe, teenage frame. Moving into my personal space she addressed me in a sultry tone.
"Would you like some hand-relief, Mark?" Crystal asked with a giggle. "Doesn't seem fair to leave you high and dry after what you have just witnessed."
Swallowing hard and nodding my head slightly, I watched as the young girl reached into her purse and emerged with a small tube of Vaseline.
"This is between the two of us," Crystal cautioned me, as she tugged my underwear over my erection and pulled them down around my ankles.
Crystal applied a copious amount of the petroleum-based lubricant to my rigid cock, before issuing me another warning.
"Not a word to Snake," she whispered. "He will fuck you up if he finds out. He can be extremely territorial when it comes to his bitches."
In contrast to the porn-star experience that Crystal and my wife had gifted Snake, the young girl started to give me a very tender hand-job. I think we both knew that I wasn't going to last long, and Crystal seemed determined to make my orgasm as enjoyable as possible, under the circumstances. With a devious smile she picked up Lela's silk panties from the floor, and hung them around my neck. They smelled intoxicating, coated as they were with a combination of Lela's favorite perfume and her vaginal secretions.
Despite being relatively new to the business, Crystal knew exactly how to coax a load out of a man, even inviting me to play with her breasts. I toyed with them cautiously, not wishing to cause her any discomfort as some of the cigarette burns looked recent. I couldn't hide the perturbed look on my face, and Crystal seemed grateful for my concern.
"You are sweet, Mark," she whispered. "Don't worry about me. I have a high tolerance for pain. Besides, Snake only punishes me when I fuck up. Eventually I will learn what he expects from me."
"You deserve better, Crystal," I said quietly. "A beautiful young woman like you deserves a real man."
A flash of appreciation briefly crossed Crystal's youthful face, followed immediately by a look of self-doubt. I had seen that look many times before on Lela's face, as she referred to herself as a dirty CumSlut.
Crystal ran one hand under my nut-sack, her dainty fingers toying with my swollen nuts and my perineum. With her other hand she increased the cadence of her hand motions. Smiling sweetly at me as we made eye-contact, I felt my nuts constrict and knew that I was getting close to my release.
"Would you like to come in my mouth, Mark?" Crystal offered, knowing exactly what to say to accelerate my orgasm.
Teasing aside, it was a pleasant and unexpected surprise when Crystal lowered her lips to my cock-head. Enjoying the control that she had over me, she planted several tender kisses on my pulsating glans, transferring her lip-gloss with each peck. Closing her lips over my throbbing cock-head, Crystal began to gently squeeze my nuts as she jerked me off. A few seconds later, as she looked up at me and winked, I ejaculated inside her warm, moist mouth. It was a powerful orgasm, although I kept my vocals to a minimum for obvious reasons.
Right after I blew my load, I heard the shower turn off. Upon realizing that she couldn't spit my semen into the sink or toilet, Crystal grabbed the side of my face, and gave me a sloppy, open-mouth kiss, thereby transferring the contents of her mouth to mine in the process. Snowball complete, Crystal hopped to her feet, covered her upper body with the towel, and skipped into the motel bathroom to help my wife dry Snake.



        The Bully Pt. 21

        Snake and his crew defile my wife with Bukkake party.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-bully-pt-21

Title: The Bully Pt. 21

Author: RegularGuy2020

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Snake and his crew defile my wife with Bukkake party.

Tags: interracial sex, submissive female, dominant male, bastinado, cuckold, bukkake, caning ass

Series: The Bully


I knelt there in disbelief, my underwear around my ankles, and mixed emotions swirling through my head. I had just experienced a profound climax but had no time to bask in the post-orgasmic bliss. Lela's soiled panties hung from my neck, and my slowly-softening cock had a combination of Vaseline and Crystal's hot pink lipgloss all over its head.
"Are you ready to go again, Snake?" I heard Crystal ask playfully, as the two women attended to the black gangbanger in the confines of the small motel bathroom. "Can we have another hit?"
I can only assume that Crystal and my wife consumed their next dose of drugs from Snake's cock, because he ordered them both to kneel and there was a lot of playful banter. I got up slowly from my knees, removed my wife's panties from my neck and pulled my underwear back up. A few moments later I heard the group heading my way, and Snake exited the bathroom naked, with Crystal and my wife in tow. I was mesmerized by the battered state of his honed torso, covered as it was with several scars. I guess being shot or stabbed was an occupational hazard of being a drug-dealer and a pimp, and Snake certainly showed the evidence of his battle-hardened street life.
"Hit the road, cuck," Snake said aggressively snapping me out of my trance. "Your day is done here. I will drop your slut wife off after I am done using her. Beat it!"
It was an ignominious dismissal, one which evoked a giggle from the two young women as Snake openly fondled them.
"Oh, baby, did you come in your underwear while we were in the shower with Snake?" Lela inexplicably asked me. "Couldn't you control your urges any longer?"
I lowered my gaze reflexively and began to gather up my clothes.
"I think Mark jerked off while we were drying you off, Snake," Lela reiterated, as I shuffled towards the motel door. "That cuckold has been rock-hard ever since you first laid your hands on me. It turns him on immensely to witness other men using me. His cock is now flaccid and he has a huge wet spot in his underwear."
I had reached the door by now, and extended my hand to unlock the safety chain.
"Not so fast, boy," Snake said menacingly. "Did you jerk off while I was in the shower?"
It was an impossible situation for me to be in. I couldn't deny the fact that I had enjoyed an orgasm, but at the same time I wasn't going to tell this black gangbanger that Crystal had sucked me off. My silence was self-incriminating, and my heart sank as I pondered the ramifications of my climax.
"The cuckold has been disrespectful to you, Snake," Crystal added, as she flashed me an evil smile, her eyes glazed over from the drugs. "You should punish him. Leave your mark on him. Give him something permanent to remember you by."
I have no clue what triggered the attitude transformation in Crystal. Twenty minutes ago she had lovingly sucked me off and now she wanted retribution for whatever reason. More than anything else in the world I just wanted to get the fuck out of that motel room. However, between the two of them, Lela and Crystal had put Snake in the position where he had to punish me in order to save face.
"What punishment seems appropriate for this lack of respect?" Snake asked rhetorically. "Crystal apparently wants something permanent."
"I meant no disrespect," I began hesitantly, before Snake raised one huge black hand to silence me.
"The damage has been done, Mark," Snake said sternly. "We are just deciding the punishment. What are you thinking baby?" he asked, turning his attention to Crystal. "A tattoo? A few cigarette burns?"
I stole a glance at Snake's handgun, resting as it was on top of the tattered Gideons Bible. I was closer to it than Snake and yet his aggression and physicality prevented me from making my move.
"A tattoo is certainly permanent," Crystal said with a giggle, her words emerging excitedly after her most recent hit of methamphetamine. "And I know from experience that cigarette burns hurt like a motherfucker. It would be entertaining to watch Mark suffer through it. I can go to the liquor store and buy a cigar if you really want to ramp things up."
I was sweating profusely now, the mere thought of Snake using a lit cigar to punish me in front of my wife making me feel nauseous. Snake was having his own physical reaction to his subjugation of me, and his penis slowly stiffened, and then fully hardened under the titillation of dominating me.
"Can we have another hit while you decide the fate of the cuckold?" Crystal asked excitedly.
I'm not sure if Snake's bitches regularly ingested Crystal-meth from his cock-head. However, as he nodded his consent, Crystal emptied the contents of a small vial onto Snake's glans and my wife and Crystal knelt before him, taking turns to lick the powdery substance from his erect cock.
The three of them were clearly experiencing the euphoria of a high. Snake's was brought on by the thrill of my submission, while Crystal and Lela's were chemically induced. Pure adrenaline was surging through my veins, as I once again struggled with my automatic 'fight or flight' response. A chilling silence descended upon the room and for a few moments all I could hear was my heavy breathing.
"I am leaning towards giving the cuckold a tattoo, Lela," Snake said authoritatively, shattering the silence, as the two young girls knelt before him. "I owe you twelve hundred dollars for your companionship, Lela. How about we use the good, old-fashioned, barter-system and I mark your man for life? Maybe a picture of a black man fucking a newly-wed, white girl in her bridal lingerie? I could tattoo a massive tramp-stamp on Mark's lower back in exchange for the cash I owe you, Lela."
I was petrified of this hardened gangbanger by this point. Snake was undoubtedly a skilled artist, and probably had his tattoo gun readily available. I didn't have the intestinal fortitude to fight back, and I had already made my decision. If Snake wanted to impose his will on me and place a huge mark of ownership on my lower back, I was going to submit to him.
Fortunately for me, it was Lela who interceded on my behalf. Using her well-honed manipulation skills in exactly the same manner as she had done with Danny Marshall, my wife began to flatter Snake.
"First of all, stud," Lela whispered coquettishly, as she placed a tender kiss on the tip of Snake's ebony cock-head. "I want to comp the two hour session for your birthday. It's your special day and under the circumstances it wouldn't feel right to change you for what just transpired. You made me feel like no other man ever has, or likely ever will," my wife added with a giggle.
Snake flashed me a look of contempt as my wife knelt before him heaping praise on his sexual prowess.
"Furthermore," Lela added, as she looked up in adoration at the powerfully-built black man. "When I do eventually hire you to permanently mark the cuckold, I would want us to spend considerable time together, both on the design and placement for Mark's maximum humiliation."
Snake nodded agreeably before steering the conversation back to my punishment.
"Mark has wronged you, Snake," my wife continued. "He disrespected you by jerking off when you were in the shower. Obviously he deserves to be punished. I have a rattan cane in the trunk of my car," Lela shared, as I looked on in disbelief. "You could punish Mark with that. The effects are not permanent but will last at least a week if applied with sufficient enthusiasm."
"Great idea," Crystal chimed in agreeably. "Make the cuckold fetch it. See if he has the balls to face his punishment or if he runs away."
"Ok, we are decided," Snake said authoritatively. "Mark, go and wait in your car. Since my birthday session is complimentary, I am going to get balls-deep in your slut wife one more time. When I text you, retrieve the rattan cane from your car and get your sorry ass back in here."
As soon as I got out of the motel room I had the overwhelming urge to run. However, once I was in the car and my adrenaline levels began to normalize, I realized that running away merely delayed the inevitable. Snake felt that I had disrespected him and was going to punish me, whether it was today or the next time he caught up with me.
I have no clue what Snake did to Crystal and Lela while I sat nervously in the front seat of my car, but that asshole made me wait for almost ninety minutes before texting me to return. During that anxious period, I was offered drugs on three separate occasions and a prostitute even asked me if I wanted a date. Upon learning that I was waiting for Snake, the gangsters left me alone but it seemed very sketchy. Finally my phone dinged, and I held it aloft with shaky hands to read Snake's instructions for me to return to the room.
I grabbed the rattan cane from Lela's bag in the trunk and shuffled unwittingly towards the room. When I entered, Snake was sitting in the one chair in the room, naked except for his Calvin Klein silk briefs. Lela and Crystal were stark naked and were kneeling at his feet.
"Put the cane on the table and strip naked, Mark," Snake ordered me. "I want you on all fours on the bed facing Lela."
My hands were shaking so hard I could barely undo the buttons on my shirt. As I slowly disrobed, the three of them watched on dispassionately, which increased my level of self-consciousness. Once I was naked, I climbed onto the motel bed and got on all fours. Snake waited for several moments, before resting his large hands on the shoulders of the two naked women, and using them as leverage to extract himself from the chair.
"We decided twelve strokes of the cane is the appropriate punishment for disrespecting me," Snake said calmly, as I began to swallow hard. "I am assuming that you will take your punishment like a man. However, you can transfer any number of them to your slut wife if you wish."
Picking up the rattan cane from the table with some degree of flair, Snake performed several practice strokes. Each time the instrument of torture cut through the air, there was an ominous swooshing sound. Finally, Snake maneuvered into his desired position and raised his hand skyward. I was determined to make Lela proud of me and to take the blows with stoicism, so I locked eyes with her and gave her a half-hearted smile.
The first stroke of the cane landed just below my buttocks, causing me to lurch forward and cry out like a little girl. I think it was more the shock of being whipped that made me react that way, because initially it wasn't that painful. Snake had obviously done this before because he waited for several seconds before raising his hand again. This temporary break allowed the sensation of pain to emerge and suddenly my upper-thighs felt like they were on fire.
"One," Crystal intoned without any trace of emotion. "Eleven to go," she added, as if she was somehow helping us keep score.
Judging by the various burn marks across Crystal's breasts, Snake was no stranger to inflicting pain. However, nothing could have prepared me for the ruthless accuracy with which he wielded the rattan cane. The second stroke, which he managed to land on the precise same spot as the first, amplified the pain, causing me to howl in anguish.
"Two," Crystal said in her monotone voice. "Ten to go."
Tears started to well in my eyes and Lela gradually became out of focus. I averted my gaze from her, humiliated by the fact that my manhood was being stripped from me. Snake seemed to be thoroughly enjoying himself and took his time with the third stroke. He ran the tip of the cane across the two existing welts on my upper-thighs, in a perverse sort of caress. Strangely enough the contact with tip of the cane felt reassuring, as I knew as long as the instrument rested on my flesh, it could cause me no further distress.
A moment later I felt the tip break contact with my leg and the third stroke was duly administered. I don't know how much caning experience Snake had, but somehow he managed to strike me in the exact same spot, and the sensation of agony was overwhelming. I screamed out in pain, and tears began to flow freely down my face.
"Three," Crystal drawled, as if the whole affair was boring her. "Nine to go."
I was hyperventilating by this point, sweating profusely and looking for any possible exit strategy. I knew deep in my heart and soul that there was no way that I could endure all twelve strokes. Maybe I could suffer through eight? Or at least half of the punishment? At some point, the coward in me was going to prevail, and I was going to "cry uncle," thereby transferring the remainder of the punishment to my wife. I tried to justify it too. Lela had created this situation. She was a fucking CumSlut who had got herself indebted to Snake over a tattoo. Furthermore, the stupid bitch had inadvertently triggered my beat-down by informing Snake that I had enjoyed a clandestine orgasm. If I needed any more justification that Lela should endure the remaining strokes, I only had to remind myself that she had a much higher pain threshold than I did.
When the fourth stroke landed square on the sole of my upturned left foot, it not only amplified the pain level, but solidified my desire to exit this beating immediately. It took my breath away to the point that I couldn't utter a sound. I simply lowered my head in submission and attempted to get some air into my lungs.
"Four," Crystal said without empathy. "Eight to go."
It was one of the defining moments of my life and I failed the test miserably. Even as I uttered the words I knew I would regret them forever. It was as if they all knew that I was broken too. Snake laid the cane on the bed, the brief respite allowing the pain to surge through my rapidly-reddening sole. Crystal watched me intently, trying to figure out if this stroke would be my last, or if I could possibly take one more. The look of disappointment on Lela's face was the worst, as she processed the fact that I was tapping out, leaving her to endure the remainder of the punishment.
For a brief moment I managed to gain control of my faculties. The pain subsided slightly and I decided that I could endure one more stroke. I owed it to my wife. I needed to be strong.
I watched with trepidation as Snake picked the cane up from the bed. Telegraphing the fact that the next stroke would be to my left foot, he ran the tip of it across its sole. I heard the words before I spoke them. In a moment that I would regret forever, I broke under the threat of physical violence. It was a plea that I will never forgive myself for.
"Snake, please," I begged. "I have had enough."
"You are a fucking pussy, Mark," Snake bellowed. "You disgust me. Go and kneel next to my other bitches."
I couldn't look Lela in the eye as I got up from the bed and limped gingerly over to where Crystal and my wife were kneeling.
"You are up, Lela," Snake said with a smirk. "Assume the position. Face the bathroom door."
I watched forlornly as Lela got onto the bed and maneuvered herself into the doggy-style pose. She was looking towards the bathroom door, which meant that her ass was facing me.
"Arch your back, slut," Snake ordered. "Spread your knees wide apart."
Once Lela had obeyed his directive, her hair spilled down her arched back, and she waited silently for Snake to inflict the remainder of my punishment. Lela responds favorably to pain and humiliation, and under the circumstances it wasn't surprising that she began to self-lubricate.
Snake was in no hurry, and he picked up his phone and walked towards the motel door. Opening it slightly, he stood on the threshold, lit a cigarette and began to text. I felt the cool evening air waft into the room and chill my naked form. At some point Snake turned his back on us and Crystal shuffled closer to me as we knelt by the chair.
"I enjoyed sucking you off, Mark," Crystal whispered. "It was exciting doing it behind Snake's back. The prospect of danger made me very wet."
"Be quiet, Crystal," I said in a barely audible voice. "You are going to get me killed."
It was evident that Snake couldn't hear our brief exchange, and Lela was preoccupied by her current predicament, which seemed to embolden Crystal.
"I am not lying, Mark," Crystal assured me, as she ran one of her dainty fingers between her labia. "Look."
Thrusting a visibly wet finger into my face, Crystal sought to assure me that she had been aroused. I ignored her, fixating on Snake as he stood with his back to us, smoking as he texted. Crystal kept her secretion-coated digit right in my face before inexplicably wiping it on my upper lip.
"I am hot for you, Mark," she whispered. "I want us to fuck sometime."
I managed to shuffle away from the crazy bitch before Snake turned around and walked back into the motel room, closing the door and locking its security chain. He barely looked in our direction, preferring to focus his attention on Lela. Picking up the rattan cane, Snake ran it across Lela's upturned soles in an ominous forewarning of what was going to happen. Snake seemed to be in no hurry, and was enjoying the psychological torture of my wife as he circled her slowly, running the cane across her naked form.
Watching another man take ownership of my wife was very arousing to me. In addition, Crystal's vaginal secretions were spread all over my upper lip, and under the aromatic assault I felt myself slowly getting erect. I tried to fight it but Crystal moved closer to me, and every time Snake turned his back to us, she raked her manicured nails across my naked buttocks.
As the minutes dragged by, Lela's anxiety increased exponentially, and I could see that she was breathing heavily. Under Crystal's sustained teasing my pain slowly subsided, replaced by an erection and pangs of guilt as I pondered switching places with my wife.
Before I had a chance to do the right thing, there was a knock on the motel door. Snake released the security chain and two heavily-tattooed gangsters entered the dingy motel room. One was carrying a couple of pieces of rope and the other guy had an industrial looking broom.
"Bastinado, boss?" one of them asked knowingly.
"The bitch on the bed," Snake replied with disdain. "Wide stance, guys."
I had never heard the term 'bastinado' but its meaning quickly became apparent. The first gangster, who was going by the street name 'Joker,' unscrewed the broom handle from the head, as Snake issued his next directive to Lela.
"On the floor, girl," he ordered my wife. "Lay on your back."
Lela's anxiety was evident as she followed Snake's command, and slowly lowered herself to the dirty carpet. Joker was holding the broom handle now, and as Snake's henchmen muscled Lela into position, their plan became clear. Grabbing Lela by her feet, the two men pulled her legs upright and told her to keep them straight. Spreading her legs apart, which I assume was the wide stance part of the plan, they began to tie her ankles to the broom handle.
They had evidently performed this task before, because within a couple of minutes my wife was secured to the broom handle by her ankles. The two black men held the wooden handle about three feet from the ground, presenting an easy target for Snake and his rattan cane.
"Get in there, cuckold," Snake ordered me. "You and Joker hold my bitch in place for her punishment."
I was shaking as I arose from my kneeling position, a combination of fear and humiliation. I was still butt-naked and Crystal's caresses had induced an erection. As soon as I approached the gangsters the teenage girl pointed out my obvious arousal.
"The cuck is hard," Crystal said derisively. "The prospect of Snake punishing his slut wife is exciting him. What a wimp."
All three of the men were laughing at me now, openly mocking my lack of manhood. I grabbed one end of the broomstick handle, and Joker and I lifted Lela until her ass was just above the carpet.



"Right there," Snake said as he brandished the rattan cane.
I didn't know where to look as I held my wife aloft for her bastinado punishment. Lela's legs were straight thereby exposing the soles of her feet. In addition, having been trussed up in a wide stance, my wife's pussy was on view for all of the room's occupants. Under Snake's extensive teasing with the cane, Lela had self-lubricated, and there was evidence of her vaginal secretions all over her inner-thighs and her labia.
"Count us down, Crystal," Snake said cheerfully, as he rested the cane across both of Lela's upturned soles.
Apparently Snake had tired of the tease. Without further ado he raised the cane skyward and brought it down with considerable force onto Lela's exposed soles. Lela let out an anguished wail as she processed and dealt with the pain.
"Five," Crystal said dispassionately, adding Lela's first blow to the four that I had endured. "Seven to go."
Almost immediately two bright-red welts appeared on the bottom of Lela's feet, a testament to the force that Snake had applied. Lela struggled to breathe and was writhing around on the carpet, even as Joker and I held her feet firmly in place. Snake flashed me a grin and then raised the cane skyward once more. A few seconds later the sound of impact reverberated around the small room, immediately followed by Lela's plaintive cries.
"Six," Crystal informed all who cared to listen. "Six to go. Halfway there," she added unnecessarily.
Lela's physical response to her beating was unfolding before me. Her feet were in my direct line of sight, and I could see the next pair of welts forming right beneath my eyes. Her stomach was heaving as she struggled to breath. Tears were welling up in her eyes. However, she was also leaking a considerable amount of vaginal secretions, a sure sign that she was getting some sexual gratification from the abuse and humiliation.
I just wanted it to be over. To get out of that fucking motel room. To be free from the pitiful wailing that was emanating from my wife. It would have ended too, had Crystal not been so fucking high that she lost the count. By my reckoning Lela endured ten strokes before she finally threw in the towel.
"Enough, Snake, please," Lela begged her tormentor. "I can't take any more of this. That dumb bitch can't even count to twelve."
"How many are left, Crystal?" Snake asked the clearly-intoxicated girl.
"Three? Maybe four?" Crystal giggled, as Lela objected from the floor. "Maybe Mark will step up and take the rest of what is owed?"
Presented with another opportunity to do the right thing, I wilted under pressure and shuffled around uncomfortably in silence.
"Unfortunately for you, Lela," Snake began cheerfully, "we seem to have lost track of your punishment. Mark has made it apparent that he has no interest in taking one for the team. So, how do we resolve this?"
"Maybe Lela could pay for Mark's disrespect in some other way?" Crystal suggested ominously.
I hated this idea but predictably the conversation quickly turned to sex. At this point Lela was unable to stand and was in too much pain to do anything other than to lay on the floor and be passive. A few suggestions were bandied about and finally Crystal offered up her thoughts.
"How about Bukkake?" the young girl asked. "Untie Lela's feet and allow your crew to jerk off on her. That should atone for Mark's disrespectful behavior earlier today."
Snake responded favorably to this idea, but invited Lela to make the decision.
"What do you think, Lela?" he asked my wife. "Would you rather receive four more strokes of the cane or allow my crew to masturbate on you?"
Over the course of my tumultuous years with Lela, it was times like this that made me wish that I had never even met the dirty bitch. Long after Lela and I finally broke up, I would have numerous healthy relationships, never once encountering the type of drama that Lela constantly subjected me to. Looking at me for relief from her ordeal, my wife shot me an imploring look, as if I was somehow going to intercede and save her.
"That pussy isn't going to volunteer to take the four strokes," Snake said contemptuously. "This penance is on you, Lela. You have a simple choice to make. Bukkake or the cane?"
"Bukkake," Lela said in a barely audible whisper.
"We can't hear you, Lela," Snake taunted my wife, even as Joker began to remove his leather belt.
"Bukkake, Snake," Lela said with as much gusto as she could muster. "I will take the Bukkake punishment."
Despite Crystal's suggestion that Snake untie Lela's feet before his crew jerked off on her, Snake motioned for Joker and I to simply lower the broom handle. Once on the carpet, Lela's position relative to the wooden handle kept her legs in a wide stance, completely exposing her puffy labia and protruding clitoris. Joker had removed his belt by this time, and was lowering his jeans to his ankles. He had a semi-erection and began to fondle himself as he admired my wife's exposed sex.
"Crystal, you can be the fluffer," Snake instructed the young woman. "Ice-pick, call the boys and tell them to come over if they want to bust a nut on the CumSlut."
My mind was spinning as I processed Snake's directives. Why the fuck was this second gangbanger nicknamed 'Ice-pick?' How many of Snake's 'boys' were coming over to jerk off on my wife? Was Crystal really going to fellate them all in order to get them erect? My cock had been inside her warm teenage mouth earlier on this evening. Did I have to add the worry of contracting an STI to my ever-growing list of concerns?
Moments later, as Crystal lowered herself to her knees and took Joker's semi-erect cock into her mouth, I began to realize that this was really happening. Ice-pick made a multitude of calls, inviting all and sundry to the impromptu Bukkake session. Apparently this kind of thing happened occasionally, because the dialogue was similar on each of his calls.
"Bukkake party. Room 46. Dolphin Motel. Crystal is fluffing."
Word must travel fast in the gangland world, because within a few moments there were already four black thugs at the door, waiting for a fluffing session with the adorable young Crystal. Snake repositioned her on her knees just inside the motel door.
"In the interests of efficiency," Snake muttered to anyone who was listening.
Joker was fully erect by this time, and he knelt right by the side of Lela's face, and began to masturbate furiously. The motel room was quite small and I didn't know what was expected of me, so I kind of shuffled off into one of the corners to block out the demeaning scene. A few seconds later, a raucous cheer erupted from the assembled gangsters, which I presumed was in response to Joker blowing his load on my wife's face. I was still completely naked at this time, and was desperately fighting my urge to get erect as I watched Crystal blow several black men in succession.
"Get over here, cuck," Snake summoned me aggressively. "I need you to keep count of the cumshots."
There were a smattering of laughs as I was introduced as Lela's husband, even more so when Crystal pointed out that I was developing an erection in response to my wife being defiled.
"Crystal, keep the cuckold hard while we use the CumSlut," Snake instructed the nubile teen, as I nervously made my way over to where Lela was laying on the filthy carpet. "No release for him, though."
Joker was just getting up from his kneeling position, and was obscuring my view of my wife. As he tucked his rapidly-softening cock back into his boxer shorts, Joker moved to one side and Lela came into my line of sight. She had a large glob of semen on the tip of her nose, and several droplets were visible in her hair.
"One," Snake said slowly, looking at me expectantly, as Joker picked up his belt and made his way towards the door.
"One," I repeated quietly, the humiliation threatening to swallow me whole, as my cock continued to stiffen, even without Crystal's assistance.
The sordid jerk-off session was the most demeaning event I had ever witnessed. One by one, hardened gangsters entered room 46 of the Dolphin Motel. After a cursory glance at the cum-receptacle lying on the floor with her legs spread wide apart, they waited in line for Crystal's fluffing service.
The young girl fellated them all with enthusiasm, despite the fact that many of them had dropped whatever they were doing to rush to the Dolphin Motel, without any thought of taking a shower. In fact, in Crystal's new position right next to the motel door, the constant flow of cold air made her nipples erect, giving the distinct impression that she was getting aroused by being used as a fluffer.
Crystal managed to keep a close watch on my level of arousal too, and whenever my tent-pole flagged even slightly, she was on her knees before me planting tender kisses on my cock-head.
Crystal must have been well-known in these circles, because most of the men acknowledged her by name. Some of them even rewarded her with a sprinkling of amphetamine on their cock-heads, which Crystal gratefully ingested. One gangster proffered her an ecstasy pill. He extended his large black upturned palm to the young girl's face, and watched as she took it from him with her mouth, the way a puppy takes a treat from its master.
I stood off to the side, unsuccessfully trying to quell my erection, as the next man jerked off and then ejaculated on my wife's upturned face.
"Two," I said despondently, as his semen pooled around Lela's left ear.
Crystal spent a lot of time on her knees in front of me, ensuring that I was rock-hard the entire time. At first the attention felt fantastic, but as time passed my body was craving release, and my nuts started to throb. Crystal had taken Snake's directive seriously, and seemed to delight in edging me perilously close to orgasm, whenever there was a break in the action. It felt cold in that motel room. I was stark naked and the door was constantly opening and closing, allowing chilly air to circulate. Despite that, I was sweating under the sustained sexual provocation of the young woman, and my balls ached in frustration.
Lela's nipples were fully erect too, and one would have assumed that they were also responding to the cold temperature of the room. However, my wife's vaginal secretions were also flowing freely, a clear sign that she found the abuse sexually titillating. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, which was a kick in the nuts for me.
Fourteen men entered that seedy motel room, dropped their pants so that Crystal could fellate them until they were close to orgasm, and then blew the contents of their nut-sacks across my wife's face. Each time one of the gangsters ejaculated, they were greeted by the raucous cheer, followed immediately by silence as the entire room reveled in my involuntary participation.
"Fourteen," I said quietly, my voice cracking under the strain, even as my erection jutted lewdly in front of me, leaving no doubt that I was a cuckold.
Then, just like that it was done. The room emptied and Snake motioned to Joker to untie my wife's feet. Crystal began to get dressed, although as soon as she had her mini-skirt and high heels on, she was back on her knees torturing me by nibbling my swollen nuts.
Lela was unrecognizable, her face covered in the semen of fourteen men. My wife had dried ejaculate matting in her hair, she couldn't open her left eye, and a significant amount of cum was pooling at the base of her neck.
"Would you like a little release, Mark?" Snake asked, when it was just the four of us remaining in the room. "Add your load to the unappetizing mess on your wife's face? Lord knows you have been erect for hours under Crystal's touch. I am going outside to smoke. Bust a nut if you wish."
I knew I should have fought my urges, but even as I contemplated doing the right thing, Crystal was taunting me.
"Go on, Mark," she teased as she ran the tip of her tongue across my frenulum, which induced a whimper of frustration from me. "Empty your nuts on the CumSlut's face."
Lela looked up at me and appeared to wink her right eye, which Crystal interpreted as consent.
"Go for it, Mark," Crystal offered cheerfully, as she pointed to the carpet just above Lela's head. "Kneel right there."
I was on autopilot as I lowered myself to my knees in a very noticeable pool of ejaculate. I stole a quick glance at the motel door, which was now closed as Snake enjoyed a post-orgasm smoke in the parking lot. Recognizing that Snake would be gone a few minutes, Crystal's eyes lit up and she retrieved her small tube of Vaseline. As I knelt above my wife's face, Crystal lowered herself to the floor right next to me. Snuggling in close, Crystal began to grease the tip of my cock with a copious amount of the lubricant. As her dainty fingers caressed my glans, pre-cum ran freely down my shaft, and I knew I was moments from blowing my wad.
Once I was sufficiently lubricated, Crystal began to stroke my cock in a slow rhythmic cadence, alternating between both hands, which felt fucking fantastic. A few seconds later, she rested her lips on my earlobe and began to whisper words of encouragement.
"I really do want us to fuck," Crystal teased, as she slowly jerked me off. "You are exactly the kind of guy that I would want to date. Young, good looking, great job, awesome hygiene. Some of those gangsters were so dirty, it was gross."
Crystal's characterization of those thugs as dirty, snapped me back into reality. Fourteen unkempt black men had ejaculated on my wife's face, and I was about to add my load to the pile. I should have stopped myself right there, but as Crystal lowered her dainty fingers to my nuts and began to tickle the underside of my scrotum, my resolve to do the right thing dissolved.
"I am close, Crystal," I whispered horsely, as her lubricated fingers inched across my perineum and crept towards my asshole.
"Unload your nuts on the CumSlut, Mark," Crystal whispered, as she eased the tip of one finger through my sphincter, and tenderly grazed my prostate gland.
Moments later, I erupted all over my wife's face. It was a copious load, brought about by Crystal's relentless teasing. Four or five thick ropes of my ejaculate landed with a splat atop the unappetizing puddle of semen coating Lela's face. Crystal slowed her cadence slightly, which allowed her to keep jerking me off despite the increased sensitivity. Once she was sure that she had drained my nuts, the young girl slipped her finger out of my asshole, and skipped to the restroom to wash her hands.
Snake reentered the motel room a few minutes later, as I remained on my knees composing myself. Crystal emerged from the bathroom and stood next to her pimp.
"Well," Snake began with a chuckle as he observed my softening cock. "It looks like the cuckold jerked off on his wife, after all."
"It was a puny load, Snake," Crystal said derisively. "Barely a dribble. Pathetic to watch if I am being honest."
"You can get dressed, Mark," Snake said quietly, as he stood over my wife and unzipped his jeans. "I just need to unload before I hit the road."
"Do you need a little fluffing, baby?" Crystal asked enthusiastically, as she approached the Alpha Male.
"I am done for the night, Crystal," Snake said softly, clearly pleased with the performance of the young girl. "You were great tonight, baby."
Despite the fact that Crystal had sucked the cocks of fourteen men that night, Snake pulled her towards him and gave her a passionate open-mouthed kiss. It seemed as if the bond that the gangsters shared was so strong that it didn't bother Snake that his brothers had enjoyed Crystal's fluffing talents, even as he french-kissed her.
A few seconds later, as I got dressed, l heard the unmistakable sound of splashing water. Turning around reflexively, I looked on in disbelief as Snake began to urinate on my wife. Breaking his kiss with Crystal for a brief moment, Snake addressed me.
"Don't worry about your room deposit, Mark," he said, as he unloaded a strong stream of dark yellow piss directly onto my wife's face. "I know the Manager of this dump and will explain the extenuating circumstances so that you get your five dollars back."
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Snake urinated on my wife's face for almost thirty seconds as Crystal clung to his side whispering words of encouragement in his ear. Once he finally finished his piss, Snake slapped Crystal's ass forcefully, and she dropped to her knees in front of him. Snake shook his cock a couple of times in Crystal's general direction, flicking the remaining drops of his urine onto her upturned face. Apparently Snake had put Crystal through this demeaning ritual in the past, because as soon as Snake let go of his cock, the teenager cleaned his meatus with her tongue.
"Good girl," Snake said condescendingly as Crystal looked up at him. "Zip me up."
I watched on jealously as Crystal used her dainty hands to close the zipper of Snake's jeans. Snake flashed me a derisive look, before softening his demeanor.
"Pleasure as always, Mark," he said cheerfully, before giving me a thumbs-up and exiting the dingy motel room.
Crystal arose slowly from her kneeling position, and walked towards me on her way out of the room. Pausing briefly by my side, she placed her lips next to my right ear.
"I really like you, Mark," Crystal whispered. "I totally want us to fuck sometime."
Having verbalized her desires, Crystal kissed the side of my neck, thereby transferring a few droplets of Snake's piss from her moist lips to my skin.
"Oops," Crystal said playfully, as she licked the residue of the urine drops from her lips. "My bad."
I watched her skinny frame as she sashayed flirtatiously out of the motel room. Yes, Crystal was a borderline-emaciated teenage drug addict, who traded sexual favors for methamphetamine, but deep down I harbored a strong desire for her. I felt that a long hot shower and a trip to the beauty salon, combined with a few good meals, would go a long way towards cleaning the young girl up.
Talking of cleaning up, the motel room and Lela were both in dire need. Despite the door having been ajar for much of the Bukkake party, the motel room stank to high heavens of sweat, alcohol and urine.
Lela was a complete mess, covered in the semen of fifteen men, including myself, and drenched in Snake's foul-smelling piss. Her feet were badly bruised and swollen, and despite my best efforts I was unable to get my wife standing upright. The soles of her feet were too painful to exert any pressure on, and I couldn't carry her by myself.
Out of pure desperation I called the only person that I could trust to extricate me from this awful predicament, Samantha. Babbling almost incoherently, I managed to convey that I was in dire need of assistance in just a few words.
"Please help me, Samantha," I mumbled, the stress of Lela's ordeal scrambling my brains. "Room 46. Dolphin motel. Bukkake. Bastinado."
My abbreviated plea for help evidently created more questions than it answered, as Samantha asked for the definition of two words that she had never heard before. Having to explain to my boss, and former girlfriend, the mechanics of a Bukkake party was humiliating. There was a stony silence as Samantha processed exactly what Lela had endured.
"No further words required, Mark," Samantha finally whispered. "I will look up Bastinado myself."
After some initial resistance, Samantha agreed to drive to the budget motel room and help me get Lela back to my house. A few minutes later there was a light tap on the door of room 46, and I nervously opened it.
Samantha was dressed impeccably in a pale yellow, silk sundress, that accentuated her perfect form. She smelled divine too, having apparently just spritzed herself with my favorite perfume. I inhaled reflexively at the sight of this alluring woman, and was assaulted by the overpowering scent of urine that pervaded the small motel room.
Samantha crossed the threshold and instantly turned her nose up at the sordid scene. The gulf between Samantha and the CumSlut had never been more evident as they occupied the compact space. Samantha was a picture of femininity, the silk material of her dress hugging her lithe frame as she knelt to ask Lela if she needed medical attention. Lela, by contrast, was laying in the fetal position, covered in the semen of fifteen men, and soaked with the contents of Snake's bladder.
Samantha looked up at me from her knees and flashed me a death-stare, and in that moment I instantly regretted calling her. Her disdain for me was palpable as she slipped her perfectly-manicured nails into some medical-grade latex gloves. Between the two of us we managed to carry Lela to the shower enclosure, although Samantha couldn't contain her revulsion at the facilities.
"Jesus, Mark," Samantha said in repugnance. "This shower is disgusting. Fucking rank."
Resisting the temptation to tell my boss that she should have seen it before I scrubbed it, I simply followed her lead, and we got my wife cleaned up. Samantha made no attempt to conceal her contempt for me, scowling at me repeatedly as she washed the filthy combination of piss and ejaculate from my wife's face and hair. Predictably, as we struggled to support Lela's dead-weight in the confines of the shower enclosure, there was some transfer of bodily fluids. Samantha seemed to ignore it at first, focusing her energy on Lela's well-being. However, by the time we had dried Lela off and laid her on the motel bed, Samantha was back in the bathroom cursing as she wiped several semen stains from her beautiful silk dress.
Samantha resisted asking any questions in front of the CumSlut, having made the assumption that Lela was distraught from her ordeal. However, as soon as Lela was in bed at my house and under the sedative effects of some pain medication, Samantha was all over me.
"Did you not learn any lessons from your wedding day, Mark?" Samantha exclaimed angrily. "Why can't you treat your wife with the respect that she deserves?"
Samantha wasn't looking for answers, and the whole sordid situation was way beyond her comprehension. Her rage was surfacing, and she was particularly irate about the state of her dress.
"I need to get out of this dress," Samantha cried in exasperation. "These semen stains are making me nauseous."
At the time it was an innocent offer on my part. Samantha had outlined her problem, and as a man I sought to offer a solution. Knowing that I had possession of one outfit that would fit Samantha perfectly, and provide her sufficient modesty to drive home, I retrieved her pink Fendi suit from Lela's closet.
That beautifully tailored suit had been through some disgusting times, but as I held it aloft, wrapped as it was in a clear, plastic, dry-cleaning bag, it looked brand-new.
"Use my bathroom to freshen up, Samantha," I said quietly, offering the recently cleaned Fendi suit to my boss. "I will take your yellow dress to the dry-cleaners tomorrow morning, so you don't have to explain the cum-stains."
Accepting the offer of fresh clothes with grace, Samantha extended her dainty, manicured hand and took the bag from me. As I relinquished the Fendi suit, I remembered that I had hidden the accessories inside the bag, in an effort to stop Lela wearing them with her clients. I wasn't sure how Samantha would react, but when she emerged from my bathroom a few moments later, she was wearing the matching pink stockings. Samantha adjusted the short skirt in an attempt to maintain her modesty, treating me to a glimpse of the pink garter-belt as she did so.
Like I said, it was an innocent offer. However, as soon as Samantha emerged from my bathroom wearing the pink suit, all of my feelings for her surfaced. I had so many great memories involving that Fendi suit. I had lusted after Samantha while she was wearing that form-fitting outfit during our ethics class. After class, I had caught a glimpse of her garter-belt straps as Samantha adjusted herself in her convertible Maserati. Years later, after our unexpected win in the Pepsi class-action lawsuit, Samantha had seduced me, allowing me to bend her over her desk and fuck her in that very suit.
Of course, there were some bad memories too. I had forcibly sodomized Samantha while she was wearing that suit, my rage fueled by several shots of vodka after watching the CumSlut film her trailer for her escort services. John had forced me to pamper him while I was dressed 'en femme' in that silk suit. John had even urinated on me as I knelt before him, my garter-belt peeking out from under the short hem of the silk skirt, as if I was somehow enticing him. The night I threw coffee on this Fendi suit to prevent Lela from wearing it for John, was when Lela first met Snake, and all of its ensuing drama.
"You look like you have seen a ghost, Mark," Samantha said softly, snapping me out of my thoughts. "Are you okay?"
I should have maintained my distance and kept things professional. After all, Samantha was my boss. However, as my feelings for my former girlfriend overwhelmed me, I moved towards her and leaned in for a kiss. I had misjudged the situation so badly, and regretted my actions the second Samantha raised her hand to stop me.
"Jesus, Mark," Samantha said, recoiling as she got a whiff of my neck. "Did those black guys piss on you too?"
As I stood awkwardly in front of her, it was evident from her body language that Samantha was completely over me. I should have cut my losses and bid her goodnight, but after a lengthy exchange, I broke down and begged Samantha to take me back.
"I just want to be in a healthy, loving, monogamous relationship, Samantha," I cried, as she looked on impassively. "We had a really good thing going, didn't we?"
"Let me make one thing perfectly clear to you, Mark," Samantha intoned contemptuously. "That ship has sailed. You blew it by choosing the CumSlut over me. You had an opportunity to save yourself after John defiled Lela on your wedding day. All you had to do was heed my sage legal advice. Do you remember what I told you?"
Of course, I did. Those exact words had reverberated around in my head ever since I decided to ignore them.
"Yes, Samantha," I said dejectedly. "Verbatim. You said do not fuck that dirty bitch tonight, and I will file the request for annulment first thing in the morning."
"If you had kept your dick in your pants, we would have had a reasonable argument for annulment," Samantha continued in an agitated tone. "However, here we are, years later, with another large group of men using your wife as a fuck-toy. I find the whole notion of any woman being a man's plaything absolutely nauseating. However, truth be told, I think the CumSlut enjoys it. Lela's sole purpose on this earth is to provide men with an orifice into which they can pump and dump. And you were dumb enough to marry the dirty slut."
"I don't want to be married to Lela any more, Samantha," I whined. "I want you."
"Understand this, Mark," Samantha responded, talking slowly so that I could fully absorb her words. "You will never enjoy my touch again. You will never kiss, hug or make love to me. There is only one possibility of sexual contact between us, and I will spell it out for you. If you fuck up at work, I am going to forcibly sodomize you with a mammoth strap-on phallus. Capiche?"
The vitriol with which she spat the final threat left no doubt in my mind that Samantha meant it. She was completely over me, and viewed me as damaged goods. This gorgeous, accomplished woman wanted nothing more to do with me, and that realization really hurt.
After Lela recovered from her injuries, we agreed that we would never have any contact with Snake again. We ran in different circles so it wasn't going to be that difficult to avoid him. Lela blocked Snake on her phone and on social media, and we tried to put the demeaning event behind us.
Bukkake is an effective way to thoroughly demean a woman, but from a purely medical standpoint, it is a very low-risk sexual encounter. It wasn't ideal that Snake had allowed fourteen men to ejaculate on my wife's face without submitting to her usual battery of STI testing. However, in the absence of any cuts or open wounds on Lela's skin, the transmission of infection was minimal.
Far more disconcerting to the two of us was the fact that Snake had bare-backed Lela, and ejaculated inside her vaginal cavity without any form of birth control. The latter incident wasn't planned obviously, but as soon as my wife discovered that Snake's oversized cock was bumping up against her diaphragm, she elected to remove it.
Lela had used a diaphragm with much success over her years of escorting, but also had access to the morning after pill, Levonelle. I was acutely aware that Snake had barebacked my wife and had deposited a huge load inside her pussy. Lela and I discussed the option of the Levonelle pill, but her reaction was quite surprising.
"Snake called me the day after the Bukkake party," Lela said casually. "He admonished me to let nature take its course, Mark," Lela added, as I listened on dumbfounded.
I wasn't too happy about the apparent roll of the dice, but once Lela had made a decision I was powerless to stop her. If truth be told, I wasn't too surprised when Lela informed me that she was pregnant. She was still reeling emotionally from her previous miscarriage with John's baby, all those years ago, and Lela was adamant that she wasn't going to terminate another life. We went about our day to day life, keeping the pregnancy a secret.
By the time Lela's condition was visible, John took an interest in the situation.
"In all likelihood the baby belongs to Snake," John said cheerfully, as we bumped into each other in the lobby of our law firm one day. "African-Americans rank first in the index selection. They embody the elements of survival of the fittest. Lela told me that she had to remove her diaphragm in order to accommodate Snake's mammoth cock," John added with a chuckle. "Ouch!"
I shuffled uncomfortably in front of my nemesis, as he continued to belittle me.
"You have been fucking Lela bareback for years, Mark," John added disdainfully. "And yet the last guy to impregnate her was me. There is no way that this baby is yours. When are you going to tell Snake the good news?"
I had absolutely no intention of telling Snake that Lela was pregnant, although obviously I couldn't share that information with John. A few days went by, and because John is a controlling asshole, he decided to give Snake the good news himself. I guess John must have given Snake my cell phone number, because the gangster called me one day out of the blue.
Snake and I had a very brief, one-sided conversation during which Snake instructed me to meet him the following evening at the Dolphin Motel.
"Book into room 46," the black thug ordered me. "And bring your slut wife."
After Snake hung up on me, I was on edge for the rest of the day. I wasn't sure of his expectations, although I was certain he had several, both sexually and possibly paternally. I was dreading the following evening. In fact I even kept the news from Lela, planning to tell her late the next afternoon. Unfortunately for me, Snake texted my wife a brief instruction of what he wanted her to wear, which didn't sit well with Lela.
"Why the fuck didn't you tell me that we were meeting Snake?" Lela said angrily, right after the text from him. "He wants me to wear the pink Fendi suit, Mark. John must have told him that this was your exclusive outfit. I'm not even sure that I will fit into that skirt while I am pregnant. And room 46 again for fuck's sake? This is getting out of control."
"Lela, please," I begged. "Snake has already threatened my life once. Let's just get with his program tomorrow night."
"I am going to text Snake and ask him if he has a plan B, in case I am too fat for the Fendi suit," my wife informed me. "Maybe I could wear a Cheerleader skirt, or something with an elasticated waistband?"
I knew that I was wasting my time trying to stop Lela from texting Snake. However, I wish I had at least made an effort because a couple of minutes later, Lela enter the room smiling broadly, and thrust her phone into my face.
I swallowed hard as I read Snake's response.
"The main thing is the health of the baby," it began innocently enough. "If you are able to comfortably wear the Fendi suit, then do so. If not, the cuckold can model it for me. John said that your hubby looks adorable in pink."
I was nauseous when I read and digested Snake's text. Part of me wanted to call him and tell him to get fucked. However, deep down I knew that I was absolutely terrified of Snake. In fact, he had instilled sufficient fear into me that I was going to wear, and do, whatever the fuck he desired. I just prayed that Lela could still fit into her Fendi suit.
Lela took Snake's threat to dress me up as his bitch, as an opportunity to mess with me.
"You have packed on a few pounds too, Mark," she teased, as she rubbed my belly. "Why don't we make sure that you still fit into my pink silk suit, in case we need to go with plan B?"
"Lela, please don't joke around about that prospect," I implored her. "I am already sick to my stomach worrying about it."
"I just think it is prudent to be prepared for the worst, Mark," Lela responded with a giggle. "One of us has to show up at the Dolphin Motel wearing Fendi tomorrow night. Snake will fuck you up if he feels like you willfully disobeyed him."
"Jesus, Lela," I whined. "Why don't you put me out of my misery and just see if the suit still fits you?"
"I guess we will find out tomorrow night which one of the two of us is getting dolled up for Snake," she responded cheerfully. "Have you considered your footwear options, Mark? Snake likes his bitches in sky-high pumps."
"Lela, please," I cried, the stress starting to wear me down. "Enough."
"Maybe we should go to Payless Shoes, Mark," Lela continued to taunt me. "Buy you some pink high-heeled pumps just in case I am carrying too much baby weight to squeeze into the suit."
The following evening, with Lela shoe-horned into the silk Fendi suit, we paced nervously around the well-worn carpet of room 46. In an exercise of control, Snake showed up almost an hour late, texting me just before he arrived.
"Wait on your knees by the bed," the message read.
A few seconds later, as Lela and I knelt on the jizz-stained carpet, Snake entered the unlocked door with Crystal in tow. It had been a few weeks since I last saw the young woman, but Crystal had lost even more weight and was clearly intoxicated. Her nails were perfectly manicured and she was wearing bright pink lip-gloss, which gave the impression that she was still capable of taking care of herself.
Snake breezed into the room as if he owned it, which at the time would have been an accurate characterization. Tossing a small hold-all onto the bed, he addressed my wife as she knelt before him.
"Lela," Snake said pleasantly, as he stooped forward and kissed my wife tenderly on her forehead. "Are you comfortable on your knees, or would you prefer to sit on the bed?"
"I am fine, Snake," Lela answered nervously.
"How are your feet, sweetheart?" Snake continued. "Still sore from the Bastinado?"
"I am healing slowly, Snake," Lela responded hesitantly.
"And the baby?" Snake probed, as he gently patted her stomach. "Any news to report?"
"All good so far, Snake," my wife replied. "I have been having regular checkups."
Once the small talk was dispensed with, Snake sat on the bed, positioned in such a way that his feet hung over the side without touching the floor.
"Crystal, get naked and then fetch my moccasins," Snake instructed the young girl.
Crystal obeyed reflexively, the way a military recruit that has just completed basic training responds to commands. The nubile teen stripped naked, sliding her thong underwear down her toned, freshly-shaved legs before tossing her clothes onto the bed. I tried not to ogle her because I didn't want to give Snake any excuse to punish me. However, the sight of Crystal's lithe frame was too much to ignore, so I stole the occasional glance.



There were fresh cane marks across Crystal's pert buttocks, a sign that her obedience training was still a work in progress. Also, as she rotated slightly to grab the hold-all, I noticed one large burn mark just below her left nipple. Significantly larger in diameter than the other burn marks that adorned her torso, I pondered whether this new one might have been inflicted by a lit cigar. I could only imagine the pain that Crystal endured earning that particular badge of honor. Also, I pondered, did she regret putting the idea in Snake's mind, when she suggested that he could use a lit cigar to punish me.
Crystal reached into the hold-all, emerging with a pair of fur-lined, moccasin house shoes and a pack of wet wipes. Placing the items carefully on the bed, she knelt naked before Snake on the jizz-stained carpet. Then as Snake began to address Lela and I, Crystal started to untie the laces of Snake's Nike sneakers.
I was captivated by Crystal's subservience, and her commitment to satisfying his every whim. Even as I knew that it was imperative that I listen to, and understand, Snake's instructions, I couldn't avert my eyes from the naked teen as she removed his shoes.
"Well, here we are then, Lela," Snake said authoritatively. "Back at the scene of our conception. One happy family."
Placing the laces neatly inside his sneakers, Crystal then removed Snake's socks, which she also tucked inside the Nikes.
"Obviously, the next step is that Lela and I will confirm the paternity of the baby," Snake said, taking complete control of the situation. "However, I need to know where you stand, Mark. Or kneel, as the case may be," he added, eliciting a giggle from Crystal.
Crystal continued to kneel before her pimp, and was now wiping his feet thoroughly with the wet-wipes. Inexplicably she had a smile on her face, as if she was honored to serve this black thug.
"Rest assured, Snake," I began tentatively, the image of that horrendous cigar burn on Crystal's breast seared into my short-term memory. "I will provide for, care for, and nurture Lela's baby, no matter its ethnicity."
"I am sure that the child is mine, Mark," Snake said confidently. "John told me that he impregnated Lela a long time ago, so she is obviously fertile. You have been barebacking her for years to no avail, which stops today by the way."
It was extremely humiliating to have another man take control of my sex-life, and as Crystal voiced another giggle of amusement, I felt my face redden.
"Quiet, girl," Snake ordered the teenager.
Crystal quickly suppressed her emotions, and as a mark of respect leaned forward and kissed the top of Snake's mammoth black feet. I felt my cock twitch into life at her overt display of subservience.
"No more penetrative sex for you until after the baby is born, Mark," Snake instructed me firmly. "With or without birth-control."
The smile was back on Crystal's face now, as she raised her lips from Snake's feet, wiped the pink lip-gloss from them, before easing them into the fur-lined moccasins. Brushing the naked girl aside, Snake rose from the bed and stood directly over Lela.
"Can we have a quick word in private about our unborn child, Lela?" Snake asked, extending one large black hand to help my wife to her feet.
The prolonged kneeling session had caused the hem of Lela's Fendi suit to rise up her toned thighs, thereby exposing the straps of her garter-belt and making her look completely available for Snake's enjoyment. Despite the titillating visual, Snake's actions were quite gallant, and he held my wife's hand as they walked towards the motel bathroom, and disappeared behind a closed door. Seconds later I heard Snake address Lela, although his exact words were inaudible.
"Snake is going to empty his swollen nuts inside your wife's mouth," Crystal nonchalantly informed me. "I have been edging him since yesterday afternoon. That man is absolutely desperate to bust a nut."
"Excuse me, Crystal?" I asked in confusion. "Edging him all day?"
"Yes, Mark," the young girl responded with a smile. "Ever since Snake instructed Lela to meet him here dressed in that pink suit, I have been edging him. At his request, taking him to the very brink of release without actually allowing him to orgasm. Snake is going to make Lela suck him off in that bathroom. I want to know how you feel about that. Another man using your slut-wife. And she is wearing your exclusive suit, if I understand Snake correctly."
"Be quiet, Crystal," I said firmly, wondering quite how much Snake knew about my sexual history. "Listen, you can hear their voices, Crystal. They are probably talking about the baby," I added with confidence.
"Your slut wife will be on her knees soon, I promise you," Crystal responded. "Does that excite you, Mark?"
It was the heady combination of seeing Crystal naked, and my typical response to being cuckolded, that had caused my cock to involuntarily stiffen. I was still on my knees by the side of the bed, and Crystal sidled over to me and grazed one of her manicured fingertips across the noticeable bulge in my jeans.
"Ooh," Crystal cooed seductively. "You like it. You are rock hard."
I tried to back up but Crystal grabbed my nutsack and gave it a firm squeeze.
"Stay exactly where you are or I will cry out for help," Crystal threatened. "Snake will fuck you up if he thinks you tried to take liberties with me."
Lowering my head in submission, I remained rooted to the spot as Crystal stroked the outline of my cock with the palm of her hand. I felt pre-cum getting expelled from the tip of my cock, and let out a whimper of pleasure.
"Would you like to blow your load, too, Mark?" Crystal teased, as she gave my erection a playful squeeze. "Snake will need to piss after he ejaculates, so we are safe until you hear the toilet flushing. Unless he decides to relieve himself on the CumSlut again," she added with a giggle.
The nubile teen was impossible to resist, and as Crystal lowered my zipper slightly and stuck her dainty hand inside my underwear, I knew that my orgasm was a foregone conclusion. It didn't take long either, as Crystal raked her fingertips across my frenulum, using the perfect cadence and pressure.
"Snake just cut you off from penetrative sex until his baby is born," Crystal taunted me. "You need to take sexual release whenever it is offered to you, Mark."
With that wise proclamation hanging in the air, I lowered my defenses and succumbed to the sexual delights that this gorgeous teenager was offering. Stroking her soft fingertips across my frenulum as she mocked me, Crystal brought me close to orgasm before expertly denying me release. I looked at her unable to conceal my confusion.
"That is edging, Mark," Crystal said sweetly, as she resumed her physical stimulation of my frenulum. "I have been subjecting Snake to this physiological torture for almost twenty-four hours," she added proudly. "He is going to blow a mammoth load down your wife's throat."
My nuts constricted under Crystal's tender touch, and combined with her taunts this took me to the edge of release within just a few moments. Once again, as if to demonstrate that she had mastered this skill, Crystal denied me the pleasure of an orgasm.
"I only hear one voice now, Mark," Crystal said cheerfully, as I looked at her in hope of release. "I wonder why Lela has fallen silent? I bet that CumSlut is on her knees sucking Snake's cock."
Crystal edged me for almost twenty minutes, bringing me perilously close to orgasm on multiple occasions. I was desperate for release, and it seemed incomprehensible that Snake had endured this sexual denial for almost twenty-four hours. Finally, as getting off consumed every fiber within my body, I broke down and asked the naked teen to let me come.
"You may come as soon as we hear Snake blow his load," Crystal assured me, as she fished my cock from my jeans and began to tease me with her lips.
I can't remember the last time that I was so consumed with something, but all I could think about was getting off. I actually wanted to hear Snake roar with pleasure as he used my wife, such was my elevated level of arousal. Crystal kept busy fellating me, alternating her attention between my glans, frenulum and nutsack. Pre-cum was flowing freely now, and my nuts ached with desire.
About ten minutes later, Snake finally blew his wad. He was very vocal when he ejaculated, and my face reddened as I heard him demean my wife.
"Fuck yeah, Lela," Snake cried loudly. "Swallow my load, you dirty bitch."
"Told you," Crystal said with a smile, as she took my cock-head between her glossed lips.
Seconds later, as Snake's masculine grunts reverberated around the small motel bathroom, I unloaded my swollen nuts into the alluring Crystal's warm mouth. Of course, I allowed myself no such vocal display of pleasure, stifling my cries of joy lest Snake hear that I was receiving a clandestine orgasm from one of his bitches. Crystal swallowed my load this time, after apparently assessing that I posed no health risk to her.
Then as I zipped up and tried to compose myself, Crystal started to talk.
"I never wanted to be a prostitute, Mark," Crystal said quietly, as I enjoyed my post-orgasmic high. "Snake got me hooked on methamphetamine, and once I was deep in debt to him, offered me a way out. I am forced to sell my body to strangers in order to satisfy my drug-habit. Snake is a violent psychopath and I am scared to death of him. That's why I am mean to you when he is around. If Snake ever suspects that I like you he will beat me within an inch of my life"
"Why don't you get help and go to rehab, Crystal?" I asked the young girl. "Surely there are some programs available for young women?"
"I owe Snake twelve grand," Crystal said quietly, as tears welled up in her eyes. "He will snuff me out if I bail on him."
At this point in my career I was making thirty-five thousand dollars per month, and twelve grand wasn't that much to me. I felt like I had forged a connection with Crystal, and was willing to offer my assistance if I could.
"Can I help you in any way, Crystal?" I offered. "I earn much more than that each month. Would Snake release you from your servitude if I gave you the money you owe him?"
"It doesn't work that way, Mark," Crystal said, her tears flowing freely now. "I will never pay off my debt to Snake. He charges me exorbitant fees for food, accommodation, even condoms."
"That large burn mark just below your nipple looks new, Crystal," I said, changing the flow of conversation. "Why did Snake do that to you?"
"It was well deserved," Crystal said quietly, assuming the blame in much the same way that Lela would. "I was sent to take care of a valued client of Snake's. He was an unattractive, fat, hairy pig with little regard for his personal hygiene. He wanted a rim-job and I asked him to take a shower first. He complained that I wasn't enthusiastic enough about eating his asshole and Snake asked the client what I could do to rectify the perceived lack of respect."
"Crystal, no," I exclaimed sympathetically. "Snake burned you for that?"
"In front of the client," Crystal said in a barely audible tone. "It was excruciatingly painful but Snake made me give the fat bastard a rim-job before I was allowed medical attention."
Crystal and I chatted amiably for several moments, and I felt like I had made a breakthrough with the young woman. It seemed as if she might even consider going to rehab under the right circumstances. I heard the toilet flush, which was a relief knowing that Snake had emptied his bladder using the appropriate facilities, instead of my wife.
A few moments later, Snake emerged from the bathroom naked except for his moccasins. He had white powder all over his cock-head and nodded at Crystal. I knew that rehab was a pipe-dream as Crystal crawled towards him and began to lick her drug of choice from his glans. Lela was watching intently as Crystal ingested her drugs, and my wife jumped at the opportunity when Snake offered her a hit.
"That was a test Lela, you stupid cunt," Snake shouted angrily, as Lela lowered herself to her knees to take some of the meth. "No drugs or alcohol for you until my baby is born."
I watched forlornly as Snake berated my wife, even as Crystal continued ingesting the methamphetamine from his softening cock. Finally, after he had decided that Crystal was done, Snake sat naked on the bed, parted his muscular thighs, and instructed Crystal and Lela to kneel at his feet. Once in position, the two girls looked up at him in apparent adoration. Snake was completely in control of the situation, having subjugated the three of us.
"Let's discuss the paternity test," Snake said cheerfully. "What did you find out, Lela?"
"Well, we have two options, Snake," Lela began enthusiastically. "Any time from week seven of my pregnancy through the first trimester, I can get a noninvasive prenatal paternity test. During this test, DNA would be collected from me by a blood draw, and from you with a cheek swab. The samples would then be analyzed to compare the baby's DNA with your DNA."
"Good girl," Snake said in a patronizing tone. "You have done your research. Oh, it looks like you have some of my DNA on your nose, Lela," Snake added with a chuckle, as he grabbed the top of my wife's head and rotated it so that she faced me.
My heart sank as I checked out my wife. Lela had Snake's DNA, in the form of his ejaculate, on her nose, lips and chin. There were several wet spots on the Fendi suit too, no doubt additional remnants of his semen.
"And what is option two, Lela?" Snake continued, enjoying the control that he was exerting over us.
"Option two is we wait until that beautiful black head starts to crown, and enjoy the look of surprise on my hubby's face," Lela said with a giggle, as Snake burst into laughter.
As the two of them shared the joke at my expense, my face reddened and I felt pangs of desperation. I hadn't thought that possibility through. How emasculating would it be to learn that Lela's baby was black, right at the point of delivery? This option needed to be removed from the equation.
"I think we need to establish paternity prior to the birth, Snake," I offered cautiously, knowing his propensity for violence when challenged.
"Speak when you are spoken to, cuck," Snake responded angrily. "Or I will punish you severely."
I lowered my head and swallowed hard as I processed his threat. Snake reveled in my submission, and evidently wanted to see me squirm.
"Do you see that nasty large burn mark on Crystal's tit, Mark?" Snake asked coldly. "Courtesy of a lit Cohiba Behike."
"Yes, Snake," I said nervously, desperately fighting the urge to piss myself. "I see it."
"Crystal squealed like a pig when I burned her with my cigar," Snake said slowly, for maximum effect. "And she has a much higher level of pain-tolerance than you. Don't make me have to teach you a lesson, Mark."
"What are your thoughts on establishing paternity, Snake?" Lela asked quietly, trying to steer the conversation away from Snake inflicting corporal punishment on me. "That's all that matters."
"I want you to get the test done as soon as possible, Lela." Snake said decisively. "Mark doesn't need to be involved at this point, other than financially, of course. Only you and I need to know the results of the paternity test, Lela."
"Are you going to make Mark pay child support, Snake?" Crystal added with a devious smile on her face. "Mark told me he makes more than twelve thousand dollars a month."
I flashed Crystal a confused glare. I thought that we had found some common ground but she seemed intent to throw me to the wolves.
"How much a month do you earn exactly, Mark?" Snake asked me sternly. "Think carefully before you lie to me."
"My take-home is twenty-two thousand," I responded truthfully, hoping that I could at least shield my retirement contributions from any taxation that Snake was planning to assert over me.
"I am taking five grand a month," Snake said authoritatively. "Payable in cash at our meeting every four weeks. End of discussion."
Snake's instructions were issued with an air of finality, and despite being completely emasculated by his actions, I felt that I was lucky to get out of that dingy motel room without any permanent disfigurement. Snake rose from his seated position on the bed, and told Crystal to get him a towel, which she retrieved from his holdall. After Crystal placed the towel at the foot of the bed, Snake kicked off his moccasins. Then he got dressed while standing on the towel, presumably to keep his feet off of the semen-stained carpet.
Once he was fully clothed, with the glaring omission of his footwear, Snake sat back on the bed, and wiggled his toes. Crystal understood his expectations, and instructed Lela to help her. As the two women knelt before him and put his socks back on his huge black feet, Snake addressed me.
"Lela may continue to work as a submissive escort," Snake informed me, assuming full ownership of the mother of his baby, even though she was my wife. "However, as the pregnancy progresses she will need to reduce her services accordingly. From this point forward, no penetrative vaginal sex, although her two other orifices remain open for business."
Lela and Crystal had Snake's Nikes in their hands now, as he dictated the terms of my wife's escorting career. Snake raised his left foot and Crystal slipped it inside the corresponding sneaker before dutifully tying the laces.
"As previously mentioned, absolutely no drugs or alcohol from this point forward," he added. "Tim Jacobsen can still enjoy Lela's weekly Cheerleading routine," Snake said, as he watched my reaction to the fact that he was apparently aware of Lela's client list. "Lela has no secrets from me, Mark," Snake assured me. "I even know that your brother enjoys your wife regularly while parked on your driveway in his Lexus. Blowjobs only for Mark's sibling from now on, Lela," Snake added with a chuckle.
My wife was busy lacing up Snake's right sneaker as he dictated his terms. Crystal was lending a helping hand, ensuring that the laces were uniform and not tied too tightly. If Snake noticed that Lela didn't respond, it didn't bother him. He was in charge of her life now, and certainly didn't need any affirmation from her. Once he was dressed, Snake arose from the bed and walked over to where I was still kneeling.
"We will revisit this situation in four weeks, Mark," Snake informed me. "I will text you the day before and we will meet in this room. Make sure you have my child support money, in cash. Don't give me any reason to light my Cohiba."
Stress can have a debilitating effect on the human psyche, and shortly after Snake left I threw up. That dominant black asshole instilled so much fear in me that it was all consuming. Lela tried to comfort me to no avail.
"Try not to stress too much, baby," Lela said sympathetically. "We will get through this together."
"Lela, you don't understand how scared I am of that psycho," I cried. "I almost pissed myself when Snake threatened to burn me with his cigar. On top of that, now I have to pay him five thousand dollars per month?"
"Snake has his hand in everyone's pocket, baby," Lela countered, trying to make me feel better. "Crystal pays him. I pay him. Snake was always going to get into your wallet too."
"You pay Snake, Lela?" I asked aggressively. "When did that start?"
"I wanted to tell you but it never seemed like the right time, Mark," Lela said quietly. "Snake takes ten percent of my tips in exchange for his protection. It started the day that I gave him a rusty trombone as payment for the tattoo. He told me that I was too easy to manipulate, and needed his protection."
"Truth be told, Lela," I said shakily. "The money is the least of our worries right now. I am dreading the next time that I have to see him. I pray to God that you and I don't do anything to warrant punishment. Particularly as I will be the sole recipient now that you are carrying Snake's baby."



"We don't know for certain that it is Snake's baby," Lela added, trying to reduce my anxiety.
"I know, Lela," I said forlornly. "It is his for sure."
I got conditioned to accept the fact that her unborn child was Snake's, even though I hadn't seen the results of the paternity test. It just made more sense that way. Lela and I had engaged in unprotected sex for years with no sign of pregnancy. By contrast, John and Snake had both impregnated my wife after a single sexual encounter, although Lela was merely my ex-girlfriend the first time John bare-backed her.
Lela obeyed Snake's every directive, never telling me the results of the paternity test, despite me repeatedly begging her.
"Think of it this way, baby," Lela taunted me. "Instead of a gender reveal party, we will have a racial reveal."
As the months ticked by, Lela, Snake and I got into a routine of meeting every four weeks in room 46 of the Dolphin Motel. Snake, accompanied by the ever-skinnier Crystal, would command the proceedings, which formed a predictable pattern. After a brief exchange of pleasantries, and some updates on the condition of the unborn baby and its mother, I would offer Snake his 'tribute' as he commanded me to refer to it. Then after he counted the hundred dollar bills, Snake would have Lela suck him off in the motel bathroom. As it became increasingly difficult for Lela to kneel, she would sit on the toilet seat and fellate the gangster to completion.
While my wife was attending to the needs of Snake, Crystal and I would talk about her ongoing situation. As her addiction deepened, Snake was subjugating Crystal with even more depravity, and it was cathartic for her to unload some of her shit to me. I would listen empathetically to her tales of woe, and Crystal would absentmindedly stroke my cock through my jeans while Snake enjoyed my wife's lips on his cock. Once I was fully erect, the emaciated teenager would offer me release as payment for the impromptu counseling session. This was provided in a variety of ways, depending on what we could hear through the paper-thin door of the motel bathroom.
Snake was vocal when he ejaculated, and after he busted a nut he liked to relax for a few minutes as Lela cleaned him up with her tongue. Then Snake would urinate before returning to the motel room. Once we heard the toilet flush, Crystal and I knew that our time was up. Sometimes I would blow my load in my underwear as Crystal used just the right amount of frenulum stimulation to get me over the line. More often than not, the young drug addict would blow me, swallowing my load with a huge smile on her face. We had forged a connection, and while her fear of Snake compelled her to give him the information that he needed to control Lela and I, Crystal did not enjoy being in that position. By contrast, despite the fact that I left the monthly meetings five thousand dollars poorer, and was humiliated by Snake's ongoing control of my marriage, I really looked forward to seeing Crystal. She was young, seemed to genuinely like me, and was willing to swallow my load on a regular basis.
After Snake had emptied his nutsack in my wife's mouth, he would return to the bedroom and dictate the next phase of Lela's reduced escorting services. Lela had already ceased penetrative vaginal sex, and by month seven, Snake eliminated anal sex from her menu.
"Tim Jacobsen will be able to use the CumSlut until her water breaks," Snake informed me, as I knelt before him during one of our monthly meetings. "Facials and golden showers present no health risks to the baby," he added, to rub salt in my wounds. "Your brother too, Mark," Snake added cruelly. "No need to cut Phil off from getting blowjobs from your wife in your driveway."
Snake's prophesy turned out to be accurate, as Lela sucked my brother off just two days before she was admitted to hospital to give birth. My wife blew Phil in our downstairs bathroom that evening, because the cramped confines of his convertible Lexus was too much for Lela in her condition. Using her usual modus operandi of late, Lela sat on the toilet seat and fellated my brother as he stood and admired himself in the mirror. That asshole even helped himself to one of my Heinekens from the fridge in the garage before he bailed.
The hospital visit was another humiliating nightmare. To hear my parents tell it, when they were born hospitals typically only allowed the father in the delivery room to witness the birth. In modern times, with a myriad of complex partnerships (in addition to conventional marriage) and a more flexible gender-identity, the rules have been relaxed. No hospital was going to allow an entire football team to witness a birth, but John convinced the administrators that Snake, John and myself all claimed paternity rights for the baby. It raised a few eyebrows among the medical team, but they allowed the three of us to watch Lela give birth.
It truly was one of the most humiliating moments of my life when a huge black head was crowning. John barely stifled his laughter, and nudged me as Snake's offspring emerged from my wife's gaping pussy. I felt like a complete cuckold as the baby boy was weighed in at thirteen pounds, wrapped in warm blankets, and then handed to Snake.
Lela and I never fully recovered from her child-birth, although her damage was physical, while mine was emotional. Lela's vagina was irreparably damaged by delivering the massive baby, and even though I was permitted to assert my conjugal rights a few weeks after birth, it was unfulfilling to say the least. I am equipped with a modestly-sized cock and Lela had been stretched beyond repair by two black men, Snake at the conception, and his oversized offspring at the birth.
Lela was in desperate need of vaginal rejuvenation, and we decided that she would undergo surgery once her wounds had completely healed. The baby changed the dynamic of our relationship, and we slowly drifted apart. We were hardly ever intimate, although Lela would occasionally succumb to her guilt and allow me some sexual release. It was always the same scenario. Lela would dress up in the pink Fendi suit that had been central to so many of my memorable sexual encounters, both good and bad. My wife would unknowingly spritz herself in Samantha's perfume, and I would fuck her from behind, fantasizing that it was my boss.
The whole encounter would be over in just a few seconds, leaving Lela completely unfulfilled, and me melancholy in the realization that I was still in love with Samantha.
My luck did take a turn for the better a few months after my wife gave birth to Snake's son. Snake was killed in the parking lot of the Dolphin Motel, gunned down by a rival gangster over a drug dispute. I wasn't going to get my sixty-five grand 'tribute' back, but at least that dominant psycho was out of my life. Lela seemed relieved too. I think she tired of being one of Snake's bitches, and wanted to get on with raising her son.
Unexpectedly, Crystal crawled out of the woodwork, calling me for help to get into rehab. I dropped everything to provide assistance to the frightened young girl. Crystal was staying at the Dolphin Motel, and had been paying for her room by providing sexual favors to the manager, Moe. I know that she was just a wayward teen from a small town in Wisconsin, but her lack of street-smarts was dumbfounding. Crystal could have made ten times the daily motel rate simply by standing in the parking lot of the Dolphin. However, losing the protective eye of Snake had shaken her confidence, and the young girl elected to cower in her room instead of working the streets.
Crystal later told me that she was insistent that Moe wear a condom for any sex-acts, unless he just wanted a hand-job, or he wanted to jerk off on her. Due to his age and physical condition, Moe struggled with getting over the line when wearing a rubber. For this reason, he settled on masturbating over Crystal as she knelt naked before him, as payment for the motel room. The middle-aged, balding, overweight motel manager would let himself into Crystal's room whenever he wanted to bust a nut, in exchange for a relatively safe place to hide for the terrified teen.
I drove to the Dolphin Motel to hand-carry Crystal to a world-class rehab facility, named Promises. Crystal was waif-thin, dehydrated, and struggling with the physical pain of going cold-turkey. Moe actually tried to fight me for ownership of Crystal, even offering her free methamphetamine if she stayed with him. When he realized that the young girl was leaving with me, he changed his tune.
"Give me five minutes alone with Crystal, bro," the motel manager asked me, as if I was her new pimp. "The bitch hasn't paid me for last night's stay yet. I want to jerk off on her one last time before she bails."
Luckily, common sense prevailed, and after I tossed the guy two twenty dollar bills, he considered Crystal out of his debt.
"Any time that you need a roof over your head, sweetheart," Moe said, his lust evident in his eyes, as we got into my car.
I drove Crystal to the rehab center, her worldly belongings contained within a single holdall. She hugged me so tight when it was time for me to leave, and I could feel her ribs press against me, such was her emaciation.
Crystal was in rehabilitation at Promises for four months, at a cost to me of thirty-six thousand dollars. While in the facility, she was given counseling, adequate food, sleep, and relaxation therapies. She was also tested regularly for drugs, sexually transmitted infections, and even pregnancy. The facility separated men and women but even in such a controlled environment there was the occasional hook-up between patients and staff. Crystal, however, was a model patient, testing clean each time the random inspections were conducted.
I was her emergency contact while she was in the facility, and so it was me they called as her release date loomed on the horizon. They wanted to know where Crystal was staying upon her release, and were adamant that she needed a change of environment if she were to have any chance of long-term sobriety. I asked Lela if Crystal could stay with us for a few days, just until she could find employment and a room to rent.
"She is sober now, Lela," I assured my skeptical wife. "Crystal might be able to help us out with the baby."
We had two very capable baby-sitters already, so Crystal wasn't going to be needed in that department. However, Lela agreed that Crystal could stay with us for two weeks, as long as there was no alcohol or drugs in the house. The administration relayed the news to Crystal and she seemed genuinely excited to start a new life, sober.
I knew that I was in trouble the second that I picked her up from rehab. Crystal emerged fifteen pounds heavier, her clear, bright-blue eyes sparkling as she noticed me in the waiting room. She was wearing a beautiful summer dress that flattered her new-found curves. After months away from Snake's controlling behavior, Crystal finally seemed aware of her beauty, the self-confidence only adding to her allure. Crystal had morphed into a stunning young lady, and I felt my cock involuntarily stiffen as I recalled our brief sexual history.
We fell into a lengthy embrace as Crystal closed the distance between us. I no longer felt her bony ribs poking into me, although surely Crystal must have noticed my erection as we hugged each other close.
"Thanks so much for your help, Mark," Crystal said enthusiastically, once we were in the car. "I really appreciate everything you have done for me. Paying for my treatment, allowing me to stay with your family. You have been more than generous. I don't know how I can ever repay you."
"If you can stay sober, Crystal," I said, as I looked into her beautiful blue eyes, "that will be payment enough."
Crystal rested her dainty hand on my leg as we drove, not in an overtly sexual way, but rather to express her gratitude. My cock danced in my underwear as we hurtled down the freeway, and my nuts ached with desire.
"Can we go to the beach, Mark?" Crystal asked as we got closer to the coast. "I would love to get an ice-cream."
Crystal and I spent four hours together that afternoon. Absent the drugs, I found her to be a witty, engaging young lady and it was difficult to suppress my arousal as we walked up the pier holding hands. By the time we got back to my house I was in desperate need of release, and excused myself to take a shower, just so that I could jerk off. I think that Lela could probably sense my heightened tension, but she had a 'mother and baby' yoga class, so she left me alone in the house with Crystal.
Crystal took a shower shortly after Lela left, and it was a true test of my intestinal fortitude just to do the right thing. Part of me wanted to join the nubile teen in the enclosure, and fuck her against the marble tiled wall. I paced the hallway just outside the bathroom, listening to Crystal singing as she cleansed herself. My brief window of opportunity ended when Crystal turned the water off, only to be re-ignited as she called out to me for a towel.
I was trembling with anticipation as I entered the bathroom holding two warm towels. Crystal emerged naked from the enclosure right as I walked in, turning her back to me so that I could drape the towel across her shoulders. Her tight ass looked delectable with a little more meat on her bones, and for the first time I saw her unmarked buttocks, bearing no evidence of her being recently whipped. I placed the warm towel gently over her upper body as she faced away from me and towards the mirror.
Making eye-contact in the countertop to ceiling mirror, Crystal broke the silence.
"Thanks again, Mark," she said enthusiastically. "I will never be able to repay you. But I want you to know that if there is ever anything you need, don't hesitate to ask. Anything," Crystal added seductively.
I wrapped her up in the oversized towel, and leaned into her, planting a tender kiss on the top of her head, as she faced away from me. Crystal smiled at me in the mirror, her eyes sparkling with delight at our burgeoning connection.
"We look good together, Mark," Crystal whispered. "If only you were single. I haven't enjoyed a man's touch in four months. How are things with you and Lela? Is she taking care of her man?"
I can only assume that Crystal was referring to the sexual aspect of my relationship with Lela, so I responded truthfully.
"Life is complicated with a new-born," I began nervously. "By the time Lela and I hit the sack, we are both exhausted. It's been a while, Crystal. Not four months, but pretty close to that."
"Like I said, Mark," Crystal repeated, making sure that she had my undivided attention. "If you need anything from me, just ask."
I left that bathroom shaking with desire. Deciding to keep my distance from Crystal lest I do something foolish, I threw myself into work, doing research on legal precedent for a case I was working on. Crystal retired to her room and I heard the faint sounds of music as she listened to internet radio. I was still working when Lela returned from her yoga class, and she put the baby to bed and poured me a large glass of wine.
A women's intuition is a force to be reckoned with, and despite the fact that I had retaken control of my body, Lela seemed to know that I had a strong attraction to Crystal. Obviously, if Lela had allowed her jealousy to surface, this could have ended badly for our young lodger. However, Lela opted to take a pragmatic approach, and sucked me off right before we fell asleep. I must admit I was fantasizing about Crystal's moist lips on my cock-head as my wife blew me, but the unexpected sexual release felt otherworldly.
In the morning, right before my alarm was due to sound, Lela slipped under the bed covers. Instead of Alexa informing me of today's weather forecast, which was my usual wake-up routine, I awoke to my wife nibbling and sucking my balls. It was a very one-sided encounter, me relaxing on my back, as Lela expertly extracted another load of semen from my nuts.
"Well, that was an unexpected surprise, Lela," I said, as she left our marital bed to go and check on the baby. "Thank you, sweetheart."
"I have a VIP client tonight, Mark," Lela informed me, bringing me back to the reality that I was married to a call-girl. "I need you to be a good boy around our lodger."
After breakfast I got straight into my work. Lela took the baby to one of our sitters, and went to get her nails manicured and her hair done so that she would be all 'dolled-up' for her client. Nearly two hours after Lela had woken me up with a blow-job, Crystal emerged from her slumber. Dressed only in a form-fitting t-shirt and a pair of light blue silky panties, Crystal stood in the doorway and began to stretch. At first I thought it was part of a wake-up routine, trying to jolt a rested body into a state of action. However, as Crystal raised her arms above her head and began to perform a limited motion back-bend, I realized that she was flirting with me.
Each time she contorted her torso backwards, Crystal's toned stomach came into view, her abs still visible even though her ribs had receded beneath the extra flesh that she was carrying.
"Where's wifey?" Crystal asked coquettishly, as my cock stiffened in my jeans. "At the Hilton, servicing a client?"
"Uh, preparing for her date tonight, Crystal," I responded quietly, as I remained focused on her lean stomach and the pleasure cave that existed just beneath it. "Getting a Brazilian wax, then her hair and nails done."
"Lucky guy," Crystal said with a smile. "Her client, not you, Mark," she added playfully.
"Yes, indeed," I replied lamely. "Lela needs to make an effort for six hundred dollars per hour," I said, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth.
"Well, I hope that wifey is taking care of your needs too," Crystal teased. "By the way, who do I have to blow to get a cup of coffee around here?"
My erection was fully-fledged now, and I made a minor adjustment within my jeans in order to make it less prominent. Lela had sucked me off twice in the last twelve hours, but had barely taken the edge off of my arousal.
"I will get you some coffee, Crystal," I said pleasantly. "And you don't even have to blow me for it."
Crystal and I sat at the breakfast table that morning, chatting amiably about life in general. We had both suffered immensely at Snake's hands, physically, psychologically and financially. It was something that we shared in common, and made for easy conversation. I didn't get much work done that morning, as I simply enjoyed the company of a beautiful young woman, as she flirted incessantly with me.
"Are you in the mood for some lunch, Crystal?" I said, as the hour arrived. "I can order something from Uber Eats."
"That would be great, Mark," Crystal replied enthusiastically. "I am easy. Whatever you feel like."
I ordered Chinese food, and let Crystal know that it would be about thirty minutes.
"I am going to freshen up, Mark," Crystal said. "Take a quick shower before lunch," she added, as she arose from the breakfast table and headed towards the bathroom.
I followed her down the hallway, intending to fetch her a couple of warm towels. When we reached the bathroom door, Crystal turned and faced me.
"Where do I put my dirty laundry, Mark?" she asked.
I probably should have processed the question and come up with a more appropriate response, but I responded reflexively.
"Just give it to me, Crystal, and I will put it in the hamper."
Crystal smiled broadly, and then removed her form-fitting t-shirt before I had time to react. Naked now except for her light blue silky panties, she handed me her t-shirt and then slid her underwear down her toned legs. Extending her arm towards me, holding the still-warm intimates between her thumb and forefinger, Crystal spoke softly maintaining eye-contact as she did so.



"I hate to be a diva, Mark," a very naked Crystal whispered. "But these panties need to be hand-washed in cold water."
My hand was shaking visibly as I took the panties from her, and I was completely lost for words.
"I will call you when I am ready for a nice warm towel, Mark," Crystal said flirtatiously with a beaming smile, right before she hopped playfully into the shower enclosure.
It was almost impossible to suppress my lust for this young girl as she made her availability to me patently obvious. I considered jerking off in her silky panties, an event which would have lasted mere seconds in my estimation. However, cooler heads prevailed and I laid the table for lunch. Having Crystal living under my roof was already an emotional roller-coaster, and she had been here less than twenty-four hours.
Just as I recovered from the latest incident, Crystal called out to me.
"Mark, I am squeaky clean. Can you be a sweetheart and bring me a warm towel please?"
There was much less pretense the second time I saw Crystal emerge naked from the shower enclosure. Making no attempt at modesty, the young girl stood proudly before me, well aware of the effect that she was having on me. Crystal's pert breasts stood upright even without the support of a bra, signaling her youth. Meanwhile her erect nipples conveyed her complete availability, should I be desirous of it.
Crystal made no move to grab the towel from me, silently imploring me to dry her perfectly formed body. I took the bait, too, laying the towel across her shoulders and patting her dry. Crystal didn't flinch when I ran the Egyptian cotton towel across her breasts, and later her toned stomach.
"My burn marks are healing nicely, Mark," Crystal informed me, as she took one of my hands and ran it across the largest of the wounds, the Cohiba-inflicted burn just below her nipple. "Feel my skin. The doctor at the rehab facility assured me that I won't need plastic surgery. They will heal over time. It's only been a few months since Snake punished me with the cigar."
"That is good news, Crystal," I said shakily, as I knelt to dry her legs. "You must be happy that you don't need surgery."
"Excited would be the word that most aptly encapsulates how I am feeling right now," Crystal said suggestively, showcasing her impressive vocabulary for the first time since I met her.
Crystal adjusted her stance slightly, lifting her feet from the bathroom mat and placing them further apart. This had the effect of parting her legs, and as I began to dry her inner-thighs I could see that she was indeed excited. Crystal was leaking vaginal secretions copiously, the milky-white fluids visible all over her labia, and especially her clitoris as it poked lewdly between them. A strong aroma of Crystal's arousal was emanating from her sex, permeating the bathroom in which we were located. It was overwhelming to be in the presence of a beautiful teenager who obviously had the hots for me. My sexual relationships with Lela and Samantha were heavily weighted in their favor, and obviously I suffered immensely under the influence exerted by John, Danny Marshall and Snake. In stark contrast, Crystal seemed as desirous of me as I was of her.
"Lift your foot, Crystal," I said quietly as I knelt before her.
Crystal raised her foot in an exaggerated manner, lifting it slightly sideways in the same motion, which further exposed her sex. Squishing sounds emerged from her pussy as her labia parted, causing her to giggle.
"Shit, I am really wet, Mark," Crystal said with a laugh. "Four months is too long to go without sex."
My nose was eight inches from her exposed teenage pussy. I couldn't suppress my desire any longer and I looked up at Crystal and playfully extended my tongue.
Crystal gave me a subtle nod, which was all the consent I needed to engage with her sexually. It was probably quite fortunate for me when the doorbell rang, as it extricated me from a potentially dangerous situation. I was no longer in control of my body when it came to this alluring young woman. Crystal had sucked me off a few times in the past when she was Snake's fuck-toy. I had enjoyed the experience immensely, despite the grave danger to my health that messing with Snake's property presented. A few quick blow-jobs wasn't enough for me, where Crystal was concerned. I wanted to rubber-up, and slide into her tight, teenage pussy. Maybe even fuck her doggy-style.
"Some other time, perhaps, Mark," Crystal said flirtatiously, as I rose from my knees and handed her the towel.
Fortuitous is not a strong enough word to describe what happened next. After I tipped the Uber Eats delivery guy, I got a text from Lela saying that her Brazilian wax appointment had been postponed until later that day, and that she would be home in five minutes. I will never know if she was trying to test me by coming home early, or whether it was a legitimate cancellation. However, my wife possesses the nose of a bloodhound, and would have undoubtedly sniffed me out had I eaten Crystal's wet pussy just prior to her arrival.
As it turned out, I had ordered more than enough food, so as Lela prepared to feed the baby, I laid the table for the three of us.
"Can you tell Crystal that I ordered Chinese for lunch, Lela?" I asked my wife, as if I hadn't seen the young girl all morning. "I think she is still in her room."
I heard Lela knock on Crystal's bedroom door, and a few moments later our lodger joined us at the table. I was appreciative of the effort that Crystal had made to play down her sexuality. Devoid of any make-up having just showered, and dressed down in some baggy sweatpants and a sweatshirt, Crystal looked like any other teenager hanging around her house. She bid me good morning, and the three of us enjoyed lunch.
"What happened to your waxing appointment, Lela?" I asked as the three of us made small-talk.
"I have to go back at 3pm," my wife informed me. "Would you like to join me Crystal?" Lela added. "It will be my treat. Maybe afterwards we can go and buy you some essentials. It doesn't look like you brought many clothes from rehab."
"Snake burned all my shit one day after I didn't make enough money," Crystal responded, delving deeper into her subservience to her pimp. "He even threatened to make me work the Dolphin Motel butt-naked."
"Jesus, Crystal," my wife said sympathetically. "You must be happy to be out from under his thumb."
"Excited to start fresh," the young girl said quietly. "I don't need too much, Lela," Crystal added with humility. "Just some underwear and something to sleep in. Thank you both so much for your generosity."
Lela and Crystal were gone all afternoon, and I finally managed to get some work done. When they returned, Crystal looked ecstatic with her new purchases, excitedly holding up several department store bags.
"I got everything I needed and much more, Mark," Crystal said animatedly. "Thank you both once again."
As Lela's date time approached, she started to prepare herself for her VIP client. As always, while she luxuriated in a scented bath and shaved her legs, I peppered her with questions, as the cuckold within me found it very titillating. For obvious reasons, my wife wouldn't tell me the name of her soon to be lover, but she did share that he was in his fifties, a wealthy investment banker and black. Well, Lela referred to him as African-American but in my lexicon that was black.
"A tall, very dark-skinned gentleman," Lela taunted me as I pleaded for more details. "Although for six hundred dollars per hour, he certainly doesn't have to remain a gentleman," she added, to further stoke my fire.
"I thought you didn't service black guys, Lela," I said excitedly, the very thought of my wife on her knees with her tongue between a black man's buttocks, driving me crazy, with equal parts lust and jealousy.
"I never used to, Mark," my wife said calmly. "However, I changed my profile. Snake cured me of my aversion to black cock. I just have a more invasive screening process for black men."
As I watched my wife get ready, I was rock-hard. I loved watching her slide a brand-new pair of silk stockings up her freshly-shaved legs. I loved the way she made sure that her garter-belt straps were perfectly uniform. The way her underwear, manicured nails and lipgloss were all the exact same shade. The way she asked her paramour how he wanted her hair to be styled. Lela was a submissive escort but she still took pride in showing up looking like a glamour model.
I was leaking pre-cum profusely as I watched my wife ready herself to become a black man's expensive fuck-toy. When Lela dismissed me to spend a few moments meditating, I logged onto the CumSlut's profile, heading straight to the private gallery which was restricted to paying "Premium Members." I had stumped up the ninety-nine dollar entry fee when Lela first became a submissive escort. However, as I logged in I was amazed to see that there were now over nineteen hundred paying members.
Lela's profile, discreet by design, due to the fact that prostitution is illegal in the vast majority of the United States, had undergone a few changes. Firstly, under ethnicities accepted, it read 'ALL' in large caps, as if to accentuate the fact that Lela will fuck all and sundry. There were some new pictures of my wife too, posted in the members' access gallery.
The pictures showed Lela on her knees in the Dolphin Motel engaged in various lewd acts with Snake. They must have been taken on the day that Lela paid for her tattoo, I mused. Taken presumably by John, they were close-ups, in order to hide the dingy facilities of the budget motel room. In one picture Lela was sucking Snake's nutsack. There were a few of my wife rimming the black thug. Then of her kneeling behind Snake, giving him her rendition of a rusty trombone.
The erotic stimulation was overwhelming. I had a teenage hottie living in my house, who had made it very clear that she wanted to fuck. My wife was dolling herself up, transforming herself into a fuck-toy for a wealthy black man. I was scrolling through pictures on my laptop, of Lela giving a local drug-dealer a rim-job. My cock was leaking profusely, and my nuts ached for release.
It was to Lela that I turned first.
"Baby, all this talk of your date has made me extremely horny," I said, as Lela emerged from her brief meditative session. "Can you find it in your heart to cut me a little slack? Maybe a quick hand-job?"
"Mark, get hold of yourself," my wife instructed me. "I am about to spend eight hours pampering a wealthy black man. I have to have my head in the right place in order to perform my job. Which is probably between his ass-cheeks," she added with a giggle.
"Lela, please," I begged, pushing uncharacteristically hard for release.
"If you are a good boy tonight, I will wake you up when I get home and you can go down on me," Lela responded, offering me one of my favorite treats. "My VIP client has submitted to my STI battery, and has earned the right to bare-back me. His cum is your breakfast, if you are good until I get home."
Lela's tone made it clear that the matter was closed. Not subject to any more discussion. Lela had controlled my sex-life for longer than I could remember, so I was conditioned to drop my line of enquiry. I just needed to toe the line for a few hours and then I could get my jollies. After I had ingested her lover's semen from my wife's pussy, maybe Lela would let me mount her for a couple of minutes and enjoy some sloppy seconds.
I knew that I was fucked the second Lela left for her date, and Crystal appeared from her room. Like a butterfly emerging from its chrysalis, her transformation was complete. Gone was the plain Jane, who had sat with my wife and I at lunch, without her makeup and dressed in baggy sweat clothes. In its place, in just as remarkable a metamorphosis as a caterpillar undergoes when it becomes a butterfly, was a stunning teenager.
I hadn't checked my banking app since Crystal and Lela returned from the mall. Therefore, I had no idea how much my wife spent to give Crystal the self-worth that she fully deserved. It really didn't matter. We had the money and Crystal needed clothes after Snake burned all of her stuff.
Lela's intent was obviously to build some rapport with our lodger, so that Crystal would do the right thing if I ever put the moves on her. However, as Crystal closed the gap between us, dressed in a beautiful pink summer dress with matching stockings, it became clear that my wife's efforts to build a level of trust with the teenager, were a mammoth fail.
Crystal looked absolutely phenomenal, and she knew it. Several questions circulated my mind simultaneously, overwhelming my capacity to think. Was Crystal wearing stay-ups, or were her stockings held up by a garter-belt? Had the teenager taken my wife up on her generous offer of a Brazilian wax? If Crystal and I hooked up, what were her expectations of me? If I was offered sexual release by my grateful young lodger, did I have the intestinal fortitude to resist?
I knew the answer to the last question the second Crystal made contact with me, a light brush of her fingertips across my chest, as she entered my space, and unfastened the top button of my shirt. We made eye-contact, her bright blue eyes sparkling through the mascara that thickened her long, feminine eyelashes. Crystal looked at me expectantly, and her eyes widened slightly as she reached for my second shirt button. Using this subtle gesture to seek my consent, I nodded almost imperceptibly, but enough to convey that I was comfortable. Her pink manicured nails were the exact same shade as her dress, and I watched as she used them effortlessly to undo my shirt buttons.
Crystal sought consent every time that she moved the goalposts. This was in stark contrast to the last time that she fellated me, when she threatened to cry out for help to Snake, who was in the bathroom getting sucked off by my wife.
Once my shirt was removed, Crystal reached for the buckle of my Prada belt. After securing my consent, her dainty hands worked together to release the clasp and remove the leather belt from my waist. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being lowered, and Crystal once again sought my assurance that I was comfortable with her advances. I was breathing heavily by this point, barely able to contain my excitement. Crystal slid one of her hands through my open zipper, and caressed my erect cock through my underwear. As she did so, I felt a large glob of pre-cum get expelled, and I let out a whimper of pleasure.
"Are you okay with everything that I am doing, Mark?" Crystal asked, finally breaking the silence.
"Yes, Crystal," I stammered, my voice hesitant and shaky.
"May I suck you off, Mark?" the teen girl asked me as she looked me right in the eyes. "I haven't had any sexual encounters in over four months and I have tested clean on numerous occasions. Lela need never know about us."
The mention of my wife snapped me back into reality. Of course it wasn't ok, I mused. I am a happily-married man. You are my lodger, and my wife just took you shopping for brand new clothes. Absolutely not.
"Yes Crystal," I said on autopilot, my voice becoming increasingly shaky as my desire overcame me. "I have fantasized about you kneeling before me and sucking me off for months."
Having garnered the all-important consent, Crystal lowered herself gracefully to her knees. Looking up at me with a smile, she undid the button on my dress slacks, and they fell to the floor around my ankles.
"Let me know exactly what you like, Mark," Crystal said seductively. "I want this to be just how you imagined it."
I jumped when her pink glossed lips made contact with my navel. And again as she extended her tongue and began to lick around the outer rim of my belly-button. Crystal took her time that evening, planting several kisses on my cock as it remained within the confines of my underwear. Once I was well and truly tenting in my briefs, and there was a noticeable wet-spot in the front of the cotton undergarment, Crystal lowered them to my ankles, where they rested atop my dress slacks.
My sex-life to this point had been unorthodox to say the least. My fledgling relationship with Lela, when we were both only eighteen, was platonic except for the occasional hand-job. I was then sexually enslaved by John for several years, as we lived as roommates through College and Law School. Lela was on a chastity kick by the time we got together for the second time, and my time with Samantha was not only short-lived, but fraught with the prospect of her constantly trying to peg me. I think I had enjoyed maybe a dozen blow-jobs in my entire life, even though I knew the mechanics of oral-sex, as I had treated John to hundreds of edging, pampering, cock-worship sessions.
I knew exactly what John liked and would have been able to offer Crystal guidance were she about to fellate him. However, when it came to my personal preferences, I was clueless so I chose not to offer Crystal any tips. My silence didn't deter Crystal, and as soon as she had extracted my cock from its confines, she began to pepper my glans with gentle kisses.
"Does that feel good, Mark?" Crystal asked. "Or do you prefer this?" she continued, as she licked across my frenulum.
In truth, it all felt good, and I knew that I wasn't going to last long under her tender ministrations. Crystal pampered my cock, nuts and my perineum as she knelt before me, and I could feel my sap begin to rise.
"I am going to come pretty quickly, Crystal, if you keep on doing that," I gasped, after less than ten minutes.
"That is the plan, Mark," she responded as she looked up at me with her bright blue eyes. "Do you want to blow your load in my mouth, or in my face?"
Hearing her offer to take a facial pushed me over the edge, and I signaled that I was close. Crystal closed her lips around my cock-head, and continued to bob her head up and down on my cock, causing me to empty my nuts in her teenage mouth, seconds later. My knees were shaking as I ejaculated, and I started to experience slight dizziness. We were in the hallway just outside Crystal's bedroom, and after I came Crystal swallowed my load and then helped me into her room.
"Sit on my bed, Mark," she offered sweetly. "Relax. I will clean you up."
Crystal hadn't been working the streets for very long, but her niche was subservience. Not in the way that Lela embodied the persona of the CumSlut. Crystal didn't allow men to pay to urinate on her, or beat her ass with a cane. Only Snake, who considered Crystal his property, exerted those perverse powers over her. No, for forty dollars, Crystal would edge you to completion and lovingly clean you up. That was her primary skill-set, and as she knelt before me and began to lick my ejaculate from my cock, I realized that she excelled at it.
Once she considered me sufficiently clean, Crystal lifted up my feet and pulled my underwear and dress slacks from around my ankles. Grabbing a pack of wet-wipes, she removed my socks and began to clean my feet. It was such an overt act of subservience, and it made me feel like a king to have this gorgeous girl kneeling before me.
"Would you like a foot massage, Mark?" Crystal asked, her blue eyes twinkling with delight. "I thoroughly enjoy pampering you."
"I would love that, Crystal," I said enthusiastically. "No-one has ever done that for me before."
"Lay back on my bed," Crystal instructed me, as she scooted closer, remaining on her knees. "Just relax and enjoy."
As I laid back, Crystal began to tickle and caress my feet, which felt fantastic.
"Do you like having your feet kissed?" Crystal asked me after a few moments. "Most men do."
I didn't have time to ponder quite how many men had enjoyed Crystal's tender lips on their feet, before she began to pepper my soles with gentle kisses. I watched her intently as she worshiped my feet, smiling and winking at me occasionally to signal her enjoyment. I curled my toes in pleasure as she extended her tongue and lapped at the soles of my feet with the tip of it. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and combined with the pure submission of the act caused my cock to stiffen.



"I guess you like it, Mark" Crystal said with a giggle. "I have yet to encounter a man that doesn't like being pampered."
Pampered was the right word for what I experienced that evening. My toes were next, Crystal's tongue darting in and out of her mouth as she licked between them. She sucked my toes after that, which felt divine. Then Crystal took my big toe in her mouth and bobbed up and down on it, simultaneously dragging her bottom teeth against the underside of it. Each new set of pleasurable sensations increased my level of arousal, and before long I was rock-hard again.
Once Crystal ascertained that I had one more cumshot in me, she began to drag her tongue very slowly up my legs. She kissed and nibbled my ankles first, finding erogenous zones that I didn't even know existed. Even the attention that she paid to my knees felt incredible, as she tenderly licked the skin that protects my kneecaps. Crystal's upward motion was constant, but tantalizingly slow. When she reached my inner-thighs, Crystal parted my legs slightly and began to kiss the area right next to my swollen nuts.
I was unable to take my eyes off her as she pampered me. Once Crystal realized that the visual component of her teasing was important to me, she maintained eye-contact throughout. My breathing quickened when she began to kiss and nibble my nut-sack, and Crystal responded by winking at me playfully. I was rock-hard as she ran her tongue up the shaft of my cock, pausing momentarily to stimulate my frenulum.
Kneeling on the bed, Crystal hiked her pink dress up, answering the second of my questions as her garter-belt came into view. Crystal deftly removed her matching panties, the evidence of her arousal on full display as the crotch was slick with her secretions. Tossing her wet undies onto my chest in a playful manner, Crystal straddled me and we began to kiss. It was tender at first, but as our desire for each other grew stronger, we began to french-kiss with considerable passion. As we made out, my erection danced around uncontrollably. My cock seemed to have a life of its own, and the tip of it began nestling alternately against the entrance to Crystal's throbbing warm pussy, and her asshole.
Undeterred, Crystal rocked slowly forward. This had the intended consequence of running her labia, which were coated with her secretions, along the shaft of my cock. My mind was consumed with a fresh barrage of questions. Do I need to get a condom? Is Crystal on birth control? Does penetrative-sex cross the line in my marriage to Lela?
"I want you inside me, okay?" Crystal whispered, as she rocked slowly on top of me.
I simply nodded, which served as my consent, and with one slight adjustment from Crystal, I eased inside her warm, moist, teenage pussy. Fuck it felt tight, too. In contrast to Lela's snatch, which after years of fucking all and sundry was in dire need of vaginal rejuvenation, Crystal's felt like that of a virgin. In fact, I mused, as Crystal sat upright and began to ride me cow-girl style, this is how Lela should have felt on our wedding night.
Crystal rode me in this position for several minutes, bouncing up and down enthusiastically on my cock. I laid on my back and enjoyed the view, which improved considerably after Crystal lowered the top of her dress thereby exposing her breasts.
"Play with my tits if you want, Mark," Crystal invited me, as she continued to do most of the work. "They are very sensitive once I get aroused."
Raising both hands to her pert breasts, I began to fondle them as Crystal bounced up and down on my cock. Crystal let out a moan of pleasure, and began to grind into my pelvis, thereby stimulating her clitoris.
"Pinch my nipples, Mark," the teenager encouraged me, as she began to exhibit the signs of her impending climax.
A few moments later, as I pinched, and occasionally flicked her erect nipples with my index finger, Crystal threw her head back, closed her eyes, and had an orgasm. I was still a long way from my own release, having blown my load recently in Crystal's mouth, and we were able to focus solely on her needs. Crystal was vocal in her cries of pleasure, her prolonged abstinence undoubtedly contributing to her strong orgasm.
A woman's physiological response to orgasm is directly opposite to a man's, in that once the floodgates are open, subsequent orgasms often occur more readily. Crystal was no exception to this rule, and enjoyed three more vocal orgasms before she suggested a change of pace.
"I want you to fuck me doggy-style, Mark," Crystal said, as she carefully dismounted me. "Are you comfortable with that?"
I felt like it was a little late for Crystal to still be monitoring my level of consent. However, upon reflection, it occurred to me that she had taken me forcibly in the motel room, threatening to cry out to Snake for his help, if I resisted her attempts to suck me off.
"I am comfortable with that, Crystal," I responded, even as she had shed her dress and was already on all-fours wiggling her hips seductively.
Crystal was soaking wet from her recent orgasms. After she lined up the tip of my cock with the entrance to her pussy, I slid right inside her, and was balls-deep within seconds. Even though doggy-style is one of my favorite positions, I knew that it was the sight of Crystal's youthful face that was going to get me to blow my load. I wanted to climax in the missionary position. I fucked the teenager from behind for a few minutes, before asking if we could change things up again.
"I thought that you would be too shy to ask, Mark," Crystal said with a giggle.
With that, she scooted forward slightly, grabbed the tip of my cock as it slid out of her pussy, and repositioned it right at the entrance to her asshole.
"I lubed up hoping that you would want to butt-fuck me, Mark," Crystal said to my astonishment. "Ease forward slowly, baby. I am ready for your cock in my ass."
Once again, thanks to my sordid history with John, I have been on the receiving end of anal-sex way more than I have been on the giving end. Crystal's well-lubricated rosebud was extremely tight, and a host of new sensations surged over me as I eased my way into her anal-passage. The notion of sodomizing a gorgeous teenage girl was very titillating, and I knew that I would achieve my release fairly quickly in this situation.
I butt-fucked Crystal for a few minutes, finally getting balls-deep inside her ass, as it relaxed to accommodate me. Realizing that Crystal seemed delighted to please me, I asked again for a change of position.
"Can I finish in the missionary position, Crystal?" I asked. "I want to look into your eyes when I climax."
"Whatever you desire, Mark," was her answer, and it sent chills down my spine to be coupled with someone so willing to please.
"Do you want to come in my pussy or my ass, Mark?" Crystal asked matter of factly.
"I want to make love to you, Crystal," I responded, before realizing that I hadn't answered the question. "Vaginally," I added in order to clarify my desires.
"No problem, Mark," Crystal said sweetly. "Pull out slowly, and I will make sure that you are clean."
Years of living with John had taught me that it was an unhealthy practice to move from anal-sex to vaginal-sex without some clean-up ritual. John used to butt-fuck Lela regularly, even after she was my girlfriend, my fiancée and then my wife. John insisted that Lela or I clean him up after he sodomized my woman, and the two of us have both performed the unappetizing ass to mouth ritual on John more times than I care to remember.
Crystal was much less acquainted with anal-sex than my wife. In fact, I think it was only Snake that had been balls-deep inside Crystal's ass prior to me. Even though that dominant prick expected his bitch to suck him clean after butt-fucking her, I certainly did not.
"Why don't you use a wet-wipe, Crystal?" I said, as she started to lower her mouth onto my cock. "That will be more sanitary."
Once I was duly clean, Crystal laid on her back, and invited me to mount her. Her blue eyes twinkled as we got face to face in the missionary position, and I slid inside her wet pussy. She was just so fucking beautiful that I knew I wouldn't last long. I been to rock slowly back and forth, getting balls-deep on every inward stroke. I felt my nuts tighten as Crystal smiled at me, a sure sign that I was on the road to orgasm.
"That was incredible, Mark," Crystal whispered as she started to kiss my neck. "I am completely fulfilled. Totally satisfied. It is your turn to come now, baby."
After uttering the words that every man wants to hear, Crystal wrapped her toned legs around me and resumed eye-contact. Her silk stockings caressed my buttocks as we fucked, and Crystal began to rake her manicured nails across my lower back.
"Yeah, baby," Crystal cooed, as I increased my pace slightly. "Fuck me until you blow your load deep inside me. I am on birth-control."
A few seconds later, as I stared into Crystal's bright blue eyes, I ejaculated deep inside the young girl, grunting loudly with pleasure as I emptied my nuts. Fucking Crystal had been a fantasy of mine since the day I first met her, although I never imagined that I would be permitted to enjoy her bare-back. This was one of the seminal sexual moments of my entire lifetime. I couldn't have known it at the time, but this encounter completely altered the course of my life.
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After I blew my load inside Crystal's tight, teenage pussy, it took me a long time to compose myself. Crystal kissed my neck, raked her nails across my ass, and whispered sweet nothings in my ear. I lapped it up, feeling loved by a woman for the first time. I had only been in two relationships, unless you count my sexual slavery to John as such. With Lela, there had always been an imbalance in her favor, and the entire time that we were together she was fucking other men. My brief courtship with Samantha was more equal, and contained significantly less drama, but her primary goal was to add me to the list of men that she had pegged.
With Crystal, it felt like the young woman actually loved me for who I was. And, if I was being honest, I was falling in love with her. It wasn't ideal that Crystal was a recovering drug-addict and a former prostitute, but based on sexual chemistry and general attraction, my feelings for her were off the charts. When I finally got my breathing under control, Crystal spoke.
"Can I show you my new clothes, Mark?" she asked excitedly. "I want to see what colors you like me in. I can exchange anything that you don't love."
I thought that Crystal's gratitude and enthusiasm were cute. A teenager, excited with her new wardrobe who wanted the opportunity to show her benefactor how appreciative she was. However, as the impromptu fashion show evolved, it was evident that she harbored a much deeper desire to please me.
"Do you like this on me, Mark?" Crystal asked, as she rotated in front of me wearing a light pink, pleated tennis skirt. "They had it in yellow, white and red if you want me to exchange it for a different color."
Crystal modeled her new wardrobe for me, as I sat there contemplating how the fuck I was hard again. I would later learn that my wife and I had spent fifteen hundred dollars on the teenager, and in addition, Lela had given Crystal five hundred in cash for her to purchase intimate apparel.
"For when you have a boyfriend, Crystal," my wife had told our young lodger.
"The pink garter-belt that I wore when you butt-fucked me is part of my intimate apparel," Crystal said enthusiastically. "Would you like to see some of my other lingerie, Mark?"
About two hours into the fashion show, I got a text from Lela. Brief and businesslike, it read:
"VIP has extended session to twenty-four hours. I need you to pick the baby up from the sitter at ten o'clock tomorrow morning. See you tomorrow afternoon or early evening."
It was just the news that I wanted to hear, even though we didn't really need the money. Lela's twenty-four hour rate, while discounted considerably from her six hundred dollar per hour fee, was still ten grand. Most of the clients that booked my wife for an hour wanted to check off a sexual bucket list in the abbreviated time-frame. A man who was willing to stump up ten thousand dollars for a day with the CumSlut, was looking for companionship not just sex. You couldn't ejaculate enough times in a twenty-four hour period to justify the outlay, unless it was for a connection on a deeper level.
At this point I didn't really care what the fuck Lela was doing with this wealthy black man. I knew that she would regale me with tales of his masculinity and virility, as I ate his semen from her well-used pussy. I knew that my reward, in addition to the ingestion of another man's ejaculate, would be a brief coupling as my wife verbally taunted me about the fact that I was enjoying sloppy seconds.
My reaction to the news of the VIP's extension was one of excitement. Lela's delayed return afforded me more time to get to know Crystal, and even though there was no way to know that this would end my marriage to Lela, I was willing to accept any consequences of our fledgling relationship.
By the time Crystal had modeled all of her lingerie for me, I was rock-hard and in a highly agitated sexual state. I had never been so desirous of another person, and Crystal sensed my sexual frustration, and simultaneously offered ways to take care of it.
"It's time for bed, Mark," Crystal advised me. "I would love to suck you off before you hit the sack. Which is your favorite outfit and what color lipgloss would you like me to wear for your bedtime blowjob?"
Crystal sucked me off that night, right before I drifted off into a peaceful slumber. Wearing her new peach-colored chemise, with the matching garter-belt and stockings, the teenager positioned herself in such a way that I was able to lay on my side and fuck her mouth to completion. It was an incredible sensation to thrust between her peach-glossed lips until I blew my load. Then, as if to solidify our fledgling connection, the last words I heard before I fell asleep were "I love you, Mark."
In the morning, waking up next to a beautiful teenager seemed like a dream come true. Even as I watched Crystal sleeping peacefully, I was overcome with a feeling of euphoria. However, as I slowly came to my senses, reality stared me in the face. My wife, the filthy CumSlut, was probably coaxing another load from her client as he woke from his own slumber with morning wood. My morning duties involved picking up Lela's black baby, for whom I harbored no animosity, but also had forged no connection. It would have been difficult enough to marry Lela had she already bore an offspring. However, this child, that quite obviously by the shade of his skin belonged to another man, was conceived during our marriage. My angst was compounded by the fact that I had witnessed their coupling, as Snake fucked my wife into oblivion. To add to the misery, Lela had voluntarily removed her diaphragm to accommodate Snake's mammoth cock, prioritizing his pleasure over the sanctity of our marriage.
My life with Lela was a fucking mess, and I wanted a brief respite from it, if only for a few days. I had a couple of hours before I had to pick up Lela's baby, and I fully intended to get some work done. As the old expression goes, 'the best laid plans'...
I work a lot from home, having a fully functional office in my house. I have never had an issue with self-discipline, and am able to get just as much work done from my home-office, as when I report to the law firm. I never even heard Crystal get out of bed, but about thirty minutes before I was due to pick up Lela's baby, I went into the kitchen to brew some coffee. When I returned to my office Crystal was bent over my large mahogany desk, wearing only a red garter-belt, red stockings and matching fuck-me pumps. In the interest of efficiency, Crystal had eschewed the panties, and a black latex butt-plug was wedged in her teenage asshole.
"We don't have much time left, Mark," Crystal whispered seductively, as she made eye-contact with me over her shoulder. "And I still have one orifice that you haven't ejaculated inside yet."
I certainly didn't need a second invitation, and if this was going to be a one-time fling, the thought of busting a nut in all three of Crystal's holes was enticing. Crystal was learning quickly and had done a wonderful job of preparing herself to be sodomized. As she deftly removed the butt-plug, it was apparent that the sex-toy had opened her anus up nicely. As a bonus, it was evident that Crystal had pre-lubricated to facilitate my entry. I dropped my pants and underwear to my ankles, lined the tip of my cock up with her rosebud, and slowly eased myself forward. Crystal let out a gasp as I forced my way through her sphincter, and a few moments later I was balls-deep inside her anal-cavity.
"Just a quick pump and dump, Mark," Crystal said crudely. "We have to pick Lela's baby up soon."
Despite having enjoyed several orgasms courtesy of the stunning teen, I knew that I wasn't going to last long under the provocative visual stimulation. Crystal was very young, absolutely gorgeous, and ripe for the taking. I slid my thumbs under Crystal's garter-belt straps as I held her ass-cheeks in my hands, and started to butt-fuck her.
"Slap my ass if it turns you on," Crystal invited me.
A few moments later, as she wriggled around seductively over the top of my desk, while I admired my red handprints on her buttocks, I unloaded deep within Crystal's anus. In an act of submission, Crystal remained bent over my desk while I emptied my nutsack. Once I stopped thrusting, and Crystal ascertained that I was done with my orgasm, she spoke.
"Pull out of me slowly, Mark," she whispered. "I used a fleet enema to cleanse my back-passage just so that I can clean you up myself. I would love to perform ass to mouth if it is something that you enjoy."
Crystal took my lack of resistance as implied consent, and let out a contented giggle. After I withdrew my cock from her anal-cavity, she turned around, lowered herself to her knees, and began to clean me up with her tongue.
Forty-five minutes later, as Crystal and I were driving back from the sitter with a screaming baby in the back seat that wasn't mine, I began to evaluate my options. I wanted more from life than to be married to the CumSlut and to be responsible for a baby that I couldn't even pass off as my own. I had loved Lela at one point, but now I saw her for what she was, damaged goods.
Crystal was singing away to the latest hits on the radio, familiar with the lyrics of every song the way teenagers are. Occasionally she would look over towards me and smile, her bright blue eyes twinkling with delight at her current situation. By contrast, I felt melancholy as I saw that my time with the alluring teen was coming to a close.
"I will sit in the back with the baby when we get home in case Lela is there," Crystal said quietly, as if she too was coming to the understanding that our brief time together was over.
"What would you do if I wasn't married, Crystal?" I asked, as we got within ten minutes of my house.
"Be your devoted girlfriend, Mark," Crystal responded unequivocally. "Suck your cock every single morning. Let you fulfill every one of your fantasies, no matter how perverse. Arrange threesomes with hot chicks that are my age on a regular basis."
"How about if I was married, but ready to leave my wife, Crystal?" I asked, as we closed the distance to my house.
"I would be content with that situation, Mark," Crystal assured me. "As long as your intent was to leave Lela and petition for divorce."
I knew that I was thinking with my dick. Reacting to the fact that I had a beautiful teenager willing to fulfill my every sexual fantasy. However, despite the age difference between Crystal and I, and the fact that she was a recovering drug addict and a former prostitute, the decision made sense. The only difficult part was how to break the news to Lela.
Lela and I had been High School sweethearts. The general ugliness of life had changed Lela from a sweet Catholic Schoolgirl who was proudly committed to her celibacy, into a self-loathing dirty CumSlut. During her years-long descent into depravity, I had remained steadfastly in Lela's corner, offering her unconditional financial and emotional support. Lela fulfilled her monetary obligations to me, taking great pride in paying me back quickly, once she began working as a submissive escort. Reciprocation of emotional support was unfortunately another matter, one at which my wife failed miserably.
Lela nurtured the cuckold in me, taking delight in my involuntary physical response to her detailed verbal stimulation. Lela only had to mention her subjugation at the hands of a paying client, and my cock would twitch in my pants. It was humiliating for me to be a cuckold, but no matter how hard I fought it, the end result was always the same. Lela would extract my erection from its confines, and coax a load out of me using little more than a few choices words and some tender caresses. I truly was putty in her hands, and we both knew it.
The emotional disconnect would began immediately after I ejaculated. Feeling completely different about my wife's role as a wealthy man's fuck-toy once my nuts were empty, I just wanted a cessation of Lela's taunts. I verbalized my feelings on several occasions to no avail. Whether my wife forgot about my requests, or just enjoyed fucking with me, I will never know. However, Lela would continue to regale me with tales of her sexual exploits, often saving the most graphic and demeaning details until after I had ejaculated. For me, this was the prime example of her complete lack of emotional support, but there were many other ways in which Lela demonstrated that she really didn't give a shit about how I felt.
Fucking my co-workers exemplified this character flaw in my wife. Obviously Lela had an ongoing sexual relationship with John, even as we worked at the same Law Firm. Not content with rubbing my nose in her dalliances, Lela started to fuck my boss, Danny Marshall, at our mutual place of employment. If you count the freebies that were presented on a platter to my peers at our company retreat, Lela probably fucked over a dozen of my fellow employees. We discussed this particularly cruel betrayal at length later on in our relationship. Lela recognized how much her behavior hurt me, and solemnly promised not to have sexual contact with anybody at my company.
Deciding to meet John, dressed in the pink Fendi suit that Lela had given me exclusive rights to enjoy her in, was another example of her emotional disconnect. I managed to thwart the actual encounter by tossing a glass of red wine at my wife, although my reckless act cost Lela dearly. Returning home in the morning with a fresh tattoo, the scent of a black man's asshole on her tongue, and the physical evidence of John's disapproval all over her feet and nipples, Lela had truly paid the price.
Lela had a long history of fucking with me, and as I cataloged the most memorable scenarios, I found my resolve to leave her strengthening. Another quick glance at Crystal, as she sang along with the radio and winked seductively at me, and my decision was solidified.
"I am going to tell Lela that I am moving out today, Crystal," I announced firmly. "With your support, I can deal with the consequences of her wrath."
Surprisingly enough, there was no fury on Lela's part when she learned that I was terminating our relationship.
"When are you moving out, Mark?" Lela asked calmly. "And where are you going to live?"
"I will pack my stuff right now, Lela," I responded, surprised at her lack of vitriol.
''And where are you going, Mark?" Lela asked for the second time.
It really was none of her fucking business, but in an attempt to maintain our cordial relations, I shared my intentions with her.
"I will book into the Four Seasons for a couple of days, Lela," I began. "Until I figure out alternate accommodation."
"How about you, Crystal?" Lela asked our young lodger. "You know you are still welcome to stay here with me, until such time that you get back on your feet."
"Thank you, Lela," Crystal said pleasantly. "I appreciate all that you have done for me, but it is time for me to move on, too."
I never really understood quite why Lela had been so accommodating towards Crystal, but it was evident from their body language that they shared some kind of connection. Surely they hadn't bonded over sucking methamphetamine from Snake's mammoth cock.
"Where are you going to go, Crystal?" Lela enquired. "Hopefully somewhere safe that is also a good environment to help you maintain your sobriety. Do you need any help packing, or can I offer you a ride somewhere after Mark leaves?"
I was hoping that Crystal wouldn't take the bait. I certainly didn't want to antagonize Lela unnecessarily, realizing that nothing good could ever come from that. Crystal however wasn't going to back down, and moving closer to me to indicate that we were leaving together, slipped her dainty hand into the back pocket of my jeans.
"I am with Mark now, Lela," Crystal said firmly. "I am staying at the Four Seasons too."
Never one to hide her feelings, Lela's rage surfaced immediately.
"You ungrateful little cunt," Lela shouted at Crystal. "Fresh out of rehab just looking to latch onto any man who can put a roof over your head. Well, know this, you worthless druggie. Mark is useless in bed and only gets off when he is being cuckolded."
In an attempt to prevent further escalation between the two women, I suggested to Crystal that she grab her stuff so that we could beat a hasty retreat. However, the young girl was having none of Lela's abuse, and pushed right back.
"Mark managed to get me over the edge, Lela," Crystal said with a giggle. "Several times in actuality, when we fucked yesterday. In fact, in the last twenty-four hours Mark has busted a nut in all three of my holes, without any mention of another man's name."
Sensing that Crystal wasn't going to back down, Lela turned on me. Inexplicably, her rage dissipated, and even though she began spewing mean-spirited threats, they were uttered calmly, which made me even more certain that she would carry them through.
"If you leave with this worthless street-walker, Mark," my wife started, "your life will never be the same. First of all, I will fuck every single person in your universe. I will seduce all of your friends. Your relatives will all experience my otherworldly Klixen blowjob, before they enjoy my other two holes. I will have sexual relations with every single man at your work, systematically working my way through your peers, your bosses and even your subordinates. I will have monthly Bukkake parties at the Dolphin and invite the entire office, including Danny Marshall and John. Christ, I will blow the janitorial staff just to make you look like a wimp."
"Lela, please," I said shakily, hating myself for the fact that my cock started to twitch. "You swore a solemn oath that you would never have sexual contact with anyone at my Law Firm."
"Well, that's a promise that I don't plan to keep," Lela said haughtily. "You will never be able to show your face around here again, Mark," Lela added quietly. "I am going to fuck the mailman, the UPS guy, even the garbage collectors. Everyone will know that your wife is a dirty CumSlut and that you are a cuckold."
"Lela, please," I begged, as my cock continued to stiffen. "We have known each other since we were teenagers. Don't be so mean. It doesn't have to end this way."
Lela strode out of the room as if on a mission. Returning moments later with a huge wad of cash, she tossed it in my general direction, the crisp hundred dollar bills scattering as they floated to the floor.
"That's what I made last night, Mark," Lela said coldly. "Twelve grand including the generous tip. You probably have some idea of what I had to do for that black man to earn that kind of gratuity," she added, taunting me. "Keep the cash. It's my parting gift to you, Mark. I got fucked into oblivion last night by a black stallion. My client made me cum so hard that I would have done it for free."
"Lela, please," I said quietly, trying to process how much of what she was saying was in anger, and how much was her real intention.
"Get out and take the twelve grand with you, Mark," Lela ordered me. "For the next three months, my escort services will be restricted to people who are personally acquainted with you. And they will be free of charge to all of your male friends, family and co-workers. That pink Fendi suit that you had exclusive rights to is going to get worn on a lot of dates."
I was shaking by the time Crystal and I had packed our belongings and were getting in my car in the driveway. I was also erect, and my face was red from the humiliation of my involuntary response to Lela's taunts.
Crystal had gathered up all one hundred and twenty of the crisp hundred dollar bills, stuffing the cash inside one of her new handbags. Lela stood at the front door of our marital home, arms folded, giving me the death stare as I backed the car out onto the street. Lela's threats rang around my head as I pulled away from my house for the last time.



"Phil is on his way over right now, you fucking cuckold, Mark," Lela informed me with a sneer, referring to my sibling. "I am going to let your brother butt-fuck me in our marital bed."
I wasn't sure if Lela was just messing with me, but as I pulled out of my residential neighborhood, I saw my brother speeding towards my house in his instantly recognizable Convertible Lexus. I was rock-hard now, incontrovertible evidence that I was a cuckold.
Despite my elevated stress level, I knew that I was doing the right thing. As Crystal and I drove towards the Four Seasons Hotel, she tried to help me relax. Nuzzling right into me, Crystal raked her manicured nails across my inner-thigh as she nibbled my ear-lobe. When her hand grazed my crotch, Crystal let out an excited squeal.
"Baby, you are hard again," she said animatedly. "Would you like me to suck you off while you drive us to the hotel?"
Apparently, it was a rhetorical question. Crystal awaited no answer as she extricated my cock from my briefs and lowered her teenage lips to my glans. I wasn't going to let her know that my erection was in response to Lela's threats to fuck everyone in my universe. Or that the ensuing cumshot, that occurred about thirty seconds after Crystal took my cock-head into her warm, moist mouth, was in response to seeing my brother on his way to sodomize my wife. I simply blew my load down my new girlfriend's throat, as she happily swallowed every drop.
After we checked into the Four Seasons Hotel, there was a palpable increase in Crystal's desire to accommodate my every need. I booked us into a Suite, as this was going to be our home for just a few days. Crystal had never seen such opulence, and was giddy as she discovered how the other half lived.
I couldn't deny that the Four Seasons Suite was lavish, but at six hundred dollars per night, it was never going to be viable as a long-term option. So, the following morning, after Crystal and I fucked in the jacuzzi bathtub, we drove to some local corporate housing to look at a place together. Available on a short-term lease, or even on a month to month basis, the rent was much less than the hotel, at around six thousand dollars per month. However, Crystal remained enamored by the luxury Suite and turned on the charm at just the right moment.
We were in bed and I was balls-deep inside her tight teenage pussy, which was not the ideal place during the ensuing negotiations.
"Can we stay at the Four Seasons until we find a suitable house to rent or buy, Mark?" Crystal began, as we rocked slowly in unison. "I spoke to the General Manager, and if we switch to an Executive room, instead of the Suite, he will agree on a monthly rate of nine thousand dollars per month."
"Jesus, Crystal," I exclaimed as we continued to fuck. "I imagine that the timing of this conversation was pre-planned and not coincidental," I continued with a chuckle. "I am okay with the monthly rate, but I would need to see the Executive room."
"I picked one out already, Mark," Crystal informed me. "Room 342. It has a small but functional office, a nice jacuzzi bathtub, and an oversized shower enclosure. Most importantly, it is right by the elevator, so I can sneak my teenage friends in if you ever feel like a threesome."
Crystal knew exactly what she was doing, and the mere mention of a threesome with two teenagers closed the deal, and simultaneously took me over the edge. After I blew my load inside her tight pussy, we lay together and chatted about our future. Turns out Crystal was deadly serious about the prospect of a threesome, and even showed me a few pictures on her iPhone of potential young women. I assumed that Crystal was taking notes as she asked me to rate them all, out of ten. To be honest, they were all at least an eight, on a scale of one to ten, but one skinny, blue-eyed, platinum blonde caught my eye, and I rated her accordingly.
"I knew that you would find Stacey hot," Crystal teased playfully, without any hint of jealousy. "She entered my program at Promises about a month after me. I think she gets released in a few days so she will have been celibate for a few months, too. Which will be a bonus for you, Mark."
Crystal and I moved into room 342 the following morning, and while it was a little less opulent than the Suite, it was still more than enough for our needs. I worked predominantly from the office connected to our Executive room, and we quickly fell into a routine of ordering room service, and fucking like rabbits all day long.
Less than three weeks after Crystal and I took up residence in the Executive room, I arrived home in the early evening after a long day in court. Crystal greeted me at the door with a kiss, and after a brief discussion of our dinner plans, I left to freshen myself up. After brushing and flossing my teeth, I stripped off to take a shower. It wasn't unusual for Crystal to join me in the oversized shower enclosure, so I didn't think anything of it when I heard the bathroom door open. I was in the middle of washing my hair, so I had my eyes closed to protect them from the shampoo. I felt Crystal's dainty hand rest on the base of my spine as she joined me.
"Move over, Mark," Crystal said playfully, as she slapped my ass. "Make some room."
The large enclosure had multiple overhead rain-shower heads, so I simply moved to one of the others and continued to wash my hair. Crystal placed both of her hands on my lower back and began to rake her nails across it. I jumped when I felt a third hand gently caress my stomach, and I opened my eyes reflexively to see a completely naked Stacey looking up at me with a smile on her face.
"Mark is way cuter than you let on, Mary," Stacey said playfully, referring to my girlfriend by her legal name that she had used when she checked into Promises. "Minty fresh breath, too," she added as she moved in for a kiss. "And easily excited, by the looks of things," Stacey giggled, as my cock stood to attention.
I tried to play it cool, but with two blonde teens naked in my shower, and the dream of having my first threesome about to become reality, it was impossible to hide my desire.
"Mary goes by Crystal in my home, Stacey," I said firmly, trying to assert myself over the young girl the way I had seen John take control of women.
"Oops," Stacey said playfully, "my bad. Crystal shared that you are the dominant party in your relationship. How does she address you when you are alone? Sir? Papa? Master?"
I was lost for words. Stacey was only eighteen and yet she possessed the confidence of a much older woman. Stacey seemed very comfortable naked in the presence of a man she had just met, and as I was about to find out, was great at articulating her needs.
"I think you should know that I don't respond well to dominant men, Mark," Stacey said pleasantly. "I am happy to get on my knees before a man, but I don't want to be ordered to."
"Understood, Stacey," I responded quietly. "Thank you for being candid. Communication and consent are both equally important to me."
"I have been involved in several threesomes, Mark," Stacey began, as I flashed Crystal an appreciative smile. "Mostly with my ex-boyfriend, but occasionally to pay for my drugs. If there is a common theme in FFM hookups, two females and a man, that is Mark," Stacey explained unnecessarily, "it is that the man gets overly excited and ejaculates prematurely. I just got out of a long stint in rehab, and haven't had sex in four months. I don't want you to leave me hanging, if you catch my drift."
"You want to get your jollies, too, Stacey," I said seeking clarification.
"Exactly, Mark," the teenage blonde said confidently. "I am a fairly easy cum, but I experience my strongest orgasms during penetration. I really need a hard cock inside me tonight. So, I can say with certainty that in order for you to perform admirably later on this evening, Crystal and I need to take the edge off you right now."
"What are you thinking, Stacey?" Crystal asked her young friend.
"Whenever I used to have a threesome with my ex-boyfriend, he would have a check-list of sex acts that he wanted to perform, in case he never saw the other girl again," Stacey began. "I know men are driven by the visual component of sex, but my ex wanted to come on the other girl's face, butt-fuck them, and even occasionally pee on them. Experience has taught me that the shower is the appropriate place for several of those sexual acts, particularly as a woman takes time to get ready, and I don't want to take three showers tonight."
My cock was rock-hard now, as Stacey's clinical detachment from any shame associated with sex seemed to indicate that most things were on the table. Stacey freely admitted to using sex to pay for her drug habit, and had mentioned anal-sex, facials, and golden showers within a few minutes of meeting me. I had a feeling that this evening was going to be a lot of fun for me.
"What do you want out of tonight's encounter, Mark?" Stacey enquired, her bright blue eyes twinkling as she smiled at me. "Remember, communication is key. You don't want to wake up tomorrow morning regretting missed opportunities."
"I often fantasize about a two-girl blow-job, Stacey," I said hesitantly. "If that is not too dominant for you."
"That is as good a place to start as any, Mark," Stacey said agreeably. "Why don't Crystal and I suck you off, and then we can order room service. Once you have sufficiently recovered, and are ready for round two, you and I can fuck. Hopefully you can last long enough to satisfy me."
"No pressure then, Stacey," I said sheepishly.
"First step, Crystal," Stacey instructed, as she assumed control of my girlfriend, "is for us to get your man squeaky clean."
I had experienced this particular delight before, as Samantha had once soaped me thoroughly from head to toe before giving me a tender rim-job in the shower. However, having two nubile teens wash every part of my anatomy was another level of excitement. Crystal lowered herself to her knees when she soaped up my cock and balls, well aware that I find submissive girls titillating. When I made eye-contact with Stacey, to see if she planned to assume that position too, Stacey reiterated her stance with regard to dominant men.
"I don't mind pampering a man, Mark," Stacey said firmly, "but don't be assumptive around me."
With that said, Stacey moved behind me and began to gently soap up my butt-cheeks, using a copious amount of lather. A few seconds later, I felt her dainty hand disappear between my buttocks, and the tip of her middle finger teased my rosebud. When I let out a whimper of arousal, Stacey moved closer to me and put her lips against my earlobe.
"Do you like being rimmed, Mark?" Stacey whispered, as my cock danced between my legs.
"I have only been treated to that particular delight on a couple of occasions, Stacey," I answered shakily, aware that it was going to take next to no effort on her part to make me blow my load. "But I absolutely loved it," I added enthusiastically.
"I enjoy that act, too," Stacey whispered. "Only in a hygienic environment like a bath or shower, and only after I am certain that the man is squeaky clean."
Having clarified her stance on analingus, Stacey pushed the tip of her middle finger gently against the entrance to my asshole. It was covered in soap lather, which acted as a makeshift lubricant, so it slid right through my sphincter. My eyes widened under the stimulation, and Stacey kept the pressure up until she was buried to the third knuckle inside me.
"That doesn't feel like a virgin ass, Mark," Stacey teased. "Maybe later you will let me butt-fuck you," she added seductively. "I promise I will be gentle."
Whatever sexual experience Stacey possessed, she definitely knew her way around a man's rear-end, and I breathed in sharply as she expertly located my prostate.
"This would be the quickest way to empty your nuts, Mark," Stacey murmured, as she caressed the walnut-sized gland. "Me gently stroking your prostate, and Crystal sucking your cock. However, we have all night and I am really not in a hurry to take your edge off. Lean forward slightly, Mark," Stacey instructed me. "Bend at the waist and support yourself with both hands against the shower wall."
Crystal overheard Stacey's directives and moved slightly to one side to allow me to reposition myself. I still had Stacey's middle finger buried to its hilt in my asshole, so I moved somewhat cautiously. Placing both hands against the wall, I stepped back slightly, and then bent forward at the waist. Once I had assumed Stacey's position she made a couple of minor adjustments. Stacey kicked my feet further apart, in much the same way as arresting police officers are depicted doing on television crime dramas. Then Stacey placed her free hand on the back of my neck, and forced my head down slightly, so that I was bent over even more.
I surmised that both of Stacey's physical adjustments were done as acts of control, as my subsequent position wasn't drastically different from the original one. However, I was okay with allowing her to play the dominant role, particularly as it seemed I would get the most play from Stacey if she felt like she was calling the shots.
"Right there, Mark," Stacey said firmly. "Suck his cock, Crystal," Stacey instructed my girlfriend, as she inserted a second digit inside my ass.
I let out another whimper as Crystal's moist lips closed around my cock-head.
"Does that feel good, Mark?" Stacey whispered, as she bent forward and repositioned her lips just behind my ear. "Your girlfriend on her knees sucking your cock, while l play with your prostate?"
"Feels fucking fantastic, Stacey," I said shakily. "Oh my God."
"I have a dildo that is almost exactly the same size as the two fingers that I am currently penetrating you with," Stacey informed me nonchalantly. "Maybe after I am completely satisfied, I will harness up and peg you."
I never responded to Stacey's veiled threat, but I couldn't deny that their combined efforts were otherworldly, and if I had to yield to Stacey in order to get some of my deepest fantasies realized, so be it. A few seconds later, Stacey removed her lips from my earlobe, stood upright behind me, and removed her digits from my asshole. Crystal was still on her knees and Stacey extended the two fingers that had been inside my rectal passage towards my girlfriend.
"Is Mark squeaky clean, Crystal?" Stacey asked my girl. "Sniff."
Crystal had been conditioned by Snake to be obedient, and reflexively sniffed Stacey's digits.
"Any odor?" Stacey asked.
"Nothing, Stacey," Crystal responded.
"Suck," Stacey continued, upping her level of dominance, as my girlfriend took the two fingers between her lips. "Any aftertaste?"
"Mark is clean back there, Stacey," Crystal assured her friend. "Let's rinse him off."
Stacey grabbed the hand-held attachment for the shower, and addressed me firmly.
"Stay right where you are, Mark."
As I remained in Stacey's desired position, she directed the water spray so that she was able to rinse my undercarriage. After she had removed any soap residue from my cock and nutsack, she addressed her young friend.
"Spread his ass-cheeks wide, Crystal," Stacey instructed, as she hosed the remaining lather from between my buttocks, before turning off the water.
The enclosure was warm and steamy after our extended shower, which provided an almost perfect environment from a hygiene standpoint.
"Crystal, can you edge Mark until I instruct you otherwise?" Stacey continued, remaining firmly in control.
I already knew that edging was Crystal's forte, and I began to whimper quietly as my girlfriend nibbled my frenulum. Stacey placed her hand on the back of my neck and instructed me to remain bent over at the waist. As Crystal sucked my nuts, I felt Stacey's warm breath on my buttocks, and then she began to lick and kiss my ass-cheeks. Even though my compromised posture made me appear less dominant, which Stacey apparently needed in order to kneel behind me, it still felt fucking fantastic when Stacey's moist tongue slipped between my buttocks.
Stacey licked around the outer rim of my rosebud, before slipping her tongue through my sphincter. Crystal was planting tender kisses all over my glans and I could feel my sap rising, as the two of them worked together to take my edge off, as Stacey had so succinctly stated. Stacey found my prostate gland in short order, and began to stimulate it with the tip of her tongue.
"Mark's leaking pre-cum Stacey," Crystal informed her teenage friend. "I would say that he is getting close to blowing his load."
Stacey flicked her tongue across my prostate a few more times, and then withdrew her face from between my ass-cheeks. Standing upright behind me she lent on my back, and put her lips to my earlobe.
"When I give you the signal, I want you to stand up straight, Mark," Stacey informed me. "Then you may jerk off on us. Your orgasm will be much stronger if you control the timing of your release. Trust me on that."
Stacey seemed very confident that I would enjoy my climax more if I jerked myself off, and I had no reason to doubt her. By her own admission, she had participated in numerous threesomes. Also, from my own experience, girls never really knew how to reduce the pressure and cadence of a hand-job, after I blew my load.
Stacey rounded me slowly and lowered herself to her knees right next to Crystal. Looking up at me, with her bright blue eyes twinkling, she flashed me a broad smile.
"Ok, Mark, we are ready for your load," Stacey said suggestively. "Stand close to us and jerk yourself off on our faces."
I didn't need a second invitation, and stood over the two of them with my cock in my hand. As I began to slowly masturbate, Stacey leaned into my girlfriend, and initiated a tender open-mouthed kiss. It was so hot watching the two of them make-out as I jerked off, especially as they adjusted their position slightly, once I informed them that I was getting close.
"You can come wherever you want, Mark," Stacey assured me. "Just choose your words carefully. No degrading verbal abuse."
I was starting to understand Stacey's feelings about being dominated. She was okay performing submissive sex acts, but needed to feel respected at all times.
"You guys are so fucking hot," I whispered, as I felt my nuts start to tighten. "I can't wait to blow my load over your beautiful young faces."
Stacey and Crystal raised their faces slightly, and extended their tongues so that just the tips were touching. They both opened their bright blue eyes and smiled at me, offering their faces up to me as a blank canvas, one that I was about to paint with my ejaculate.
"Empty your nuts all over us, Mark," Stacey invited me. "We are a willing target for your first load of the night."
It was Stacey's reiteration that I was permitted to enjoy multiple orgasms tonight that got me over the edge. Masturbating furiously as the two young women knelt before me, faces upturned, blues eyes twinkling as they looked up at me and smiled, I let them know that I was almost there.
"Come on our teenage faces, Papa," Crystal said playfully. "We can't wait to share your load."
I felt my nuts constrict just before I blew the first rope of ejaculate across Stacey's gorgeous upturned face. It landed with a splat on the top of her forehead, before sliding into her platinum blonde hair.
"Fuck yeah, Mark," Stacey squealed, letting me know that she was fine with my ejaculate in her hair. "Unload all over us."
I moved the tip of my cock slightly in Crystal's direction, and ended up blowing the second rope right onto the tip of my girlfriend's nose. Stacey had accurately predicted that I would enjoy my orgasm more if I had control of the pressure and speed of my strokes. After I had blown four thick ropes of semen across their upturned, smiling faces, I moved in closer, so that they were able to lick my nuts. Then as I slowed my hand-jerking motions, I squeezed the last few remaining drops of semen onto the top of Stacey's nose.



It was an incredible orgasm, made even more enjoyable by the fact that Stacey and Crystal were in no hurry for me to finish. In fact, as I milked my cock dry on Stacey's nose, the two young women continued to lick and nibble my scrotum until I stepped back and admired my handiwork.
I had always assumed that once you blow your wad on a girl's face, they are inclined to get to the bathroom as quickly as possible to clean up the mess. However, Stacey and Crystal remained on their knees before me, smiling and acting as if I had done them a favor.
"That was amazing," I gushed appreciatively. "Fucking awesome. I came so fucking hard. Thank you both."
"Thank you, Papa," Crystal said with a huge smile on her face. "Would you like to watch us eat your load?"
I couldn't even verbalize a response such was my level of excitement. I simply nodded my assent, and watched on in awe as the two young blondes began to lick my ejaculate from each other's faces. They really made a show of it too, snowballing my semen between the two of them, as they kissed and finally ingested the entire load. As if to demonstrate that they had eagerly swallowed every drop, Stacey and Crystal looked up at me and opened their mouths wide. It truly was a visual that would stick with me for months.
The three of us showered together once I had composed myself, a fun-filled escapade with lots of kissing and mutual soaping. By the time we were clean my cock was flaccid, and Stacey seemed to anticipate my bodily needs.
"Digest the question, and think about what you really desire before you answer, Mark," Stacey said quietly, seemingly as a warning to me not to respond reflexively. "Would you like to urinate on us?"
The offer was so unexpected, and so far out of my frame of reference, that I was lost for an answer. John had urinated on Lela and I as a form of control and disrespect. And, despite it being one of the low-lights of my sexual history, I had pissed on Lela once, after she got deep under my skin. However, this was different. Lela was a dirty CumSlut, and she routinely offered her customers the option to give her a golden shower, as part of her extensive menu of extras.
Stacey and Crystal were teenage hotties. Sure, they had both been addicted to methamphetamine, and by their own admission had used sex to settle their drug debts. However, they were both inarguably out of my league, and by rights I should have been required to put either of them on a pedestal, had I been fortunate enough to date one of them. Now, if I understood Stacey correctly, I was being invited to empty my bladder on two teenage goddesses. It just didn't compute, and for this reason I was unable to formulate a response.
"Don't be shy, Mark," Stacey said in a cajoling manner. "This is your one chance with us to check this off of your bucket list. Once my hair and makeup is done, the golden shower is definitely not happening."
"Yes, Stacey," I finally blurted out. "I would love to give the two of you a golden shower."
"How do you want us?" Stacey responded without hesitation. "On our knees? Lying on the shower floor together?"
"Kneeling," I said hesitantly, almost as if I was on autopilot. "Holding hands," I added, as the thought of them expressing their solidarity through their joined hands excited me. "Smiling, as if this is your dream scenario."
As Crystal and Stacey dropped to their knees, held hands, and looked up at me in adoration with huge smiles plastered across their youthful faces, it occurred to me that I had experienced a similar amount of agreeable accommodation the last time I went through the drive-through at McDonald's.
My nuts were empty, I was in the throes of my post-orgasmic bliss, and I had two nubile teens kneeling before me who had just given me the green light to urinate all over them. It was the opportunity of a lifetime, and I wasn't going to waste it.
"Smile girls," I said in a respectful manner. "Papa needs to take a piss."
I often find it difficult to pee when I use a public urinal, particularly if another man enters the facility, and stands right next to me. So, it was not surprising that my bladder failed to cooperate when faced with two blonde teens kneeling just under the tip of my cock.
Stacey sensed my reticence and began to encourage me to urinate on her. Shortly after, Crystal joined in, and with both of them urging me on, a slight trickle of piss fell straight down from my cock, splattering their knees.
"You can piss on our faces, Mark," Stacey offered, as the trickle slowly turned into a stream.
Emboldened by their obvious acceptance, I took hold of my cock and aimed the piss stream right at Stacey's nose.
"Bullseye," Stacey squealed playfully, as she raised her chin slightly so that my urine went right into her open mouth.
After a couple of seconds, I aimed for the top of Stacey's head, soaking her platinum blonde locks with my pale yellow piss. Redirecting the steady flow, I took aim at Crystal's mouth, and was encouraged to see her swallow the amber nectar. Similarly, I gave Crystal's blonde hair a quick rinse, before aiming right into Stacey's open mouth.
"Swallow it, Stacey," Crystal said with a giggle. "I just did."
Stacey looked directly into my eyes as she swallowed the mouthful of my liquid waste, and I realized that she was up for just about anything tonight. Halting my flow, I politely addressed the pair of them.
"Can you change positions, guys?" I said respectfully. "Will you both lay on your backs for me?"
"Of course, Mark," Stacey said agreeably, as the two of them repositioned themselves, with their heads pressed tightly together.
"You can kneel next to us if you prefer, Mark," Crystal invited me. "Most men prefer to finish that way."
"Most men, Crystal?" I asked reflexively, wondering how many other guys had pissed on my current girlfriend.
"Snake," Crystal added for clarification. "And his cronies. It's Snake's thing, Mark," Crystal continued, as if it was perfectly normal behavior. "You know that. You watched him empty his bladder all over your wife. It's just what he does to women."
"Did," Stacey corrected my girlfriend. "It's what Snake did. Remember that prick is dead now."
"You knew Snake, too, Stacey?" I asked the beautiful platinum blonde, as I repositioned myself on my knees right next to her.
"Every strawberry within ten miles of the Dolphin Motel knew Snake," Stacey answered quietly. "And yes, Mark, before you ask the question, Snake urinated all over Crystal and I numerous times. It's just the fucked-up dynamic between addict and dealer in the drug world. We all have a past. Don't let our history with Snake spoil your evening."
"Crystal, I thought you told me that you met Stacey in rehab?" I said, my confusion evident in the tone of my voice.
"No, Mark," Crystal said defensively. "I chose my words very carefully when you expressed an interest in Stacey. What I said was that she entered my program at Promises about a month after me."
"But why didn't you tell me that you knew Stacey from the streets, Crystal?" I asked. "Surely that was pertinent information?"
It took Stacey's intervention to prevent things from escalating, but she diffused any tension with aplomb.
"Mark, Crystal," she began calmly. "We all have a past, and you guys, as a relatively new couple, will probably continue to learn new things about each other, good and bad. Let's not allow our history with Snake to interfere with what promises to be a fun evening."
"I agree," Crystal said quietly. "I love you Mark and would do anything for you. Why don't you finish your business on us, and we can talk about things over dinner."
I was thankful for Stacey's calming words. It wasn't ideal that Crystal had omitted some key information about their shared history. However, I was in the enviable position of being permitted to urinate on two teenage hotties, and I needed to focus on the task at hand.
It took me a few moments to compose myself, but I did eventually release the remaining contents of my bladder all over the young teens' faces as they lay passively just beneath my cock-head. Once I had emptied my urine sac, I surveyed the aftermath. Crystal and Stacey, apparently no strangers to being used as a urinal, lay contentedly in a puddle of my piss, their heads pressed closely together, and both smiling agreeably at me.
I wondered if Snake had conditioned them to feign delight at being peed on, when he extracted that demeaning form of payment in exchange for drugs. I knew methamphetamine addiction was a powerful force, but Stacey and Crystal were beautiful, teenage goddesses, and could have been treated with much more respect, had they chosen a different path.
"Are you done urinating on us, Mark?" Stacey asked in a friendly manner. "If so, we are going to shower and get dolled-up for you. Can you please order room service delivery, for about an hour from now?"
After a brief discussion about what the girls wanted to eat, I left the shower enclosure to call the front desk of the Four Seasons. Again, presumably conditioned by Snake, Crystal and Stacey lay passively in the puddle of piss until I had left the room. Seconds later I heard the multiple shower heads fire up, and the girls chatted animatedly as they cleansed my liquid waste from their nubile bodies.
Room service delivered our meal right on time, and as I prepared the table, Stacey and Crystal emerged from the guest bedroom, all dolled-up, as Stacey had so eloquently stated. Dressed identically, which was an additional level of visual stimulation, the teens both wore light pink silk minidresses, with matching lingerie underneath. Their hair and make-up was impeccable, and I understood immediately why Stacey wanted the golden shower to occur early in the evening. The girls had clearly taken some time and effort to prepare themselves for me, and I almost wanted to forgo dinner and get started on the next sexual activity.
"Pace yourself, Mark," Stacey said calmly, as I pulled her chair out for her. "Under the right provocation, a man your age can probably get off four times in one evening. There is no rush. We will check off everything on your sexual bucket list. But first, let's eat."
Once Stacey was comfortably seated, I pulled Crystal's chair out for her, and was excited to see the outline of her garter-belt under the silky fabric of her minidress. We ate our dinner in a leisurely manner, discussing all manner of things freely, as the girls were willing to open up about their lives. Of course, because I have cuckold tendencies, it wasn't long before I steered the conversation around to Snake.
As it turned out, Stacey had also suffered tremendously at the hands of Snake. He hadn't been able to force Stacey to work the streets, the way he had coerced my girlfriend into prostitution. However, Snake had exacted a huge price for accommodating Stacey's rapacious drug addiction, and it had been equal parts sexual demands and psychological abuse.
"I never allowed Snake to burn me with a lit cigarette," Stacey said, as if that were some kind of accomplishment. "However, once he had his hooks in me with the methamphetamine, I would do anything sexually that he desired, no matter how perverse."
"That explains why you no longer respond to dominant men, Stacey," I said, quickly forging the connection.
"Exactly," Stacey replied. "It took hitting rock-bottom, and a four month stint at Promises to break the cycle of addiction. Despite weeks of counseling I still haven't learned my true self-worth. But I have developed well-defined hard limits."
"Snake took everything from Stacey and I, Mark," Crystal added wistfully. "Once he had us hooked, we were his fuck-toys. His entire gang used us too, and Snake enjoyed passing us around like a joint."
"Lela was your wife, right Mark?" Stacey asked, in search of clarification.
"Yes, Stacey," I replied. "Snake got his hooks into Lela too, although her addiction is humiliation, not drugs."
"Lela got off lightly," Stacey said quietly. "Especially after Snake got her pregnant."
"You knew about that, Stacey?" I said, unable to contain my surprise.
"Everyone knew," Stacey responded with a giggle. "It was the neighborhood joke. Local hot-shot lawyer gets cuckolded by black gangster. Snake shared the fact that he was the father of Lela's baby with everyone he ever spoke to, on condition that you remained in the dark until the birth."
While it was certainly a kick in the nuts to learn that I was the last person to learn the paternity of Lela's baby, the cuckold in me responded the way it always did, and I felt my cock slowly stiffening. I should have let the matter go, and enjoyed the company of these two teenage goddesses, but I needed to know more details.
"When did you first meet my wife, Stacey?" I asked hesitantly, knowing that I was opening up a can of worms.
"Tell him, Stacey," Crystal urged her young friend. "Mark is a cuckold. He likes hearing the sordid details. It turns him on to hear about the sexual escapades of his slut-wife."
I felt my face redden as Crystal outed me to her friend, but waited with baited breath to hear what Stacey was about to reveal.
"Lela was with John the night I met her," Stacey said matter of factly. "From memory, I think John was your co-worker, but he was also having an affair with your wife."
"Not really an affair, Stacey," I corrected her. "John was blackmailing me for years, and used Lela as he saw fit. There was nothing I could do about it. My wife was a submissive CumSlut, and John knew how to push her buttons. John even fucked my wife at my wedding," I added, unwilling to share the full details of the ensuing gang-bang.
"Ouch," Stacey said playfully. "At the actual wedding? That must have been beyond humiliating. Was Lela really drunk?"
"Lela is just a slut, Stacey," Crystal added derisively. "She let John fuck her in her wedding dress, for Christ's sake."
"Ugh," Stacey said disdainfully. "Men are such pigs."
Crystal and Stacey looked at me momentarily to see if I wanted to say anything that might add context, but I simply lowered my head in shame.
"Anyway," Stacey continued. "John showed up with Lela and for some reason decided to punish her. Snake got involved somehow, and ended up putting a rather indelicate tattoo on the back of your wife's neck."
"John's bitch," Crystal added innocently, unaware that she was opening up old wounds.
"Exactly," Stacey said with a giggle. "John's bitch. Anyway, I think Snake and John set your wife up, because payment was demanded and Lela didn't have any cash on her. I think she may have even called you, Mark," Stacey continued. "In fact, numerous times if my memory serves me correctly. Anyway, that is a minor detail. Snake wanted forty dollars and Lela was broke, so John forced your wife to give Snake a Rusty Trombone."
"You witnessed that, Stacey?" I said with incredulity.
"We both did, Mark," Stacey said calmly, putting Crystal on the hot seat for not sharing this information with me.
"You have to remember that we were both high as a kite, Mark," Crystal offered in her defense. "I was a methamphetamine junkie and did whatever Snake ordered me to."
I knew that this was heading in a terrible direction, and I should have terminated the conversation and got balls-deep inside the alluring Stacey. However, the human psyche is a complex thing, and in much the same way that an exhibitionist craves attention, a cuckold craves details, and I wanted every sordid one.
"What happened after my wife rimmed Snake, Crystal?" I asked my girlfriend. "And was John involved?"
"Stacey?" Crystal asked weakly. "Can you remember exactly what transpired?"
"As you probably know, Mark," Stacey began empathetically, "John used Lela regularly at the Dolphin Motel. Your wife was marketing herself as a lifestyle submissive at the time, and was known in the local neighborhood as the CumSlut."
My cock was at full attention now, and I could barely wait to hear the rest of the story. I know how fucked-up that sounds but my cuckold tendencies were fully engaged.
"John boasted that he enjoyed the services of the CumSlut without any charge," Stacey said calmly. "Sorry, Lela," Stacey corrected herself. "So Snake and John exchanged their bitches that night."
"Exchanged their bitches? How so?" I asked, as the gravity of the situation overwhelmed me. "In what capacity? What happened exactly?"
"Well," Stacey continued hesitantly, unsure how to break the news to me. "Lela gave Snake a combination of blow-job, rim-job, and Rusty Trombone, although John referred to it as the Klixen Experience. After Snake had used Lela, John made some remarks about being reluctant to have any sexual contact with Lela until she had tested negative for STIs."
"Did this inference piss Snake off?" Stacey, I asked. "He has major issues with anger control."
"No, not at all, Mark," Stacey responded. "John didn't make any inferences about Snake, he merely pointed out that he wasn't down for sloppy seconds. And, in exchange, Snake gifted Crystal and I to John."
"John fucked you too, Crystal?" I lamented, my humiliation washing over me even as my cock danced in my underwear. "No. Please tell me that didn't happen."
"John fucked us both that night, Mark," Stacey said matter of factly. "I don't remember all of the details but John definitely got balls-deep inside all three of my orifices, so I assume that he used Crystal in the same manner. He had a rapacious sexual appetite, and an ungodly amount of stamina. I think John was a martial artist or something, because even in the hood he carried himself in such a way that Snake didn't want to fuck with him. And Snake loves to fuck with people."
"Mark is well aware of Snake's dominant streak, Stacey," Crystal said with a giggle. "Mark almost pissed himself when Snake threatened to burn him with a lit Cohiba."
This conversation was extremely emasculating for me, and made me look like a total pussy. However, as my cock started to leak pre-cum into my underwear, I needed to know the specifics.
"What else did you guys do for John, that night?" I said in an anguished tone.
"Pretty much everything, Mark," Stacey replied calmly. "Snake handed John our reins and, as you know, John is a demanding task-master. I was high on methamphetamine but I know that Crystal and I got on our knees and sucked him off. John took ages to come too, so Crystal rimmed him while I jerked him off onto my face."
"Jesus Christ," I whispered under my breath. "That asshole has fucked everyone that I ever loved. Did you have anal sex with John, Crystal?" I asked shakily.
"John used me the same way that he used Stacey," my girlfriend admitted. "I was strung out on drugs and Snake offered to keep me medicated as long as we took care of John. He possessed a large cock and the stamina to wield it. John got balls-deep in all three of my orifices too."
My heart sank at the news that my nemesis had sodomized my latest girlfriend, and I cursed my naivety for even thinking that I was only the second man to butt-fuck Crystal, after Snake. What other unsavory sex acts had John subjected Crystal to?
"Stacey and I sucked his cock," Crystal continued. "However, after several minutes of the two of us trying every trick that we knew to get John off, it became apparent that he was also blessed with ungodly amounts of self-control. We had never encountered a man who could resist our combined cock-sucking talents. I wasn't going to be denied the opportunity to feel John's knees buckle, so I moved round behind him and stuck my tongue deep inside his anal-passage."
"Fuck, no," I muttered. "Anything else?"
"Well, the increased stimulation certainly caused John's knees to buckle," Crystal said proudly. "He whimpered like a little girl when we finally extracted his load from his nuts."



"I think Mark is asking what happened after you licked John's ass, Crystal," Stacey said quietly, sensing that the latest revelations were a severe kick in the nuts to me. "John came three times that night, Mark," Stacey continued in an empathic tone. "Once we had completely drained his nutsack, we got down on our knees inside the grimy shower enclosure of that dirty motel room, and John urinated over the two of us, as we kissed."
"That fucking asshole," I muttered under my breath. "So, was that the end of the evening, Stacey?" I asked anxiously. "Did John do anything else to you guys?"
"Not to us, Mark," Stacey said quietly. "But we watched as John berated Lela for not wearing the pink suit that he had requested. Your wife pretty much begged John for forgiveness. However, John couldn't lose face in front of Snake and elected to brutalize Lela as punishment. Snake decided that he wanted his bitches to observe Lela's physical subjugation."
"You guys witnessed that beat-down?" I said, in despair. "Why the fuck would Snake make you watch that?"
"It was designed to scare us," Stacey said. "Snake got all of his working girls and most of his drug-dependent women, like me, together. He introduced John as his enforcer and then made us all watch as John brutally assaulted Lela. A couple of us knew that she was a submissive pro, with an extremely high tolerance for pain, but we were instructed to keep that quiet. John beat your wife's feet with a rattan cane until they almost bled, as about a dozen drug-addicts watched on in abject terror."
"Crystal," I said despondently. "Why didn't you tell me this before?"
"Snake owned the two of us back then, Mark," Stacey said in defense of my girlfriend. "Our preoccupation was getting high, and keeping Snake happy. We were scared to death of him, especially after witnessing John's beat down of Lela."
"What happened after John caned my wife's feet?" I asked shakily.
"John sodomized Lela with a huge dildo," Stacey said dejectedly. "Lela was squealing like a stuck pig, despite her high pain tolerance. I am sure John inflicted some rectal fissures on your wife, and he certainly got the attention of the street whores. It was horrible to witness, but the message was definitely received. After he had butt-fucked Lela, John tormented a different part of her anatomy. He attached some gruesome-looking clamps to Lela's nipples, and as we looked on in trepidation, John left the instruments of torture on for way longer than recommended. Lela's face was contorted with pain, and her breasts turned bright purple. Lela later told me that she couldn't wear a bra for several weeks."
"Your wife could barely walk by the time John had finished torturing her, Mark," Crystal added quietly. "I asked John if I could drive Lela home, but John told me that Lela was used to such treatment and would be fine. I helped Lela to her car and she drove home alone."
Stacey's descriptive narrative definitely matched Lela's account of what she had endured, although quite why Lela didn't mention that her brutal beat-down had been witnessed by a dozen or so druggies, eluded me.
"So that is why Lela was so accommodating when I asked if you could be our lodger for a couple of weeks, Crystal," I said, as the penny dropped.
"And that is why Lela took me shopping, Mark," Crystal added. "And why she is so incandescent with rage that you dumped her for me. This is not going to end well, you know that right?"
I did know that, even as I tried to bury my head in the sand. However, I had two very available young blondes in front of me, and a raging boner, so I continued my line of questioning.
"Was this the only time you met John, Stacey?" I asked, my erection starting to get uncomfortable as it throbbed in my underwear.
"Fuck no," Stacey responded reflexively. "John was a regular visitor to the Dolphin. He told me that he liked to bring the CumSlut to seedy motels. Apparently, most of Lela's clients booked into opulent hotels, and John wanted to keep Lela humble. Crystal, Lela and I pandered to John's perverse desires on numerous occasions. In fact, it was John, even more than Snake, who created my aversion to dominant men."
My head was spinning. I had heard enough. It was thoroughly emasculating to learn that John had fucked every single woman that I had ever loved. Then I remembered that there was one exception, Samantha. Despite the fact that my boss viewed me as damaged goods, I had enjoyed penetrative vaginal and anal sex, blowjobs, facials, and even the occasional rim-job from that classy, alluring woman. A feeling of melancholy washed over me as I realized that I was still in love with Samantha. She would forever be the one that got away.
"Mark," Crystal began quietly. "I know that I fucked up. I made some poor decisions when I was under the influence of drugs. I love you more than any man I have ever known. Please forgive me. Please let me make it up to you. You can have whatever your heart desires right now. Just name it."
Despite the fact that I had been thoroughly emasculated by the sordid revelations, I tried to look at the positives. I was in the company of two beautiful teenagers. My cock was fully erect, struggling against the confines of my underwear. My girlfriend and her alluring young friend were remorseful and amenable to making things right. Plus, I really wanted to make love to Stacey.
"I want to fuck Stacey," I responded to my girlfriend.
"I thought you'd never ask, Mark," Stacey said playfully, as she raised the hem of her silky pink minidress and slid her matching panties down her freshly shaved legs. "Lay on your back on the bed," Stacey instructed me. "I want to be on top."
I assumed that Stacey's desire to be on top was related to her aversion to dominant men, but she was quick to offer some clarification.
"I will come much more easily if we fuck in the cow-girl position," Stacey informed me, as she climbed on top of the bed. "It's been four months since I last had sex, Mark," Stacey added quietly. "I am comfortable fucking bare-back, if you are."
I had conflicting emotions about entering Stacey without a condom. On one hand, I desperately wanted to bare-back the teenage goddess. However, I knew that without the numbing effect that a prophylactic provides, I would probably ejaculate prematurely, and not provide Stacey with her much needed release. There were additional health concerns brought on by the recent revelations of Stacey's promiscuous behavior with some pretty seedy characters. However, partly because I am a man, and partly because I knew that John had already fucked Stacey, I simply nodded my head agreeably.
"I don't need any warming up, Mark," Stacey said, as she hiked the hem of her dress up around her waist. "I am already soaking wet."
I could feel heat emanating from her pussy as Stacey straddled me, and lined the tip of my cock up with the entrance to her vaginal cavity.
"Fuck yeah," Stacey groaned as she lowered herself down onto my rigid shaft. "That's what I have been thinking about for the last four months."
Despite sharing that she had been Snake's fuck-toy, and a source of sexual release for his entire gang, Stacey felt incredibly tight. Her pussy was warm and well-lubricated, and felt otherworldly as Stacey eased herself down the entire length of my cock, until I was finally balls-deep. Once I was buried to the hilt inside the beautiful teen, she flashed me an appreciative smile, her bright blue eyes twinkling as she did so. I knew right then that I had no hope in hell of preventing a premature ejaculation, especially if Stacey started to bounce up and down on my cock.
Stacey had fucked enough guys to understand her sexual allure, and in an effort to ensure that she was satisfied before I blew my wad, she leaned forward and lowered her torso onto my upper body.
"I am going to gently rock backwards and forwards, Mark," Stacey informed me. "Very slowly. Keep your cock buried deep inside me, and let me grind my clitoris against your pelvis."
As soon as Stacey began her slow, rhythmic grinding motions, I began to realize that I had complete control of myself. As long as Stacey didn't increase the cadence of our lovemaking too much, and Crystal didn't start licking my nuts or verbally taunting me, there was a strong possibility that I could stay hard inside Stacey for long enough to get her over the edge.
"Fuck, yes, Mark," Stacey cried out, as she slowly ground her way to her first orgasm. "Right there. That feels fucking fantastic. It's been way too long for me."
As I lay passively beneath the young blonde, Stacey did all of the work, pressing her clitoris hard against my pelvic bone as she slowly rocked atop me. Stacey approached her first orgasm with such rapidity that I had little chance to do anything to enhance it for her. One second Stacey was forcing herself into me, and the next she was crying out in ecstasy as she came all over my cock. There was no real pause in the action either, for as soon as she climaxed Stacey resumed her rhythmic grinding.
"Crystal, kiss and nibble my buttocks," Stacey instructed my girlfriend, as we slowly fucked. "And, Mark, can you lightly scratch my upper back?"
I could hear the soft sounds of Crystal planting tender kisses on Stacey's rear end, as we fucked. Then, a few moments after I raised my hands to caress her back and shoulders, Stacey reached her second climax, which judging by her vocal outburst was even more satisfying than her first. After a brief pause to compose herself, Stacey made a minor adjustment to her position, by raising her ass slightly.
"Crystal, can you lick me between my buttocks?" Stacey asked my girlfriend. "I am ready to have another orgasm."
Crystal adjusted her position slightly too, and I felt her long blonde hair grazing my nuts, as she leaned further down and began to lick Stacey's ass-crack. The additional stimulation felt fantastic, but I was concerned that it might cause me to ejaculate prematurely, so I shared my apprehension with Stacey.
"Let's switch positions, Mark," Stacey instructed me. "I need you to stay in the game until I am fully satiated."
At Stacey's behest, the three of us moved into her desired stance. Stacey and I got into a modified 69 pose, with her on all fours above me. Stacey lowered herself so that her wet pussy was directly above my mouth, and then draped her upper body across my abdomen, which elevated her ass.
"Crystal, are you able to lick my rosebud now?" Stacey asked cheerfully.
My girlfriend answered in the affirmative, and fresh sounds reverberated around the bedroom, as our eager tongues entered both of Stacey's lower orifices, mine in her pussy, and Crystal's in her asshole. At this point, it was all about Stacey's needs, and she took her pleasure from us with no thought of reciprocation. Stacey simply rested her pussy on my face, and laid her forehead on my thigh, as my girlfriend and I lapped away at her anal and vaginal cavities respectively.
Stacey enjoyed three more vocal orgasms, during which she encouraged Crystal to go deeper, which I am assuming meant that my girlfriend stuck her tongue right through Stacey's sphincter. In response to the additional stimulation, Stacey's pussy continued to self-lubricate, and my nose, lips and chin were coated in her vaginal secretions. Finally, after a very vocal climax, Stacey lifted her forehead from my thigh, and took my erection between her lips.
Now that we were in the classic 69 position, I was back on the road to my own orgasm, and as Stacey expertly sucked my cock, I nibbled lightly on her engorged clitoris. After a few minutes of Stacey's blowjob, I felt my sap start to rise and removed my teeth from her clit.
"I am going to blow my wad if you keep that up, Stacey," I informed her.
Stacey removed her lips from my glans and gave me the next set of instructions.
"I am not ready for you to come yet, Mark," Stacey said playfully, as she dismounted my face. "Crystal, go and brush your teeth," Stacey added.
As my girlfriend left the room to go and freshen up, Stacey grabbed a condom, and waved it seductively in my face.
"Get up on your knees, Mark," she instructed me.
Once I was kneeling, Stacey removed the protective wrapper, and inserted the condom between her lips. Then, as I watched on in amazement, Stacey sheathed me, using just her mouth. It was something I had only ever seen in porn movies, and until now I had considered it the purview of Asian women, world renowned for their submissive pampering of men.
"Where the hell did you learn how to do that, Stacey?" I asked. "I am impressed."
"Let's just say that Snake had way too much time on his hands," Stacey said dejectedly. "That controlling asshole taught Crystal and I that particularly difficult to master skill. And he loved nothing more than to make us perform the demeaning party trick in a group setting," she added quietly. "I did it for you because I genuinely like you, and I want you sheathed because I am ready for anal sex."
I could hear water running in the bathroom, so I knew that my girlfriend was washing her face and brushing her teeth, having just given Stacey a rim-job. The protocol seemed to be that I wait for Crystal to return to the action, but Stacey was having none of it. She had already shed her silk minidress, and had positioned herself on all fours. Looking back at me over one shoulder, Stacey winked at me, and wiggled her ass suggestively.
"Come fuck my ass, Mark," Stacey said crudely. "Crystal will be a few minutes. She just gave me an extended rim-job, and knows that I expect her to wash her face thoroughly, brush and floss her teeth, and then gargle mouthwash before I will permit her to eat my pussy."
I had suspected that the dynamic between the two young blondes had been such that Stacey was the dominant party, but her choice of words confirmed it. As Stacey shimmied her butt as if to entice me, I shuffled forward on my knees, until I was right behind the teen goddess.
"Crystal's saliva should be enough lubrication, Mark," Stacey said with a giggle. Your girlfriend's tongue was deep inside my anal-cavity for a prolonged period. Crystal can be a dirty bitch if you are dominant towards her."
Reaching under her pink garter-belt, Stacey grabbed the tip of my cock and lined it up with the opening to her anal-cavity.
"Push, Mark," Stacey invited. "I want you balls-deep in my ass."
Crystal's tongue had adequately lubricated Stacey's asshole, but it had also relaxed and opened up under the sustained rimming session, and I slid inside the normally tight cavity quite easily.
"Yeah, baby," Stacey cooed. "That feels awesome. Fuck my ass like you own it."
I quickly got into a rhythm as I pounded Stacey's tight ass, and almost forgot about my girlfriend until she re-entered the room. Without any hint of jealousy, Crystal quickly assessed Stacey's current situation. Then after removing her silk minidress, so that the two of them remained identically attired, Crystal inserted herself into the equation in order to maximize her friend's pleasure. Sliding under Stacey, Crystal positioned her tongue on her clitoris, and began to lap away greedily.
"Fuck yeah," Stacey moaned, as she seemed back on the road to orgasm.
I butt-fucked Stacey for about fifteen minutes, as my girlfriend licked and nibbled her swollen clit. Between the two of us, we managed to get Stacey over the edge three more times, and I kept my impending ejaculation at bay. It wasn't easy because after Stacey's first orgasm, she decided to fuck with me.
"Crystal, lick and suck Mark's nuts for a few moments," Stacey ordered my girlfriend. "Let me know immediately if they constrict as I don't want him to blow his load, yet."
I think fucking with me was a game to the two of them, because they took me to the edge several times, and were reveling in my frustration. After each of Stacey's orgasms, Crystal resumed her attention to my now swollen nuts, nibbling, licking and sucking my scrotum, until I was consumed with my own release. Finally, as I was sweating from the sustained teasing, and goosebumps appeared all over my buttocks and stomach, Stacey relented.
"Good job, Mark," Stacey said with a giggle. "Most men break under that particular combination of stimulation, don't they Crystal."
"Every. Single. Time," Crystal said slowly for effect. "I can't believe you held out, Mark. That's a first for me."
Part of me was happy to be complimented on my sexual self-control, but the cuckold in me wanted to know how many men Stacey and Crystal had broken in this particular manner.
"Time for your reward, Mark," Stacey said excitedly. "You have earned it. I am truly and utterly satisfied. How would you like to come this time? Don't be bashful, between the two of us there is nothing we haven't seen, right Crystal?"
"Totally agree," Crystal added with a giggle. "Fantastic performance, Mark. How do you want us? Be specific."
Truth be told, I had been edged so expertly by the two teens, that I just wanted to bust a nut. I didn't really want to slow the momentum by removing the condom, and performing any resultant clean-up that anal-sex requires, prior to either oral or vaginal penetration. I was ninety percent of the way home, so elected to finish in Stacey's ass.
"Anal-sex with Stacey," I began hesitantly, unused to being permitted to be so direct.
"I was hoping that you would decide to bust a nut in my ass," Stacey said excitedly. "Do you want to take the condom off, Mark?" she added. "It will feel so much better for you. Trust me on that."
And there were those magic words again. Trust me on that. The last time Stacey uttered those words was just before she informed me that my orgasm would be more fulfilling if I controlled the cadence and pressure, as I jerked off on the teens' faces. I had decided to trust her on that, and it ended up paying dividends.
"Yes, Mark," my girlfriend added. "Trust Stacey on that one. Snake charged an extra ten dollars for unprotected anal-sex, but despite the additional risks involved, I preferred bare-back anal because the guy would come much more quickly."
"TMI Crystal," Stacey said with a giggle. "Mark asked you not to lie to him. I'm not sure he meant that you need to tell him every sordid detail of your past."
"Oops," Crystal said coquettishly, as she started to remove my condom so that I could butt-fuck her friend bare-back. "Trying to find the right balance is harder than I thought."
Once the condom was removed, Crystal addressed me in a girlish manner.
"And how do you want me to assist in your orgasm, Mark?" she asked flirtatiously. "Do you want me to lick your nuts? Kneel by your side and whisper some of the filthy things that we did for John? Stick my tongue where the sun don't shine?"
I wanted to hear exactly how John had dominated Lela, Stacey and Crystal. I knew that the sordid details, as Stacey had so eloquently referred to them, would greatly enhance my orgasm. However, the thought of Crystal's tongue in my ass was titillating, so I made the decision.
"I want you to stick your tongue deep in my ass, while I sodomize your best friend, Crystal," I instructed my girlfriend. "Maybe Stacey will fill me in on your exploits as I approach my release?"
Nothing seemed too much trouble for the two young blondes, and as soon as Crystal understood her assignment, she grabbed a large floor-standing mirror, and positioned it in such a way that I could watch her rim me. Once I was balls-deep inside Stacey's ass, Crystal knelt behind me.
"This combination always works better if you are able to support your weight equally between one knee and the opposing foot, Mark," Crystal informed me, leaving no doubt that my girlfriend had treated other men to this sexual delight.



"You are naturally right-handed, Mark," Crystal continued. "So you will have better balance if you place your left knee on the ground, and raise your right knee off to the side, while supporting your weight equally between the left knee and right foot. Trust me on that. It may take a couple of moments to get acclimated to the stance. However, once you are comfortable let me know and I will lower myself into position."
It wasn't ideal to learn beyond a doubt that Crystal had performed this sex act in the past. However, I had to hand it to her, once I was comfortably situated, my girlfriend had easy access to my anal-cavity. Crystal scooted into position, and slipped her tongue through my sphincter, locating my prostate gland with surprising ease.
"Ok," Stacey said cheerfully. "Everyone in position?"
I responded in the affirmative, and Crystal let out a muffled grunt.
"Alright, Mark," Stacey encouraged me. "Let's fuck."
As I started to butt-fuck Stacey, and Crystal flicked the tip of her tongue across my prostate, the sensations were overwhelming. So much of this was new to me, the threesome with two gorgeous teens, bare-back anal sex, being rimmed at the same time as being balls-deep inside someone.
The visual stimulation was incredible too, and as I surveyed the scene, I couldn't decide where to look. Stacey's platinum hair cascaded down her toned back as she arched it seductively. Every time I looked down at her pert ass, I could see my cock on the outward stroke, unsheathed and devoid of any numbing effect that a condom provides. I tucked my thumbs possessively under Stacey's pink garter-belt straps for a few moments, enjoying the visual of owning someone that this provided me. If I leaned slightly forward and looked under my nutsack, my raised right knee, positioned as it was off to the side of Stacey's ass, allowed me the alluring visual of the bottom of Crystal's youthful face, as she tongue-fucked my ass.
If I looked over my left shoulder, I could see my girlfriend's reflection in the mirror that she had taken the time to position correctly. Viewed from the side, with her long blonde hair hanging down to the plush carpet of the Four Seasons Executive Room, and her pink garter-belt and stockings an identical match to Stacey's, Crystal looked absolutely stunning with her nose buried between my buttocks and her tongue deep inside my ass.
I knew I wasn't going to last long under the combined mental, physical and visual stimulation. However, I was fine with that, and the girls seemed happy too. By her own admission, Stacey's needs were met, and having enjoyed at least half a dozen orgasms, she was ready to play her part in my own climax. I couldn't imagine how this encounter could possibly get any better, until Stacey began to taunt me.
"John has also enjoyed this particular experience, Mark," Stacey informed me, as I thrust in and out of her anal passage. "Numerous times, in fact. Except he had some additional stimulation."
"What else did you guys do for that prick, Stacey?" I asked with equal parts jealousy and excitement.
"Not what else?" Stacey responded. "Who else?"
I knew who it was even before Stacey uttered my wife's name. However, hearing it from her was simultaneously a kick in the nuts, and a significant accelerant to my impending orgasm.
"The CumSlut, Crystal, and I, routinely pampered John this way, Mark," Stacey taunted. "However, as your nemesis enjoyed the heady combination of unprotected anal sex and rimming, the third girl knelt by his side, alternating between whispering words of encouragement and french-kissing him."
"What part did Lela play in this, Stacey?" I asked, knowing my wife's propensity for anal sex.
"Well, initially we rotated positions," Stacey informed me. "I think John enjoyed the variety at first. However, the health risks associated with rimming necessitate a thorough cleanse before the transition to oral or vaginal penetration. John tired of the delay and assigned us permanent roles," she added, as I felt my sap rising.
"What part?" I asked for the second time. "Please Stacey, what part did my wife play in John's dream scenario?"
"John stated on numerous occasions that he found me the most attractive," Stacey replied. "So it made sense that I would be knelt by his side, kissing him and encouraging him as he looked into my bright blue eyes. Crystal, despite being used as a plaything by Snake and his cronies, still had the tightest anal cavity, and the three of us were in total agreement that John deserved the best."
My heart sank as I realized that Lela, my wife and first love, had been assigned the most demeaning task. But the cuckold in me still needed to hear it.
"What part, Stacey?" I begged.
"The part that she was born to play, Mark," Stacey mocked. "Lela, or rim-job girl as John referred to her, was destined to be kneeling behind his muscular ass, with her tongue deep inside his rectum as he butt-fucked Crystal and french-kissed me."
Finally the combination of physical, visual, verbal, and mental stimulation overwhelmed me. As Crystal gently caressed my prostate gland with the tip of her tongue, I let out an almighty roar and I unloaded inside Stacey's tight anal cavity. It was a phenomenal orgasm, made better by the fact that the two teens remained in position for several moments, until I had completely emptied my nuts.
Stacey understood the mechanics of arousing a cuckold too, and stopped talking about John's sexual prowess immediately after I blew my wad. Like most cuckolds, I had no desire to be taunted, post orgasm. Stacey remained silent, back arched, head tilted back, as Crystal continued to tenderly lick my prostate. It wasn't until I said that I was ready, that the two of them leapt into action. Crystal crawled out from under my raised knee, and helped me to slowly withdraw from Stacey's rectum. Then, as I watched on in awe, the two teen blondes performed an erotic ass to mouth clean-up on me. After they deemed me clean, Stacey patted the bed and invited me to rest. I lay flat on my back and watched their pert little asses wiggle playfully as they skipped off to take a quick shower.
I could hear them talking animatedly as they showered together, and there was the occasional giggle or squeal of excitement. I lay alone on the bed with my thoughts, and quickly started to realize that Crystal had more in common with Lela than I knew. Certainly the CumSlut was more submissive, and commanded a much higher hourly rate, but Crystal had also sucked, fucked and rimmed multiple men for drugs. Post orgasm, it really stung to learn that John had enjoyed all three of my new girlfriend's orifices. However, I had a feeling that if verbalized at the appropriate time, this particular information would also serve to get me hard, and considerably enhance my climax.
I had fallen for Crystal, and her relaxed attitude to sex, and apparent lack of hard-limits was a bonus in our fledgling relationship. However, long term, I couldn't imagine ever marrying Crystal, knowing that my nemesis had enjoyed every conceivable sex act with my life partner. The events of this evening definitely cemented the fact that I wanted more threesomes in my life, and I set in motion a plan to have another young hottie co-habit with Crystal and I. The third piece of our puzzle needed to be a nice girl, not some submissive CumSlut like Lela, or some druggie who paid for her fix on her knees. And she absolutely, positively, had to have never met John in her life.
My emotional state adjusted after I came down from my post-orgasmic high, and I began to fantasize about the perfect relationship for me. I was pretty sure it would involve two women, particularly after this evening's sexual experiences. Some level of formal education would be a bonus, as I found spirited debate with Samantha to be almost as stimulating as foreplay.
Life experience would be appreciated, as the depth of someone's character seemed directly related to the amount of travel and meaningful work that they had done. Samantha was a prime example of that. Graduating top of her class, rising rapidly through the all-male ranks of a prestigious law firm, Samantha was a sure thing to be the first female partner of the company.
My dream girl had to be selective about her sexual partners too. Being married to the CumSlut taught me that, and now finding out that my new girlfriend was a fuck-toy for Snake's entire gang, changed the way I viewed Crystal. I was prepared to overlook the fact that Crystal had been Snake's plaything, especially now that he was deceased. But the thought of Crystal pampering John on a regular basis, or charging an extra ten dollars for unprotected anal sex, was downright demoralizing. By contrast, the last time I checked her list of conquests, Samantha had only been with seven sexual partners, and she was more than ten years older than Crystal.
Crystal was definitely fun in the sack, but she came with a lot of baggage, some of which was emotionally taxing on me. As I ran through the specifics of my dream girl, it only confirmed my suspicions that I had already let her slip through my fingers. I was still madly in love with Samantha, although the only sexual play I would ever get from her would be a brutal pegging if I fucked up at work. Plus, even if we miraculously got back together, I would never own Samantha, at least not in the way that I could assert myself over Crystal.
A wave of melancholy washed over me as I relaxed on the bed and pondered lost opportunities. This feeling was short-lived as Stacey and Crystal entered my bedroom, freshly showered, divinely scented and apparently still sharing a secret joke. They were both completely naked except for their hot-pink high heels, and matching crotchless panties.
"You like?" Stacey said suggestively, as she lifted her foot onto the bed and lewdly splayed her labia through the gaping hole in the crotch of the provocative underwear. "Only dirty girls wear crotchless panties."
I was lost for words but Crystal chimed in, "What were you thinking about when we were showering, Mark?" my girlfriend asked playfully.
I wasn't going to tell Crystal that I was ruminating over my failed relationship with Samantha, so I responded with what I thought she needed to hear.
"I was wondering what is next on the menu, Crystal?" I asked politely. "What have you guys been whispering and giggling about?"
"The giggling was mainly me, Mark," Stacey admitted freely. "Your devoted girlfriend lapped up the remnants of your load from my asshole, as we showered together," she added crudely.
"And the whispering was mostly me, Mark," Crystal said with a smile. "Trying to get Stacey to agree to do something that you love."
My interest was well and truly piqued now, and I felt my cock twitch as I contemplated what it was that Crystal alluded to.
"I told Stacey that you loved having your feet pampered, Mark," Crystal said playfully.
"And even though I never thought I would say this, Mark," Stacey added. "As long as we can wash your feet first, and your posture is not one of dominance, I am willing to learn exactly how you like this. I really like you, Mark, and am willing to go the extra mile, so to speak."
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My cock twitched reflexively as I absorbed Stacey's last words. I elected to remain lying on the bed, knowing that this would satisfy Stacey's requirements that my posture was not a dominant one. I was completely onboard with having my feet washed by the two young blondes, as this submissive cleansing act only served to increase my anticipation. In fact, the elevated suspense was similar to how I felt all those years ago when Samantha lovingly soaped up my asshole in her oversized shower enclosure, as I waited anxiously in the hope that my boss was about to give me a rim-job.
Crystal and Stacey left the room, returning shortly with a bowl of soapy water, two wash cloths and a pair of Egyptian cotton hand towels. They were still both naked, except for their high-heels and matching crotchless panties, and as they knelt together at the end of the bed, Crystal issued me some instructions.
"Scoot down the bed, Mark," my girlfriend said sweetly. "Let your legs hang over the edge so that your feet reach the bowl."
The water felt nice and warm as my feet sunk beneath its surface, and almost immediately Crystal was outlining my preferences to her teen friend.
"Mark likes a very soft touch, Stacey," my girlfriend began. "He enjoys it when I rake my nails across the soles of his feet, and loves them being gently tickled by my fingertips."
Stacey was a quick study, and I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of two girls kneeling before me while they washed my feet. Occasionally, Crystal would suggest minor corrections to Stacey's technique, but for the most part I was unable to tell them apart. Once my feet were thoroughly scrubbed, Crystal and Stacey patted them dry, using the Egyptian cotton hand towels. These expensive towels were soft to the touch, extremely absorbent, and lint-free, which left my feet in the requisite spotless condition for a total pamper session.
"Ok, Mark," Crystal instructed. "Scoot back up on the bed, and prop your head up on a couple of pillows so that you can watch us give you a much deserved foot-worship session."
I wasn't sure how Stacey would feel about Crystal's choice of words, but there was no verbal pushback from her. This led me to assume that we were still within Stacey's comfort zone, as far as her aversion to dominant men was concerned. I felt like Stacey was amenable to the idea of pampering me, although I didn't know at the time that she needed a pretty big favor from me.
"Ok, the next step is to moisturize our hands," Crystal continued, as she shared the secrets of her foot pamper session with her best friend. "Use plenty of product, and focus on your finger pads."
It was the running commentary and the visual of their ritualistic preparation that I found so erotic, and as I watched the two of them condition their hands so that they would be soft to the touch, my cock slowly stiffened.
"I think Mark likes it so far, Crystal," Stacey said with a giggle, as she made eye contact with me and winked playfully.
The girls' attention to my feet began innocently enough, with Crystal taking the lead on one of my feet, and Stacey following on in quick succession, with the other one. It felt fantastic to have two sets of manicured nails raking across the soles and the arches of my feet. The pleasure ramped up exponentially as the two of them began to caress and tickle my soles with the soft fleshy undersides of their recently moisturized fingertips.
"Barely make any contact, Stacey," Crystal instructed. "Mark loves that particular caress."
The two young blondes tickled and tenderly caressed my feet and ankles for several minutes, smiling agreeably at me whenever I looked them in the eyes. My cock was completely erect by this time, and a drop of pre-cum was visible at the meatus. Crystal clocked it right away, as she was acutely aware of my physical reaction to certain kinds of sexual stimulation, and knew that I was prone to leaking.
"Let me get that for you, Mark," Crystal said playfully, as she inserted her index finger between her moist lips.
Crystal sucked on her finger for a few seconds until it was moist with saliva. Then, leaning slightly forward from her kneeling position, she wiped the very tip of her finger across my meatus, thereby scooping up the small droplet of seminal fluid. Moving her finger suggestively towards her mouth, Crystal maintained eye-contact as she extended her tongue, and in an exaggerated manner licked up the pre-cum from her finger pad.
"We can take turns with the clean-up, Stacey," my girlfriend informed her friend. "Keep an eye on it. Mark will leak profusely when we start licking and kissing his feet."
My cock throbbed at Crystal's provocative choice of words, which seemed almost designed to test Stacey's commitment to pamper me. I am not sure if Crystal threw that out there as a trial close, but after zero verbal pushback from Stacey, it appeared that I was still on track to receive a foot-worship session. Stacey and Crystal caressed and tickled my feet for a few more minutes, and then Crystal spoke up.
"Next we gloss our lips, Stacey," my young girlfriend instructed. "I know in the past we have always worn the same shade of lipstick when we pamper men, but tonight is different. We need two distinct shades of gloss, because Mark will enjoy the visual even more if he knows whose lips were where."
I watched on intently as they applied their respective lipgloss. Crystal opted for a very feminine shade of light pink, while Stacey painted her lips in a beautiful pastel peach color. Once they were glammed up, the two of them blew me an air kiss, and I responded by expelling another small drop of pre-cum.
"I will do the honors," Stacey said playfully, expertly mimicking the actions that my girlfriend had made earlier.
Stacey sucked the tip of her middle finger, which predictably left a small ring of peach gloss around it. Then, as I watched on intently, Stacey leaned forward and reached over to the tip of my cock, before scooping up my pre-cum from my meatus. Mirroring Crystal's actions, Stacey also looked me right in the eyes as she playfully ingested the first indicators of my impending climax. It was a sight to behold, and I let out a whimper of desire as Stacey toyed with me.
Once Stacey was done teasing me, she knelt back down, and smiled broadly at me. Then, on a barely perceptible signal from Crystal, their beautiful faces disappeared behind my feet, and I heard the faint smacking sounds of lips meeting flesh, as they began to pepper the soles of my feet with light kisses. Occasionally, a pair of bright blue eyes would emerge from just above my outstretched toes, twinkling mischievously, as if the girl was having the time of her life. It was a visual that would be seared into my long-term memory, and something that I would masturbate to years later.
When Crystal lowered her pink lips onto my big toe and began to suck it as if it were a cock, I figured we had reached the limit of Stacey's submission. However, to my surprise she simply followed suit, and I watched on as the two teens bobbed up and down on their respective toes, never breaking eye contact with me. Adding to the visual was the fact that as the two of them fellated my big toes, their lipgloss was transferred to both of my largest digits. As I lay passively on the bed, with my head propped up against two pillows, I observed as Stacey and Crystal kissed and licked the entirety of my feet. No square inch was left untouched, and they even licked between my toes, such was their desire to provide me with an all encompassing foot worship session.
Every few minutes, one of them would cease their pampering, and attend to the clean up of my prodigious flow of pre-cum. It felt as if the teenage blondes were willing to worship my feet all night, and it was me who finally broke under the sustained stimulation, and cried uncle.
"Stacey, Crystal," I whispered shakily, "I need release, please. Can you guys move your attention to my cock? I feel like I am about to burst, if I don't bust a nut soon."
Stacey let out a giggle as she processed the level of my arousal, and the two young women flashed each other a congratulatory smile.
"Like I said earlier, Mark," Stacey responded playfully. "Pace yourself. Crystal and I can probably coax four loads out of you tonight, and then you will be glad that you hadn't rushed. I promise that we will check off everything on your sexual bucket list, but let us work at our pace. We are no strangers to threesomes."
"Yes," Crystal added without censoring herself. "We pampered Snake in this exact manner on numerous occasions. And John took our reins multiple times too, although he had enjoyed the additional stimulation of the CumSlut."
"Jesus, Crystal," I responded reflexively. "Can you please engage your brain before you blurt out whatever is on your mind? I don't want to be constantly reminded about how many men my wife fucked during our marriage."
"Yes, Crystal," Stacey said in an exasperated tone. "Show some respect."
It was moments like these that made me yearn to be back with Samantha. No matter the occasion, Samantha never made a social faux pas, never embarrassed herself or anyone in close proximity with a poor choice of words. She embodied class, and was comfortable in any social setting. Crystal, by contrast, had sucked and fucked her way through an entire click of black gangsters, and was unable to censor herself under any circumstances.
To their credit, Stacey and Crystal did start to move their attention towards my swollen nuts and leaking cock-head, but their progress was tantalizingly slow. They licked, nibbled, kissed and sucked my ankles, my calves, my knees, (and the associated erogenous zones located right behind), until they ended up with their lips on my inner-thighs. As they moved slowly up my body, telegraphing their intent, the anticipation caused me to leak profusely. Every few minutes, one of them would offer to perform the clean-up ritual, which had been modified to use the lips instead of the fingertip.
It was phenomenal to watch the young blondes take turns to lower their mouths onto the tip of my cock to remove my pre-cum from my meatus. Of course, each attempt at clean-up resulted in a transfer of lipgloss to my glans, and by the time they were in position to give me a two-girl blowjob, my cock-head was covered in traces of light pink and pastel peach lipstick.
Crystal and Stacey took turns fellating me. When it was Crystal's turn to blow me, Stacey would lick my nuts or nibble my scrotum, all the while maintaining eye contact with me to maximize my enjoyment. However, when Stacey sucked my cock, Crystal lay next to me on the bed and whispered in my ear.
"I am so sorry for my history with John," my girlfriend began, the remorse evident in her voice. "I knew that he was fucking your wife, but I never thought for one moment that you and I would end up together. I will do everything in my power to make sure that you enjoy every single perverse sex-act that I performed for John, and much more," Crystal added. "I promise that you will take more from me than your nemesis ever did."
I don't know if they had pre-planned this or if it just unfurled naturally, but Crystal and Stacey edged me for the better part of forty-five minutes. At one point they played a game called 'deep-throat,' which as the name suggests involved seeing whose lips could go the deepest on my cock. Normally the results would have been subjective and difficult to quantify, but as they were both wearing different colored lipgloss, it was an easy contest to judge. Crystal's light pink lip covering was visible right at the base of my shaft, encircling my swollen nuts, as difficult as that was for me to comprehend. After numerous attempts to beat Crystal, Stacey finally conceded.
"You winning was a foregone conclusion, Crystal," Stacey freely admitted. "I just can't believe that you can take that much cock down your throat," Stacey added in amazement. "Holy shit!"
"We both knew that I would win, Stacey," Crystal said with a giggle. "I spent countless hours playing that game with Snake. I think the only girl who could ever beat me was Lela. That bitch could deep-throat a donkey."
And there it was again, a mindless, uncensored comment from my dumb bitch of a girlfriend. It was as if the whole universe was conspiring to make me regret my decision to leave Samantha for the CumSlut. I missed that classy, alluring woman with all of my heart, and despite the visual that the teenage blondes offered me as they worked in tandem to extract the next load from my nuts, I closed my eyes and imagined making love to my boss as I blew my load in Stacey's mouth.
After I blew my wad, a wave of benevolence towards the young blondes washed over me, which I soon realized was exactly what they were looking for. Trying to extract some concessions from me during my temporary moment of weakness, Crystal removed her lips from my scrotum and looked up at me adoringly.
"Stacey has been staying at the Dolphin Motel since being discharged from Promises rehab center, Mark," Crystal informed me. "She currently has no income and is seriously considering turning tricks to pay the motel rent."
"I only need to make sixty dollars a day to pay Moe and to feed myself, Mark," Stacey said. "That's only two or three blowjobs per day," she added, barely able to look me in the eye, such was her shame.
I looked on dumbfounded as this teenage goddess, with an overwhelming lack of self-worth, valued her oral service to men at twenty or thirty dollars per blowjob.
"I am not looking for any financial assistance from you, Mark," Stacey assured me, "but I know I can't suck off some dirty random stranger while I am sober. Once I start drinking, one thing will lead to another, and if I am earning my living on my knees, it won't be long before I have a relapse," Stacey added, with what appeared to be tears forming in her bright blue eyes.
"The recidivism rate for methamphetamine is ninety percent, Mark," Crystal added. "Stacey has no chance of long-term sobriety in that seedy environment. Joker runs the turf around the Dolphin Motel now, and he is an expert at tempting young girls to break their self-restraint."
"Joker regularly offers me a free hit, Mark," Stacey continued. "Although I have learned through experience that nothing in life is free. Also, Moe, that fat hairy prick who manages the Dolphin, is circling me like a vulture making me lewd offers for rent-free accommodation."
"Ugh," Crystal interjected. "Stay away from that asshole. After Snake was killed, I paid for my room by giving Moe sexual favors, and he ended up busting a nut four or five times every day. Fuck knows how much Viagra he was ingesting, but he was a walking hard-on."
I had heard enough. Stacey was an incredibly attractive teenage blonde, and the thought of her on her knees in front of Moe or Joker was nauseating to me.
"And going back home to your parents' house isn't an option, Stacey?" I asked, unaware of her family dynamic.
"Fuck no," Stacey responded emphatically. "My Dad is already so ashamed of me. I don't think he told anyone else about my stint in rehab, even though he was happy to foot the bill. I am a total embarrassment to my parents. I'd rather suck a stranger's cock than have to face my Dad again."
"You can move in here until you find alternate accommodation, Stacey," I offered. "And promise me that you will stay away from the Dolphin."
"Thanks, Papa," my girlfriend said enthusiastically. "I promise that you won't regret letting Stacey stay with us. We will keep your nuts completely drained."
"Yes, thank you, Mark," Stacey added, as she dried her eyes. "I will respect the fact that you are up early for work, and adhere to any house rules that you decide to impose. And, ditto to what Crystal just said. Whenever you feel like busting a nut, just let us know."
Unfortunately for me, our happy little three-way relationship only lasted about four weeks. However, during that brief period of time, the two eager to please young blondes sucked and fucked the shit out of me, until I was physically exhausted. Then one day after I came home from a long day at the office, Stacey was gone, and Crystal was crying her eyes out.
"Stacey relapsed," Crystal wailed. "She is back in Promises rehab facility. Her Dad flew in to California to check her back in. Luckily he didn't witness the worst of it."
"The worst of it, Crystal?" I repeated, hoping to be filled in on the missing details.
"When I got home from the mall, Stacey was no-where to be found," my girlfriend began. "She didn't answer her phone either even though I rang her number several times. Finally, after about the eighth call, a man answered Stacey's phone and told me that Stacey was too busy to talk right now. I recognized the voice immediately as Joker's."
"Jesus," I said reflexively. "That can't be good."
"I went straight to the Dolphin Motel," Crystal said, her voice quivering with fear. "Stacey was lying on the floor in one of the rooms surrounded by at least a dozen men, who were in the midst of jerking off on her."
"Bukkake party," I said with disgust. "Just like the one that Snake forced my wife to participate in."
"Exactly," Crystal said disdainfully. "They even had a young naked woman kneeling just inside the door, whose sole purpose was to get the guys hard for the main event."
"A fluffer," I said contemptuously.
"Yes, Mark," Crystal continued shakily. "In exactly the same humiliating manner that I was forced to perform for Snake, when he held the Bukkake party for Lela. Joker was running the show," Crystal continued, "But I recognized a few of the other men. Moe, the Dolphin manager was there. And your nemesis, John."
"Asshole," I cursed under my breath. "Fucking prick."
"I tried to intervene but there were just too many of them, Mark," Crystal added nervously. "Stacey was off her head, and even when I called out to her she didn't seem to recognize me. Joker must have laced her methamphetamine with Rohypnol or Ketamine to get her that spaced out."
"Why didn't you call the police, Crystal?" I asked naively, unfamiliar with the grave danger posed by being labeled a rat.
"Joker would snuff me out if I snitched on him to the police, Mark," Crystal responded fearfully. "No-one in that neighborhood would dare inform the cops. I tried to reason with Moe to break up the party, but he told me that his intent was to bust a nut on Stacey's face. I consider myself very lucky to have gotten out of that motel room without getting dragged into their sordid
party. As it was, in the melee I lost my panties, my crop-top and my high-heels," Crystal added.
"What the fuck?" I said angrily, as I contemplated my options. "Who the hell ripped your clothes off, Crystal?"
"You don't want to know, Mark," Crystal answered hesitantly.
"Who the fuck had the gall to take your panties from you, Crystal?" I yelled aggressively. "And how did you lose your crop-top?"
"There were hands everywhere, Mark," Crystal continued in a shaky voice. "A very intoxicated Joker pinned me up against the wall briefly, and removed my crop-top. Then he copped a feel, before trying to force me to my knees. Luckily, I managed to shake him off in his inebriated state. Two other gangsters grabbed my arms and held me still while John reached under my skirt and ripped my silky panties from me. As soon as he waved them in the air, several men tried to grab them from him. This gave me an opportunity to bolt for the door, but I left my high-heels behind in my panicked rush to bail."
"One day I am going to punish that prick, John," I said angrily. "If it's the last thing I do."
"Well, Mark," Crystal taunted me, "If you head down to the Dolphin Motel tomorrow and confront those guys, it will be the last thing you ever do. Why don't you just stay in your lane? You aren't man enough to square up to any of them. Especially John and Joker."



They say that the truth hurts, and Crystal, despite being out of line, was definitely speaking the truth. I let the comment go as it was clearly made in anger at the situation, rather than out of spite for me. However, I felt flushed as my face reddened.
"How did Stacey get out of there in one piece, Crystal?" I asked, as my shame at being called out as a pussy overwhelmed me.
"I was in such a state of panic that I did the only thing that I could to temporarily halt the proceedings," Crystal said proudly. "I ran into the reception area and smashed the fire alarm on the wall outside Moe's office."
"Quick thinking," I praised her. "Smart move."
"Less than five minutes later, about a dozen firefighters showed up in two fire trucks, and the majority of the gangsters bailed," Crystal added. "When I got back to the motel room, all that was left was Stacey lying on the floor covered in ejaculate, and the frightened young fluffer who was still kneeling naked just inside the motel door."
That night, after I deposited a load inside Crystal's anal-passage, I just couldn't fall asleep. It seemed like there was so much drama in my life, between my relationships with Lela, Crystal and now Stacey. As I lay next to the sleeping teen, all I could think about was Samantha. Classy, educated, driven, and yet at the same time flawless in her physical form, Samantha was my soulmate, of that I was sure.
If we were a couple, our combined income would have been well over one hundred thousand dollars a month, and while my sex life would be a touch more vanilla, the absence of any drama would more than make up for it. I knew that I had made a colossal error by choosing the CumSlut over the future partner at the law firm, and I felt as if I would regret that decision for the rest of my life.
If only I could combine the two, Crystal and Samantha, I mused, as I finally started to doze off. That would be the perfect relationship, to be living with Samantha but to enjoy the level of control that I exerted over Crystal. A man can dream.
After the Bukkake party and Stacey's subsequent exit from my life, Crystal and I quickly got things back on track. There was an underlying current of disquiet as we both processed how rapidly Stacey's life had collapsed.
"I am stunned that such a determined young girl could suffer a meteoric relapse, Crystal," I said as we rehashed the event.
"It just demonstrates the power of drug addiction, Mark," Crystal responded without empathy. "Stacey was a beautiful teen goddess and yet she was in such desperate need of a fix that she would consent to a Bukkake party. She invited twelve niggers to jerk off onto her teenage face in exchange for methamphetamine."
"Maybe they forced her, Crystal?" I mused, trying to find any sense in the matter.
"The circle-jerk was definitely consensual, Mark," Crystal assured me. "I spoke to Kneepads, the young fluffer at the event," Crystal continued. "She guaranteed me that both of them were there as willing participants in exchange for drugs."
"Kneepads?" I said angrily. "Who the fuck is Kneepads?"
"I think her name is Lucy," Crystal said quietly. "But you know on the streets everybody has a tag. Lucy is referred to by her street name, Kneepads. I think it is because of the fact..."
"Yeah, I get it, Crystal," I interjected, abruptly cutting my girlfriend off. "Jesus," I exclaimed, barely able to contain my disdain for the Dolphin Motel and its seedy inhabitants. "That asshole Joker is as bad as Snake. Promise me that you will stay the fuck away from that prick."
While it was disappointing to lose Stacey, and all of the sexual delights that she added to my life, Crystal had numerous teenage friends that were open to a quid pro quo sexual relationship. We had fully acclimated to life in a luxury hotel, and the Executive room's proximity to the elevator ensured that Crystal was able to fulfill her promise to sneak her teenage friends in on a regular basis. I enjoyed many sexually fulfilling threesomes in the weeks following Stacey's departure. Life was good.
Then one day I stepped out of the elevator and walked into a fine mist of my favorite scent, Samantha's signature fragrance. It probably wasn't surprising that I would eventually cross paths with my boss in this opulent hotel. The Four Seasons, in addition to being the finest hotel in our city, was also a known gathering place for investment bankers, lawyers, judges and other respected professionals.
Rotating one hundred and eighty degrees so that I could greet my boss, I was instead shocked to see Lela as she stood in the Four Seasons lobby. Dressed in pink from head to toe my wife resembled Barbie, albeit with jet black hair. Lela was wearing the pink Fendi suit that she had threatened to fuck everyone in my universe in. She had either had a recent breast augmentation surgery, or the Fendi suit had been tailored in such a way to showcase her tits, because they were literally threatening to pop out of her push-up bra. As much as Lela looked like a very expensive fuck-toy, it was her massive upturned jugs that instantly commanded my attention, and it was impossible to avert my eyes from them.
"38 E cup," Lela whispered, as I finally made eye-contact with her. "Paid for using the good old fashioned barter system," she added with a giggle, clarifying the fact that her plastic surgeon had succumbed to her sexual wiles.
I felt that familiar twitch in my pants as my cock reflexively responded to Lela's taunts.
"He had to wait the requisite eight weeks after my breast enhancement," Lela continued to mock me, "but Dr. Simpson was the first man to oil them up and titty-fuck me, Mark."
I wasn't surprised at Lela's revelation that Dr. Simpson had allowed her to use sexual favors as currency. The talented plastic surgeon was renowned for his work, but was also widely sought out by young co-eds, strippers and escorts for his unorthodox payment plans. Many of Lela's coworkers at the Agency had undergone surgical procedures at the skilled hands of Dr. Simpson, before kneeling in front of him to take care of the first installment.
"Dr. Simpson blew his load all over my face as I held my brand new E cups together for his enjoyment," Lela added with a smile. "For an older man he is still capable of releasing an impressive amount of semen."
I could feel my cock slowly stiffening as Lela continued to fuck with me. She had a smug look on her face as my eyes absorbed every detail of her slutty appearance. The Fendi suit had definitely been altered as the hemline was ridiculously short, almost to the point of being obscene. Even as she stood upright, Lela's garter-belt straps were clearly visible, and she had paired the suit with matching sky-high, fuck-me pumps and pink silk stockings.
As I stood there rooted to the spot, with my mouth agape and my erection continuing to strengthen, Lela rotated slowly.
"I have already booked a vaginal-rejuvenation surgery with Dr. Simpson for exactly three months from now," Lela taunted. "I will be in desperate need of it by then, after I have been fucked by every single one of your friends, relatives and coworkers. I promised Dr. Simpson that he could have first crack at my new pussy."
Despite her sexual allure, Lela was dressed so inappropriately for an upscale hotel bar, that I wasn't sure if she would be permitted entry. Her hair was much longer, and even though it was styled in pigtails, the beautifully coiffured mane cascaded down her back almost to her ass. Lela had tied two pink ribbons in her hair, which made her look youthful and coquettish at the same time.
"Hair extensions," Lela said, as if she had anticipated my line of questioning. "I am all dolled up for one of your work colleagues," she added with a smile. "The first of many, I guarantee you."
A few seconds later, as I stood there awkwardly wondering which one of my fellow employees was about to enjoy my wife, Pete Hudson came into my periphery view, and acknowledged me.
"Hi Mark," he said nervously. "I had no idea that you would be here too."
Pete wasn't a close work associate of mine, although he reported to me as he was a junior member of the legal team. Unfortunately for me, he and Lela already had some history. Pete had been the first of my co-workers to fold when Lela made herself available as an employee perk at our company retreat in Joshua Tree. Lela had seduced Pete in the jacuzzi, sucking him off as he sat on the edge of the hot-tub and admired the "CumSlut" tattoo on the back of her neck. Now, years later it appeared that Pete had again been lucky enough to be the first of my subordinates to fuck my wife.
"Pete," I responded coldly, wondering if word of this uneasy exchange would make its way around the office.
Satisfied that she had rubbed my nose in her infidelity sufficiently, Lela turned to my co-worker and kissed him tenderly on the lips.
"Let's get a drink in the bar first, Pete," Lela whispered seductively. "I love an apple martini before I fuck. Pete will be late to work tomorrow, Mark," Lela added maliciously, "if he even makes it."
I watched on forlornly as my wife led my co-worker into the opulent Four Seasons Bar. Any doubts that I harbored about Lela being denied entry evaporated as the Bar Manager greeted her, and warmly welcomed her back. Judging by their familiarity, Lela was a frequent patron of this establishment, and I watched as my wife pointed to a couple of vacant stools located in the center of the well-illuminated mahogany bar.
I can only assume that Lela's choice of seating was designed to further emasculate me. I remained rooted to the spot, transfixed by her slutty appearance as my wife eased into the elevated seat and rested her sky-high pumps on the stool's footrest. This seating position further exposed Lela, and as the silk Fendi skirt embraced her form, I could clearly see the outline of her garter-belt straps against her toned thighs. Lela flashed me a devious smile, and then leaned into Pete and placed her glossed lips against his earlobe.
I will never know what words of encouragement my wife was whispering into my co-worker's ear. However, when Lela rested her dainty manicured hand in Pete's lap, he shuffled around uncomfortably in his bar stool as he struggled to contain his obvious erection. Overwhelmed by his desire, Pete shot me a furtive glance, and then leaned into my wife and began to kiss her tenderly. Lela eagerly reciprocated, and they were french kissing with more intensity within seconds. I left shortly after their very public display of affection, unable to watch my wife offer herself up unabashedly to another man.
When I got to the elevator I was awash with conflicting emotions. The cuckold in me wanted to slip unnoticed into the opulent surroundings of the upscale bar, and watch from afar as my subordinate enjoyed my wife. I knew Lela well enough to surmise that her choice of elevated bar stool in the most illuminated area of the bar was for my benefit. I imagine as soon as I left with my tail between my legs, Lela and Pete would retreat to the comfort and relative privacy of a dimly-lit booth.
Having been regaled with the specifics of my wife's dates over the years, I knew exactly how Lela's choreographed performance in a darkened booth would unfurl. Pete wasn't going to get balls-deep in my wife until they checked into a room at the Four Seasons, but it was reasonable to assume that Lela would offer my co-worker some kind of release as they enjoyed a few cocktails.
Perhaps my wife would give Pete a hand-job as he ogled her new tits, I mused, as the elevator slowly ascended to the third floor. Maybe if the booth offered sufficient privacy, Lela would perform her signature move and drop her napkin or a piece of cutlery. Then, under the pretense of retrieving it from the floor, my wife would slip under the oversized linen tablecloth and fellate her date.
I was in an elevated state of arousal when I entered the Executive room. I reached for my iPhone to ascertain Crystal's whereabouts so that I could bust a nut inside one of her teenage orifices. As the 'Find my Phone' app triangulated Crystal's exact location, I was interrupted by the distinct sound of a text.
My heart sank as I processed the fact that it was from Lela, and I positively recoiled when I realized that she had attached a photo to it. It wasn't unusual for Lela to share photographic evidence of her dates with me, after the fact. The cuckold within me enjoyed the occasional graphic picture of my wife performing a lewd act for another man, particularly as I would invariably get some kind of release from Lela, as soon as my cock involuntarily stiffened.
However, Lela's current attempt to arouse the cuckold within me felt different. Firstly, judging by the time-stamp that is ubiquitous on Apple products, this sordid act was occurring in real time. Secondly, Lela was not available to provide sexual release, at least not as far as I was concerned.
My hands were shaking as I opened the attachment and viewed the photo. Taken using Lela's state of the art iPhone Pro 15, and its forty-eight megapixel camera, the high resolution image showed my wife peeking from beneath the linen table cloth in the private, dimly-lit booth, as she playfully brandished a spoon. The caption read 'Oops, clumsy me. I found it though,' which I understood immediately was a reference to her signature move.
My 'Find my phone' app had now fully triangulated Crystal's exact location, and I was relieved to see that my girlfriend was in the hotel gym, presumably working out. I wasn't sure how I was going to use Crystal to bust a nut, but the gym had beautifully appointed shower facilities so that was certainly an option. I grabbed my wash-kit and two towels and made a bee-line for the exit to my room.
The next photo from Lela arrived less than one minute after the first. Captioned 'Look what else I found under the table cloth!' the high resolution image showed Lela kneeling between a man's legs as she extracted his erection from his underwear. Even though the picture itself gave few clues as to the identity of the man, obviously I knew that it was Pete.
I was quite surprised that the bar was turning a blind eye to this illicit activity. However, the fact that Lela had chosen a dimly-lit booth probably made it easier to hide their sexual indiscretions. It wasn't the first time that Lela had fellated a man in this manner. In fact, immediately after we broke up, Lela sent me some lewd photos of her sucking off her VIP black paramour in the hotel bar. However, that wealthy investment banker had booked into the most expensive suite in the Four Seasons, and as such was undoubtedly given some latitude.
My coworker, Pete, was not a VIP, wielded little status or clout, and certainly couldn't afford a Suite in the Four Seasons. And yet the bar manager had basically ignored Lela and Pete as they fooled around in the semi-private booth. I imagine that lucky bastard's hands were shaking as he held Lela's phone just above her face and snapped the picture. Fortunately for him, and any future viewers of the lewd image, Apple's patented second‑generation sensor‑shift optical image stabilization did a wonderful job of capturing Lela's submission to my co-worker.
I was securing the door to my Executive room when the third photo arrived by text. Judging by the minimal amount of time that had elapsed, things were evolving quickly in that booth in the Four Seasons bar. Lela had Pete's erect cock in her dainty hands and was photographed kissing the glans as she winked playfully at the camera. This picture was captioned 'Looks like someone is ready to bust a nut!'
I was in the communal hallway outside my third floor Executive room, which probably wasn't the ideal location in which to view a pornographic image. However, the cuckold inside me surfaced, and I found myself zooming in on Lela's face, as she pampered my subordinate.
Pete was definitely ready to bust a nut, as Lela had so eloquently described it. His erection was at full-mast, the veins clearly visible in his blood-engorged member, as Lela's glossed lips peppered his cock-head. Traces of my wife's lipstick were visible all over Pete's glans, and pre-cum pooled at his meatus. Lela winked at the camera, her one open eye twinkling with delight as she openly cuckolded me.
I entered the elevator breathing heavily and trying to conceal my erection with my wash-kit as I slowly descended to the subterranean gymnasium. When the elevator reached the ground floor, the doors opened to allow two hotel guests to board. The cuckold in me sought to seize the opportunity to exit at this point, and enter the bar for a closer look at my wife and her date. However, as the couple entered the elevator, I regained control of my senses and remained on board, heading for the gym.
My phone dinged again, right as the doors opened on the subterranean floor, which contained the recreational facilities and the hotel's valet parking lot. Pausing to allow the other guests to leave first, I was relieved when they headed off in the direction of the parking garage, instead of towards the gym. Things were moving rapidly in the dimly-lit booth of the Four Seasons bar, just one floor above me. Lela was now depicted sucking Pete's cock, her glossed lips closed about half-way down Pete's shaft, as she looked directly into the f/1.78 aperture of the main camera. Even as she pleasured my subordinate, my wife mocked me with her eyes, her look being a strange mixture of pride at the control that she had over Pete, and of utter contempt for me.
I entered the workout facility with a purposeful stride, encouraged to see that the entire gym was almost empty. I noticed Crystal immediately, running on a treadmill with her AirPods in each ear. There was a guy who I recognized as the resident trainer, doing some paperwork at the small desk which also served as the sign-in area. Lastly, the gym cleaner, who was using the quiet time at the facility to wipe down the equipment.
I didn't want to startle Crystal so I reached for my phone, my intention being to send her a text informing her of my presence in the gym. Before I could type the message, the next photo of Lela popped up in my texts. By my reckoning, less than six minutes had elapsed since Lela first intentionally dropped the spoon under the table. However, as the latest photo confirmed, that was sufficient time to allow Lela to extract Pete's first load of the evening from his obviously swollen nuts. Judging by the photographic evidence, it was a copious load too. Lela usually swallowed her lover's semen, particularly after she had performed her usual battery of tests for STIs. However, in this case, Pete's ejaculate was visible all over Lela's upturned breasts, and the text didn't address how exactly it had got there.
'First load of many for this lucky young buck' the caption read, which created more questions than it answered, particularly to a cuckold like myself.
My first thought was one of utter contempt for Pete's lack of stamina and self-control. That pussy obviously didn't spend too much time in the company of beautiful women, judging by the fact that he blew his wad in about six minutes. Then my heart sank as I realized that the CumSlut, to whom I was still legally married, was intent in giving each of my coworkers the night of their lives, irrespective of their sexual experience. Lela didn't care if Pete was prone to premature ejaculation, or if possessed the stamina of a seasoned lothario. Either way, regardless of his sexual prowess, Lela was going to completely drain his nuts.
My next thought was why Pete had unloaded all over my wife's tits instead of between her glossed lips. Had Lela removed her lips from my co-worker's cock just prior to ejaculation, and directed his cum shots onto her recently augmented titties? Or had my wife permitted Pete to blow his wad inside her warm, moist mouth before lowering her head and allowing the seminal fluids to drip down onto her massive mammaries. Either way, this young man who deferred to me at our mutual place of employment, had enjoyed my wife's soft lips on his cock and had blown his load in such a way that it had landed squarely on Lela's recently enhanced breasts.



My hands were shaking as I texted Crystal. Predictably, since the young teen was at my beck and call, immediately upon receipt of my message Crystal switched off the treadmill and began to remove her AirPods.
"Gender-neutral restroom, now," I texted to Crystal. "I want you naked, bent over the bathroom countertop," I instructed, as I headed to the desk where the trainer was doing his paperwork.
"Quiet night in the gym?" I said to the trainer, stating the obvious as I slipped him a twenty dollar bill. "Let me buy you and the cleaning guy a coffee."
The trainer, apparently no stranger to being asked for a little privacy, graciously accepted my proffered tip, and after rounding up the cleaner, the two of them left the facility to take a well-deserved break. My phone dinged once again as I closed the distance between myself and Crystal, as she waited obediently in the restroom.
The latest photo did answer one of my questions. A seemingly happy Lela, with a huge smile plastered on her face and a mouth full of semen, was holding her tits skyward as she allowed Pete's ejaculate to dribble from her mouth onto her breasts. There was no caption on this picture although Lela sent me an immediate follow-up text.
"I will meet you in two minutes in the parking garage if you want to lick Pete's load from my tits, Mark," Lela goaded me via text message. "Otherwise I am going to rub his warm cum all over my chest and neck and just let this young man's semen dry on me."
My wife's taunts only served to increase my arousal, and I fumbled with my zipper as I entered the gender-neutral restroom. Predictably, because I owned the gorgeous teen, Crystal was butt-naked bent over the bathroom countertop. Her underwear were on the floor on top of her workout clothes, and I reached down to grab them as I simultaneously lowered my zipper.
"My panties might be a bit sweaty, Mark," Crystal informed me, as I raised them to my nose for a quick sniff. "I have been on the treadmill for the last thirty minutes."
A few seconds later, buried to the hilt in Crystal's tight teenage pussy, and with her moist panties hanging around my neck, I placed my iPhone on the counter in front of us. Then as the frustration of being cuckolded washed over me, I began to pound furiously into my girlfriend, in desperate search of release.
"What's got you all riled up, Mark?" Crystal asked playfully, as I forcefully fucked her.
Almost in response to my girlfriend's line of questioning my iPhone dinged, and then Crystal giggled as she saw it was from Lela.
"Now I know why you are so worked up, Mark," Crystal said without any hint of jealousy. "It's the CumSlut. Is Lela texting you the details of her date? I fucking love that woman."
Even though I was balls-deep inside my girlfriend's vaginal-cavity, it wasn't enough. I needed to read Lela's latest taunts in order to maximize my climax. Opening up the message in such a way that Crystal could also see it, I viewed the attachment first, another photo of Pete and Lela in the Four Seasons bar.
I can only assume that this picture was taken by their waiter, as Pete and my wife were seated next to each other in the dimly-lit booth. Pete had a satisfied look on his face, bordering on smug actually, which I planned to make him fucking regret. Lela in contrast was beaming, smiling broadly for the camera as the waiter captured the happy couple. The low ambient lighting of the booth automatically triggered the built in flash of Lela's iPhone 15. This addition of artificial light made Lela's tits and neck glisten with a sheen, which to the uninitiated probably appeared to be body moisturizer. However, I knew definitively that this milky reflective liquid was Pete's seminal fluids as they slowly dried around Lela's chest area.
Crystal quickly reached that conclusion too, knowing full well that Lela only sent me pictures designed to thoroughly emasculate me.
"Doesn't that guy work for you, Mark?" Crystal began hesitantly. "And isn't that the Four Seasons bar?"
"My wife is upstairs in the bar as we speak," I cried out, my shame and desire both threatening to envelope me. "On a fucking date with one of my subordinates."
"Looks like your underling gave your wife a pearl necklace, Mark," Crystal whispered seductively, knowing that her provocative choice of words would greatly enhance my orgasm.
"That pussy didn't last long, Crystal," I informed my girlfriend. "Look at the time stamp on the pictures. Pete blew his load six minutes after Lela dropped the spoon."
"What a wimp," Crystal said derisively. "What kind of sissy comes that quickly?"
"Lela wanted me to meet her in the parking garage, Crystal," I cried out, as I felt my nuts constrict. "She was going to let me lick Pete's ejaculate from her tits."
"Now that I would love to watch, Mark," Crystal taunted as I felt my sap rise. "My cuckold boyfriend eating another man's still-warm load from his wife's neck. How many more of your employees do you think the CumSlut has fucked, so far, Mark?"
I grunted loudly as I unloaded into Crystal's tight vaginal-cavity, and my girlfriend, having garnered an understanding of the mechanics of a cuckold, ceased to taunt me and remained passively bent over the bathroom countertop. Of course, Lela was also intimately aware of the mindset of a cuckold, but she didn't care that I wouldn't want any further communication from her after I blew my load. Lela's intent was to humiliate and emasculate me, and so long after Crystal and I had showered and retreated to the sanctuary of our Executive room, my wife continued to send me updates on her date with Pete.
'Another man gets to enjoy my new breasts,' one caption read, attached as it was to a photo of Pete's cock thrusting between my wife's mammoth, well-oiled tits.
Over the course of several hours, the CumSlut texted me pictures of Pete balls-deep in all three of her orifices. Another high-definition shot showed my subordinate giving my wife a facial as she knelt directly under him and nibbled his nuts. There were photos of Lela rimming Pete, artfully taken using the large mirrors in the bathroom, as my wife knelt behind my coworker. There were even a few pictures of Pete urinating on my wife in the shower enclosure, as she looked up adoringly at him, and egged him on. Fueled by the graphic photos and descriptive captions, I ended up fucking Crystal three times that evening.
In an embarrassing turn of events, despite my derisive comments about Pete's lack of self-control, I lasted mere seconds each time we coupled, due to the extremely titillating nature of the photos. Knowing that the cuckold in me thrived on humiliation, Crystal was quite vocal about my premature ejaculation.
"Fuck, Mark," Crystal sighed after our next abbreviated session. "That performance was truly pathetic. Six minutes would be greatly appreciated right now."
I really tried to make it last the third time that Crystal and I fucked, but by this time in our relationship, my girlfriend had burrowed deep inside my head. With a few well-chosen words, and the lewd images of my wife and my coworker seared into my short-term memory, I was powerless to control myself, and ended up with another pitiful performance.
Finally, at Crystal's behest, I turned my phone off just before 2am, right about the time that two things became evident. Firstly, Lela was planning an all-nighter with my subordinate, and true to her word, Pete wasn't going to make it to work tomorrow. Secondly, I didn't know how much more of this overt, in your face cuckolding I could stand. It was one thing to watch my wife get all dolled up for a client, knowing that when she got home I could enjoy sloppy seconds. However, to watch Lela entertain and pamper my subordinate, with no possibility of any release for me, was downright demoralizing. To add insult to injury, my wife was currently staying in the same hotel as I was, although sleep was apparently not on her agenda.
I endured a fitful night of sleep, tossing and turning as I wallowed in the thought that my wife was undoubtedly being given a thorough fucking by my coworker. When I finally woke up just before 8am, feeling far from rested, I checked my phone and was dismayed to see that I had missed eighteen text messages from Lela, most of which had lewd photos attached.
The final text, sent just after 6am was a real kick in the nuts.
"Pete finally threw in the towel, Mark," Lela's text message began. "That young buck is sleeping like a baby, contentedly snoring having had his nuts completely drained. Needless to say, Pete won't be at work today. I am going to turn off my phone now so that I can sleep for a few hours. I will be back at it tonight with another mystery man. Our dinner reservations are for 8pm tonight. We will be in the Four Seasons lobby right before we eat if you want to say a quick hello, and learn the identity of tonight's lucky bastard."
I knew that there was absolutely nothing I could do or say to persuade Lela to cease and desist her disturbing quest to fuck everyone in my universe. However, Pete was a different matter. I was his direct supervisor, and as such had control over his work assignments, schedule, office placement and a few other incidental things like bonuses. Pete was going to pay dearly for his complicity in Lela's actions, and I was already formulating a plan. My intent was to move him from his office to a cubicle, give him all of the crappy work assignments, and severely limit his ability to earn any bonuses. I would also fuck with his schedule, adjusting it so that Pete worked every Saturday, and never had the same day off each week. My recommendations would take about two weeks to be approved by my supervisor and the Partners, due to the extensive hierarchy of our organization, but I knew definitively that they would be accepted without pushback.
I wasn't planning on going to the office that morning, but I needed to see if Pete showed up to work. If he was absent without authorization, I needed to make sure that Samantha and the Partners were aware of it. This would also give me a valid reason to implement the aforementioned disciplinary actions. I wasn't going to tell Samantha that Pete had enjoyed a free overnight session with the CumSlut, but I was planning to let her know that he was drinking in the Four Seasons bar the night before.
Predictably, Pete failed to show up for work, presumably because he was still sleeping like a baby, contentedly snoring having had his nuts completely drained, as Lela so succinctly described it. Samantha was extremely irritated by Pete's unscheduled absence. However, she became incandescent with rage when I embellished his importance to my project, and informed her that I was going to miss one of our deadlines due to Pete's failure to attend.
Having thrown Pete under the bus, I assured Samantha that I would double down my efforts that day, and make sure that we hit the deadline. That evening, after a long day in the office, I arrived home around seven-thirty. I tried to stay in my Executive room, fully aware that nothing good would come from hanging around in the hotel lobby to greet Lela and her mystery man.
Crystal was very supportive, even going so far as to offer me an impromptu threesome to take my mind from Lela's antics. Even as we scrolled through Crystal's phone trying to select my desired partner for the evening, the cuckold in me surfaced, and the lure was too hard to resist. Just before eight o'clock, as if on auto pilot, I descended three flights of stairs to the lobby, in order to avoid bumping into Lela at the elevator.
With her new 38 E cups threatening to bust out of her tailored Fendi suit, and her jet black hair cascading down her back, Lela would have been immediately noticeable from a distance in the refined and uncrowded environs of the Four Seasons hotel. As I quickly surveyed the lobby, the bar entrance, and the elevator vestibule, I was confident that the CumSlut was not in the hotel, and I let out a sigh of relief. Maybe Lela had been fucking with me when she informed me of her date at eight o'clock tonight.
The stress of waiting to see which one of my co-workers my wife planned to fuck next had been taxing on me. I was sweating slightly and I decided to splash a little water on my face and then head upstairs to my room, if Lela didn't arrive in the next few minutes. As I entered the guests-only bathroom adjacent to the Four Seasons lobby, I bumped into my cousin Martin. He was in the process of acquiring some condoms, which were free from the wall-mounted dispenser. Martin was the son of my Dad's younger sister, and we were very close, both as kids and continuing into adulthood.
I moved in for a hug, but Martin's demeanor was very awkward, and he seemed mortified to see me. We had a brief uncomfortable exchange, during which Martin would not make eye-contact with me, and tried repeatedly to hide his recently acquired prophylactics. I didn't connect the dots until we left the bathroom together and ran right into Lela. My wife was dressed in the same Fendi suit that she had promised me exclusive rights to, and upon seeing Martin she entered into his close personal space, and kissed him tenderly on the side of his cheek. It was at that precise moment that I knew that my days at the Four Seasons were numbered.
"I am so sorry that you and Lela broke up," Martin began nervously, as my wife hung all over him like a devoted girlfriend. "Lela called me and invited me for a drink at the bar. Would you care to join us?"
While the offer itself was embarrassing for me, my humiliation increased when Lela spoke up.
"I came here to have a drink with you Martin," Lela said firmly. "Not to socialize with my soon to be ex-husband. Let's go to the bar and enjoy a few cocktails. I am already checked into the hotel so you can stay the night if you get too tipsy to drive."
"I managed to acquire some condoms, Lela," Martin blurted out nervously, clearly overwhelmed with desire. "Just in case we end up spending the night together."
"First of all handsome," Lela responded flirtatiously, as she looked at me to gauge my reaction. "Premium hotels will bring condoms to the room, on request, and free of charge. Also, there is a reason that I came to your office and took a blood sample to test for STIs. Martin, I am happy to inform you that your battery was negative across the board, so you can enjoy me bare-back tonight. But first, let's have some drinks."
Martin and I exchanged a very awkward glance, and then a brief handshake. Ever the gentleman, my cousin escorted my wife towards the bar, with one hand resting on her lower back. Lela looked back at me over one shoulder, before placing her hand atop Martin's and sliding it down until it rested on her pert buttocks. Encouraged by my wife's apparent availability, my cousin gave Lela's ass a playful squeeze, which elicited a giggle from her, and a flirtatious shimmy of her derrière. I stood there forlornly with a throbbing erection, like a wimp cuckold, as my wife and my cousin entered the Four Seasons bar.
I probably should have seen it coming, but it was a complete shock to me when Lela sent me the first of numerous text messages that evening, each accompanied by a lewd photo. The first high-resolution picture showed a man, who I now knew was my cousin Martin, fucking my wife's well-oiled breasts as she held them together for the sole purpose of his enjoyment.
My initial reaction was one of betrayal. I had known Martin since we were kids, and we had enjoyed many shared moments as we transitioned into adolescents, and then adults. It was demoralizing that my cousin felt the need to rub my nose in his sexual encounter with my wife. Then I remembered what a manipulative cunt Lela was, and how, under the right sexual provocation, men will do whatever they are instructed to. Judging by his blood-engorged cock, and the pre-cum pooled around its tip, Martin was in such a state of arousal that he simply obeyed my wife's directives.
In a similar fashion to the photos that Lela had sent me of Pete, there was an air of anonymity about this latest set of pictures. It was only because I had met both of Lela's paramours just prior to being sent photographic evidence of the lewd acts, that I could ascertain their identities. None of the photos showed the faces of Lela's lovers and I took solace in the fact that I didn't have to know who Lela was fucking, if I didn't want to. I just needed to get the hell out of the Four Seasons hotel.
It was one thing to be aware that Lela was fulfilling her promise to systematically fuck her way through my entire universe. However, to be openly cuckolded, and to have my nose rubbed in her infinitely was demeaning, and the following morning I informed Crystal that we were moving into corporate housing.
Our new home was not as opulent as the Four Seasons Hotel, but it provided me with some respite from Lela's threats. Unfortunately, the corporate housing had some slightly different legal conditions to the hotel, and I learned that Crystal, being over eighteen, was required to co-sign the short-term lease. Before we signed the lease agreement together, I sat Crystal down and told her in no uncertain terms that our relationship was contingent upon three simple rules. First and foremost, Crystal was not permitted to use any drugs. Secondly, she was required to have her iPhone on her at all times, with no exceptions. Lastly, I wanted to reduce the likelihood of Crystal relapsing, so I strictly controlled her access to cash.
"I want you to have some financial independence, Crystal," I told her as we hashed out my conditions of us cohabiting. "I will designate you as an authorized user on one of my credit cards. It has a five thousand dollar limit, but if you need more we can certainly discuss it. You can buy anything you need with the credit card. No one carries cash any more anyway," I added.
I had already installed the 'Find my phone' app on Crystal's iPhone, so that I could track her movements. It seemed a little controlling, but I justified it by saying that I had adopted a somewhat parental role, and was fully within my rights to know where my young charge was. In truth, the literature that the rehab program provided upon release stated unequivocally that the recidivism rate for drug addicts was close to ninety percent. If Crystal were to remain in the desired ten percent, then I needed to monitor her movements and restrict her access to cash. Crystal readily agreed to my conditions, and we leased a four bedroom luxury apartment, on a month to month basis, for six thousand dollars a month.
Shortly after Crystal and I began to cohabit, I informed Samantha of my change of relationship status, and she was ecstatic for me.
"You need to be in a relationship where you are in control, Mark," Samantha told me. "John owned you sexually for close to seven years. Lela put you through the wringer, and I was always going to end up pegging you if we had stayed together. Take charge of this young girl, keep her on a short leash, and show her who is the boss. This can be accomplished without being disrespectful, Mark," Samantha added.
I blocked Lela's number after her humiliating dalliance with my close cousin, Martin. This action backfired spectacularly, as Lela reacted by sending me lewd photos from the phones of her dates. This was far more emasculating because I knew exactly who my wife was fucking on any given night. In addition, I was powerless to block most of the numbers because we were coworkers, and needed to communicate via text or email during work hours.
I had to withdraw my recommendations that were designed to punish Pete, too. So many of my co-workers were getting treated to a complimentary no-holds barred session with the CumSlut, that it was impossible to punish all of them. In retrospect, it didn't seem fair to fuck with Pete's life just because he had gone first with Lela.



My coworkers all seemed to know exactly what Lela was doing too, and would gather in the hallways of the Law Firm and gossip like schoolgirls in a hushed whisper. I heard the word "Klixen" mentioned on several occasions, which I knew to be a reference to Lela's world-class edging blow-job. As the weeks passed it became apparent that my wife had fucked the vast majority of my coworkers. In a scene that would get repeated numerous times over the next three months, I would stumble across a small group of my fellow employees laughing raucously about something, only to become silent as I entered the room.
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Once we moved into the corporate housing together, Crystal became a lot more comfortable with her status as my girlfriend. I had filed for divorce from Lela, and despite my prior concerns about Crystal's history with John, I was actually contemplating getting engaged to her. The teenager used my credit card freely, pushing up against the five thousand dollar limit nearly every month. In exchange for my generosity, Crystal rewarded me the only way that she knew how, with virtually limitless sex.
I enjoyed my young girlfriend multiple times each day, and Crystal was receptive to trying anything that I wanted. She would normally suck me off in the morning before work, and I would occasionally awaken with her teenage lips already around the tip of my cock, trying to stir it into action. It was a highly satisfying period of my life sexually, and my nuts were continuously being drained by the beautiful young girl. It seemed as if Crystal could read my mind when it came to my sexual fantasies, and I later learned that she would search my browsing history to see exactly what kind of pornography floated my boat. In addition, a couple of times a month Crystal would return home with another teenage girl and I would enjoy an impromptu threesome.
I loved threesomes, and as Crystal continuously pressed me for my fantasies, I finally admitted that fucking two girls was my favorite sexual encounter. Shortly after that revelation, Crystal surprised me one night, right after our latest conquest had left in an Uber.
"I just want you to be happy, Mark," Crystal said, as I relaxed in my post-orgasmic bliss.
"You make me very happy, Crystal," I said, as I kissed her on the forehead. "Tonight was fantastic."
"Can I ask you a favor, Mark?" Crystal said quietly, as she raked her nails across my stomach. "One of my high school friends from Wisconsin wants to move to California. I was wondering if she could stay with us until she gets her feet on the ground?"
"How well do you know her, Crystal?" I responded. "And can you trust her?"
"I have known Amber since Junior High," my girlfriend replied. "She comes from a very nice family and doesn't use drugs or alcohol. She has a level head, just graduated from community college, and is not at all promiscuous. Amber has had the same boyfriend for two years and they just broke up. She is looking for a change of scenery."
"From what you are saying, your friend sounds like she would be a really good roommate," I responded. "Why don't we call her tomorrow and have a quick chat about the expectations?" I suggested. "I am referring in general to cleanliness, respect for the fact that I work from home, and my desire to have minimal visitors and possibly even a curfew."
"Oh, I made the expectations very clear to Amber," Crystal said with an excited giggle. "Let's FaceTime her now. She is looking forward to meeting you."
Without any attempt to secure my agreement, Crystal propped her iPad up on its stand, and dialed Amber's number. A few seconds later an adorable blonde appeared on the screen of Crystal's tablet. Amber was stunning in a 'girl next door' kind of way. Fresh-faced, with light blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes, the young girl piqued my interest from the second we began to FaceTime. It was evident that Amber had been coached by Crystal, because she knew exactly what to say to secure my agreement. After a few minutes of polite pre-amble, Amber laid bare her ambitions and what she was prepared to offer.
"I need to get out of Wisconsin, Mark," Amber began innocently enough. "I live in a very small town, and my recent break-up has been emotionally taxing on me. I still live with my ex-boyfriend for financial reasons but I think a change of scenery would be good for me."
"Are your family supportive of your move to California, Amber?" I asked, trying to ascertain how involved her parents would be with her new living arrangements.
"My parents are very religious," Amber began. "They were vehemently opposed to me cohabiting with my boyfriend. They cut ties with me after I moved out of their house about a year ago," Amber continued. "I have been living with my boyfriend but that arrangement is not working. I need to start new somewhere and going back home is not an option for me. Crystal said that California is full of opportunities for an obedient teenage girl."
"So what would your ideal scenario be, Amber?" I asked, well aware that my cock was slowly stiffening despite enjoying the youthful lips of Crystal and her young friend just a couple of hours ago. "Please be honest."
"I know rents are ridiculously expensive in California," Amber began. "Crystal told me that you guys pay six thousand dollars per month, which is hard for me to get my head around. If the two of you permit me to live with you, I am happy to contribute towards the household in ways other than financial."
"Get to the point, Amber," Crystal said playfully. "We have discussed this at length. You know what value you bring to this relationship. Tell Mark exactly what you are willing to offer him."
As I listened on intently, Amber painted a graphic picture of which sexual acts she had already enjoyed with her boyfriend, which ones she was open to, and exactly where her hard-limits were. Surprisingly, the list of Amber's hard limits was extremely short.
"I don't want you to brand me or tattoo me without my consent," Amber said shakily. "And please, if you feel the need to punish me don't use lit cigarettes, or anything that will leave a permanent mark."
"Continue, Amber," I said sternly, aware that she had Snake and I mixed up. "Now is the time to voice your non-negotiables."
"Please don't make me have unprotected sex with strangers, Mark," Amber added nervously, obviously still confused about the roles that Snake and I played in Crystal's life.
"Fair enough, Amber," I said. "Any more hard limits?"
"I know that you enjoy golden showers, Mark," Amber whispered as if she were mortified. "I think I will be okay with that but I don't want you to shit on me."
"Fair enough," I responded, absolutely thrilled that Amber was open to getting pissed on.
"Is that it, Amber?" I asked, after a prolonged silence.
"One more thing, Mark," Amber said quietly. "I know that you changed Mary's name to Crystal to more accurately reflect her relationship with drugs. I would like to be permitted to continue to use my real name, if that is okay?"
"That was Snake, Amber," Crystal interjected. "Snake changed my name. Snake punished me with a lit cigar. Snake tattooed another man's name on the back of my neck. Snake made me fluff his gangster brothers whenever there was a Bukkake party. Mark has been completely respectful towards me the entire time that I have known him."
"Will this Snake guy be looking for reasons to punish me too, Mary?" Amber asked timidly. "Sorry, I mean Crystal."
"Snake is no longer in the picture, Amber," Crystal assured her nervous young friend. "Snake is dead. Killed by another drug dealer in the parking lot of a seedy motel."
"You have no reason to fear Snake, or any one else if you decide to take refuge under my roof, Amber," I said quietly. "I will treat you with the same level of respect that I have extended to Crystal, particularly now that you have shared your hard-limits with me. Most of which I am inclined to honor," I added.
"Most?" Amber repeated shakily, now fully aware that I was in control.
"Yes, Amber, most," I said authoritatively. "Every person has a pre-conceived idea of their hard limits. My previous long-term partner, Lela, steadfastly drew the line at having sex with black men. It was one of her non-negotiables until she had an unexpected encounter with an African-American man, that was so all-encompassing in its fulfillment that she reversed her stance. Lela now happily fucks black men and the so-called hard limit evaporated."
"I really don't want to be tattooed, branded, or punished in such a way that I am permanently marked," Amber said fearfully. "And the thought of someone emptying their bowels on me is utterly repulsive."
"Which is why I am totally fine with honoring those two non-negotiables, Amber," I said, as she breathed a palpable sigh of relief. "I am also prepared to offer you my assurance that I won't require you to have any unprotected sex with strangers."
"That just leaves my name, Mark," Amber said, taking solace with these developments.
"If I agree to all of your demands without any pushback you may think I am weak, Amber," I said firmly. "I can assure you nothing could be further from the truth. If you get on a plane tomorrow and fly to Los Angeles you will be submitting to the rules of my house. You will be treated with respect but also with a firm hand, which is exactly what a young runaway needs. You lack parental guidance so I plan to assume that role for you, as I have done for Crystal. When I assume guardianship of you, it gives me the right to address you as I see fit. So, for that reason I do intend to change your name, if not in a legal sense."
"I can live with that, Mark," Amber said quietly, as she seemed to weigh her limited options.
"Good girl, Amber," I said with a chuckle. "You are a quick learner. We are going to get on fine."
After accepting my assurance that she would be respected within my household, the agreement with Amber was reached.
"I will send you a one-way ticket from Madison, Wisconsin to Los Angeles, Amber," I continued. "You will have a three hour layover in Minneapolis-St.Paul. There is a large mall located within the airport, so I will transfer you some money so that you can go shopping for some necessities. Text me your Venmo details as soon as possible. If you need anything else, just let me know."
"I will do, Mark," Amber said softly. "And thank you for allowing me to live under your roof."
"I need to get back to work," I lied, as I moved out of the view of Crystal's iPad so that I could continue to listen-in as she talked to her young friend over FaceTime.
"Mark's gone, Amber," Crystal lied. "How are you feeling about everything?"
"Is Mark always so controlling?" Amber asked, under the assumption that they could talk privately.
"You will get used to it, Amber," Crystal assured her. "Mark has high expectations but he is respectful and treats me well. Besides, your options are limited. You have to get out of your ex-boyfriend's place, you can't go home to your parents' house and you have no other family in Wisconsin. If you come to Los Angeles without a plan, you could end up like I did. Addicted to drugs and working the streets for a black pimp. At least you will be safe here under Mark's protection."
"You are right, Crystal," Amber said with a touch of resignation in her voice. "I need to get with his program. I will text Mark my Venmo account right now."
Those words were music to my ears as I contemplated the fact that I would have two young, very dependent women living under my roof. Over time I would assert myself and bring them both under my command.
Upon securing Amber's Venmo details, I transferred twenty-five hundred dollars to the young girl, in an attempt to demonstrate my generosity. Moments later, after I left the two High School friends an opportunity to catch up in private, I heard an excited squeal of delight as Amber shared the amount of the money transfer. I wasn't eavesdropping but their collective elevated level of excitement had increased the volume of their voices and I couldn't help overhearing the bulk of their conversation.
"Mark's favorite color is light pink, Amber," Crystal said to her young girlfriend. "He loves the feel of silk or satin. Also, go easy on the make-up and accentuate your youth."
"Understood, Mary," Amber said quietly.
"Personal hygiene is of paramount importance to Mark," Crystal continued. "You need to use some of the money to treat yourself to a Brazilian wax. That will make Mark very happy, which will be your primary goal in life once you are living under his roof."
Amber seemed to be in complete agreement as Crystal detailed my preferences, occasionally stopping my excited girlfriend from rambling on, in order to ask questions.
"Does Mark like garter-belts and stockings, Mary?" Amber asked, before correcting Mary to Crystal.
"Mark loves lingerie, Amber," Crystal enthused. "Only certain high-end brands though, in very feminine shades. I will send you an inventory of Mark's favorite things in my closet. I think it would be really fun to dress identically for him on special occasions."
"How high should my pumps be, Crystal?" Amber continued, finally getting my girlfriend's name right. "And what colors?"
"Sky-high," Crystal said with a giggle. "Think fuck-me pumps. And the color of the shoes should always match the exact shade of the lingerie. Mark is a good looking man with a lot of options. You need to bring an agreeable attitude and your 'A' game if we intend to keep him for ourselves."
I had heard enough. My cock was rock-hard as I absorbed the conversation between Crystal and Amber. If this went to plan, I was going to be cohabiting with two nubile teenagers, who seemed to understand the ramifications of living rent-free in one of the most expensive cities in the United States. About twenty minutes later I heard Crystal and Amber say their goodbyes, and Crystal emerged waving her credit card.
"I booked Amber's flight, Mark," Crystal said playfully. "She arrives late tomorrow afternoon at Los Angeles Airport. I think you are going to be extremely happy with your decision to help her out."
I made no attempt to hide my erection, so it wasn't really surprising when Crystal noticed it. Giving it a playful squeeze, Crystal's eyes lit up as she made a suggestion.
"Can we try something fun, Mark?" Crystal asked with a glint in her eye.
"What's on your mind, Crystal?" I responded.
"Can I edge you until Amber arrives?" Crystal replied with a giggle.
It was only about twenty hours until Amber was due at LAX, and I had just had my balls completely drained during the threesome with Crystal and one of her friends. It was an easy decision to make with an empty nut-sack, so I nodded my consent, and Crystal got to work.
Edging should have been Crystal's specialty because she fucking excelled at it. I knew exactly how to take a man to the edge of insanity, because I had been John's sex slave for seven years, and that dominant asshole loved nothing more than a prolonged edge and pamper session. However, Crystal possessed the same skill set, having been taught the art by Snake. Crystal had told me that she edged Snake for twenty-four hours right before my wife sucked him off in the bathroom of the Dolphin Motel. By her own admission, Crystal had taken Snake to the edge of reason that day, and she was having the same effect on me.
By mid-morning, the following day, with a few hours left until Amber's flight arrived, I was absolutely desperate for release, but Crystal continued to mess with me. In fact, even as we drove my SUV to Los Angeles airport, Crystal continued to tease my cock with her teenage lips. For this reason, I was uncharacteristically agitated as Crystal and I waited at the terminal entrance for Amber to arrive.
"There she is, Mark," Crystal gestured animatedly, as a tall, skinny blonde walked confidently across the concourse.
Despite having FaceTimed the teenage girl, I hadn't garnered Amber's measurements, and I was pleasantly surprised at her perfect proportions. Amber had followed Crystal's instructions to the letter, and arrived looking like an innocent girl next door. Her make-up, though perfectly applied, was understated. Amber had clear gloss on her youthful lips, a light touch of mascara and just the barest hint of pink blush on her cheeks. She was wearing a light pink crop-top and miniskirt, with a pink silk jacket draped across her shoulders for modesty.
The three of us walked to my SUV, and once Amber realized that I had an oversized bench seating arrangement in the front, she claimed the middle seat.
If there was one thing that I would have changed about Amber it was her self-confidence. She possessed way too much of it for my liking, and I decided that I needed to rid her of some of it. Crystal and I had discussed taking a circuitous route from the airport to my corporate housing, but Amber was clueless. I watched the growing look of concern that was written across her face as we took in the sights that I wanted the young Wisconsin transplant to see.
Union Station, with its ever-present teenage runaways strung out on drugs, and either begging or working the streets for their train fare home. Venice Beach, with a multitude of teenage prostitutes hanging out on the boardwalk, hustling for their next hit. Skid row, probably the worst part of Los Angeles, where those who had completely given up all hope came to live out their remaining days. As Amber watch wide-eyed, she seemed to comprehend the complete lack of resources available to the wayward bound in this unforgiving megalopolis. My impromptu tour of the impoverished parts of Los Angeles was a resounding success, and I watched on in amusement as Amber's self-confidence, which had apparently been a facade, crumbled before my eyes.
All of the color had drained from her face, and Amber looked like she was going to throw up. It was at this point that I decided that I was going to change Amber's name to something that she hated. It was not going to be related to her drug of choice, since I was going to require both of my young charges to be sober. I needed a few days to exercise some control over my new lodger, and then I was going to re-Christen Amber with a humiliating moniker.
"Can we pull over at the nearest gas station, Mark?" Amber implored me. "I need to use the restroom."
I am not sure if Amber needed to pee or vomit, but when she emerged from the dirty restroom at the Shell station, she seemed to have more clarity of mind. Approaching the passenger door of my SUV, she addressed Crystal.
"Why don't you sit in the back seat, Crystal?" Amber said firmly. "I need to talk to Mark in private."
Crystal obediently sat in the back of my SUV, and Amber removed her silk jacket, exposing her beautifully honed upper body. Partly due to the genetics of a healthy teenage girl, and partly the reward for countless hours spent at the gym, Amber had a lean torso, nicely sculpted shoulders, and visible abs. Amber slid towards me across the leather bench seat, snuggled up real close, and began to whisper in my ear.
"Thank you for providing me with a safe haven, Mark," Amber began with gratitude evident in her voice. "After our tour of the
city, I realize how naive I was for actually thinking I could survive in LA on my own. Especially after hearing about Crystal's nightmare with the manager of the Dolphin Motel."
"The Dolphin Motel is a particularly seedy establishment, Amber," I said in a somber tone. "And Moe, the fat prick who runs it, is a disgusting human specimen. However, there are teenage runaways all over Los Angeles paying their rent by blowing the landlord," I added. "You are in very safe hands, Amber," I assured her. "I will take only what is freely offered."
"Well, from the bottom of my heart, I am grateful to you, Mark," Amber whispered as her lips grazed my earlobe. "Crystal told me that it has been a while since your last orgasm. Did you enjoy your prolonged edging session?"
"I found it to be both incredibly pleasurable and frustrating, Amber," I responded truthfully.
"Why don't you concentrate on the road while I give you a small token of my appreciation, Mark?" Amber invited me.
Having laid her plans on the table, Amber unzipped my jeans and released my cock from my underwear. There were obvious signs of pre-cum pooling around the tip, and Amber wiped it up with the tip of her index finger and raised her hand to her lips. After playfully ingesting my pre-cum, Amber scooted over to the end of the bench seat, lowered the passenger-side mirror and applied some light pink lipgloss.



"Did I get the shade right, Mark?" Amber cooed, looking at me for approval.
"Good girl, Amber," I said sweetly, without any hint of condescension. "Your lips are an exact match to your crop-top. You are a quick study. Attention to detail is important to me."
Amber flashed me a wide grin, her perfect white teeth on display as she smiled.
"My panties too," Amber added playfully, as she slid back across the leather bench seat towards me. "Look, Mark."
Amber's beautiful blue eyes locked onto mine, and she gracefully raised both of her knees to her chest. Then, in one deft move Amber reached her hands under the hem of her miniskirt and emerged seconds later holding a tiny pair of pink silky panties.
"Hang them from the rear-view mirror, Amber," I instructed her. "That way all of the truckers on the freeway will know that I am getting road-head."
Amber draped her silkies over my mirror in such a way that they didn't obstruct my view, and then lowered her head into my crotch. As I sped down the 405 Freeway, my new lodger began planting tender kisses all over my throbbing glans. I was quivering with anticipation at the prospect of my first release in twenty hours, but Amber edged me continuously, with no attempt to get me to orgasm. By the time we entered the city limits of my corporate housing, I was desperate to blow my load.
I didn't mind Amber's little game but I felt the need to show her how high the stakes were if she fucked up. Cranking up the air-conditioning in my SUV, I gave Amber her next directive.
"Okay, Amber," I instructed. "That's enough you little prick-tease. Sit up straight until we arrive."
Unbeknownst to either Amber or Crystal, I decided to take a quick detour. The temperature in the SUV was plummeting as the air-conditioning worked its magic. Crystal was sitting in the back seat and grabbed Amber's silk jacket to try and fend off the cold. Amber was sat inches from the vents, and her nipples hardened reflexively from the chilly blast that was emerging. About five minutes later I pulled into the parking lot of the Dolphin Motel. Amber sat upright, her nipples poking through her silk crop-top, and her apprehension written all over her face. As soon as I had parked my SUV, and zipped up my jeans, we were accosted by two gangsters selling dope. Luckily for me, one of them was Joker and he recognized me immediately.
"It's that cracker lawyer and his strawberry," Joker announced to his fellow gang-banger. "They ain't here to score."
I only comprehended about one third of what Joker said, but as soon as the two black guys walked away from my vehicle, I knew that they posed no threat to us. Of course, I wasn't going to share that with Amber. I needed her to remain fearful of the possible consequences.
"Stay in the car, Crystal," I said firmly, my tone leaving no room for discussion. "Keep the doors locked until we get back. Amber, follow me. There is someone you are going to meet."
Amber was visibly trembling as we headed towards the dingy office of the Dolphin Motel. Immediately upon entering we were greeted by the unappealing sight of Moe, the fat, balding manager. He was rough-shaven, and was wearing a dirty 'wife-beater' vest, which was off-white and replete with stains. Sitting at a small table, he was scarfing down a plate of spaghetti, although when he saw Amber he stopped chewing and put down his fork.
"Don't get up, Moe," I instructed him. "This won't take long."
Despite my admonishment to remain seated, Moe rose unsteadily to his feet. Licking his lips lewdly, he seemed unable to avert his gaze from Amber, as she stood before him in her pink crop-top and short matching mini-skirt, her pert nipples clearly visible.
"Does this young lady need a roof over her head?" Moe asked with a mouthful of spaghetti. "I will give her the same deal as I offered Crystal," he added with a leer, as a noticeable bulge appeared in his pants.
"Not yet, Moe," I replied firmly. "I am just acquainting Amber with her options should she decide to leave the protection of my home. Can we see one of the rooms, please? Number 46 if it is vacant."
"They are nearly all vacant tonight," Moe replied, as he reached over to the key board and grabbed the one marked 46. "There was another murder here this afternoon, and the police presence cleared the place out. I am sure all of the druggies and hookers will be back by this time tomorrow."
Moe shuffled around from behind the desk, his erection now patently obvious as it strained against the material of his thrift-store pants. After a lengthy ogle of Amber's erect nipples, he handed me the key.
Amber and I weren't in room 46 for very long, but she was able to register her disgust as she took in the semen-stained carpet. When we entered the filthy shower enclosure, which probably hadn't been cleaned since I was in there on my hands and knees preparing the room for Snake, Amber looked like she might throw up.
"If you are a good girl, Amber," I said slowly, my voice now dripping with condescension, "you will be able to avoid places like this. And men like Moe," I added for effect.
I knew that our impromptu visit to the Dolphin Motel had forged a lasting impression on Amber, but on the way out I instructed the frightened teen to take Moe's cell phone number. Amber's hand was shaking as she held her phone aloft and Moe punched in his digits.
"Just for emergencies, Amber," I advised her. "Moe will always put a roof over your head. And he has a flexible payment plan."
The rest of the short ride to my corporate housing was conducted in silence. This was intentional on my part, to allow Amber to consider her limited options, if things didn't work out with me. Learning that her parents had severed ties with her certainly gave me more leverage over the girl.
"I need to take a hot shower after being in that rank motel room, Crystal," Amber announced, as she entered our shared accommodation for the first time.
Crystal led Amber to the guest room and shortly after I heard the shower running.
"How are you feeling, baby?" Crystal asked, as she gave my erection a squeeze.
"Frustrated, to be honest," I said quietly. "I was expecting Amber to suck me off in the car, not just continue my prolonged edging session."
"Just relax, Mark," Crystal said softly, as I struggled to mask my disappointment on my face. "We have big plans for you tonight and it never was going to involve some quick road-head. Pour yourself a glass of some wine. I am going to see if Amber needs anything."
After Crystal left the room, I poured myself a large glass of Merlot. I had only taken a couple of sips before a very naked Crystal entered the living room, took my hand and walked me into the en-suite bathroom of the guest bedroom. Crystal deftly removed my clothes, and then led me into the shower enclosure holding the tip of my erection.
Crystal and Amber soaped me up and then washed me thoroughly, paying great attention to my cock, nuts, and ass-crack. Once I was deemed squeaky clean, Amber sank to her knees in front of me and began to fellate me. Over time I had taught Crystal my preferred techniques when it came to blowjobs. My girlfriend had obviously imparted that information to Amber, because Amber sucked me off slowly just the way I had taught Crystal to perform oral sex. Amber brought me close to release several times before she got back to her feet and kissed me passionately.
"My turn," Crystal said cheerfully, as she lowered herself to her knees and fellated me, while Amber and I french-kissed.
After several moments of passionate kissing, Amber withdrew her lips from mine and looked directly into my eyes.
"Let's fuck, Mark," she whispered seductively. "I haven't had sexual relations in a few months and I am on birth-control. You can blow your load inside me."
Amber rotated slowly, a full one hundred and eighty degrees so that her pert buttocks were directly in front of me. She rested her pink manicured fingertips against the marble tiles of my shower enclosure, and leaned her upper body into the wall. I parted her buttocks slightly, and was greeted by the sight of a copious amount of lubrication evident at the entrance to both of Amber's orifices.
"Take whatever you desire, Mark," Amber whispered provocatively.
There would be plenty of time to enjoy Amber's anal-cavity, but tonight I wanted to bust a nut inside her teenage pussy. I eased inside her slowly, and soon learned that her barely-used pussy was incredibly tight, very warm, and rapidly self-lubricating.
Crystal moved behind me and began to nibble the back of my neck, as I got balls-deep inside her young friend. Once I began to slowly thrust into Amber, Crystal lowered herself to her knees, and tapped the inside of my right calf. Recognizing her intent to provide me with additional stimulation, I lifted my right leg about eighteen inches and rested my foot on the small seat that was built into the shower wall. Initially designed to allow you to wash your feet, I repurposed it as a foot support so that Crystal could pamper my undercarriage while I took her best friend from behind.
"That feels fantastic, Mark," Amber said as she looked back over her shoulder. "Your only decision is whether you want to blow your load in my pussy or my anus," she teased, as I felt my nuts constrict.
I wish I could say that I put the wood to the two of them that evening in the shower enclosure. I wish I had heard Amber's cries of pleasure as I brought her repeatedly to climax. However, truth be known, under the intense stimulation of my latest threesome, I climaxed quite prematurely. Pounding deeper into Amber's tight vaginal-cavity while Crystal sucked my swollen nuts, it took maybe three minutes for my sap to rise beyond my control. It was a heady combination of having been edged by Crystal for the last twenty four hours, then fellated almost to completion by Amber on the two hour drive home from the airport. Now as my two young lodgers worked in tandem to coax my load from my throbbing nuts, I couldn't fight my impending orgasm any longer.
"Mark's about to blow his load, Amber," Crystal informed her young friend as my nuts tightened noticeably between her moist lips.
"You can come in my ass if you prefer, Mark," Amber offered enticingly.
It was too late. Reaching behind myself to hold Crystal's head in place against my scrotum, I cried out in pleasure and ejaculated deep inside Amber's tight, wet pussy.
Whatever tutorial Crystal had given Amber paid dividends because the young blonde seemed to anticipate my every desire. After I blew my load inside Amber, she remained motionless for several moments, allowing me to fully enjoy my post-orgasmic bliss. Crystal kissed and sucked my nut-sack until I announced my desire to uncouple from her friend.
My cock made an audible plop as I backed out of Amber, and the two of them descended upon it greedily, cleaning it with their tongues as it slowly softened. Later that evening I fucked Crystal in the ass, as she assumed the doggy-style position. Amber positioned herself on her back beneath us, nibbling my nuts as I slid in and out of Crystal's anal-cavity. What followed was another stupendous orgasm followed by the two young women eagerly performing the filthy ass to mouth sex-act.
When bedtime arrived there was no discussion of sleeping arrangements and apparently no jealousy between the friends from High School. They simply entered my bedroom, scented to high-heaven, and both dressed in identical pink silk babydolls with matching panties. Crystal pulled back my comforter and invited me to sleep in the middle. I was in sensory overload as they kissed me goodnight and promised me a two-girl blowjob in the morning.
Looking back, living with Amber and Crystal was one of the most sexually charged episodes of my life. The two young Wisconsin transplants were eternally grateful to me, albeit for distinctly different reasons. Like most young people they had little to offer, other than their youthful looks and sex. Fortunately for me, Amber and Crystal were willing to satisfy my every desire, no matter how perverse.
In addition to my expectation that the girls accommodate my every sexual fantasy, I also demanded respect. I gave the two of them a little leeway as they navigated the complex road to my fulfillment, but at the end of the day the three of us knew who was in charge.
"Mark runs a tight ship, Amber," Crystal exclaimed, as she tried to impart the importance of keeping our shared accommodation spotless.
Having spent close to thirty thousand dollars on their collective closets, it seemed reasonable to me to decree that they dress the same at all times. Again, after minimal pushback, the girls fell into step, coordinated their outfits, and presented themselves to me identically attired on a daily basis.
I waited three days after our first sexual encounter to inform Amber of her new name. Designed specifically to humiliate my young charge, I at least allowed her to participate.
"Amber, I am going to permit you to choose your new name," I said, as she knelt before me. "I will give you three choices and will abide by your decision."
The stress was palpable on Amber's youthful face as she processed my words. In much the same way that Kunta Kinte fought against his new Anglicized name 'Toby' in the dramatic series 'Roots,' Amber offered an underlying resistance.
"Bimbo, Boom-Boom, or Bambi," I said, barely able to conceal my amusement. "Which do you prefer?"
I knew the answer even before I asked the question. No self-respecting woman would want to be referred to as Bimbo, and Boom-Boom was the universally known Thai word for paid sex. It had to be Bambi, even though that would be a humiliating moniker for a teenager who was craving independence.
"Bambi," Amber responded, the shame evident on her face. "You can rename me Bambi."
While I appreciated Amber's act of submission, I felt that there was always an underlying current of questioning, as if she knew that each and every action was a choice. I never had that option when I was sexually enslaved by John, and I often wondered what it would be like to completely own someone.
Crystal joined us shortly after the renaming ceremony. In her usual flirtatious manner she posed a provocative question.
"You have exercised your right to rename us, Mark," Crystal began. "Can we, in return, give you a nickname that we can use in public?"
It seemed playful and innocuous at the time, so I readily agreed.
"What are you thinking, Crystal?" I asked.
"You have take us under your wing, offered us protection, acted in a paternal manner," Crystal began. "I think of you as a father figure. May we address you as Papa?"
"I think that my new name is appropriate under the circumstances," I said with a grin. "Papa, it is."
From that day forward, whether within the sanctity of our shared home, or in the most public of places, Crystal and Bambi addressed me as Papa. It must have been obvious to the waitress that served us lunch, or the young man who valet-parked my SUV, that the teenagers were too old to have been my offspring, even as they called me Papa in our interactions. My young charges addressed me in such a respectful manner, that I am sure that even the woman who owned the dry-cleaners, for whom English was her second language, understood the complex dynamic of our relationship. I owned Crystal and Bambi, and anyone who ever encountered us would have known it.
My employment as a Lawyer placed a huge demand on my time, and I spent most of the daytime hours working. Initially, Bambi and Crystal were content to hang out in our luxury apartment, particularly as the corporate housing complex had a swimming pool, sauna and an expansive gym.
However, as the weeks passed, I encouraged them to get out and see the myriad of entertainment venues in Southern California. Borrowing my SUV, which gave them freedom to explore further afield, the two young women visited theme parks, beaches, malls and other local attractions.
Of course, two teenage blondes, dressed identically as they ventured around Southern California, were always going to attract attention. Bambi and Crystal got hit on constantly, and they would share the often comical stories with me as we prepared to spend the evening together. They found the chat-up lines that were heaped upon them from young men, merely flattering. However, it was the direct offers from older, more established, wealthy men, that piqued their interest.
Los Angeles has cemented its position as the center of the country for acting, dancing, modeling and all other artistic pursuits. For this reason, the city attracts young, beautiful women from all over the world. LA is also home to a huge number of successful men, many of whom live a bachelor's existence, preying on the seemingly endless supply of young female transplants to the city. Relationships between these wealthy men and the young beauties is often highly transactional, with neither party making much effort to hide it. In fact, so accepted is the quid pro quo nature of the couplings, that successful men often open the conversation with their offer. Needless to say, Bambi and Crystal were besieged with such invitations, particularly as they presented themselves as a package deal.
The three of us would have a good laugh about it as we shared dinner together, or sat in the hot tub late at night. However, part of me recognized that the multitude of offers eroded my leverage over Bambi. It was apparent that she no longer feared ending up on the streets, or being forced to seek refuge from Moe. Bambi knew that she could simply show up on Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills, do a little window shopping, and some wealthy man would make her an offer.
I had no such qualms about Crystal. By this time, Crystal and I had truly fallen in love, and I knew that she wasn't going anywhere. Fortunately for me, Bambi didn't possess the courage to venture out on her own, so as long as I had Crystal, the two Wisconsin transplants came as a package.
My girlfriends were still completely accommodating when it came to sex, and just when I thought I had fulfilled all of my fantasies, Crystal encouraged me to broaden my horizons. The three of us would watch porn together, scrolling a diverse range of genres. They would ask me to get naked before we browsed the internet, so that they could accurately assess my level of interest. Some of the fetish websites were too bizarre for my taste, but occasionally we would stumble upon something that I found titillating, and my cock would stiffen involuntarily. To Crystal's credit, the depth of the depravity didn't really matter. If I got erect, Crystal would take a screen shot of the video that we were watching, and my two young charges would reenact the scenario, later that evening.
I enjoyed things that I never thought were possible for a regular guy like me. I am sure Arab Sheiks and billionaire playboys were treated to some of these sexual delights, but I was a normal working man, albeit with a reasonable income. Sometimes, if I was short on time, Bambi and Crystal would get themselves dolled-up and I would jerk off on them as they kissed. On multiple occasions I would fuck one of the teens while the other one rimmed me. I butt-fucked them both regularly, and urinated inside their tight asses after I ejaculated. I frequently pissed on them both in the shower, and would make them wear something that added to my visual, like matching cocktail dresses, or schoolgirl uniforms.
For the first time in my adult life, I was completely happy. I loved my job, I loved Crystal, and having two girlfriends ensured that every single night when I finally fell asleep, my nuts were completely drained.
If I had a single worry in the world, it was the ninety percent recidivism rate for drug-addicts, which when viewed objectively, made relapse seem an almost certainty. While this often quoted number was disconcerting, I felt like I had things under control. Crystal had no access to cash, and with the 'Find My Phone' app installed on her iPhone, at least I knew her exact whereabouts at all times. Crystal also had a live-in chaperone, as she never went anywhere without Bambi.



Then, nine months into our corporate housing lease, the inevitable happened, and Crystal suffered a relapse. It couldn't have been under worse circumstances either. Craving a hit of her drug of choice, methamphetamine, Crystal called Joker, who had taken Snake's place as the neighborhood drug dealer.
Joker was a full service drug dealer, but he didn't accept credit cards as payment, and I had denied Crystal access to cash. Driven by her insatiable desire to get high, my gorgeous girlfriend got down on her knees and sucked the black gangster off for a twenty dollar bag of crystal meth. To make matters even worse, I happened to stumble upon Crystal and Joker when I came home early from a canceled meeting.
Upon entering my home, I realized that Crystal and Bambi were not there, which wasn't unusual in the middle of the day. I checked the "Find my phone" app on my iPhone to see where my girlfriends were. To my surprise, the app initially indicated that the approximate location of Crystal's phone was in a circle that surrounded the very close vicinity of my home.
As the app triangulated, and then zoomed in on the exact location of Crystal's phone, it was evident that she was taking out the recyclables. I made myself a coffee, and when Crystal didn't return I decided to check out the recycling dumpster. As I rounded the corner and entered the gate to the large communal receptacle, I saw Crystal on her knees with Joker's huge black cock in her mouth.
"What the fuck, Joker?" I yelled reflexively. "What the hell do you think you are doing with my girlfriend?"
"What does it look like, cracker?" Joker responded aggressively, as he withdrew his cock from Crystal's mouth and squared up to me. "And what the fuck are you going to do about it, cuckold? Stand there and watch like you did when Snake used your slut-wife, Lela?"
Crystal remained passively in her kneeling position, and looked up at me briefly. I knew that she had relapsed the second that I saw her face. Her eyes were glazed over and she hardly acknowledged me, having put the payment for her drugs at the top of her priority list. Joker further confirmed my suspicions, albeit in an aggressive tone.
"Your bitch was always going to remain the local strawberry," Joker said, as he flashed me a death stare. "Crystal told me that you are fully aware that I ripped her crop-top off and copped a feel of her tits," he continued crudely. "You didn't even have the balls to defend your woman's honor. Now fuck off, Mark. Can't you see Crystal and I are working on a deal?"
Joker's pants were around his ankles, and I noticed that he had placed his handgun on the floor next to the dumpster as Crystal fellated him. I felt my anger rise as Joker taunted me about feeling up Crystal's tits during Stacey's Bukkake party. He had even tried to force Crystal to her knees, and she had only escaped because Joker was drunk. I knew that I should have confronted the gangster for his disrespectful behavior towards my girl. However, my cowardice quickly surfaced, and I realized that with or without the gun, I wasn't planning to challenge him. Unsure of what to do, I remained rooted to the spot.
"Fuck off, cuckold," Joker repeated sternly. "Or I will get you on your knees, too. I know all about your escapades with Snake in room 46 of the Dolphin. Pussy."
In retrospect, I should have beat a hasty retreat. However, as I watched my girlfriend on her knees in front of Joker, my indecision ended up costing me dearly. Joker retrieved his handgun from the floor and pointed it directly at my face.
"Kneel, Mark," Joker ordered me, his death-stare as intimidating as his firearm. "You are going to witness your bitch suck me off for her drugs."
The look on Joker's face left no room for negotiation, so even though I was wearing a thousand dollar suit and some Prada dress shoes, I lowered myself to my knees next to the dumpster. Joker pulled a small vial of methamphetamine from his pocket and sprinkled a few crystals on his glans.
"This is exactly why Snake renamed the dirty bitch," Joker said with a laugh, as Crystal greedily descended on his cock-head and ingested the drug. "Now, suck my cock, Crystal."
As I knelt there forlornly watching my girlfriend blow the local drug dealer for a hit of meth, Joker began to taunt me.
"You are a fucking pussy, Mark," Joker started, as Crystal bobbed up and down on his cock. "You didn't do shit at Lela's Bukkake party when I jerked off on your wife's face. You didn't do shit when you learned that I organized another Bukkake party for Stacey, after her relapse. In fact, even after you found out that I forcibly removed Crystal's crop-top and gave her tits a good feel-up, you still didn't have the balls to confront me."
Joker's breathing was labored by this time, although I wasn't sure if it was due to the expert cock-sucking skills of my girlfriend, or from his exertion when he was aggressively berating me.
"I am close, Crystal," Joker informed my girlfriend, as he pulled his cock out of her mouth and began to masturbate right in front of her face. "Look up at me sweetheart," he said condescendingly. "Big smile."
My heart sank as Crystal looked up at Joker, and flashed him the kind of adoring smile that I truly thought she would only ever give me. Part flirtatious, presumably to get her drug dealer over the edge, and part grateful, I assume because of the drugs, Crystal's bright blue eyes were glazed over rather than twinkling brightly.
"You dirty meth-whore," Joker said derisively, just before he emptied the contents of his nuts across my girlfriend's upturned face.
Joker gave Crystal a huge facial, blowing his load all over her face and hair. Finally, as he slowed the cadence of his hand-job, he instructed my girlfriend to clean his cock with her tongue. It was humiliating to be forced to kneel there and watch as Crystal lovingly licked up Joker's seminal fluids from his cock-head and shaft. Occasionally, Joker would sprinkle a few crystals of meth into the palm of his large black hand, and proffer it to my girlfriend, who would stop worshiping his cock for just long enough to ingest her latest reward.
About fifteen minutes after Joker had blown his wad across my girlfriend's upturned, smiling face, he finally ordered Crystal to stop. Crystal knelt there obediently with Joker's ejaculate drying on her face and hair, as Joker rotated to face me. His cock was now flaccid, and even as it hung limply between his legs, it was still significantly larger in length and girth than my best erection.
"Nice suit, cuckold," Joker said derisively, as he grabbed his cock between his thumb and forefinger and pointed it in my general direction.
As Crystal looked on with the detachment of a spaced-out druggie, Joker began to urinate on me as I knelt before him. Thankfully he made no effort to aim for my face, or further demean me by making me drink his yellow stream. Joker simply let his huge black cock hang in a natural position to take a piss, and used my legs and pelvic region as a makeshift urinal. The steady stream of his bodily waste fluid was dark yellow and foul smelling, and it was nauseating to be forced to endure such overt disrespect.
Just when I thought that it couldn't possibly get worse, Bambi rounded the corner of the communal dumpster area, quickly surveyed the scene, and let out a scream of terror.
"Who is this young lady, Crystal?" Joker asked with a leer, as he continued to urinate on the pants of my thousand dollar suit. "And what is her drug of choice?"
"We call her Bambi," Crystal responded quietly, the evidence of her defilement still plastered all over her face. "She is a friend from Junior High School, and she doesn't do any drugs, Joker."
Bambi had seen enough. She had one last lingering look at Crystal's semen-coated face, and then high tailed it out of there, obviously in a state of panic. Joker's stream slowed to a trickle, and that asshole turned back towards Crystal and aimed the diminished flow right at the hem of my girlfriend's miniskirt. The light pink material darkened as it got wet, and Joker let out a satisfied sigh.
"Clean me up, Crystal," Joker instructed my girlfriend, as she took his glans back between her lips. "Tell Bambi she is next, Mark," he ordered me. "I am going to get my hooks in that young girl and then extract the same method of payment that Lela, Stacey and this meth-whore kneeling before me all gladly paid. Now beat it, cuckold," Joker added derisively. "This strawberry still owes me for her last hit."
That was the third time that Joker had referred to my girlfriend as a 'strawberry' and despite being curious about the meaning of the disparaging term, like a scolded puppy I ran off with my tail between my legs.
In one of the most humiliating moments of my entire life, I entered the front door of my corporate housing, and made a beeline for the laundry hamper. Stripping naked and tossing my piss-stained suit into a plastic laundry bag, I was fully aware that I had enjoyed Crystal's tight teenage pussy for the very last time. Despite the overwhelming feeling of loss, I knew that Joker's assessment of me was right. I was a cuckold, and as if on autopilot, I retrieved a pair of Crystal's worn panties from within the hamper. With the visual of Crystal on her knees before her black drug dealer seared into my memory, I closed my eyes and jerked off into the crotch of her pink silky intimates.
After I blew my load, I was disgusted with myself. My shame enveloped me and I wanted to go back to the scene of the sordid encounter and confront Joker, even though deep in my soul, I knew that I was too much of a pussy. Joker knew it too, and in an overt display of control, he enjoyed Crystal for over an hour. In the grimy location of the communal trash receptacle, and having already jerked himself off on her face, Joker kept offering Crystal another hit of meth.
Nothing on the streets is free, and I am sure that the method of payment was going through Crystal's mind as she ingested her next dose. Unfortunately for my girl, Joker knew exactly what he wanted in exchange for his generosity. Taking my girlfriend behind the dumpster for more privacy, he ordered Crystal to assume the doggystyle position.
Joker knew that he was in complete control, and once Crystal was on all fours, he lined up his unprotected cock with my girlfriend's pussy. Then as he rained insults down on Crystal, Joker pounded away until he blew his load inside my girl. Inexplicably, such is the power of drugs that Crystal took several more hits, and once Joker was hard again, he decided to enjoy her third hole as payment, brutally sodomizing her.
When Crystal finally limped into our shared home she was a complete mess. Her pink silk miniskirt was noticeably stained, and the hem was still damp from Joker's urine. Her matching pink stockings had holes in the front of them. Joker's ejaculate had dried on my girlfriend's face and was matted in her hair. More semen leaked from her pussy and her anus, evidence that Joker had enjoyed unfettered access to all of Crystal's orifices. The palms of her hands and both of her knees were grimy from where Crystal had been on all fours behind the community dumpster. Her eyes were glazed over and she possessed a vacant stare. In addition, Crystal had a combination of semen and methamphetamine residue on her lips and nose.
A few minutes later, Crystal was sobbing uncontrollably as she relayed the specifics of her ordeal. Once she realized that Joker had split, Bambi emerged from her hiding place under the bed in the guest bedroom, abject fear evident in her eyes. Bambi looked more traumatized than Crystal, and I knew that I had lost her too.
Crystal begged me for forgiveness, assuring me that it was a temporary setback, and would never happen again. I knew that Joker had put the hooks into my girlfriend, and now that he knew exactly where we lived, Crystal was not safe. I needed to get her back into rehab immediately. The fact that Crystal had allowed an un-tested partner to fuck her vaginally, and anally, without a condom, further attested to her diminished judgment and solidified my decision to return her to the rehab facility. Despite her protestations, it was with a heavy heart that I drove Crystal back to Promises, with just a few necessities in a small back-pack. Bambi rode with us, the poor girl absolutely terrified to stay alone in our home in case Joker returned.
"You can't protect me from men like Joker and Snake, can you Mark?" Bambi whispered shakily, as we drove towards the rehab facility. "Please, Mark. Be honest."
"No, Bambi," I responded dejectedly. "There is absolutely nothing I can do if Joker kicks down my front door and decides to take something of mine that he wants."
"Or someone?" Bambi asked fearfully, already fully aware of the answer.
"Or someone, Bambi," I replied quietly.
After I checked Crystal back into Promises, Bambi and I returned home. She packed all of her worldly possessions, and probably most of Crystal's, I imagine, into four huge suitcases. Once Bambi was packed, she got herself all dolled-up in an alluring pink silk pant-suit. She looked like a trophy wife in that particular outfit, classy yet with a hint of sexuality.
"I need one last thing from you, Mark," Bambi asked me as we stood awkwardly in my entryway, surrounded by suitcases. "Will you drive me up to Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills?"
I already knew Bambi's game-plan, and couldn't deny such a reasonable last request from this clearly traumatized teen. We drove in silence directly to Rodeo Drive, both aware that our time together was coming to a close.
"Will you wait in the car with my suitcases, Mark?" Bambi asked me quietly, as I parked on the busy retail street. "Just until I find my new benefactor."
It was emasculating to sit in my SUV and watch my young charge go to work. Looking every bit like a 'Housewife of Beverly Hills,' Bambi donned an oversized pair of pink Prada sunglasses, and stood outside the luxury retailer, as if she were window shopping. It took mere moments before the first opportunistic man made his move, although he was summarily dismissed by the discerning young blonde. Over the course of the next ninety minutes, over a dozen men approached Bambi, most I imagine, with nefarious intentions. I sat in my SUV, offering one last protective stint as Bambi weighed up her offers.
Finally Bambi settled on an older, sophisticated-looking man, and after flirting incessantly with him, they seemed to strike up a deal. Bambi was talking to the grey-haired gentleman, and pointed in the direction of my SUV. Once she brought him up to speed, he acted decisively. The man motioned for the valet parking attendant, and a few moments later a Lincoln TownCar pulled up next to my SUV. After a brief introduction, the driver transferred Bambi's four suitcases from my SUV into the trunk of the large, black Lincoln. Simultaneously, a bright red Ferrari LaFerrari pulled up in front of the Prada store, and a young valet parking attendant emerged and held open the passenger side door of the limited edition exotic, so that Bambi could get in.
Bambi removed her Prada sunglasses and looked in my general direction, as I sat parked on the other side of the street. I thought I saw her mouth the words 'Thank you,' although upon reflection, as I replayed that humiliating scene repeatedly in my head, it could have been 'Fuck you.' Either way, it was completely emasculating to hand over possession of my girlfriend to an older wealthy man, particularly as I knew the likely details of their quid pro quo contract.
Replacing her pink sunglasses Bambi disappeared from my life into the opulent leather and Alcantara interior of the LaFerrari. At the same moment, the Lincoln TownCar, and thirty thousand dollars of clothing, lingerie and high-heeled pumps sped away from the curb. The TownCar settled in behind the Ferrari exotic, as Bambi's new benefactor took ownership of her. Just like that I was single, and the only reminder that Crystal and Bambi had ever existed, was the dirty laundry hamper which contained several pairs of the young girls' soiled intimates.
I was distraught at losing both of my girlfriends within a four hour period, and as soon as I got home I poured myself a stiff cocktail. Later that day, after several vodkas and a prolonged crying session, I would consult the urban dictionary for the meaning of 'strawberry,' at least in the derogatory way that Joker had referred to Crystal. Learning that it was a pejorative for someone who willingly exchanges sexual services for drugs made sense, but only added to my misery.
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I was a broken man after losing both of my girlfriends on the same day. I was also fearful of being assaulted, or worse, by Joker once he realized that I had cut my young charges free, in order to protect them from him. For this reason, I packed up my personal possessions and bailed from my corporate housing. I had to satisfy the requirements of the lease, which cost me a few thousand dollars, but Joker knew where I lived and that didn't bode well for me.
I rented a modest apartment on the other side of town, and I threw myself into work, swearing off women for life. I knew that I would never be able to recreate the once in a lifetime experience of living with two nubile teens, both of whom were willing to accommodate my every sexual whim. Surely, my living situation for the past nine months was the fantasy of most men. Probably the only way it could have been better, was if I had been able to continue exercising the leverage that I had over the two of them when we first cohabited. Amber had no other options when she flew into Los Angeles. I had been able to instill sufficient fear into the young girl by showing her the seedy sights of LA, and introducing her to Moe. Amber was so grateful for my protection, that she even allowed me to run roughshod over one of her 'hard limits,' offering minimal resistance as I re-Christened her with the humiliating moniker 'Bambi.'
Crystal was of the opinion that I had saved her life, which I probably did the first time I checked her into Promises and paid for her treatment. Crystal was also in love with me, she just loved methamphetamine more. I completely owned the two of them for the first couple of months, and it would have been incredible if I had maintained that level of control. However, as soon as they stepped out into the real world, they realized that they were a hot commodity. From that day forward, I sensed a higher level of pushback, particularly from Amber, who was now referred to exclusively as Bambi.
The perfect relationship, I mused, would be one in which the submissive partner had zero other options. Then the dominant partner could proceed in such a way as to focus entirely on their needs, while completely ignoring hard limits. Then it hit me. John enjoyed that relationship for seven years, sexually enslaving me through blackmail that would have destroyed my life. I knew I was never going to experience that type of heaven on earth, but it remained a fantasy of mine.
A few weeks after Crystal entered Promises, she wrote me a letter informing me that she was pregnant. Part of me wanted to take responsibility for her life, and that of her unborn baby. However, the more I thought about it the more I sensed that it could be a shake-down. I knew how to navigate the complexities of our legal system, so I petitioned the court for a prenatal paternity test, citing Joker as the father of Crystal's baby in the legal document. I guess it shouldn't have come as a surprise that the DNA match was his, seeing as how I was never able to get Lela pregnant despite many years of bare-backing her. Crystal left me alone after that, although it was still humiliating that both of my ex-girlfriends were impregnated by two black gangsters that ran in the same crew. I did get some relief a few months later, when I saw on the local news that Joker had been killed just outside the Dolphin Motel, which was the scene of most of the homicides in our town.
Like I said, I threw myself into work, spending ungodly hours in the office and the Law Library. I swore off women, satisfying my sexual urges by jerking off into Crystal or Amber's soiled panties that I kept in the laundry hamper. I was already a respected member of the law firm, but when I coupled my photographic memory and great research skills, with my willingness to work seventy hours a week, I quickly became Samantha's most valuable employee.
I still harbored feelings for Samantha, who despite being a few years older than Lela, Crystal or Amber, embodied everything that I found desirable in a woman. I just had to suppress those emotions, as Samantha had made it clear to me that I was never going to get any sexual favors from her. Sometimes it was hard to be around Samantha, and I knew that she would always be 'the one that got away.'
To her credit, despite obviously knowing that I was still in love with her, Samantha remained the consummate professional. We worked in close proximity for several hours each day, so it wasn't surprising that I would occasionally get aroused. If Samantha noticed that I was sporting wood, she would instruct me to take a break, and that would be my cue to use the Executive Washroom and jerk myself off. It only happened about once a month, and Samantha was good natured about it, often asking me if I felt better once I returned to the task at hand.
Samantha never talked about her sex-life, so I wasn't sure if her needs were being met. I figured that she knew that I was completely available to her if she ever wanted a casual hook-up. However, Samantha remained adamant that the only possible sexual contact between us in the future, would be her pegging me if I fucked up at work.
Samantha and I did get closer as we burned the midnight oil together, but it was a friendship that was never going to blossom into anything remotely sexual. Over time, I opened up about my relationship with Crystal and Amber, and their complete capitulation to me. Samantha seemed genuinely interested in my approach to dominating them, and I shared freely the sordid nature of our three-way relationship.
"Crystal's real name is Mary," I informed my boss one day, as we took a mental breather from our case-load. "Snake, the pimp who organized Lela's Bukkake party, renamed Mary 'Crystal' due to her addiction to methamphetamine," I added, as Samantha stared at me blankly.
"I don't get it, Mark," Samantha said with a confused look on her face.
"Methamphetamine is often referred to as Crystal Meth," I said, trying to help Samantha forge the connection. "So Snake renamed Mary, as Crystal."
"How utterly humiliating that must have been for the poor young lady," Samantha responded in a horrified tone. "Did everyone call her Crystal?"
"I only ever knew her as Crystal," Samantha, I said. "Later on, after Crystal was my girlfriend, her friend Amber joined us from Wisconsin," I added, trying to fill in the blanks for my boss.
"Yes, you had two girlfriends for about a year, if I remember correctly, Mark," Samantha added with a smile. "That must have been hard work keeping two women happy under the same roof."
"Actually, they worked hard to keep me happy, Samantha," I said proudly. "It is astounding what people will do when they have limited options. I completely owned those two young ladies."
"Well, I hope you treated them with respect, Mark," Samantha chastised me playfully. "Women were not put on this earth to be a man's plaything."
"I used both of them as I saw fit, Samantha," I responded. "I even re-Christened Amber within the first week of her arrival."
"Jesus, Mark," Samantha said with a laugh. "Did you name Amber after her drug of choice, too?"
"I didn't permit my young charges to drink alcohol, or do any drugs," I said firmly. "House rules. I gave Amber a particularly humiliating moniker, and one which I knew that she hated."
"Do tell, Mark," Samantha said sarcastically. "I wait with bated breath."
"Everyone called her Bambi," I said with a chuckle. "And Bambi hated it."
"It is typical male behavior like that, which has caused me to swear off serious relationships with men, Mark," Samantha said, the disdain evident in her voice. "I would never suffer such indignity. My identity is intrinsically linked to my birth name, so much so that I wouldn't even change my last name if I got married. And yet you felt entitled to give that poor young girl a demeaning nickname, Mark. Men can be such pigs."
"I wanted Bambi to feel humiliated every time a man called out for her, Samantha," I added cheerfully. "I know it's fucked up but after all I endured with John, I just wanted to own another person, mind, body, and soul. For a short time Bambi was my toy."
"Your toy, Mark?" Samantha replied with vitriol in her voice. "I am surprised you didn't re-Christen Amber, Toy. That would have been even more demeaning for the poor young girl."
"Bambi seemed appropriate for the teenager from Wisconsin," I responded. "Amber was cautious and inquisitive, had a high-pitched voice and was blessed with a sense of wonder, just like Bambi."
"Jesus, Mark," Samantha said in disgust. "You really are a prick to women."
"Amber's moniker raised a few eyebrows when I made her dance at Temptations on amateur night," I continued proudly. "Bambi truly was just like a deer in headlights when she stepped nervously onto the main stage."
"You made Amber dance at a strip-club, Mark?" Samantha asked in disbelief. "I have never danced for a man in my life, even during a committed, monogamous relationship. How utterly degrading for a woman to cavort naked for a man's amusement."
"Bambi performed for about thirty men, Samantha," I corrected her. "You have to understand that I was master of their collective universe," I said proudly. "I made them dress identically at all times, garter-belts, stockings, even crotchless panties to facilitate my entry whenever I wanted to bust a nut."
"Mark, you are such an asshole," Samantha responded playfully. "And what is it with men and crotchless panties?" she continued. "It seems so demeaning for a woman to wear underwear with a gaping hole in the crotch, solely for a man's enjoyment. You know that they were probably dreamed up by a thirty year old virgin living in his mom's basement," she added with a giggle. "I have never worn such a humiliating item for a man's amusement, and nor would I, ever."
"Never say never," I responded with a smile, as Samantha scowled at me. "Are you dating someone special, Samantha?" I asked tentatively, feeling like we had finally lowered our defenses.
"I only date young guys that I meet at college when I am teaching my ethics class," Samantha responded. "I use them solely for my pleasure, receiving oral-sex and the occasional rim-job in the shower, with minimal reciprocation. Once in a while I even convince a good-looking hunk to submit to my strap-on phallus. The way I used John, all those years ago," she added with a twinkle in her eye.
It was candid exchanges like this that kept Samantha and I close friends, although I always wanted more from her. I would have happily performed analingus on Samantha in the shower, but her stated intention to keep me in the 'friend zone' prevented me from verbalizing my desires.
I had learned during the course of my life that it is often random events that shape it. It was quite random that John found out about my sexual assault of Lela, and then used that information to blackmail me into sexual slavery for seven years. It was quite random that Lela allowed Snake to modify her tattoo without possessing the means to pay him, and was then forced into giving him a rimjob. Danny Marshall holding my career in his hands, as Human Resources left it up to him to decide my fate, was yet another random event.
And so it was, four years after my break-up with the Wisconsin runaways, Crystal and Bambi, that another random event completely changed the trajectory of my life. Samantha and I were working in the conference room, and I had just brewed a fresh pot of coffee. My cup was still half-full, but Samantha got up from the large mahogany table, and went over to the industrial-sized coffee machine.
I never saw exactly what happened, but I heard the distinct sound of glass breaking, followed by Samantha's pitiful cries of anguish. Apparently, the handle broke off the large jug right as Samantha was about to pour herself a cup of steaming hot coffee. The jug hit the floor of the conference room, smashed into small pieces, and deposited its contents, nearly half a gallon of boiling liquid, all over Samantha's feet.
I jumped to my feet to help her, but even though I was quick-witted enough to pour the contents of several chilled water bottles all over her feet and lower legs, Samantha needed medical attention. In addition to the second-degree burns over the bottom third of both legs, Samantha also had several small glass shards embedded in her skin. We weren't that far from the nearest emergency room, but by this time in my career I had been gifted one of the coveted premium parking spots, and unfortunately they were located underground, accessible only by elevator.
Acting decisively, I got on the public address system and asked if anyone was parked directly in front of the building entrance, as we had a medical emergency. Less than two minutes later, Samantha was bundled into the front seat of a junior employee's car, and sped directly to the hospital. In her haste, Samantha left her laptop, cell phone, and day planner in the conference room.
I gathered up Samantha's important personal belongings and retreated to my office. It was getting close to the end of the day, and while most of the employees began to leave, everyone knew that I burned the midnight oil, so it was not unusual that I remained in the office. In fact, by seven o"clock, I was the sole employee on site, and the janitorial crew were not due until ten o'clock that evening.
It was with a certain amount of trepidation that I opened Samantha's laptop. I punched in her old access code, and was hoping against all odds that Samantha hadn't changed it. Unfortunately for me, my ex-girlfriend and current boss had updated her access code. However, I had lived with Samantha long enough to know that she always had a list of passwords in her day planner. It took me all of sixty seconds to find her logon and password information, and suddenly I was in her personal computer.
I was aware that Samantha would know that I had been snooping around her laptop, so I intentionally opened her address book first. That way, I figured, I could pawn off my invasion of her privacy on looking for her emergency contact person, due to her medical incident. Of course, once I had unfettered access to Samantha's computer, I had a good look around her photos. I had that old melancholy feeling when I stumbled across some photos of Samantha in a bikini on vacation in Palm Desert. She truly was one of the most desirable women on the planet and I fucked up royally when I let her slip through my fingers. Impulsively, I forwarded one of the more risqué pictures to my phone. The photo showed Samantha in a jacuzzi topless, her perfect breasts in full view. I figured I would jerk off to it when I got home.
After an extended perusal of her photos, I accessed Samantha's conquests file. To my surprise, only two names had been added to the list of her sexual partners since we broke up several years ago, leaving the grand total at nine. I felt that familiar pang of loss as I contemplated the difference between Samantha and the CumSlut. I regretted having made the wrong choice, especially as I saw written evidence of Samantha's sexual restraint. My boss had only slept with nine men in her entire life, whereas the CumSlut had allowed fifteen men, including me, to jerk off on her face in a two hour period.
Interestingly enough, five additional names had been added to Samantha's pegging list since she forcibly violated my ass, two of which were her work subordinates. One of them was Pete Hudson, my co-worker who had met Lela in the Four Seasons Hotel Bar. Judging by the red cherry emoji next to his name, Samantha had been Pete's first foray into getting butt-fucked.
This had happened nearly five years ago, and from memory closely aligned with the date that he had enjoyed Lela at the Four Seasons. As predicted by Lela, Pete had missed work the following day, but I had no clue that his miscreant behavior had cost him his anal-cherry. Pete Hudson had long since moved on from our law firm. However, I was happy to learn that the prick got sodomized by our collective boss for failing to show up to work after his long night with Lela, who he knew was still my wife.
The other employee that Samantha had disciplined with a strap-on phallus was Jason, who ran the mail room. In a busy law firm the amount of inter-departmental mail is staggering. Most other businesses conduct their communications via email or other electronic memos. However, in the legal field nearly all documents need to be originals, so hard copies are constantly circulating the office. A tiny percentage of this mail gets routed incorrectly, and the procedure is to simply return it to the mailroom for redistribution. I can only assume that Jason routed one of Samantha's important documents to the wrong department and she decided that the appropriate punishment was to butt-fuck the poor guy. Either way, Jason had a red cherry emoji next to his name, indicating that he was also a first-timer.
I broke away from Samantha's conquest file to look in her day planner. Again, I had lived with this woman, and knew that she kept a fairly detailed account of her dating life in that book. According to her planner, Samantha had only been on one date in the last four months, and his name didn't appear on either of her conquest lists. As I perused her planner, I stumbled across a list of passwords, which was a rookie move on Samantha's part.
My curiosity got the better of me when I saw her Bank of America password. I know I shouldn't have opened her Banking app, but as soon as I logged on using the password, Samantha's iPhone dinged, sending me a six digit code for further verification. I entered the code that was sent to her iPhone and I was granted access to her bank accounts.
Bank of America had provided a concise summary page of Samantha's bank accounts. She had a savings account that had a balance of one hundred and forty thousand dollars. In addition, Samantha had a 401K retirement account, that was pitifully underfunded when compared to her age and estimated income.
The lack of voluntary contributions to a 401K plan was not uncommon amongst law professionals. Law firms are at the leading edge when it comes to offering innovative, competitive retirement plan designs for their partners and staff. Our firm offered a cash balance pension plan, which allows a much higher annual contribution limit than the 401K plan, whose limits are set by the Federal Government. The company did that to remain competitive in the ever-evolving battle for talent, and it worked. Nearly every single employee at my firm had underfunded their 401K, and maxed out their contributions to the cash balance plan.
In Samantha's case, her 401K was inaccessible without significant financial penalties, until Samantha turned fifty-nine and a half years of age. In addition, it was clear that Samantha had neglected to personally prepare for retirement, beyond the generous company plan. In fact, as if to confirm that Samantha lacked even rudimentary fiscal skills, the majority of her liquidity was in her checking account, which yielded zero interest.
Samantha had over four hundred thousand dollars in her checking account, and the amount of activity was staggering. It appeared that a tremendous amount of money moved through that account. Despite the fact that Samantha deposited forty-two thousand dollars a month, presumably her net income after deductions, there was a comparable amount being paid out each month.
I was blown away by her monthly expenses, even though I knew that she had expensive tastes, having had to replace some of the lingerie that I pilfered. Samantha's mortgage was twenty two thousand per month, which seemed reasonable as she lived in a six million dollar home. Samantha had significantly upgraded her car from when I first met her and she was driving a convertible Maserati. Now the proud lessee of a Lamborghini Aventador, her monthly car payment was six thousand dollars per month, and the insurance premiums were an additional eight hundred per month.



Unbelievably, Samantha still had existing student loans that were being repaid at twelve hundred dollars per month. In addition, Samantha had spent six thousand dollars on clothes in the last thirty days, and twenty five hundred dollars on eating out in fine restaurants.
Working backwards from her net income of forty-two thousand dollars per month, I calculated her pre-tax salary using a Federal Income Tax Calculator. This yielded a gross monthly income of about eighty thousand dollars, based on the fact that she filed as a single person. Samantha was obviously a baller, but she spent money like there was no tomorrow. As I perused her detailed monthly bank statement, I came across something quite unorthodox. Buried within the multitude of outgoing expenses was a deposit from a client. It was a small amount, sixteen hundred dollars, and with four hundred thousand dollars in the account it was conceivable that it could go unnoticed by Samantha. However, as I scrolled through her bank history, I stumbled across at least half a dozen such deposits in the last three months.
I never thought for one second that there was any nefarious intent on Samantha's part. It was definitely lazy behavior, sloppy even, perhaps borderline negligent, but I didn't think that there were any criminal intentions. However, the law is explicit with regard to commingling funds. I was intimately familiar with the code as it was one of the essays that I had written at school. In fact, in a random twist of fate, I had written John's essay too. He would have been oblivious to the code as I handed him two well-researched and written essays, and John simply selected which one he wanted to take credit for, before I gave him his bedtime blow-job.
Under a multitude of Federal statutes, commingling is a breach of trust in which a fiduciary mixes funds held in care for a client with their own funds, making it difficult to determine which funds belong to the fiduciary and which belong to the client. I was also aware that the problem of commingling was of particular concern in the legal profession. In fact, under Federal laws, attorneys were strictly prohibited from commingling their clients' funds with their own, and I knew that such activity was grounds for disbarment in virtually every jurisdiction, because of the ease of embezzlement and the difficulty of detection.
Once again, I knew that Samantha had zero nefarious intent, but she had engaged in behavior that could get her disbarred. Disbarment was the ultimate punishment for an attorney. It would be imposed as a sanction for conduct indicating that an attorney was not fit to practice law, had willfully disregarded the interests of a client, had commingled funds, or had engaged in some kind of fraud which impeded the administration of justice. This was a very serious matter, and after I printed out a couple of incriminating pages of Samantha's bank statements, I sat quietly contemplating my options. Unsurprisingly, I felt my cock stiffen as I realized that I held Samantha's legal career in my hands.
A few days later, after Samantha was released from the hospital, she returned to work. Her feet were heavily bandaged, and she was taking morphine to keep her pain levels manageable. The partners had cleared Samantha's schedule for the first two days of her return, allowing her to adjust to her temporary lack of mobility. Samantha was working in her office, although there were a multitude of interruptions as most of the staff stopped by to check in on her recovery. I waited until late in the afternoon, right as some employees started to leave the office, before I took my turn to offer my well-wishes.
Samantha was cordial at first, and thanked me for acting so decisively by pouring chilled water on her feet right after she dropped the jug of coffee.
"The Doctor said that your quick actions reduced the severity of the burns, Mark," Samantha began pleasantly. "For that I am grateful. However, there is a more pressing issue that I need to talk to you about. Close my office door."
Samantha's door had been open all day to allow her fellow employees to stop by and offer their support. Once it was closed, it served as a de facto 'do not disturb' sign.
"Have a seat, Mark," Samantha said coldly, her face clouding over. "You have some explaining to do."
Despite knowing that I held all of the cards when it came to Samantha, I let her run with her disciplinary monologue.
"First of all, Mark," Samantha began heatedly. "I know that you accessed my personal computer and my iPhone. Apple products keep a meticulous record of all activity, if you know where to look. I know that you were snooping around in my photo gallery, and that you forwarded a naked picture of me to yourself."
"Topless, Samantha," I corrected her. "You were topless in the photo that I sent to myself."
"Shut up, Mark," Samantha ordered me. "Sit and listen like a good boy."
Her denigrating choice of words was designed to elicit a reaction from me, but I remained silent.
"Snooping around in my personal space is, in itself, a complete invasion of privacy, Mark," Samantha bellowed at me. "But sending yourself indecent images of your boss, on company time, no less, is disrespectful and illegal. Not dissimilar to when you pilfered my intimates, you fucking pervert."
Like I said, I knew that I had Samantha over a barrel, so I let her continue her rant.
"I also know that you were looking at my bank statements," Samantha added, in an acerbic tone. "The next time I logged on to my Bank of America app, it clearly showed when the account was last viewed, which corresponded with my visit to the emergency room. Also, because you are an idiot, you neglected to delete the text message that Bank of America sent to my iPhone with a random six-digit verification code. Do you admit to everything that I have accused you of, Mark?"
"Guilty, as charged, Samantha," I responded politely.
"You have completely underestimated the amount of trouble you are in, Mark," my boss continued. "It is a personal affront that you were poring through my finances. I am a very private person, and I don't need you, or any other man, knowing when I last had a Brazilian Wax, or how much I spent at LaPerla last month. That kind of personal revelation is humiliating. Do you have anything to say in your defense, Mark?"
"Like I said, Samantha," I responded calmly. "Guilty as charged."
"The topless photo irks me the most," Samantha said angrily. "The thought of you jerking off while ogling my breasts makes me nauseous. You are a dirty pervert."
Samantha paused momentarily, as if weighing her options.
"This is undoubtedly sufficient grounds for dismissal, Mark," Samantha said, enjoying the control that she perceived she was exerting over me. "However, because you are useful to me, I am going to settle this matter quietly, in this office, without any intervention from Human Resources."
I already knew where this was heading, even before Samantha verbalized her intent.
"I warned you that this would happen if you fucked up at work, Mark," Samantha said authoritatively. "As soon as I can walk comfortably, I am going to bend you over my desk and butt-fuck you. I have been using forced sodomy as a corrective punishment for years, but you are the only person dumb enough to get pegged twice for work-related misconduct."
Reaching into her desk drawer, Samantha extracted a large, black, latex phallus. Standing up behind her desk, in an attempt to make herself seem physically imposing, Samantha tossed it casually onto her desk, where it landed with a resounding thud. Under different circumstances I would have been terrified, but I sat there calmly, simply acknowledging her efforts to intimidate me.
"Take this with you, Mark," Samantha instructed me, gesturing at the scary looking strap-on dildo, as she rounded her desk. "I will let you know when I am ready to ram it up your ass."
"Are you finished, Samantha?" I asked politely.
"Yes. Get the fuck out of my sight you pervert," Samantha said firmly, as she began to walk towards her office door.
When I didn't move quickly enough, Samantha shouted at me.
"Get lost, Mark. Grab my dildo and beat it. Now."
Samantha had a look of bewilderment on her face when I got to my feet, reached inside the pocket of my suit jacket, and handed her two crumpled up pieces of A4 paper.
"What the fuck is this, Mark?" Samantha asked angrily. "Your resignation?"
"It's actually a sneak peek at your checking account, Samantha," I said with a smile on my face. "I have many more pages but this should be enough to get your attention. There are some things on that page that are of far more interest to me than the fact that you had a Brazilian Wax eleven days ago. Or that you spent nine hundred dollars at LaPerla last month."
"What are you talking about, Mark?" Samantha said angrily, as she picked up the two sheets of paper. "You are going to regret talking back to me."
"First page, about one third of the way down, Samantha," I said cheerfully. "That deposit, sixteen hundred dollars. That money belongs to a client. Legally, it should have been deposited in our company escrow account, not in your personal checking account. Second page," I continued, as the color drained from her face. "Right near the top. Another small deposit. Different amount, different client, but same illegal transaction. And there are plenty more, Samantha," I added. "Going back at least six months."
Even though the evidence against Samantha was incontrovertible, initially she denied it. I believed her too, and upon further examination it was apparent that John had made the deposits. Completely unaware of the ramifications of commingling funds, John had deposited funds that belonged to Samantha's clients into her personal bank account.
I couldn't really even blame John for the colossal fuck-up. At that point in law school I was doing the homework for both of us, and John hadn't learned the significance of commingling funds. As it transpired, Samantha had given John the wrong banking codes, and he had inadvertently deposited the checks into her personal account. With four hundred thousand dollars in the account, and a myriad of outgoing payments, the small deposits just got lost in the wash.
"That fucking moron," Samantha exclaimed angrily, trying to pass the blame to John as she comprehended the ramifications of her mistake. "The optics are not good, Mark," Samantha added. "This makes me look really bad."
"At this point we are beyond optics, Samantha," I said coldly, even as my heart soared as I absorbed John's career-changing mistake. "This makes you guys look complicit in a crime for which you will both get disbarred."
In one of the most defining moments of my life, I watched as the dynamic between my boss and I completely changed. Samantha, who until recently had been in complete control, unraveled as she realized that she had fucked up royally and I now held her career in my hands.
"Jesus," Samantha whispered under her breath. "Fuck me."
I loved watching her squirm as she processed her dire situation. It was a bonus to me that I could also ruin my nemesis, John, and thoughts of how I would punish him circulated around my brain.
Samantha was one of the smartest people I had ever met. She also possessed an uncanny ability to assess risk. It was the combination of these two skills that brought her back to the reality of the gravity of her situation. Lowering her head in an uncharacteristic display of submission, Samantha spoke quietly.
"What do you want from me Mark?" she asked. "In exchange for your silence. I can transfer the monies right now and fix this mistake."
"Transferring the money only makes the client whole financially," I responded. "It doesn't fix the fuck-up, Samantha. You know that."
"How can I fix this in your eyes, Mark?" Samantha whispered. "What do you want me to do?"
"First of all, I want you to fire John," I replied.
"We both know that I can't do that," Samantha responded. "That would open up a can of worms. However, I will demote him and reduce his pay if that makes you happy."
"It's a start, Samantha," I responded. "Also punish him," I added. "I want to watch you physically punish John."
"I will do that," Samantha responded. "Anything else?"
Emboldened by her lack of pushback, I verbalized my desires.
"I want to date you, Samantha," I said with renewed confidence.
"That ship has sailed, Mark," Samantha said firmly. "We both know that."
"I am serious, Samantha," I said assertively. "I want you in my life. I want us to date again. I miss your touch."
"You miss my touch? Do you want to date me or fuck me?" Samantha responded angrily. "Please be brutally honest, Mark. I need to know what is at stake before I make my final decision."
"Everything is at stake for you Samantha," I said firmly. "You need to fully understand the gravity of this situation. In fact, why don't you get on your knees and show me some fucking respect?"
"Fuck you, Mark," Samantha said, as she flashed me a defiant glare.
Ramping up the pressure, I continued.
"I believe you when you say that this is John's fuck-up, Samantha," I began coldly. "However, in the eyes of the law, you are responsible for any financial transactions that occur within your personal bank accounts. The evidence is incontrovertible. Whether intentional or inadvertent, you have commingled your personal funds with those of clients. That is grounds for disbarment in every single jurisdiction in the country."
"I didn't know anything about this," Samantha answered weakly, her stress evident on her face. "Mark, please. I had no clue."
"Kneel, Samantha," I said sternly. "Or I get Human Resources involved right now."
Samantha seemed to momentarily weigh her options, before lifting the hem of her skirt slightly and lowering her knees to the carpet.
"Good girl," I said condescendingly, as she flashed me another death stare.
Once my boss, and ex-lover, was kneeling before me, I waited for a few moments, allowing the silence to wash over her. Samantha was completely out of her element. Not only was she in an uncharacteristically submissive pose, but she was experiencing a high level of stress, as evidenced by her heavy breathing and flushed face.
"I completed a thorough examination of your finances, Samantha," I began, as she shuffled around uncomfortably on her knees. "You are literally living paycheck to paycheck. If your income was terminated today, or even suspended, pending internal investigations, you would be bankrupt within six months."
"Mark, please," Samantha begged, her voice quivering under the stress of her predicament. "I knew nothing about this."
"If it were one isolated incident it might possibly be excused, Samantha," I intoned slowly for maximum effect. "However, I discovered six different deposits in the last three months alone, which makes it look like a willful act."
Samantha lowered her head in defeat as she considered the long-term ramifications of this colossal fuck-up. Part of me wanted to take my foot from her jugular vein, but I knew that this was the perfect time to extract concessions from my boss.
"Here's how this plays out, Samantha," I said condescendingly, enjoying her complete capitulation to me. "Once Human Resources gets notified of the complaint, they will suspend you, without pay, pending investigation. At your current burn rate of approximately thirty-nine thousand dollars per month, your life savings will be exhausted in a few months. Even if you completely eliminate your discretionary spending, you still have a monthly nut of close to thirty grand, between your mortgage, Lamborghini and student loans. That means no eating out, no shopping, no unnecessary expenditure. Still with me, Samantha?" I finished, in a patronizing tone.
"Mark, I am begging you," Samantha offered weakly, as if she was completely out of ideas.
"The disciplinary committee will demand that you hand over your bank statements, Samantha," I continued, despite her pleas for mercy. "The partners, Stephanie the Human Resources Manager, Danny Marshall, and the other senior executives who make up this committee, will have a detailed forensic examination of your expenditures. I know that you don't want all of the senior male employees to learn that you spend over a thousand dollars a month on lingerie. Or that you get a Brazilian wax once a month."
"Oh, god," Samantha cried out, as the intrusion into her personal life became apparent. "That would be a fucking nightmare."
"You spent the first few years of your career fighting the systemic paternal element of this law firm, Samantha," I continued. "Now that you are finally respected as an integral and equal senior member of the company, do you really want your male peers to have access to your personal accounts at LaPerla and Agent-Provocateur?"
"Stop torturing me, Mark," Samantha finally cried out. "What do you want from me? Be specific."
I could tell that I had broken Samantha, even before she looked up at me through tear-stained eyes, and pleaded for clemency.
"I want to own you, Samantha," I said without any emotion. "Body and soul, the way that John owned me for all those years."
"No," Samantha spat defiantly. "I was not put on this earth to be a man's fuck-toy."
"You will be everyone's fuck-toy if you end up in prison, Samantha," I responded. "So far we have only considered your financial ruin, but there will undoubtedly be criminal charges to face too. Commingling of funds is a felony, punishable by a long custodial sentence, if convicted."
"No Mark," Samantha insisted, her resistance futile but nonetheless impressive in nature. "I am not one of your wayward teenage runaways from Wisconsin. I definitely won't be your plaything. Fuck you."
"We both know that being owned by me is the lesser of two evils, Samantha," I said calmly. "I understand that you are a proud, independent woman, but you are going to submit to me. It will take time, but eventually I will condition you to obey my commands reflexively. I don't like your hesitation. It makes me feel like you think that you have a choice in this matter. Which you don't."
"I don't know what you want from me, Mark," Samantha cried. "I am willing to pay you to keep quiet. In addition, maybe I could negotiate a higher salary for you? A bigger office? A promotion?" she continued, clutching at straws.
"This isn't about money for me, Samantha," I replied with a chuckle. "Although it will certainly be all about money for you. Once you lose your income stream and get disbarred, your employment options will be limited, particularly if you have been incarcerated and are a convicted felon. You will lose your house, your Lamborghini and everything else of any value."
"I will let you fuck me once a month, Mark, if you agree not to inform Human Resources of John's mistake," Samantha blurted out, the stress finally causing her to capitulate.
"Once a month," I repeated derisively. "Not even close to a fair price for my silence. Also, Samantha, the first step in your long road to redemption is to take responsibility for your fuck-up. John is going to get his comeuppance, I can assure you of that. However, you need to own your part in this criminal act."
"There was no criminal intent on my part, Mark," Samantha pleaded. "You know that, right?"
"I am one hundred percent convinced that there was no nefarious intent on your part, Samantha," I said pleasantly, as she breathed a huge sigh of relief.
"Thank you, Mark," Samantha said, looking up gratefully at me from her kneeling position.
"However," I continued, as the color drained from her face. "Title 20 of the United States Code, Section 1078-4 addresses commingling of funds, and there is no requirement to prove criminal intent in order to prosecute. The act of commingling itself, is the crime. You know this, Samantha. You are a smart girl. You taught ethics at my Law School. You know that you are in deep shit."



"Once a week, Mark," Samantha blurted out, her brain scrambled from the pressure I was putting her under. "You can fuck me once a week at my place. I will wear some sexy lingerie for you and you can enjoy me in any position. Either hole."
"Not enough, Samantha," I said authoritatively. "Right now, under the heady combination of stress and your potent pain medication, you are not thinking straight. In a few hours you will gather your senses. Your brain will start working and you will be able to accurately assess and absorb your potential losses. At that point you will realize that your offer of a once a week fuck is insulting. This mistake will cost you dearly for the rest of your life. Even long after you retire."
"I wasn't trying to insult you, Mark," Samantha whispered in a respectful manner. "I am trying to negotiate."
"You are not in any position to negotiate, Samantha," I said with a laugh. "Look at you. You are on your knees in front of someone who holds your life in their hands. And you have the gall to offer me the occasional pump and dump."
I had chosen my words carefully, and my use of the term 'pump and dump' caused Samantha to reflexively scrunch up her nose. Samantha had used the same disparaging descriptive on several occasions to describe Lela's approach to sex, and it was clear that she thought that the expression was demeaning to women. Judging by the pained look on Samantha's face, I had her on the ropes, so I kept pummeling her.
"I did a little research on our defined pension plan too, Samantha," I added cheerfully, as I approached her from another angle. "Under the law, your 401K contributions, despite being pitifully meager for someone of your age and income level, are fully protected, regardless of any criminal convictions. However, our Law Firm's own defined cash balance pension plan, the one that will enable us all to live an extremely comfortable lifestyle after we retire, is subject to an ethics clause."
Pausing for effect, as Samantha absorbed the latest bombshell, I watched her shoulders slump in defeat.
"The disclaimer is extensive as you can imagine, Samantha," I said in a confident tone. "I have memorized it but I won't bore you with all of the minutiae. However, disbarment is one of the cited reasons for losing your cash balance pension plan."
"Oh, fuck me," Samantha said nervously.
"So when you finally get out of prison following your conviction and disbarment, you will be ineligible for any defined pension benefits, Samantha," I said, dropping the hammer on my boss. "That will be the hardest pill for someone like you to swallow, Samantha. You have put all of your eggs in one basket and I have the power to take that from you."
"Mark, please," Samantha begged me one last time. "I have been there for you in some of your darkest moments. I consider you a good friend. We used to be lovers. Don't ruin my life. There must be something I can offer you in exchange for your silence."
"There is," I said calmly. "Your body and soul to use as I see fit. Complete capitulation to me. Accommodation of my every desire. You as my personal fuck-toy."
"Mark," Samantha pleaded, "Does our shared history and friendship mean nothing?"
"Friendship," I exclaimed. "That is rich, Samantha. Twenty minutes ago you were berating me. Threatening to butt-fuck me as punishment because you are a misandrist. Now the tables have turned, and you are going to be my plaything."
Samantha never verbalized her agreement, but her body language said it all. Fully aware that I held her financial well-being, her license to practice law, and her freedom from incarceration in my hands, Samantha lowered her head in submission.
"Good girl," I said, knowing those words would inflame her. "I am going to give you a few days respite to allow you to wean yourself from your pain medication, and to gather your wits about you. Your transition into my fuck-toy is going to be mentally taxing on you, and I need you to have a clear mind as you navigate your descent into depravity. It will give me time to select an appropriate moniker for you too, as I plan to re-Christen you the way I did with Amber."
"Mark, please," Samantha cried out in frustration. "I can get my head around being your primary sexual outlet, but please don't humiliate me unnecessarily. You know how intertwined my identity is with my birth name. I shared that with you in confidence, as a close friend. Please don't use that against me."
"Our first order of business, Samantha," I responded, completely ignoring her pleas for mercy, "is to punish John. Tell him to book three weeks vacation, starting the first part of next month. John is going to need some time off to recuperate. We are going to give that asshole a harsh round of Bastinado, right after you butt-fuck him in front of me."
After I outlined my plans to Samantha, l left her alone for just over a week. I needed to see how she reacted once her stress level dissipated, and her brain emerged from the fog of her pain medication. I wasn't sure if she would seek legal advice, turn herself in to Human Resources and the California State Bar in attempt to mitigate any sanction against her, or quit her position.
After about ten days had elapsed, Samantha waited until most of her subordinates had left for the day, and then called my cell phone and politely asked me to come to her office. Her tone was respectful, reverent almost, and I began to realize that my boss had evaluated her options, and decided to get on my program. Samantha was a fair boss, but she had always insisted on being in charge, especially when it came to her male employees. Usually, if Samantha needed me to come to her office, she would get on the overhead paging system and announce her wishes firmly.
"Mark, my office, now," was Samantha's typical way to summon me.
That's why it piqued my interest when Samantha called my cell phone, and asked me politely if I was not busy could I come over to her office?
In the past, I would have dropped everything and hustled my ass over to my boss' office. However, in an overt display of control, I took my time to saunter over there, stopping first in the Executive Washroom to freshen up. By the time I arrived at the imposing mahogany door to Samantha's office, several minutes had elapsed. I imagine that my relaxed approach to her request that I come to her office, contributed to Samantha's general uneasiness at the ongoing power transfer between us.
Normally I would have knocked on the door, and Samantha would have kept me waiting for a few moments before unlocking it remotely from her desk. There was also a large numbered keypad to one side of the door, which only Samantha was permitted to use to enter her office. I still had the combination to the keypad, as Samantha had once asked me to retrieve her laptop several years prior. Breaking protocol, I punched in the six digit door code, 569320. Simultaneously, multiple deadbolts were released electronically, and then the door opened slightly.
Samantha seemed surprised by my entry, and rose uneasily from her chair, as I secured the door behind me. Taking control immediately, I spoke authoritatively.
"Come," I said, beckoning my boss towards me with my index finger.
Samantha offered no resistance as she made her way out from behind her huge mahogany desk. She had regained most of her mobility since her accident with the scalding coffee, and was walking without assistance.
"Kneel," I said, pointing to a spot on one side her expansive office, that was not visible from the office door. "Good girl."
I knew that the addition of the words "good girl" would infuriate Samantha, as she hated nothing more than condescending males. However, even as her brow involuntarily furrowed, there were no other signs of protestation, and my boss raised the hem of her tailored skirt, and gracefully lowered herself to her knees.
"It appears that you have had time to digest the gravity of your situation, Samantha," I began, once she was kneeling before me. "Hopefully, you have come to your senses and made a decision about your future?"
"Yes, Mark," Samantha responded in a respectful manner. "It's astounding what people will do when they have limited options," she added, regurgitating the very words I had used to describe my relationship with the Wisconsin runaways.
"I knew that once the initial shock of submitting to me wore off, you would approach your new life-style choice in a rational manner, Samantha," I said, my voice dripping with condescension. "Rest assured, nothing will change at work. I will continue to defer to you for as long as you are above me in the hierarchy of this organization. I will address you as Samantha at all times, and treat you with the respect that your position deserves. No-one needs to know that you are my fuck-toy."
Samantha visibly recoiled when I used the word fuck-toy, although she didn't offer any verbal resistance. I waited a few seconds to allow Samantha to absorb how much control I had over her.
"Capiche?" I asked firmly, turning Samantha's preferred method of extracting agreement from her subordinates, against her.
"Capiche," Samantha whispered submissively, in just the same manner that John and I used to when our boss laid down the law.
"I am only going to tell you things once, Samantha," I continued, as if I were talking to a recalcitrant child. "Ask questions if anything is remotely unclear. If you fuck up, I am going to punish you. I will give you advance warning whenever I plan to enter your office. That will give you time to freshen yourself up, and to get in the position that you currently occupy."
"You honestly want me to kneel in the corner of my office and wait for you to enter, Mark?" Samantha replied, showing her first sign of frustration.
"Every. Single. Time." I intoned slowly, for maximum effect. "If you wait in the exact same place that you are now, you are not visible even with the door open. No-one else has the code for your office door," I reasoned. "I will check the master schedule to make sure that the partners are off-site, which seems to be most of the time lately. As the ranking Executive you can demand privacy at will. Also, I will give you a few minutes notice so that you can gloss your lips and make sure that you are presentable for me. Capiche?"
"Capiche," Samantha replied dejectedly, as the extent of my control became increasingly evident.
"I don't want you wearing panties to work anymore, Samantha," I added casually, interested in how much I could move the goalposts without push-back. "If I want to bust a nut I don't want to be worried about the exorbitant cost of your underwear. Save your expensive Agent-Provocateur intimates for your dating life. When I am around, I expect you to go commando. Capiche?"
"Capiche," Samantha said quietly, her voice getting weaker with every one of my sternly-issued directives.
"Talking of intimate apparel, Samantha," I continued, covering way more ground than I thought possible in our first meeting as dominant and submissive. "I expect you to wear garter-belts and stockings to work every day. No tights, no pantyhose or stay-ups. Capiche?"
"Capiche," Samantha responded in a barely audible tone.
"Hair and make-up," I continued. "I am not a big fan of mascara so go easy on your eyelashes. When you arrive at work I want you to wear clear lipgloss. When I give you the ten minute warning that I am heading to your office, you can scent yourself and gloss your lips to match your garter-belt and stockings. That way I will feel like you are truly making an effort to please me, which is important to me. I want you to accentuate your youthful appearance through skillful application of your make-up. If you need to have a professional help you, so be it. But get it right. And quickly. My last girlfriends were both teenagers so I am attracted to a youthful look. Bambi always went light on the make-up and I loved jerking off onto her young face. I don't expect you to look nineteen, Samantha, but I demand that you make the best of your looks. Capiche?"
"Capiche," she replied, as if on auto-pilot.
"I am going to take a picture of your make-up each day when you arrive at the office, Samantha," I informed her. "Over time we will work together to get you looking exactly the way I want you to. Capiche?"
"Capiche," Samantha said quietly.
"Oh, that reminds me," I added casually. "Have you lost weight recently, Samantha? You look fantastic now that you are a little skinnier."
"Thank you, Mark," Samantha responded quietly, averting her eyes from my gaze as she did so.
"Embellish," I ordered her. "And you may speak freely, Samantha."
"I have lost over seven pounds since you first threatened to blackmail me, Mark," Samantha began shakily. "The stress that I have been experiencing has been truly debilitating. My constant worry has caused a severe loss of appetite, and I have been throwing up on a regular basis. My doctor has prescribed me a mild sedative, and I believe that I am over the worst of it."
"What do you currently weigh, Samantha?" I asked, completely ignoring her medical condition and her apparent physiological response to her predicament.
"One hundred and twenty two pounds," Samantha answered. "I am the lightest I have been since I graduated High School. My doctor said that as soon as I adapt to the stress, I should return to my normal weight of one hundred thirty pounds."
"I like you thin," I proclaimed, further exercising my control over Samantha. "I want you to maintain your current weight, Samantha. I will give you a little wiggle room but make sure you keep below one hundred and twenty five pounds. Capiche?"
"Capiche," Samantha responded, clearly over the depth of my control.
"I will weigh you every Monday morning when we arrive at work, Samantha," I announced, ramping up the pressure. "Keep a digital scale in your office bathroom so that you don't lose track of your progress. I will let you know if I decide to make any further adjustments to your physical form, that may necessitate a slight recalibration of your weight."
"Adjustments, Mark?" Samantha whispered nervously. "Like what?"
"All kinds of potential adjustments," I continued slowly, for maximum effect. "I may decide to impregnate you sometime in the future, Samantha. If that occurs, I will allow you to put on a reasonable amount of body weight, for the sake of the baby's health. I may decide to increase your workout regimen, which would certainly necessitate a reassessment, as muscle weighs more than fat. I may decide to surgically enhance your breasts, and would permit you to adjust your weight goals accordingly, particularly if I choose an E cup for you. The 500cc saline implants each weigh over one pound so I would factor that into your adjusted weight goal."
Samantha didn't rise to the bait although she wore a thoroughly demoralized look. Her face was bright red too, presumably from the casual nature with which I informed her that I could potentially force her into the indignity of E cup tits. The shame of being owned by me was palpable in her body language and general demeanor.
"You say you are the same weight as the day you graduated High School, Samantha?" I enquired, keeping my foot firmly on her jugular vein. "Do you still have any of your clothes from back then?"
"No, Mark," Samantha said, as her face continued to flush. "My mom is the sentimental one in the family. She still even has my hope chest. My mom kept everything, my school uniform, my cheerleading uniform, my graduation cap and gown."
Our extended one-sided conversation lasted a little more than thirty minutes. During that time, as Samantha knelt passively in the middle of her office, I extracted multiple concessions from my boss, and ex-girlfriend. Samantha asked a couple of questions for clarification. However, most of the time she just knelt in silence, that was broken occasionally by her uttering her understanding in a single word response, Capiche. Once in a while, if I needed to extricate more information from Samantha, I instructed her to speak freely.
After I had finished my protracted diatribe, I took a few pictures of Samantha's face, instructing her to smile broadly, even though she was clearly experiencing several conflicting emotions
I was erect the entire time that I rearranged Samantha's universe, but thought it prudent not to introduce the sexual component of our fledgling relationship too soon. Right now, it was all about control. Setting the groundwork for our unorthodox union, and outlining my expectations. I even decided to alter one of my directives slightly, to fuck with Samantha, just because I could. It happened right as I was leaving her office.
"I have changed my mind about you being commando, Samantha," I said with a smile, just before I opened her office door. "I want you to wear crotchless panties to work from this day forward."
I didn't wait for Samantha's response, leaving her office the way I had entered it, with purpose and as if I owned it. Samantha had made it patently clear how she felt about the demeaning style of underwear, and I considered this the first test of her submission and obedience. I knew that Samantha didn't own a single pair of crotchless panties. However, despite vowing that she would never wear them, I had put her in the unenviable position of having to go to the mall after work, and purchase a few pairs of the humiliating intimates.
My first day as Samantha's new owner felt like an unmitigated success. I had laid out the ground rules for our interaction in the work place, managing to walk the line between demonstrating my control of Samantha, and respecting her as my boss in front of the other employees. Time would tell, but for the first day in over four years I felt optimistic. I had the ultimate leverage over my boss, and Samantha was acutely aware of the truly life-changing consequences of disobeying me. I was going to push her boundaries hard, constantly moving the goalposts the way John did, when he enslaved me sexually for seven years.
My long-term goal was Samantha's total capitulation to me. I wanted to make her my fuck-toy, to smash through all of her self-imposed hard-limits, to own her so completely that I could use her as I saw fit. Maybe I would allow other men to use her too, as I forced her deeper into submission. Samantha had flashed me a death-stare upon seeing Lela's condition right after Snake's Bukkake party. Her disdain for me was palpable and she couldn't contain her revulsion at the facilities of the Dolphin Motel. Snake was long gone, as was Joker, but maybe I could ask whoever was running the gang to put together another Bukkake event in room 46, using the lovely Samantha's beautiful face as the target for the mass jerk-off session.
Alas, I was getting ahead of myself. I needed to focus on the short-term goals. The first of which was to fuck Samantha over her desk while she was wearing a pair of crotchless panties, the one type of underwear that filled her with such revulsion.
I was nearly always the first employee in the office in the morning, arriving most days around seven am, two hours before the doors were open to the public. I was also invariably the last to leave. Work had become the central focus of my life, and it was not uncommon for me to work seventy hours in a single week. Blessed with an almost photographic memory, I could get a prodigious amount of research done in a single day, and my mental capacity allowed me to do most of the heaving lifting when it came to preparing for a case.
I was invaluable to the firm and also to Samantha, and the hours that I spent in the Law Library, researching case precedent, often paid dividends when we were in front of a jury.
Today was different because I was actually excited about the prospect of going to work, particularly as I had given Samantha specific instructions the day before. I wanted to assess the level of her obedience, and also her attention to detail. I arrived at the office just before seven, and let myself in through an electronic keypad. Samantha showed up to work about thirty minutes after me, and I knew we were likely to be the only two employees in the office as it didn't officially open until nine.



Samantha stopped at my office door as she walked down the long corridor that passed my office. I immediately noticed that she was wearing less make-up, and her lips were glossed in a clear-coat, which was encouraging. We exchanged pleasantries even though Samantha was having a hard time looking me directly in the eye. I hoped that her shame was due to the fact that she was wearing a pair of crotchless panties, which I knew she found to be demeaning to women.
It was one thing for Samantha to kneel passively in front of me while I dictated the terms of our relationship. However, today was when the rubber met the road for my boss. She was about to face her first true test of being my fuck-toy. I needed to know if Samantha had been an obedient girl last night. My expectation was that she suppress her loathing of crotchless panties, and everything that she felt they stood for, and get her ass down to the mall to purchase a few pairs, preferably in some alluring colors.
Ever since her recent scalding Samantha had been fearful of the coffee maker. I didn't blame her in the slightest. Despite it being a freak accident, Samantha had sustained some painful second-degree burns. For this reason, I offered to help her out.
"Would you like some coffee, Samantha?" I asked pleasantly. "I can bring it with me to your office. I am heading your way in about ten minutes."
"Thank you, Mark," Samantha responded quietly, as her face reddened. "I appreciate that. I will see you in about ten minutes."
After I brewed a fresh pot of coffee, I poured Samantha a large mug and added just the right amount of milk. We had lived together for a few months so I knew exactly how she liked it. Grabbing a large saucer to protect her mahogany desk, I walked down the corridor towards her imposing office door. A cursory glance at my watch confirmed that I had given Samantha the full ten minutes to prepare herself for me.
Once I arrived at the door, I punched in the six digit code and was granted immediate access. The first clue that Samantha was still on my program was the fact that she was on her knees in the designated spot. She seemed embarrassed by her voluntary submission, and her eyes were rooted to the carpet. I placed her coffee mug cup on top of the saucer, which rested on the corner of her oversized mahogany desk.
Approaching Samantha like a lion stalking its prey, I moved slowly in her direction. She smelt heavenly as I entered her personal space, and it was apparent that she had just spritzed herself for my benefit, which was another positive. When I got right in front of Samantha, I extended my right hand and cupped my palm under her chin. Raising her head slowly skyward so that she was forced to look directly at me, I was pleased to see that she had freshly-glossed lips. More importantly, the light pink shade was an exact match to her silk tailored suit. In addition, Samantha had toned down her make-up, with much less mascara than she usually applied, and just a light hint of pink blush on her cheeks.
"Good girl, Samantha," I said condescendingly, which elicited a wince from her. "You look quite youthful today. Fresh-faced even. You make an excellent first impression."
Samantha hates condescension and paternalistic behavior in equal measure, so I am sure it was difficult for her to suppress her rage as I talked down to her.
"Smile sweetheart," I instructed her. "I am going to take another photo of your make-up. It is still a work in progress but I definitely prefer today's look over yesterday's."
Samantha forced a smile initially, but when I insisted that she relax for the camera, a more natural smile appeared on her face. A few seconds later, Samantha buried her anger, and finally she smiled broadly, thereby exposing her perfect white teeth.
"You may stand, Samantha," I said magnanimously, extending my right hand to assist her from her kneeling position. "Let's chat while you enjoy your coffee."
Once she was on her feet, Samantha straightened the hem of her light pink silk skirt, and waited patiently for my lead. I strode confidently over to her desk, assumed my rightful position in her leather chair, and motioned for her to sit on the corner of the desk. It probably wasn't the most comfortable position for Samantha. However, she offered no pushback as she rested her buttocks against the edge of the desk, and nervously sipped her coffee.
"Relax, Samantha," I finally instructed her, as her coffee mug was visibly shaking in her hand. "I know you have a busy day today, and are scheduled in court this afternoon. I am not planning on busting a nut inside you today. The first few days will be about us getting reacquainted, and you adapting to my specific needs. I am not in any rush for the sexual component of our relationship. I have many years of that to look forward to."
"Sorry, Mark," Samantha whispered. "I am just very anxious at the moment. This is all new to me. I have never been submissive to a man before. I am completely out of my element in this role."
"You are doing just fine, Samantha," I assured her. "Just be yourself. That is what I fell in love with. Act natural at work and everything will be alright. I will modify your behavior as I see fit, and give you specific, ongoing instructions."
"Okay, I will try and be myself, Mark," Samantha responded nervously. "I am just not sure exactly what you want from me."
"You don't need to worry your pretty little head about that," I said condescendingly. "I will let you know exactly what I want, and when I need it. You have done a great job with your make-up today, and your preparation for our morning meeting was impeccable. You took great initiative by glossing your lips and scenting yourself for me. It gives the impression that you are readily available for my use and enjoyment. That makes me proud of you. Good girl."
Once again I saw Samantha recoil at my choice of words but there was no verbal pushback. I allowed her to finish her coffee as we went over the business plans for the day. Samantha had several meetings scheduled for the morning, and a court appearance this afternoon. I had some research to do for an upcoming case, and told my boss that I would be in the Law Library all morning.
"Maybe I will stop by your office at lunchtime, Samantha," I informed my boss. "I will keep you posted. Do you need anything else before I get back to the grind, boss?" I asked pleasantly.
Samantha was showing obvious signs of stress, and merely shook her head in response, unable to form a coherent sentence. I rose from her chair and started walking around the edge of the colossal desk.
"Oh, I almost forgot, Samantha," I exclaimed, as I stopped right in front of where she was leaning against the desk. "What did you do last night? Be specific."
Samantha seemed to comprehend that I wasn't asking her what she had for dinner, or what show she watched on Netflix. My line of questioning pertained solely to the preparation that she had undertaken to keep me happy.
"I went shopping for new intimate apparel, Mark," my boss whispered as her face reddened. "As instructed."
"Good girl," I said with a smile. "LaPerla? Agent-Provocateur?"
"I actually went to Victoria's Secret in the mall," Samantha answered shyly. "I needed something slightly different than my usual style."
"Don't be coy, Samantha," I said firmly. "When I ask you a question I expect a full and detailed response. I want you to try and get inside my head and imagine all of the specifics that I would find titillating. Capiche?"
"Capiche," my boss said quietly, shuffling around uncomfortably on the edge of the desk.
"Let's try this again," I said, as if I were addressing a teenager. "What did you do last night, Samantha?"
Samantha took in a deep breath, and tried to compose herself. She was an extremely intelligent woman and understood what I wanted from her. However, she had never allowed a man to verbally humiliate her and was having a tough time coming to grips with my controlling behavior. Also, Samantha was quickly learning that I knew many diverse ways to dehumanize her.
"I needed to buy some silk crotchless panties for my new boyfriend," Samantha began shyly. "I have never worn them before as I always considered them demeaning to women. However, my new lover is a dominant man and was insistent that I wear them to work on a daily basis. I have charge accounts at most of the luxury intimate apparel stores but I was too ashamed to purchase crotchless panties from someone that I am acquainted with. For this reason, I went to Victoria's Secret in the mall where I could shop in anonymity. I purchased twelve pairs of these type of underwear, in a variety of feminine colors, and intend to wear them to work to keep my boyfriend happy."
"Good girl," I said proudly. "That was a perfect response, Samantha. It wasn't too hard to swallow your pride and tell me what I wanted to hear, was it?"
"No, Mark," Samantha whispered, clearly over this exercise in control.
"What color are the panties that you selected to wear today, Samantha?" I continued grilling her. "Again, be specific and tell me what I want to hear."
"Light pink. My new boyfriend expects my panties to closely match the shade of my garter-belt, stockings and shoes," Samantha began shakily. "They should also be an approximate match to my skirt. In his previous relationship he dominated two young girls and demanded that they dress identically at all times. I can infer from this that outward appearance is important to my man, and I intend to make him proud of me."
"Perfect," I said. "You are a quick study, Samantha. Let me see your new purchase," I instructed her.
A look of confusion crossed Samantha's face as she tried to figure out the most graceful way to accommodate my demand for an underwear inspection. Leaning back slightly against the desk, Samantha grabbed the hem of her silk skirt, and raised it several inches, so that her garter-belt straps were in plain view. I could have cut her some slack and stooped slightly to confirm that her silkies were crotchless. However, I wanted to set the tone for our relationship, and it didn't involve me giving Samantha any breaks.
"I'm not going to kneel in front of you to check your panties, Samantha," I said firmly. "Hop up on the desk and squat for me."
Samantha's face turned a bright shade of red as she contemplated the mechanics of such a move. It wasn't graceful or ladylike, but Samantha managed to climb atop the huge desk. Once she was standing, she hiked up her skirt, and lowered herself into a deep squat.
"Spread your knees apart," I ordered her, heaping unnecessary additional humiliation on Samantha, as she was now splayed in a lewd pose.
The opening of her crotchless panties was gaping, as she squatted with her knees spread wide apart.
"This is why men love crotchless panties," I said with a chuckle.
Maintaining eye-contact with Samantha, I held my middle finger against her freshly-glossed pink lips.
"Open," I ordered, as my boss parted her lips slightly. "Now suck."
Samantha obeyed me reflexively, which was a very good sign this early into our fledgling relationship. Once I deemed my finger to be sufficiently lubricated, I removed it from her mouth, and lowered it to the opening of her crotchless panties. Then as her eyes implored me to show her a modicum of respect, I slid the wet digit between her labia and into her vagina.
Samantha was either aroused, which seemed unlikely under the circumstances, or she had lubricated her vaginal-cavity in anticipation of being used for my enjoyment. I needed to know, and I posed the question, as I eased my finger deeper until the second knuckle disappeared.
"You are wet, Samantha," I said, as she cringed with embarrassment. "How so? Be specific."
"I wasn't sure what you expected from me this morning, Mark," Samantha began hesitantly. "I knew I wouldn't self-lubricate with the stress I am experiencing. However, it seemed like the demand for me to wear crotchless panties is to facilitate your entry whenever you want to bust a nut. For that reason, I thoroughly lubricated my pussy and ass in case you decided to use either of my lower orifices."
"Perfect answer, Samantha," I gushed. "Just the right amount of graphic detail to be titillating."
When I removed my finger from her vaginal-cavity, it emerged coated with lubricant, and I just couldn't help myself. As Samantha remained in her wide squat stance, I moved my finger back a few inches and positioned it right at the entrance to her anus. Even as I applied only minimal pressure it slid in easily, her sphincter offering minimal resistance, as her eyes widened in disbelief. I wiggled my middle digit around inside Samantha's ass for a few seconds, before deftly removing it.
"What other preparations did you make this morning, Samantha?" I continued to grill her.
"I used a Fleet enema, Mark," Samantha whispered, her embarrassment written all over her face. "I wasn't sure if you were going to butt-fuck me this morning. I wanted to be squeaky clean in case you forced me to perform ass to mouth on you."
"Not this morning, Samantha," I assured her. "You have court later today, and I don't want to do anything that could possibly impair your performance at work. However, make the Fleet enema part of your daily routine from now on."
I gave my finger a quick sniff, and after observing the complete lack of odor, placed it back against Samantha's lips.
"Open," I ordered. "And suck."
I could see Samantha's palpable disgust as she sucked my middle finger clean. However, once again she refrained from any verbal or physical resistance.
"There was no odor on my finger," I informed her, as I removed it from between her lips. "Any after-taste?"
"No, Mark," Samantha whispered, the stress of her ordeal quite evident now.
"Okay, Samantha," I said cheerfully. "I need to get back to work. Do you need anything else from me before I head over to the Law Library?"
Samantha was literally speechless. She was still squatting on her desk, knees splayed lewdly, as her shaved pussy peeked through the gaping opening of her crotchless panties. Her face was bright red with shame, and she was breathing heavily, presumably from the physical exertion of squatting for a prolonged period.
Finally as I stood expectantly awaiting her response, she managed to utter a short sentence.
"No, thank you, Mark. I am fine."
"Ok, then," I said with a smile. "We have hours to bill, Samantha. Get your ass back to work, girl."
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I had been dominating Samantha for about two weeks when the time came to punish John. As instructed, John had requested three weeks vacation from work, although he was blissfully unaware that it was to be used to recover physically from his upcoming ordeal. I gave Samantha specific instructions about how I wanted John's punishment to unfurl. I wanted us both to fuck his ass, then I planned to administer a thorough beat-down with the rattan cane. Once we had broken him, I wanted to make him watch Samantha and I have sex.
Samantha planned to confront John about his inadvertent fuck-up, the commingling of funds, and offer him the option to resign or be punished.
I knew that he wouldn't resign. John had been awarded a very competitive salary and benefits package, and quite frankly didn't have the requisite knowledge or experience to be considered for a comparable position at another law firm. I had carried John through Law School, and there were gaping holes in his understanding of the legal field. When Samantha accosted him regarding his accidental commingling of funds, John was at first apologetic. However, as he was apprised of the potential consequences, John's remorse turned to abject terror, particularly when Samantha informed him that he faced disbarment and possible incarceration. John didn't possess the intelligence or curiosity to establish whether the blame fell entirely on his shoulders, so he folded like a pack of cards, verbalizing his intent to take his punishment like a man.
John had been pegged by Samantha before, although the first time was an exercise in control, rather than a punitive measure. At the appointed time, John entered Samantha's office, his head hung low out of respect. I was waiting in the bathroom that adjoined her spacious office, and emerged only after John had disrobed, and was securely tied across Samantha's huge mahogany desk.
I had waited close to a decade for retribution, and the look on John's face was priceless as he absorbed the fact that I was complicit in his punishment. John was a powerfully-built man, large in stature and extremely athletic, thanks to years of martial-arts training. However, even as he struggled in futility against his bonds, he seemed incapable of understanding that I had secured the upper hand.
John had a look of horror on his face as I approached Samantha and we shared a tender kiss. Resting my hand possessively on her ass, I posed the question.
"Do you want first crack at him, Samantha?" I asked, barely able to suppress my thirst for revenge. "Or shall I sodomize him while you fuck his mouth with your strap-on phallus?"
John struggled in vain against his bonds that day. Part of me felt sorry for him, but once I stuck my Vaseline-coated finger through his sphincter, thereby greasing his asshole, any concern I had for his well-being evaporated.
John's ass was tight, which was to be expected since he had only been penetrated anally on one previous occasion. Samantha had pegged John when they were lovers, but that had been a tender moment in comparison to what was unfurling today.
"This is going to be all about me, John," I said coldly. "I am finally going to make you my bitch. A true pump and dump ass-fucking."
Paying no attention to John's needs, I simply eased inside his tight ass, until I was buried balls-deep. I grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled his head back so that Samantha could fuck his face with her phallus. Once we had John in the classic 'spit-roast' position, I pounded his anal-cavity relentlessly, as my nemesis' muffled cries for mercy reverberated around Samantha's office. I don't harbor any homosexual tendencies so it took me several minutes to reach my climax. In fact, it wasn't until Samantha removed her strap-on from John's mouth, and came round to where I was standing, that I knew that I was going to blow my load.
John cried like a little girl as I forcibly sodomized him. Samantha stood right next to me, nibbling my earlobe and whispering words of encouragement, as I butt-fucked my nemesis.
"Go on, Mark," Samantha cheered, "Make John your bitch. You own his ass now. Any time you feel like busting a nut between his sweet cheeks, just let me know. I always knew that you would get the last laugh, Mark."
It was years in the making, and finally as I listened to the heavenly combination of John's cries and Samantha's encouragement, I pounded John's asshole with a fury, until I ejaculated between his muscular buttocks.
It was never about sex. I wasn't physically attracted to John but nonetheless it was sweet revenge to forcibly butt-fuck that prick. After I climaxed I withdrew my cock from his gaping anus.
"Stick it between his lips," Samantha encouraged me. "Make John suffer the indignity of ass to mouth."
Following Samantha's instructions, I went around the edge of the desk and presented my cock to John, as he lay naked and tightly bound. When John woke up this morning he had no idea that he was going to get anally-raped, so I assume that he had not used an enema when he showered.
My suspicions were confirmed when I placed the tip of my cock against John's lips. My nemesis recoiled at the unappetizing odor, and then retched. John let out an anguished howl as Samantha grabbed his testicles and gave them a tight squeeze.
"Open up, John," Samantha ordered. "Time to clean Mark's cock."
John reluctantly parted his lips and resigned himself to the disgusting task at hand. While John licked my cock clean, Samantha placed her hands on his buttocks and pulled them apart. Then, using my ejaculate as lubrication, Samantha forced her strap-on phallus deep inside John's anal-cavity.
Samantha pegged John with a brutal ferocity that I never even knew she possessed. She harbored a deep-rooted resentment for John in the wake of his monumental screw-up. John's inadvertent commingling of funds had irreparably altered the trajectory of Samantha's life, and she wanted to hurt him for that. After my cock was clean, I moved to one side of the desk and watched on dispassionately as Samantha brutally sodomized my nemesis. John's anguished cries were real now as the latex phallus pounded into his anus.
Samantha butt-fucked John for nearly twenty minutes, her rage finally dissipating as she rained a barrage of insults down on him. Finally, with perspiration visible on her forehead, she removed the strap-on cock and stepped back to admire her handiwork.
John's ass was gaping wide open, and there were droplets of blood visible at the entrance. Traces of my ejaculate leaked from his anal-cavity, further proof that he had been used as a cum-receptacle by another man. Samantha grabbed her iPhone and took a few pictures of her hapless employee in his compromising position.
"Grab that ottoman, Mark," Samantha instructed me. "I want to make John kneel on it."
Her intentions became clear as soon as I dragged the heavy leather foot-stool over to Samantha's desk. It was just the perfect height to support John's lower body without untying him. I simply bent one of his legs at the knee, and slid the ottoman beneath him, before repeating the process with his other leg. Now John was still bound tightly to the desk, but instead of standing to support his weight, he was kneeling on the ottoman.
John was still recovering from his forcible ass-fucking, and whimpered as we moved him into our desired position. As he knelt on the ottoman, my semen leaked from his asshole, which was a satisfying sight. The soles of his feet were now upturned and fully exposed for phase two of his punishment.
Retrieving a rattan cane from Samantha's desk drawer, I laid it on the desk right by John's face, thereby telegraphing my intentions.
"Do you know what Bastinado is, John?" I asked my nemesis, as he renewed his struggle against his bonds. "Or how excruciatingly painful it can be, if applied with sufficient enthusiasm? Which I certainly possess," I added coldly.
I picked up the rattan cane, rounded the desk, and ran the instrument of torture gently across the soles of his upturned feet.
"Mark, Samantha, please," John begged. "I had no clue that I deposited the funds in the wrong account."
"You have been punished for that indiscretion already, John," I informed him calmly. "The Bastinado is revenge for my seven years of sexual enslavement at your hands. I have waited a long time for this."
Feeling as if no further explanation was required, I lifted the cane skyward, and brought it down forcefully upon John's upturned feet. John let out such a cry of anguish, that Samantha reached into her desk and grabbed her ball-gag. I recognized it immediately as being one of the things I noticed after Samantha pegged Danny Marshall.
"Wait just a moment before you gag him, Samantha," I requested. "John and I are going to have a little heart to heart before I whip him into oblivion."
"Mark, please," John begged me. "Show me some mercy."
"Hurts like a motherfucker doesn't it, John?" I exclaimed cheerfully. "I was only able to endure four strokes before I threw in the towel. You are in for a long afternoon. By the way, I know that you fucked Crystal too, John," I added, enjoying the look of fear on his face as he contemplated my additional motivation to hurt him.
"Mark, you guys weren't even an item back then," John pleaded. "There was no way for me to know that she would end up being your girlfriend."
"You knew that Crystal was my girlfriend when you stuck your hand up her skirt and relieved her of her panties, John," I said angrily. "At Stacey's Bukkake party that you willingly participated in, even though you knew that Stacey was my girlfriend too."
John was lost for words, and turned his appeal for clemency to Samantha.
"I am the only one of Mark's girlfriends that you haven't fucked, John," Samantha said coldly. "Why on earth would I show you any mercy?"
"My office is almost soundproof, Mark," Samantha explained, turning her attention to me as she forced the large black latex ball into John's mouth. "However, this bitch is going to squeal like a pig and I don't need any unexpected interruptions."
The ball-gag did an admirable job of suppressing John's pitiful howling, and as he lay bound before me I whipped his feet into oblivion. John took a dozen strokes of the cane on the upturned soles of his feet, before Samantha intervened and suggested we move to a different part of his anatomy to prevent permanent damage. It was a cathartic moment for me, a fitting revenge for all John had put me through.
I ended up administering thirty-six strokes of the rattan cane that afternoon. John took twelve to his feet, twelve to his muscular buttocks, and a further twelve to his shoulder blades, which turned out to be surprisingly painful. Once I was done I was sweating profusely, breathing heavily and pumped full of adrenaline. I dropped the cane on the desk right in front of John's nose, and flopped into Samantha's leather chair.
Samantha untied John's ball-gag, which in addition to suppressing his cries of pain, inhibited his ability to get enough oxygen into his lungs. John inhaled deeply as he tried to recover from his ordeal.
"From this day forward you will treat Mark with deference, John," our collective boss ordered him. "If I hear anything other than a respectful tone from you, I will truss you up again, and beat your feet until they bleed. Capiche?"
"Capiche," John whimpered, his tears flowing freely as he dealt with the pain.
I figured we were done with John's punishment but Samantha seemed to yearn for more.
"Let's leave him tied up in case you want a second crack at him, Mark," Samantha said dispassionately, as she approached her leather office chair in which I was sitting. "Watching John cry for mercy has got me all hot and bothered."
Samantha rotated the chair slightly so that John had a better view of the two of us. I watched his face, which was already contorted with pain, cloud over with jealousy as Samantha climbed atop me on the oversized leather chair. Samantha hiked up her skirt, thereby exposing her garter-belt straps, and then straddled me.
"You know, Mark," Samantha whispered, as she looked derisively at John, "the whole time that John and I dated, he never got to fuck me."
"John really loved you, Samantha," I said with a smile. "You were all he would ever talk about. He viewed you as marriage material. Alas, you are the only one of my girlfriends that John didn't get balls-deep in. I knew about Lela, obviously as that sordid subjugation lasted years. However, I only learned about Crystal's submission to John after we were cohabiting, and the revelation crushed me. Then, to top it off, I learn that John has dropped his load in all three of Stacey's orifices."
"Well, I guess I am the one that got away then, John," Samantha said coldly, as she leaned in and we began to kiss tenderly. I know that Samantha's intent was to rub John's face in our sexual liaison, but once we began to french-kiss, I got erect.
"Oh, somebody is ready to go again," Samantha teased, as she caressed my hard-on. "Do you want to blow your load inside John's ass again, or my tight, wet pussy?"
John watched on forlornly as the girl of his dreams offered herself up to me on a platter. I knew that John had fallen hard for Samantha in the brief time that they dated. Sadly for John, Samantha had toyed with his emotions, forcing him to forgo all other sexual relations, without providing him any relief. I think that Samantha had given John a couple of hand-jobs in the shower, but he had gone down on her numerous times, and even eaten her ass.
I could see the hurt on John's face as Samantha lined the tip of my cock up with her pussy, and lowered herself slowly until I slipped inside her.
"Fuck yeah, Mark," Samantha said enthusiastically. "That feels fucking fantastic."
"Now do you understand why men like crotchless panties, Samantha?" I asked with a chuckle, as John tried to contain his jealousy.
Samantha and I fucked for several minutes on her office chair, less than two feet from John's face. I almost felt like the pain of watching me fuck a woman that John truly loved, was comparable to the pain John had endured during his forcible sodomy and the Bastinado. Samantha had engineered this final kick in the nuts, and I took great pleasure in watching John's face each time Samantha achieved orgasm. John watched on forlornly as Samantha and I fucked, and I am sure that the disturbing visual was seared into his memory for eternity.
"I am completely satisfied, Mark," Samantha finally announced. "Why don't you blow your load in my mouth?"
I didn't need a second invitation, and as Samantha knelt right next to John's head, and took my cock between her lips, I began to taunt my nemesis.
"Samantha is a fabulous cock-sucker, John," I mocked him. "I can't believe that you never got any play when you guys dated for all those months."
A few moments later, as Samantha bobbed her head on my cock, I exploded between her glossed lips, in a very powerful climax. Samantha waited until I had finished emptying my nuts, and then spat my load onto her desk, right under John's nose.
"Eat Mark's ejaculate, John," she ordered him.
John obeyed reflexively, his fear of the rattan cane and the strap-on phallus completely overpowering his reluctance to eat my load. Samantha and I watched on in amusement as my nemesis extended his tongue and began to lap at the cooling puddle of my seminal fluids. Samantha made John lap up every drop of my cum, even going so far as to document his submission with a few more photos.
"These pictures will get posted on the inter-departmental portal if you show even the slightest sign of regression, John," Samantha threatened her beaten subordinate. "Anonymously, of course."
Turning to me, Samantha changed her tone to a more reverent one, before announcing that she had one final surprise for John. Samantha and I had actually rehearsed this, but of course John had no clue that it was merely role play.
"John has ruined so many young lives," Samantha announced, somewhat theatrically. "His unchecked libido has caused untold pain to young co-eds, and his dominant streak changed the course of your life, Mark. And it is all driven by an excess of testosterone. This rampant disregard for the welfare of others ends tonight. I am going to geld this young man," Samantha added proudly, as if this were her greatest accomplishment in her entire life.
I knew that John didn't understand the meaning of the word geld, solely by his lack of reaction, so I decided to bring my nemesis up to speed.
"Geld, Samantha?" I repeated nervously. "As in castrate? Isn't that a touch harsh?"
John got the drift of our conversation now, and began to thrash around atop the desk.
"Most of your ordeal was driven by John's rapacious sexual appetite, Mark," Samantha added, as she reached beneath John's gaping asshole and closed her fist around his nuts. "Settle down John," she admonished him.
John let out a cry of anguish as Samantha gave his testicles a firm squeeze, and then immediately calmed down. His flaccid cock hung limply beneath his balls, which were rapidly turning a bluish shade of purple.
"John's treatment of Lela was mainly to satisfy his primal urges," Samantha added coldly. "The man has no self-control, and needs his nuts clipped."
"I don't think that is a good idea, Samantha," I said in an anxious tone. "Whatever method you use to castrate John will require immediate hospitalization. You could get into a lot of trouble for this."
"You will go to jail, Samantha, if you permanently disfigure me," John added fearfully, as he struggled against his restraints with renewed vigor.
Samantha calmly rounded the desk and began to secure the ball-gag in John's mouth.
"Relax, Mark," Samantha said, once John was rendered silent. "I am not going to use a hot poker for Christ's sake."
"Thank God, Samantha," I said, feigning relief. "I couldn't even watch that scene in the movie Django Unchained," I admitted. "That would be way worse to witness in public. I bet the smell of burning flesh would be horrible."
"No, nothing that barbaric, Mark," Samantha assured me, adhering closely to the script that we had rehearsed. "I was thinking that I would get John erect, slip a tight cock-ring over his nuts, and let nature take its course."
The ball-gag was doing an admirable job of silencing John's cries for mercy, and I had to smile at the thought that John believed our conversation was real.
"Do you really think that you can permanently neuter John that way, Samantha?" I asked shakily. "How long will it take and do you think it will be painful?"
"As long as I keep the boy erect, which shouldn't be difficult," Samantha began confidently. "Penile strangulation starts to occur within about thirty minutes, and if left unchecked can render a man with permanent sexual dysfunction. And yes, Mark," Samantha added to further terrorize John, "it will be excruciatingly painful."
John's muffled cries became more frantic as he absorbed the agonizing ordeal that he was potentially facing. It appeared as if his fear had caused his cock to wilt too, as it was no longer visible hanging under his purple nuts. Even his testicles appeared to be trying to retreat inside his body, in search of a safe haven.
"If the goal is simply to reign in John's appetite for sexual relations with young women, why not just use a cock-cage?" I suggested, as previously rehearsed. "I could run down to the adult toy store right now and pick one out for him. You know John encouraged Lela to force me to wear one for months," I added. "This will be sweet payback for me."
"How do you feel about this, John?" Samantha asked him, as he struggled ferociously against his bonds. "Would you rather endure a protracted penile strangulation session, or wear a chastity device for the foreseeable future?"



It was an unorthodox way to extract a concession from my nemesis, and we certainly had no intention of permanently injuring John. However, under threat of such a painful procedure, once we loosened the ball-gag, John readily agreed to wear a cock-cage.
I drove down to the local adult bookstore, and purchased an ominous-looking chastity cage. Dark grey in color, and constructed of anodized stainless steel, John's new cock-cage was very different than the one that he and Lela had forced me to wear, all those years ago. Designed to thoroughly emasculate the wearer, mine had been a very feminine shade of light pink, had a little kitten face painted on the top of the cage, and the word "pussy" stenciled down the side in an elaborate, girly calligraphy font.
By contrast John's was very solid looking and masculine. However, its rigid construction was for a reason, as embedded inside the cage were dozens of tiny studs. These metal teeth made sure that any erection was extremely painful, as they dug into the flesh if your cock stiffened in the slightest.
Samantha opened the package right under John's nose, as if to further demonstrate her leverage over him. The steel contraption hit the desk with a resounding thud, attesting to its size and weight. I smiled as I realized that this chastity device was going to be much harder for John to conceal than the petite pink one that he and Lela forced me to wear. Samantha reached under John and secured the cock-cage to his shriveled-up penis, before outlining her requirements to him.
"Mark will be the second key-holder," Samantha informed John. "You are to wear this at all times. If you have any excessive chafing let one of us know and we will decide if you need a little time out of the device. Once a week, after close of business on Friday night, report to my office. I will remove the cock-cage and permit you to use the shower in my office to thoroughly clean your genital area. I will not be supervising you during this time, so I will turn a blind eye if you decide to satisfy your primal urges. However, if you do jerk off in my shower, it had better be fucking spotless by the time you leave. Capiche?"
"Capiche," John whispered quietly, the defeat evident in his voice.
"Good," Samantha intoned coldly. "Now, let's see if this thing works."
Slowly raking her manicured nails across John's muscular buttocks, Samantha began to verbally tease John.
"You know, John," she whispered seductively. "If you weren't such a cock-hound when we first met, you are exactly the kind of man that I would have submitted to. You were handsome, confident, and had a fantastic body. It took a lot of restraint on my part not to fall to my knees and suck you off on our first date."
Samantha ran the nail of her middle finger slowly down the crack of John's ass, and across his perineum, heading in the general direction of his purple balls.
"I would have probably even given you a rim-job, John," Samantha whispered. "Had you asserted yourself more fully over me."
Samantha's middle fingernail grazed the back of John's scrotum, right as he cried out in pain. Apparently, despite John's attempts to fight his body's response to Samantha's physical and verbal teasing, the stiffening of his cock was involuntary, and extremely painful.
"Please, Samantha," John howled, his anguish written all over his contorted face. "Leave me alone."
"I guess it works, Mark," Samantha said cheerfully, as she removed her hand from John's nut-sack.
John was breathing rapidly and sweating profusely as he processed and dealt with the pain inflicted by the metal teeth inside of his chastity device. Samantha had a broad smile on her face, and was thoroughly enjoying John's capitulation.
"I can take it from here, Mark," Samantha said cheerfully. "I might untie John after you leave, or I might fuck his ass one more time, for good measure. Either way, if he ever addresses you in any tone other than total reverence, we will enjoy another Bastinado session."
I was done with John after that day, and even as he limped down the corridors of the law firm on his return to work three weeks later, I bore him no further malice. I don't think anyone else at the law firm was aware that Samantha had clipped John's nuts, although someone would occasionally mention that he no longer acted like an Alpha Male. I knew the truth though, and every time I passed John in the hallways of our office, I could clearly see the bulge of the cock-cage in his tailored pants. John and I co-existed in relative peace from that day forward, although I would occasionally remind him that I was still having sexual relations with Samantha, which must have destroyed him inside.
Samantha and I kept John in chastity for four thousand, one hundred and twenty nine days, which was a little over eleven years. This matched, to the day, the exact period of time from when John took both of Lela's cherries, vaginal and anal, on the day of our Winter Formal, until I beat John's feet with a rattan cane and butt-fucked his ass. Even though I had only been sexually enslaved by John for seven of those years, I still had to deal with his constant intervention into my relationships with Lela, Samantha, Crystal and Stacey. It wasn't until I had some concrete leverage over John, in the form of his commingling of funds screw-up, that I felt completely free of his influence.
For a little over eleven years, Samantha and I were key-holders to the cock-cage that John was forced to wear. Every Friday evening John would report to Samantha's office and be released briefly from chastity, in order to give his genitals a thorough cleansing. Samantha had permitted John a weekly release, and he would jerk off in the shower during his brief period of freedom from the cage. That was all the sexual pleasure that Samantha allowed John, and I never saw any sign of him with a woman, either in person, or on social media. Of course, I can't be sure that John never dated anyone during that extended period of time, but if he did it must have been a platonic relationship, as Samantha and I had clipped his nuts, and rendered the act of intercourse impossible for John.



        