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First-Time Cuckold by Josie Blackwell

When I finally talked my wife into getting together with another man while I watched, it was all about one single fantasy. She had always wanted to be double-penetrated. She and I had done anal, which I loved. We'd even fooled around with me fucking her pussy while she rode a very narrow butt plug. Now, her favorite fantasy was to be fucked by two men at once.

But I had more than just one fantasy. They all involved Beth fucking other men. My biggest fantasies, though, were even dirtier than Beth's. I wanted to see my wife do things with men who were... different than me. I can't explain it or defend it... I just thought it was incredibly hot. And that's what I needed.

It was my request that Beth's first experience with another man be with a black man; I can't explain why, it just turned me on immensely. The same thing went for the requirement that he have a very big cock. That was my fantasy. I wanted to see Beth being fucked by a black man with a giant cock. That's what I wanted, and I wouldn't back down. If Beth wanted to live her double-penetration fantasy, well... then this was the way I wanted to do it.

Reluctantly, Beth agreed.

Beth and I met John through an online message board for local white couples to find hookups with well-hung black men. 

Beth had never been with a black man before, though she found them attractive enough. As for John specifically, he was not only handsome but well-hung -- another of my enduring turn-ons. John wasn't just big; all of the men on the site were big, but John was fucking enormous. His eleven-inch cock, over seven inches around, was documented in a series of images posted on the site, featuring John's face looking down at the camera, slightly out-of-focus but clearly recognizable while feminine hands with red-painted nails held the ruler. In other images, that same set of hands held the measuring tape. In all of them, John's face was visible. He was really that large.

That meant John's cock would be far too big to use condoms. That meant Beth would need to go bareback.

I was a little apprehensive about that; Beth wasn't. She had always hated condoms. 

What's more, Beth's side of the fantasy was the "double-penetration" side of it. She had always wanted to be fucked by two men at the same time. 

And since I was the smaller of the two of us, naturally, I was going to get Beth's back door. That was enough to convince me.

We didn't bother with too much socializing beforehand; we just invited John over to our place. Beth met him at the door wearing lingerie. I opened wine. The two of them sat on the couch and "got acquainted," while I sat there sipping wine and watching them. Beth got a little bit drunk. John was even more gorgeous in person than he'd been in his photographs. I was enraptured by watching my wife seduce a big, gorgeous black man; I was living my fantasy.

It didn't take long for Beth and John to start making out. Beth made the first move, of course. Soon, John's hands were all over her. Beth was clearly excited. I sat there and watched for a while, breathless, as Beth unzipped John's pants and took his huge cock in her mouth. I couldn't believe it. He really was that big!

After sucking John for a while, Beth came up for air, wiping her mouth. She was clearly more excited than ever. Sucking his cock had really gotten my wife going.

She looked in John's eyes and said, "Wanna go into the bedroom?"

He did.

On our big king-sized bed, Beth mounted John without hesitation, obviously pleased that she didn't have to bother with a condom. To my surprise, despite John's enormous size, Beth took him with only a little discomfort.

Riding John's huge cock, Beth moaned in pleasure while I undressed behind them, almost completely ignored. It didn't matter; I was fascinated by watching my wife ride the giant black stranger on our bed.

I poured out some Anal-Lite onto my hand and got my cock hard, lubed up, and ready to take my wife's second hole.

Beth looked deep in John's eyes, pumping her hips as she fucked him. 

She came once before I could even get into position behind her. Beth howled like I'd never heard her howl. She had never cum that loudly for me.

I was incredibly turned on from watching my wife's tight, sweet body undulate wildly with every deep stroke.

I tried to insert my dick into her ass, but with my hands all slippery with lube, I couldn't get a grip. Beth was fucking John like crazy, and her ass was pumping wildly. She seemed to have forgotten I was there, and she just kept fucking John as Beth, her eyes alternately locked in John's and rolled back in her head in pleasure, pumped herself onto John's giant cock.

I had barely started rubbing my dick in her crack and against her butthole before, to my astonishment and humiliation, pleasure overtook me.

I let out a cry. Hot, hard, wet streams of jizz spurted out on my wife's ass.

It took Beth a long time to notice; she was too busy fucking herself to a second orgasm on John's cock. 

Finally, she looked over her shoulder and said impatiently to me, "Any time now, baby. Go ahead and put it in."

I was flogging my soft, cum-slick cock desperately.

"I'm trying," I whimpered.

"Don't tell me you can't get hard!" Beth laughed in amazement.

I shook my head, tears in my eyes.

"I--I already came. I got on you and tried to put -- didn't you notice? I tried to put it in. I did put it in, a little."

Beth looked at me like she couldn't believe it. The look of disgust on her face was obvious. She sat bolt upright on John's body, his dick deep inside her. She let out a gasp as the weight of her petite body drove her down on him, pushing his cock in her deeper. He continued to grind his muscular hips underneath her as she reached back and ran her hand up in her crack. She drew it back, shocked and astonished and disappointed. She inserted one finger and brought her hand away dripping with cum, her middle finger slippery with it. She sniffed and licked her middle finger, showing no shyness at all about licking a finger that had just been up her ass.

Beth shot me a vicious glance. I don’t know if she saw the shimmering tears in my eyes, but she sure as hell saw the creamy mess all over my hand.

Most of my load had gone all over her butt, but I'd milked out another load's worth of drizzle as I tried to get my dick hard again. It was powerfully erotic watching Beth fuck John's brains out, riding him -- but even so, I couldn’t get hard again so soon after cumming the first time.

Beth's eyes only lingered on my cock for barely a moment. Her lips curled in a sneer and her nostrils flared as if she'd encountered something disgusting. She turned back to John and surged forward onto him. She began to work her hips up and down, fucking herself on his cock. She kissed him deeply, her tongue surging into his mouth.

After kissing John eagerly for a time, my wife came away panting and asked him:

"Wanna fuck me in the ass, now?"

John grinned and told her he sure as hell did. As Beth lifted herself gently off of him, she turned and regarded me angrily, as if daring me to say anything. I opened my mouth to protest, but I didn't. Nothing came out but a sad little squeak. The tears in my eyes spilled out and rolled humiliating down my cheeks as I furiously flogged my dick. I could not get it hard. And in any event, it was over; I'd lost the race. I'd spoiled the threesome. But Beth was having a good enough time; hell, she planned on having an even better one.

She had promised me her ass, as part of living my "fantasy" of having a threesome with another man. This had been Beth's price for the threesome, the "cuckold" fantasy; I could fuck her ass, but she wanted to live her double-penetration fantasy.

Beth's body rocked back and forth as she worked herself off of John's mammoth cock.

John's cockhead was thicker than the rest of him, forming a bulbous end to his shaft. My wife gasped as John's big dickhead popped out of her.

She swung her leg over and stretched face-down on the bed. She tucked her knees up under her, thrusting her ass in the air and spreading her legs. She did not get up in her hands and knees but remained on her belly, her tits against the bed, her back arched sharply, her hands digging in to the sheets as John took his place behind her. 

He snapped his fingers and put his hand out. He did not even look at me. Another hard snap of his fingers, and I realized what he wanted. Numbly, I handed him the small bottle of lubricant that I'd used to grease up my cock and Beth's hole before trying to enter her ass.

He snatched it from my hand without even giving me a glance. Beth did, though; she looked back over at me, anger evident on her face. I felt a tingling sense of panic as I realized that another man was about to possess my wife's ass. I flogged my dick quickly, praying that if I got hard, I could still participate--

But Beth's withering glare made it clear she did not even want me to get hard again.

I kept stroking myself, feeling more and more miserable as my soft cock leaked pre-cum. 

I watched miserably as John lubed his cockhead and worked two fingers into my wife's slippery crack.

Beth moaned. She gasped. She wiggled her butt. 

"Please be gentle," she asked, and John smacked her ass playfully. 

That got a big, wicked smile from Beth as she jiggled her butt against John's massive cock. 

He spanked her several times more, and each time, Beth seemed all the more submissive. She was face-down and ass-up, a very submissive position. But I was just standing there, soft dick in hand, trying to stroke it hard. I felt far more submissive than Beth; it's as if John was shoving his cock into me.

It took John a long time to stretch Beth open.

It wasn't easy to get his huge cock up inside her.

Even the cockhead took at least fifteen minutes before it breached her passage. 

I heard Beth gasping and groaning as she helped him, trying to push her ass back against him. But in this prone and vulnerable, submissive position, Beth couldn’t do much. John was thoroughly in control, and he started taking it more fully once he was inside my wife.

He started to fuck her with slow, gentle strokes, at first. Beth's body language asked him to do it much harder. She tried to wiggle against him; he spanked her ass and she threw her head back, her dark hair scattering. He reached out and grabbed it, puling Beth's hair and spanking her harder as he fucked her ass. The harder he spanked her, the more dick she wanted up in her. Soon he was pounding her deep, his cock going balls-deep in her ass with every stroke. 

Beth was moaning like crazy. She seemed as if she was in another world.

She looked over at me and said, "Next time, I'll make you eat me out, first."

I knew she didn't mean eat out her pussy. She meant she would have me eat out her ass as a precursor to her giving it to another man.

Humiliation darkened my face.

Next time? Next time. I realized suddenly, Beth wasn't joking. There really would be a next time. My wife was addicted. Just like the stories. Just like the porn videos.

Suddenly, my cock started growing. It got so hard, I couldn’t stand it. 

I started to stroke. By then, Beth was so lost in moaning pleasure she didn't even notice. 

Beth moaned at the top of her lungs as John's aggressive thrusts up her ass grew deeper and more energetic. He pulled her hair; he spanked her. For a time, he even lunged onto her and hooked his arm around her throat.

For a moment, I felt a little frightened; was he getting too rough? Should I stop him -- or try to? I felt frozen jabs of fear -- but then Beth grunted, "Uh, yeah, oh yeah, choke me. Pull my hair, spank me....hurt me...fuck my ass so hard, Master--":

My eyes were wide; my breath came quickly. I had never seen Beth react so submissively. I'd never seen her beg for this kind of treatment -- the same treatment she gave me.

She moaned in a crazy orgasm while John had her pinned in that position. His hand pulled her hair. His other harm choked her. When she came, howling, he sat up and spanked her some more.

John pulled Beth's hair until my wife was forced into a humiliating hands-and-knees position .

The new angle seemed to make her react entirely differently. When he entered her again, I watched Beth's eyes roll back in her head and then she was cumming again -- a fourth time! 

My wife had resisted the idea of anal sex for a long while, fearing it would hurt. Even with my relatively small cock!

Obviously, it had hurt at first -- but she loved it. Now, a dick two or three times as big as mine was buried inside my wife, and she had just climaxed a second time.

And John was ready to go, too. He was covered in sweat. He slowed down his thrusts. He pulled back till his cockhead stretched Beth's entrance; she let out a girly little squeal.

"Where do you want it?" he asked her.

She looked over her shoulder, wiggling her butt back and forth on his cock.

"Up inside me," she said. "But not too deep. Right where it is...."

She reached back behind her. Beth is flexible; she managed to get her hand wrapped around John's huge cock. She started to jerk him, riding him in short little thrusts from just past his cockhead with just his cockhead inside her sphincter and down an inch or two down his shaft. 

John's much bigger hand closed over hers. 

He jerked himself off in my wife's ass, with her hand engulfed in his.

Beth moaned as she felt his cum shooting in her asshole.

When John finally pulled back, his cock popped free. A thick line of cream started leaking from Beth's puckered asshole. She looked wide and open. 

I was rock-hard by then, and stroking myself delicately, trying not to cum before I got a chance to "join in" somehow. I'd obviously blown my chance at taking my wife's ass while another man fucked her. But maybe Beth would still let me fuck her after John had exhausted himself?

Beth didn't even notice I was hard. In fact, she didn't look over at me at all. Instead, she spoke to John.

She said, "Send my husband over, will you? Cleanup time, baby."

My head spun. I barely knew what was happening.

But John wasn't shy about manhandling me.

He just grinned and reached out and grabbed me. With his hand on the back of my neck, he shoved my face up to my wife's wide-fucked asshole. 

He held me there while I tasted his cum. His big hand rose and fell; I felt a sting and a sharp crack filled the room as he spanked me. 

"You heard the lady," said John, whacking my ass. "Cleanup time. Lick that asshole, bitch."

I had never been spanked by another guy. Hell, I had never even been touched sexually by another guy. 

But suddenly I wanted to do everything John said. 

Then I was doing just that, obeying him, leaning in and thrusting my tongue against Beth's asshole. I started to lick her hole clean. 

John and shot a whole lot of cum up inside her. The taste was musky and ripe and sharp and tangy and overwhelming. Humiliation poured through me.

But John still had some more surprises in store for me.

To my shock, I felt John's big hand grabbing my cock and my balls. He was so much bigger than me that his one hand could cover all of it.

"Looks like he finally got hard," John said, laughing.

My face reddened.

His other hand was still at the back of my neck, so I couldn’t pull back to say anything, to complain or apologize or anything at all.

All I could do was keep licking my wife's asshole.

Beth moaned and wiggled her ass back and forth as my tongue delved deep into her.

"Mmmmmm, baby, that feels good," she said. "I should have you lick my asshole more often. I think maybe I'll start making you do that."

She looked over her shoulder at me. I saw her cold, savage eyes staring me down across the curved expanse of her shapely back. 

"You can jerk off if you want," she said. "Since you got hard again, I guess?"

"Yeah, he got hard again," sneered John, his huge hand crushing my balls so I squirmed.

With a glance at John, Beth said, "Unless you want to do it? I don't think he's ever gotten a HJ from another guy..."

Both of them laughed.

John said, "Hell, no! This is the kind of faggot that jerks me off, not the other way around."

Beth's withering laughter filled my ears. John leaned forward and kissed her deeply.

I just knelt there, obediently lapping at her ass, while they shared affectionate kisses. I felt hot humiliation flooding through me. My wife had met John just tonight, and I'd seen more intimacy between them than she and I had shared in our whole marriage! There was something playful between them that Beth and I could never share -- because between us, it was never a meeting of equals. I knew I'd never be able to keep up with her -- especially now.

The tears poured from my eyes and dribbled onto my wife's lower back and butt cheeks as I licked deeply into her crack. I don't think she noticed them. If she did, she seemed to enjoy them. I hope you won't think less of Beth when I tell you that she had learned to love making me cry. During some of our heaviest sessions, it was the goal. With her whip and her fist and her cane and her paddle and sometimes just her strap-on and her vicious, humiliating words, Brenda could reduce me to tears. She had done it now -- but she'd had a little help.

She said, "Well? Is he doing it? Is the little bitch jerking off?"

Her face had gotten hard and cruel, her smile having vanished. 

I wasn't jerking off. I was too ashamed.

She locked eyes with John as John stood up to look at my crotch.

His shadow fell on me. He shook his head.

"I said jerk off!" hissed my wife. It was her "Domme Voice" -- the voice I knew better than to ever argue with.

My whimper of pathetic humiliation was muffled by the tight pressure of Beth's asshole against my tongue and John's hand at the back of my neck. For a guy who wasn't the least bit bi -- or so his personal ad had said -- he certainly knew how to dominate a guy.

What's worse, it wasn't exactly coincidental that my dick had gotten so hard when I felt his hands on me. There was something raw and sexual about the way he hand handled my wife; he'd fucked her like he owned her, and like he didn't give a damn if she knew -- yet-- that he owned her. It was no wonder Beth had surrendered so easy to John's power, nor that she'd flipped herself over and given up her ass to him in response to my humiliating inability to keep hard and not blow it when I tried to put my dick into her tight ass. 

I was licking John's cum from her ass, and there was a lot of it. But I was more than aware that the sharp taste was mixed with lube and my own cum. It was a cocktail in there -- a cocktail of humiliation, which I surrendered to and obediently lapped up as I wrapped my hand around my cock.

John let go of me, leaning onto the bed and kissing my wife as I rimmed her out. He no longer had to hold me down there; I had slipped into deeply submissive mode, and was not even thinking of stopping what I was doing. Beth whispered something to John when their kiss broke. He grinned and shrugged. "You want that?"

"Yeah, babe. I do."

Babe. She had called him "Babe." It was, maybe, a small thing -- but it drove a hot poker up into my guts. I had never felt more intensely humiliated than when I heard my wife using the very same pet name for John that she'd used for me many times.

I licked my way up her cheeks and slurped my cum off the small of her back. It had leaked everywhere, since John had shot such a big load inside her.

My wife pointed at the nightstand.

"Top drawer," she said.

In response to my wife's request, John opened the drawer.

There, he found a pair of condoms. "Narrow Slims Juniors," read the brand name. It was the smallest size offered. It was the only condom that fit tight enough to be reliable when we fucked on her fertile days. Ever since she had started to regularly top me, that was an infrequent event at best. In fact, any kind of intercourse was only a very occasional treat for me; the days of regular sex were a distant memory. But when we did fuck, the Narrow Slims Juniors were the only size that could stay on me through an entire act of intercourse.

It wasn't a fact I would have wanted advertised -- but now John knew it. I whimpered as ever more acute humiliation raged through me. As if it weren't enough that John had just fucked my wife bareback, that he'd just taken her ass, or that I was now eating his cum out of her ass right in front of him,, lapping his cum out of her! Now I had to face the humiliation of having John, the well-hung stranger, see that my wife and I used Narrow Slims Juniors.

I felt my pleasure surging as John took a condom out and opened the package with his teeth. He pinched the reservoir tip with one hand; with the other hand, he swatted my own fist away from my own cock. Startled, I stopped licking. In an instant, as if he'd done this before, the hand that wasn't busy with the condom was suddenly back on the back of my head, pushing hard, thrusting my mouth into Beth's crack. I could see she was rubbing her clit, down below; I had no contact at all with her pussy, but she was going to cum. Her moans rose in volume as she rocked her hips against me. 

In response, John pushed harder at the back of my head. The harder he pushed, the more Beth liked it. Her hips rocked. She fucked herself hungrily against my mouth. I felt a soaring pleasure as I realized that Beth was going to let me put my dick in her again. 

But why did she want me to use a condom? Knowing from John's personal ad that he was far too big for condoms, and that I would have to be the partner inside my wife's ass, we'd planned our first threesome for one of Beth's non-fertile days.

That meant there was no reason for me to put on a condom if Beth was going to let me fuck her. And there was definitely no reason to don a condom before putting my cock into Beth's ass.

So what did the condom mean? It seems obvious in retrospect, but I was too dazed to understand. My mind was so overwhelmed I couldn’t think straight; I certainly couldn't have asked any questions with John's powerful hand holding my face in my wife's cum-dripping crack.

But in any event, I had figured out any number of possible rationalizations; they rushed through my head as I felt John putting the condom on me. He showed no reluctance to touch another man's dick. Why should he, with the equipment he was packing? It's not like I was a threat to his masculinity! Hell, my dick was not even in the same league as his! He'd just fucked my wife's brains out in front of me, and the best I'd been able to do had been to shoot my load over her back and then jerk my soft cock in the corner.

But that was about to change -- I thought. When he had the condom on, I tried to get up and take my mouth away from Beth's crack.

John didn't let me. He held me down firmly, forcing me to keep my mouth pressed against Beth's wide-open, soft pucker. My tongue withdrew into my mouth, away from her puckered hole. 

Beth hissed: "Don't you dare stop now, baby!"

In response, John's hand whistled down. He spanked my ass again roughly. It stung. I whimpered in pain and humiliation, but the sound was muffled by the wet, open hole of my wife's creamy butt.

Intimidated by his roughness and the hard stroke of his spanking blow, I began to lick my wife's asshole again.

Beth's hand began circling her clit again; she was rubbing herself to another orgasm while I rimmed her cummy asshole.

"That's it," she purred. "Don't you dare stop. Don't stop licking. Don't let him stop, baby." This time, the "baby" was John, not me.

But "baby" wasn't all she would call me. As I continued eating her ass, Beth mewled happily: "That feels so fucking good, slave."

So I guess I was no longer "baby"!

"I'm so close," she moaned, her voice deep and breathy. "Just keep licking my ass, bitch. You go ahead and finish in the condom. Just jerk yourself off, slave. Milk it all out, slave...milk all that gross cum into the -- ohhhhhh, that tongue feels good in my ass, slave!"

I was too numb, stunned and confused to follow her orders right away.

John took command. He grabbed my hand and shoved it down between my legs again. He forced me to wrap my hand around my cock; he gave me a jerk or two to start me off, which made my skin crawl. His smell was all over me; his taste filled my mouth, mixed up with the taste of Beth's ripe, cummy ass.

I whimpered as I started jerking my latex-sheathed cock.

I whined as I started to feel my pleasure building to a breaking point.

Beth moaned, "Yes! Cum for us, slave. Fill it up, slave, then -- oh, fuck! Then you can have a little...oh, fuck, oh, yes, oh fuck that's good, slave..."

Slave. Slave. Slave. Every time she repeated the word to me, I felt the heat of humiliation going through me. Had I really begged for this? Wanted this? Pleaded with my wife to give this to me?

It didn't take long once I heard my wife moaning.

Her ass twerked back and forth, wildly jiggling as ripples of pleasure went through her body.

Seeking to please her, confused by her viciousness and unexpected Dominance in concert with John's taking control, I started licking deeper.

I tasted still more of John's seed. It was still leaking out of my wife's tight ass.

I felt the hard pressure of his hand on the back of my head as he reached up and pulled Beth's hair.

John let my head go and spanked Beth two or three times, hard, just as she came. 

John's spanking me made Beth cum even harder, cry out still louder with pleasure. She seemed to like it when John spanked the shit out of me.

The way her body undulated against me made me lick her that much deeper, and I felt my own pleasure reaching its peak--

Even the condom couldn’t dampen the pleasure I felt. I jerked my hand up and down on my shaft, and an explosive orgasm blasted through me. I felt the soft wetness, the weight in the tip as the condom started to fill. I had blasted a huge load before; it had nearly covered Beth's back and butt, and she hadn't even noticed, so fixated she had been on John's much larger cock inside her. Now, though, she knew just what to do with the condom I'd just filled. 

My head was still spinning. I felt thoroughly confused and dazed as Beth pulled herself away from my face. I felt filthy, disgusting, as if Beth's musky ass was all over my face, in my hair...and maybe it was. I could certainly smell its dirty erotic scent, along with the slick, slimy, pungent tang of John's huge load. He had really blown jizz up inside her; I could still see the cream leaking out of her as Beth slid her legs around and pulled me up onto the bed alongside her. 

She had her hand down quickly; she pinched off the condom and caught it neatly before it could slip off naturally as my cock softened. To my surprise, then, she clutched it between the thumb and forefinger of her right hand while, with her left, she unceremoniously pushed me off of the bed. I landed hard on my knees, stunned and surprised.

John had stretched out on the bed behind her. He propped himself up on his elbow, watching with that big savage grin on his face as Beth leaned forward and grabbed me by the hair, tipping my head back. 

"Here, slave. I know how precious this is to you. So precious you just had to lap it all out of my asshole. How did that taste, slave?"

I tried to pull back, but Beth had her hand in my hair.

"Open!" she shrieked.

This time it wasn't just her Domme Voice; it was her "You're going to Get it!" voice. 

It scared the hell out of me, and my mouth opened without a thought.

Next thing I knew, Beth had placed the end of the condom just past my lips and tipped the end upwards. 

The warm slime ran into my mouth.

She forced my mouth closed with her palm on my chin while she squeezed her fingers along the length of the condom.

My warm jizz ran into my mouth in a building flow.

She made eye contact with me as she milked it out of the condom and onto my tongue. 

The vicious heat in her eyes told  me I should not pull back.

I was so afraid of Beth's rage that I stayed there, letting her milk it. I let her squeeze the whole condom into my mouth. Then I tried to swallow.

My throat closed up against the slimy texture and pungent tastes as I made the attempt to gulp it down.

There was the sharp, sickly, rubber scent and taste mingled up with the musky filth of my own jizz.

I could not believe I had splooged so much on my second load. I had really built it up, I guess, watching my wife get buttfucked by John...

It wasn't easy, but I finally managed to swallow my own cum.

The whole time Beth was forcing me to eat my own cum, John snuggled up behind her, kissing her neck and rubbing up against her back.

Once Beth was satisfied that the condom was empty, she pulled it out of my mouth, balled it up, and held it out for me.

Instinctively, I took it.

"Throw it away, slave. And keep that jizz in you next time, at least long enough to put your dick inside me, if you ever get the chance again. Which doesn't seem likely."

I got up and went to the nearest garbage can -- on the far side of our bedroom.

When I came back, I saw my wife and her lover making out.

John's cock was already hard and in Beth's hand.

Obviously, John didn't have the trouble getting erect that soon after shooting his load.

I felt all the more humiliated.

They weren't just kissing. They were already in the midst of a full-on make-out session. John's big hands were all over Beth's body. He caressed her tits and ran his fingers down to her pussy.  His tongue delved deep in her mouth. His free hand quickly slid into my wife's hair and started to pull it. Beth loves that. I've never been very good at it.

When John's right hand wasn't rubbing her pussy or caressing her tits, it rose and fell, smacking her ass. When his left wasn't pulling her hair, it was cradling her face in a gesture of dominance. 

The more times he spanked her and pulled her hair, the more urgently Beth reached to fondle his now fully hard cock.

It was erect, ready to fuck, rubbing up against her thigh as John forcibly turned Beth onto her side. He cuddled up against her in a spoons position.

His dick was so huge that when it pushed up between my wife's cheeks, the tip of it reached the small of her sharply-arched back.

Beth looked deep in his eyes as she said: "You know, a quick shower would clean that thing up, and we could start it all over again, you know, missionary... you could fuck me in the cunt again... bareback..."

But then, as she did, she moaned softly and seemed to have second thoughts.

John's answer, and her response, told me that he could practically read my wife's mind.

He pulled her hair with one hand, grabbed her hip with the other, and guided her butt a little ways up his shaft, guiding her onto his dickhead again.

"Or I could just fuck you in the ass again," he said.

"Yes, Master." I shivered to hear my wife call John "Master." She barely knew him! But the word had an infinitely powerful ring to it... and with the way Beth was acting toward John, what could he be except her Master?

And if he was her Master, now... for tonight or forever...

...what did that make me?

John's hand loosened on Beth's hip so she could show him what a good girl she was. Beth responded exactly the way John must have anticipated. She lifted her ass and rubbed John's cock up in her crack. She zeroed in on her asshole, so wide open and wet from my tonguing. I had licked away all the lube and cum, I guess....but Beth clearly wanted it. 

She pushed John's cockhead up against her rear hole.

She looked surprised when she tried to force herself onto it, as if she couldn't believe how big it was... or how good it felt.

"Oh, Master," she purred. "You always know what's best."

Always? This was their first time together!

But I had to admit, it seemed clear there would be plenty more.

A quick, vicious glance at me told me that Beth had just barely remembered that I was there in the first place. 

"What are you standing there for?" she hissed. "Kneel. Watch how a real man does it. Watch how a real man fucks me in the ass, slave."

If I hadn't just blown two loads...I would have been rock-hard in an instant. The fire in her eyes excited and terrified me. I took my wife's orders. I meekly obeyed. I didn't walk. I dropped to my knees. I got on all fours and I crawled.

"Good slave," she breathed as she pushed herself onto John's cock.

I expected it to go in a little easier this time, but then, I'd licked up plenty of lube. They didn't add any.

So, if anything, Beth had to work even harder to get it in her.

That didn't stop her. She wanted it.

By the time she was fully impaled on John's cock, I was half-hard again. I stroked my sad cock and watched as the two lovers locked urgently in their illicit tryst on our marital bed.

Tears ran from my eyes, but I never stopped stroking my half-erect dick.

This time, though, I wouldn't cum without permission.

And I knew I wouldn't get permission till I had my tongue buried deep in Beth's cummy asshole.

That's how it would go... throughout that long night, and the many nights to come.

John's first night with Beth and me was just the start.

There were many nights of cuckoldry before us.
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No Show by Brett Olsen

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

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

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

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

That's how it works.

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She switched on the webcam.

###

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress Kalinda gave a vicious, wicked sort of laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And whether the fans were.

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

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

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

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

Kelly's phone rang.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

###

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sounded ready to fuck.

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

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

Kelly said: "What are your measurements again?"

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

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

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

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

Kelly's phone chimed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The emphasis on "working" was obvious.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, my wife sat on my face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Go get the lube."

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

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

"You know I do, Troy said."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I crawled to the camera and turned it off.

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

Damn!

It looked like my clever wife had turned a no-show into an earner...
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Good Impression by Amber Collins

I've got a date with Ramon tonight, and I feel exceptionally cruel toward my husband. Not because I don't love Kyle, and not because I’m angry at him. I do and I’m not. I feel cruel toward him because that's what he craves, when I date other men. That's what he needs. That's why I let him help me get ready.

First, I let him shower with me. I let him shave my legs. He gets down on his knees and lathers my legs up. He shaves them gently, delicately, carefully, his hand sure on the razor. He does a far better job than I could; at the end, my legs are deliciously smoothed.

Then I make him shave my pussy.

"It's a first date," I say. "I want to make a good impression."

"Yes, Mistress," he says. He obediently lathers up my small, trimmed thatch of pubic hair. He shaves it carefully, giving my lips a once-over, too, until my pussy is smooth. 

His hand is confident, but I can tell he's terrified of slipping and cutting me. If he does, maybe he's worried I'll order him into the punishment room for a good, hard, long whipping before my date.

But that's the last thing I need. Even less than razorburn or a little cut on my pussy-lips. Working myself up into a sweat whipping my husband, just before I dress up to fuck another man? That would be madness. 

Well... no, not the last thing I need. Not with Ramon. My friend Vanessa already went out with him once. She told me what Ramon's into... so I'm going to take extra steps to make a good impression. Every man likes a freshly-shaved pussy... but some men have particular tastes beyond that. Tastes that require me to take extra steps, given what Vanessa told me about Ramon's length and girth.

Ramon likes anal, you see. He wants a nice tight ass around his cock. I doubt he'd expect such a thing on our very first date... but then, I'm not a typical date for a man like him, am I? I want to make a good impression. I want him to know what a dirty girl I am.

I unhook the enema nozzle from its rack beside the shower head. I turn off the water and lower myself to my hands and knees, thrusting my ass up and looking back over my shoulder to savor the shocked look on poor Kyle's face. Normally, I only use the enema nozzle for him. I make him clean out before I strap-on fuck him. But I don't think any of my cocks compare to the size of Ramon's.

I don't know, though... I mean, pictures can lie. I've seen plenty of pics of Ramon's cock, but Vanessa says it's even bigger than pictures make it seem. That doesn't seem possible.

I ask Kyle, "Why do you look so surprised, slave? You want me to make a good impression, don't you?"

Kyle says, "Yes, Mistress."

"Then fluff me back there. Use your tongue first. Lick my asshole for a while, baby. Get me good and relaxed. And then you can lube it up for the nozzle. Make me all clean, inside and out. Ramon has a really big dick, slave. Vanessa told me... it's huge. He's going to really get in there. Clean me out good. Tongue first, slave... then hose."

Kyle's eyes are wide. I push my ass back into his face and say, "Make sure you get that tongue in good and deep, Kyle. I'm not taking any of your excuses this time."

Kyle says breathlessly, "Yes, Mistress."

He's already rock-hard; I can feel his erect little dick rubbing against my calf as he spreads his legs, bending down awkwardly. The shower isn't quite big enough to accomplish this comfortably... but it doesn't matter. Kyle's just flexible enough to make it work. 

He gets his mouth down to my ass and starts to lick. His tongue works its way up and down in my crack, going slowly, seducing my hole.

It feels good. If there's one thing my husband knows how to do, it's kiss my ass.

When he finally pushes his tongue into my hole, I’m more than ready for it, and it feels good.

I let him lick me for a long time, wholly aware that I’m pushing my luck on the time I'm supposed to meet Ramon at the restaurant. That's okay, I figure... it heightens the anticipation. If I'm a little late, Ramon will forgive me. Especially with what special services I’m planning on giving him tonight. I think he'll end the evening with a smile on his face. And I know I'll end the night with a smile on mine.

And Kyle's face will end the night with my ass on it, again, right back here in our apartment... not in the shower, but in our bed. I never spend the night; I always come home from my dates with other men. I come home because Kyle wants me when I'm dirty. He likes to soothe my stretched, anguished pussy when it's been fucked hard and filled up. And now, he'll get to do the same to my ass. It's been far too long since I made him do that.

I wiggle my butt in pleasure as I feel Kyle eating my ass with increasing fervor. He loves my ass. How many times did he beg me to let him take it? He would beg and whine and plead. "Just let me put the head in... just let me put in one finger... just the pinky... just let me stick it in halfway..."

When I finally cuckolded him and started to fuck other men on a regular basis, it gave me such sadistic pleasure to give it up to them... John first, then Deshaun, then Martin. 

But in the last year, I've slacked off. I haven't been doing anal as much as usual. I think it's 'cause I went bareback. I've been craving naked dick in my pussy, I guess. Once you feel that inside you... it's hard to say no.

But that's what Ramon is into. He likes anal. Vanessa said he worshipped her ass for an hour and fucked her so good she saw stars. She says she lost track of how many orgasms Ramon's huge cock gave her. And Kyle knows what I know... that taking big dicks in my ass makes me cum hard. In a way that his mouth just can't do.

Before I cuckolded him, Kyle begged for me to "try" anal for years. I lied and told him I was too tight back there. I told him I'd never done it... when, in fact, I had. Quite a bit, actually. But it was more fun to make Kyle beg. I called him a pervert for wanting that. I teased him. As our relationship progressed, I had an easy solution. Whenever my husband would ask me to do anal, I'd give it to him... every time that he asked, I'd tell him to bend over.

I guess when I found out he wanted me to cuckold him, it just came naturally. It all made sense.

Now, when he begs me for anal, I say even crueler things than before. I always tell him, why would I bother, with his little cock? I probably wouldn't even feel it. It doesn't make much sense, with how I said I was "too tight" before. But Kyle believes it, and that's what matters. It makes his little dick hard, and that's enough for me.

I moan as Kyle's tongue works deeper in my asshole.

I tell him, "Vanessa said if I give Ramon my ass on our first date, he'll keep me on speed dial. I already told you how big she says his cock is... so I already know I want him to keep me on speed dial. You know what a slut Vanessa is! So she'd know, darling, wouldn't she?"

"Yes, Mistress," Kyle murmurs, his tongue making wet sounds in my ass as the warm water cascades over my shoulders.

Finally, I've had enough. If I let him do me much more with his tongue, I'm going to need to get off. I already want to. I've still got to drive to the restaurant, right? If I keep going, I'm barely going to be able to walk, I want it so bad.

So I tell him, "All right, darling," I say. "You've had as much ass as a sissy like you gets. Put it in me." 

I laugh savagely. "No, not your dick, sicko! As if! Put the nozzle in, pervert."

I know he's not even thinking I might mean that he can put his dick in me... no, I've trained him too well. In two years, I've taught him to know that I'll always take other men's cocks over his. And on the extreme rare occasions when I do let him fuck me... I always make sure he eats me afterwards.

Kyle lubes up the nozzle and inserts it gently. I breathe deeply as I feel him sliding the silver nozzle home.

I reach out, turn on the water... warm but not hot, very low pressure to start with, then higher as I feel my bowels filling and stretching around the increasing volume of water. I've been basically fasting for a day now, based on Vanessa's recommendation. After I decided I was really in the mood for some deep, hard, rough anal... Vanessa said that she couldn't give any higher recommendation than Ramon. And so she gave him my number. It didn't take him long to call me, so I think she might have dropped a hint. It took even less time after our initial conversation for him to text me pics of his cock.

If anything, it seemed like Vanessa underestimated. But then she told me, "No, it's even bigger than it looks." I guess I'll find out tonight if that's true."

Now, here I was... filling my bowels up with water in anticipation of taking his cock in my ass.

"You know why I'm doing this," I groan as Kyle continues to kiss my buns. HE reverently worships my buttocks as the water fills me inside. "It's because Ramon likes anal... a lot. I'm going to give him my ass tonight. I mean, I barely know him... I've never even met him in person. But some men, you just know. You know?"

He whines, "Yes, Mistress," his breath warm on my butt.

I laugh cruelly. "That's how it was with you, darling. When I saw how small you are, I knew I would eventually cuckold you. I knew I would cuckold you and deny that sad little dick of yours, forever."

"Yes, Mistress," he says. He knows it's not true... I know it's not true... but it doesn't matter. It's part of the fiction we live together. It's part of the game we play."

"I knew from the moment I touched that pathetic thing, I would need other men to satisfy me. It just took me a few years to realize it. Lucky for you, that turned out to be what you'd always secretly wanted. Didn't it, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress," he tells me.

"Ooooh!" I gasp. "I think I’m full." I turn off the water. "Take it out and help me up, slave..."

Kyle says, "Yes, Mistress," and starts to work the nozzle out of my butt. When it pops free, I'm so full I need his help to get out of the shower and over to the toilet.

As it turns out, I'm even fuller than I thought I was.

But then again, isn't that appropriate? That's how Vanessa says it's going to be later, when I bend over and spread my cheeks for Ramon, and say, "Please, baby, fuck me in the ass..."

Kyle watches everything. He holds a towel up, waiting for me to be ready for it.

I smile at him as I get up and dab off my open, clean asshole. The memory of his hot, wet tongue fills me with pleasure.

I let my slave dry me. I caress his smooth face and kiss him on the nose.

"Help me get dressed," I say. "I want to wear something that shows off my ass. I want to make a good impression."

Kyle says, "Yes, Mistress," and follows me on his hands and knees as I return to the bedroom to dress. It's going to be a hot night, and I'm more than ready for it. So is Kyle.
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Midnight Ride by Kendra Jarry

She's angry and horny tonight. She's really going to make you work to please her and you know, as usual, you'll still be found lacking. You're down on your knees, sucking Mistress's cock. You love the way she chokes you with it, slaps you with it, humiliates you with her dick. You love the way Mistress rides you at midnight. You love the way she can make you suck her cock for hours...and still want to hurt you more.

You're dressed in the way she's decided will most humiliate you. Your pink tube top is a forgotten ball under your Mistress's messy bed. Mistress's collar feels snug and comforting around your throat. Your tits hang heavy in the strapless bra. Your feet ache from your pink high heels. Your little silver sequined skirt is pulled up to your waist -- and that's where it will stay until she's done with you. Your stay-up white stockings are already bagged at the keys, and sport several rips. You know those stockings will only get worse before the end of the night. Your filmy pink panties stretch tight across your swollen cock. Your hair has grown long enough that she doesn't have to make you wear a wig; that's nice for her, because now she can pull your hair as she makes you suck her cock. Your hair is messed up, now, because she's been pulling it for a long time -- pulling it, slapping your face, berating you for not sucking her deep enough. Your makeup is ruined. You're a mess, but then, you always were.

You and the bed aren't the only things messy in the one-bedroom loft. Mistress greeted you for your eleven-thirty appointment with that "freshly fucked" look she knows you love. It humiliates you, and that's what she likes. She was wearing nothing but a skimpy pink silk robe and her cock -- the big one, the one that always makes you choke. She met you at the door.

"Skirt up," she ordered you. "Panties down."

You obeyed, lifting your skirt and dropping your pink panties to your knees. You showed her your humiliatingly locked-up cock. She took the key from the chain around her neck. She fitted it into the padlock. She unlocked it. She took off the chastity tube and sniffed it.

She said: "Nice and ripe this week, slave. Lick it clean as you crawl to the throne."

You dropped to your knees and obeyed, crawling awkwardly on your knees and one hand while, with the other hand, you held the ripe chastity tube to your face. You wash meticulously, but it's always a little bit dirty by the time you see your Mistress. You crawled after her as she sat in her favorite chair -- her "throne" -- and watched you with contempt.

When you reached your place on your knees before her, you meekly handed hand her the chastity tube.

She took it, sniffed it, said, "Good slave. Now...what would you like to do tonight?"

"Suck your cock, Mistress."

"That can be arranged. But that's just the start...you know that, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress."

You could smell her. Her odor was intense; she smelled good, but powerful. Sweat, musk, pussy, cock, cum. She's more than just aromatic; she's positively ripe.

Mistress opened her pink robe, grabbed the back of your head and shoved your face into her crotch. You took her silicone cock in your mouth, tasting how dirty it was.

Once you started sucking, you could really smell the scent of sex all over her. Mistress has clearly been "used" tonight, by some other man, or maybe even more than one. 

That makes you even more eager to please her.

You know she fucks other men..."real" men, who only pay women for sex, not for pain. You've seen her ads under the "escorts" section in the same weekly paper where you found her under "alternative services." You know that you'll never get the former from her, just as "real" men who pay to fuck her would never even dream of paying her for this kind of treatment. A real man doesn't need to be forced to wear panties and makeup and ordered to his knees to suck a woman's filthy strap-on cock. 

But you're not a real man, are you? This is what you need; this is what you deserve; this is what she gives you. This is all you'll ever get from her, for money, and you're lucky she even gives you this.

Mistress's stink is all over you. This week it's a serious musky ripe smell, not the usually mild smell of her body and her perfume and her pussy. No question about it; it's a sex-smell. You can smell other men on her, other men's sweat all over her. Sometimes she lets her regular clients do her bareback for extra money, so there may even be a load of cum down beneath her harness, percolating in her cunt and making her wet. The scent is all over you: Her stink, and another man's smell. Your face reddens as you suck her dirty cock. It tasted filthy when you started -- musky, unwashed, soiled. Where did she put it before you showed up? You're just glad she didn't fuck you in the ass before making you suck it; she does that sometimes. She loves to humiliate you in every way...and that's what you're here for.

That's what the $2,000 on her nightstand is for...because this is the eleventh session since she collared you as her money slave. You pay ten weeks in advance. The first ten weeks were $1,500. Now, Mistress has raised her price. This round of "training" is $200 a week, and you know you still won't get so much as a handjob.

Time passes slowly and agonizingly as she roughly fucks your face. You're not in the habit of glancing at the clock during your sessions, but you know it must have been over half an hour, now, deep into the usual fifty-minute length of your sessions. But her sessions, lately, don't last fifty minutes or even an hour. You're her money slave, now, not just her client, and she takes you as long as she wants you. She loves degrading you as much as you love being degraded. You love everything about the way Mistress hurts and humiliates you with her cock and her cunt. You love the way she forces it down your throat, screaming at you to take it like her little bitch. You almost shoot your load in your panties, you're so turned on. You manage to keep your hips from moving so the head of your dick doesn't rub against the soft satin fabric. You know if it does, you'll squirt. You've been ordered not to cum, and you know if you do, she'll make you sorry. You barely manage to hold off; you're right on the edge, this turns you on so much. You love the humiliation, the pain...you love all of it, almost as much as you hate it. And hating it makes you love it that much more.

Your throat is aching and raw. You work it up and down desperately. You try to press the base of the dildo against her pubic bone, forcing it against her clit. You want to get her off so you can get some breathing room.

That makes her very unhappy with you. She hates it when you try to make her cum, like you're trying to end her little game. Mistress screams and sends a new volley of leather down against your ass. Her whip sizzles on your skin. "In and out," she tells you. "In and out. I'm fucking your face, not being made love to, whore. You're my cocksucking bitch, not my boyfriend."

You go back to sucking it in and out, your head working up and down violently. You know she can't possibly be feeling any physical pleasure from this. Sometimes she wears a second dildo in her harness, but she isn't wearing it tonight. Sometimes she wears an egg-shaped vibrator, the controller-power pack tucked into the waist strap of the harness. Sometimes she keeps a big, plug-in vibrator nearby, so she can grab it when she's ready to cum. But she doesn't have either dildo or vibrator today. That makes you wary. She doesn't want to cum. She just likes watching you suck cock. And you know she can last forever before she gets tired of seeing you gag yourself on her strap-on.

It wasn't as big a deal when she only let you stay for fifty minutes. But now, you're not just a client. You're her money slave. She makes you stay for as long as she wants you. That's why she makes you come late -- ten p.m., usually. She's a night person, and she gets horny after midnight. A few weeks ago, she kept you here all night. It wasn't till the sun came up that you stumbled out of the warehouse building with your asshole aching and your buttocks stinging, tottering in your high heels. You had to race past your landlady so as not to let her recognize you; nobody knows you cross-dress. If they did, you'd be mortified.

But it's not morning yet, and it won't be any time soon. Tonight, she wanted to see you at 11:30, and Mistress seems eager to keep you here for a long, long time. You don't have anything to say about it. You're her money slave. You're her cumslave. You're her bitch slave. You're her late-night back-door "regular." You stay till she's done with you, and that's that.

The big grandfather clock in her living room chimes midnight. Each chime sounds like a death bell.

Mistress grabs your long hair and pulls your face off her cock. Slap, slap, hard, more bells ringing in your head. Drool runs all over your chin; you can feel the sticky lipstick and mascara as it mingles with your tears. Then she forces you down on the bed with your arms spread behind you. She pulls the strap of her harness to the side, so her cunt is exposed. You see it glistening; you smell the sharp musky odor of cum. You realize she's seen one of her "boyfriends" today -- maybe just before you left. She does that sometimes, scheduling a sex session with one of her boyfriends, or even a $300 "date" with one of her "clients" -- the ones who want sex instead of degradation, like you do. Or maybe they're just the ones who can afford $300 instead of the $150 she charges to beat the shit out of you and humiliate you. Both things are true; you only pay Mistress what you can afford. She takes what she gets and dishes love and hate out accordingly. You pay little enough to get hate, pain, degradation, abuse, rather than sex. But the truth is, that's what you want. And the truth is, that's what she really wants to give you. Mistress is, after all, a rampant bitch. You're pretty sure she likes this much more than she likes "regular" sex. Otherwise, why charge you less?

Of course, she'd never admit she likes this more than sex. As she rides your face with her cummy snatch, she laughs.

"Ready to find out what a real man does to a woman?" she purrs.

You whimper, "Yes, Mistress." Your voice is hoarse and thick from having cock shoved down your throat.

She dips her pussy down and forces it all over your mouth, your chin, your nose, your cheeks, your forehead. She takes it nice and slow, laughing at your distress as you squirm underneath her. She enjoys herself, painting your face with her cunt and with her boyfriend's cum.

"You like that?" she sneers. "Wanna guess how many men had me today, slave? I'll give you a hint: it's probably more men than you've ever had women. Or ever will have them. What woman would actually want to fuck a loser like you?"

That can't be true, you think. You've been to bed with seven women, and Mistress knows that. This feels like a lot of cum pouring out of her snatch -- but it can't possibly be cumloads from seven men. Besides, don't prostitutes usually use condoms? You chide yourself internally as you choke on the taste of the strangers' cum and of Mistress's rank, unwashed cunt. You're not supposed to think of your Mistress as a prostitute. A whore, maybe, but even that seems irreverent. What she is, you tell yourself as she forcibly rides your face, is a Goddess. She deserves to get all the cock she desires, and then some. She deserves whatever she wants. If that makes her a whore, or if she's a whore because she takes money for sex, well...so be it. You're far lower, and that's why you get to clean her up afterwards.

Seven men it is, then...you decide to believe it. Seven men's cum is pouring all over your face, into your forced-open mouth, while you try to lick. She doesn't let you get a tongue-hold, though; she just rubs her pussy all over and grabs your hair again to make you hold still. She squeezes your jaw and forces your mouth open, squeezes her pussy. Seven men, you decide. There are seven loads of cum pouring you’re your tongue. That's more men than women you've fucked. More men have had Mistress today than you've ever had women.

You've been with seven women, a pathetic total for a man your age. You've fucked seven women, and you've also been with six dominatrixes. Mistress is only the latest of the latter category. She's the latest, and by far the best. You've never been as hard in your panties as you are right now. You've never wanted sex with a woman as much as you want it with her. But you know she'll never give it to you, which might be why you want it so bad. Hell, she never gives you handjobs anymore. You have an orgasm once a week, like clockwork, but not till the end of a session -- and then, it's done with your own hand. In the beginning, you got a tug job at the end of each session, provided that you tipped her properly. When she informed you that she was going to collar you as her money slave, the tug jobs stopped. The price rose from $100 to $150 an hour -- fifty minutes in an hour, just like a therapist. She ordered you to pay her for ten weeks in advance if you didn't want to be banished from her dungeon.

You came up with the money. On that day that you handed over 15 $100 bills, Mistress padlocked her collar around your throat and her chastity tube around your dick. That was ten weeks ago, and this is your eleventh paid-for session. That's why there's $2,000 instead of $1,500 in an envelope on her nightstand; Mistress upped the price for the next ten sessions.

But the rules remain the same. 

She owns you. You're her money slave. Her little feminized bitch money slave. You pay for the privilege of being her pain whore, her camwhore, her humiliation whore, wearing panties and makeup on your knees. The collar comes off when you leave her dungeon. The chastity tube comes off when you enter it.

You see her once a week...and if you're very, very good, she'll let you jack it at the end. But when you're not with her, you can't jerk off. You can't even get hard -- not without pain. 

Each week, you prepare for your session with Mistress by dressing up the way she insists. You wear panties and stockings and a skirt and high heels. You wear a tight strapless bra stuffed with two bags of rice, with rubber-bands forcing the tips into nipples. Over it, you wear a tube top. Tonight, your skirt was shiny silver sequins -- it's now a little circlet around your waist, tight at the belly she's been making you trim down and tone at the gym. Your tube top tonight is baby pink, so you almost looked naked from the waist up. It was skimpy you had to keep pulling it up as you walked the several blocks through the respectable suburban neighborhood from your apartment to your car, as you drove the ten minutes to Mistress's loft in the warehouse district, as you circled the block seven times before parking your car in a distant space, as you walked the several blocks from the nearest parking space, dodging the interested looks of gay guys out for drinks, who would never have wanted to fuck you if you were dressed like this, but were clearly interested in seeing you undressed. It was humiliating.

Now, you're eating another man's cum -- seven men, maybe, seven guys who have fucked Mistress today. She takes a leisurely circuit all over your face, dripping, the semen mingling with the spit and ruined lipstick and mascara that already smears it. Your tongue flails up helplessly, seeking her hole, dislodging new rivers of strangers' cum. It's not enough for your Mistress.

She slams her body forward and forces your head hard into the mattress.

She screams at you: "Lick deeper, camwhore! Lick out my cunt! Don't you want that yummy cum?"

You try to say, "Yes, Mistress," but you can't even get a sound out. She's crushing your face.

She yells: "If my cunt isn't good enough for you, bitch, I've got more loads waiting in back!" She laughs. "Just as many guys fucked me there as did me in front. That cum is really deep, though. I'll have to really work to get it out for you..."

Your head reels. She can't be serious. She had seven men in her pussy, and more in her ass? She says it's more men that you've ever had women -- and she knows that you've been with seven women, so that's at least eight men, actually, eight in each hole, or is it the same eight, back for a second round to fuck her ass?

Even as the Cum Mistress for a slutty little cumslave, she wouldn't really expect you to believe that sixteen men fucked her today, eight in front and eight in back...would she? She's just talking dirty, right?

But it doesn't matter to you...she's pushing your buttons, and it makes your cock throb in your little pink panties. You feel the head of your dick grinding against the soft satin material as you work your hips. If you cum in your panties, she'll hurt you, you know. But you can't stop your hips from grinding as she rides your face and brags that she's got more loads up her ass.

"I said lick!" she screams, and leans down hard, fucking your face and smothering you with her cummy snatch. She pushes down so firmly that you feel like your skull is going to crack. She grabs the back of your head and forces it up so she can bring her knees together and pin your face between her legs. Her thighs work like a nutcracker, ready to pop you. It's the most uncomfortable position possible.

You lick deeper, desperate, trying to satisfy her.

Her voice turns affectionate, even caring. "That's good, baby. Eat out that pussy. Lick all those other guys cum out of my slit." She sighs softly, then, for a while. You work your tongue up into her and lick her out like she told you. You drink her...or, rather, you drink the other men, swallowing cum with a pussy chaser. 

Tiny moans start to come out of her painted red lips. But they're not the right noises -- they're not the ones you want to hear. She's getting angry. She crushes your head between her thighs.

You squeal, afraid she's really going to pop your head. As you squirm, your teeth graze her flesh. Without meaning to, you actually bite her. You can't help it, she's pressing so hard. Cunt, hair, flesh, juice, you breathe it into your lungs. You cannot cough. You cannot breathe. As you feel your teeth being forced against her clit, she utters a howl of pain and anger -- but she doesn't let up the pressure. She seems to like the pain; she seems to like the struggle. She's going to hurt you. She wants to hurt you. Your cock throbs in your panties; you're utterly at her mercy.

You want to reach down and stroke your cock through your panties...one last squirt in pink satin, before she ends you. No, you decide. That's ridiculous. She won't really hurt me. I just need to surrender. I'm a willful little bitch, like she always says. I just need to lick her pussy better.

But you can't lick her pussy better, because her thighs are crushing your face, your head; she's smothering you, and all you can do is squirm and wriggle and try to lick -- but you just end up biting, harder, which makes her give an exultant cry of pain as she squeezes you tighter.

"That's the spirit, slave! Who know you had a little struggle in you? Hurt me, bitch...oh, yeah, this is the fun part..."

She squeezes her thighs tighter. You see stars. More stars. Desperate for air, you try to breathe and end up biting into the flesh of her cunt even harder. Instead of air, you get a mouthful of cum and nostrils stuffed with her wiry pubic hair. You need to sneeze. You need to cough. Her thighs and her cum-filled cunt won't let you; they smother you. 

Now she's riding your face, violently, ramming her clit against your nose and your chin; you manage to catch a little air between strokes -- but it isn't enough. You're still seeing stars. She cries out, louder, loving the pain of your teeth and the exultation of facefucking you. She's really giving it to you hard. You try to lick, aiming for her clit, but she's more interested in smacking your chin with her pubic bone. Then she pushes down hard again, smothering you, cutting off air through both your mouth and your nose. You try to lick, but there's not much you can do. The best you can manage is to wriggle your tongue up into her cunt....

Her moans come rhythmically as she rocks atop you. She sounds like she's feeling good. If you can hold out only a second longer...she sounds ready to climax...maybe then she'll ease up....

Your whole world is cunt. Just a second longer, and she'll cum. Then you can breathe. That's when you deserve to breathe. After you've serviced her. 

Far above you, she moans. You her gasping, breathlessly, clearly close to orgasm:

"What's the matter, slave? I thought my cunt provided all the nourishment you would ever need?"

Then she bears down harder on your face, completely smothering you. 

You squeal and wretch as she rides you tight. Your eyes roll back.

Everything goes black.

#

As you come to your senses, you realize she's dragged you over into what serves as the "living room" area -- the one armchair in front of her wide-screen TV. On the TV is a freeze-frame image of Mistress standing in front of her bondage bed in this very loft, nude except for high-heels and stay-up fishnet stockings.

Mistress sits in the armchair beside you. You're curled up on the concrete floor of the converted loft. You've been placed in this position before, when she's plugged her laptop in and shown you pictures of herself fucking other guys. She's even played them as a slideshow while she fucked you in the ass with her strap-on.

But now, she's taken her strap-on off. She's naked except for her knee-high leather boots. Her arms are crossed. Seated in the chair next to you, she sees you're awake.

"Good slave. Get on your knees."

You struggle to your knees. Your stockings are ruined, with big rips in the knees running up the thighs and down the calves. Your tits hang cockeyed in the strapless bra, the pink tube top hanging off. Your dick has left a dark stain on the front of your panties; you hope it's just from going soft when you lost consciousness. You hope she didn't jerk you off while you were out. You very badly need to cum.

Mistress leans over and puts her arm around you. She holds the remote. She points it at the TV and clicks.

The footage starts playing.

"I don't think you believed me when I told you how many guys I had fucked today," she said. "But lucky for you, I've got the rushes right here. Raw footage, slave. It's even got the time stamp. I've got a guy in Santa Barbara who's going to edit it into some footage for Hot Clips -- my girlfriend Sadie tells me I can make a fortune with all-black amateur gangbang clips. But since I already had you scheduled, I figured I should have some fun with it first, right?"

You watch in alternating pleasure and horror as your beautiful Mistress drops to her knees. You see men crowding in -- men with dark skin, bodies ranging from sepia to dark chocolate. There are lots of them. You count four to begin with, as Mistress takes their black dicks in her mouth and sucks them. They're quickly hard. But there are others, off-screen, whenever the camera shakes and moves around to get a better angle.

\

You can't count them. There must be at least a dozen. So she was telling the truth about how many men had her...and she's going to make you eat their jism from her ass, now that you've cleaned out her cunt.

"It was a bitch fitting all those guys in here. I mean, look at this place! It's trashed. But it was worth it. I've gone weeks without cock, slave. I really needed to get fucked." She caresses your shoulder as you watch her taking each dick in turn into her mouth. "Don't worry," she says. "They've all been tested. So have I. This cum is certified safe. Sadie says that black-on-white creampie gangbangs are the best-selling clips she does. And you know me, slave. I’m very anal. So I figured, why not? Double-penetration interracial creampies. Why not?" She laughs happily. "Especially since I've got a little cumslave who loves to clean up. Do you want my ass now, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress," you say as she climbs onto the bed, straddling a big black man lying there. She mounts him, his huge cock sliding into her pussy; another man comes in behind and starts to penetrate her ass.

"You really want to lick my ass, now, slave? Really?"

You nod fervently. What can you say? You've fantasized about this your whole life. It makes your stomach turn and you want to puke to think about actually doing it now, but you can't stop your cock from hardening. More importantly, even if you didn't want it, Mistress would be very displeased. When she asks you if you want something, the only permitted answer is "Yes, Mistress."

"Too bad for you," she says happily, "That you're a very bad slave. Passing out without permission. I don't think I want your disobedient tongue up my ass."

You whimper, "Please, Mistress?"

She lets the footage play for a while.

"No," she sneers. "I don't think so. I've got a better way for you to have a midnight snack."

She gets up from her throne. She leaves you and stalks into the kitchen. You watch the footage as you hear her rummaging in the kitchen cabinets. The action moves quickly. She rides the guy underneath her while the guy atop her fucks her anally. They switch with two other men. By the time Mistress comes back from the kitchen, the video Mistress is on her third pair...six cocks up inside her.

You see she's gotten a silver plate from the kitchen. She holds it up and shows it to you, laughing. You can see your ruined face reflected in it. Your chin glistens with cum and pussy juices. Your lipstick is smeared. Your mascara runs. You look a mess.

"This is a family heirloom," she laughs. "We used to use it for the bread at Sunday dinner. I think it's appropriate way to worship your Goddess, don't you think?"

Miserably, you whimper, "Yes, Mistress." 

She stands in front of the TV and sets the silver plate on the floor. You can see most of the screen through her spread legs. On the screen, she takes on her fourth pair of big black men, fluffing one in each hand and one in her mouth as the men cycle through quickly. 

Mistress crouches over the silver plate, blocking the TV.

She leans over in front of you. She peels back your eyelids and looks into your eyes. A cruel kind of smile plays across her face. She crouches over the silver, lowering her ass almost to the floor. The muscles of her face tense, then relax. Then again.

"Oooh, there's a lot of it up there," she laughs. "She glances over her shoulders. I think you'll like it when they take their turns filling me up. It's hot. I came. I'm not kidding...it was something about having their cum up inside me. It made me orgasm. Don't you think that's funny?"

She takes a long time squeezing her anal muscles and letting cum run from her ass onto the plate. The scent of the cum from her ass is riper, fuller, more humiliating. 

She kisses you as the last of the cum runs out of her ass. Then she stands, gets behind you, and shoves you forward with your face in the plate.

She's all over you before she even knows if you're going to eat it like you've been ordered to. She loves abusing you, so that's what she does. She grabs your hair and forces your face down.

"Open your mouth," she orders you. "Open your fucking mouth. Now!" She slaps your face, spanks your ass. Her thumb pries open your lips.

You give in to the pressure and open your mouth. You start to lap the cum off the silver plate. You taste the musky ripeness. It tastes dirtier than the jism from her cunt. She sees your eyes flickering up toward the screen. Mistress steps aside and knees beside you, so she can pull your face up and make you watch as the first man unloads in her ass.

"Oh, yeah, that's it," she says. "Look at the time stamp! Less than two hours ago." She laughs. "This stuff is nice and fresh. Wait till you see the final time stamp on the very last cumshot. Then you'll know it's really fresh."

Her fingers are ice cold as she forces your mouth open and shoves you back down onto the silver plate. You gag, but manage to start licking, lapping up the cum. There certainly is a lot of it.

She rubs her fingers over your lips. The slimy texture and musky taste is overwhelming. Your nostrils are full of her cunt, her ass, her pay-for-play lovers' cum.

"You're not getting it all," she says. "Bad slave!" She runs her fingers over the plate and works them into your mouth, leaving drippings on your lips. She smears these in, like lipstick. She laughs.

You choke again as you swallow more cum.

"You need something to wash that down with?" she sneers.

"Yes, Mistress," you say miserably, knowing there can always only be one answer to that question from her.

She rolls you onto your back. She crouches over you, and you think she's going to ride your face again...which you know would be unsanitary; her glorious cunt -- the cunt you'll never have -- could get an infection if she lets you eat her cunt now. But she doesn't. Instead, she places her cunt just above you, spreads her lips with her fingers, and relaxes her bladder. The hot trickle shoots into your mouth. Quickly, it becomes a stream. She shoots it deeper into your mouth. She strokes your throat like she's pilling a cat. You swallow. You gulp. You gulp more. She brings

She pulls you back up to your knees. Piss and cum dribble down your chin. 

"You shouldn't eat lying down," she says. "It's bad for the digestion." She rubs her fingers all over the slimy plate, which still has some cum on it. She pushes her fingers into your mouth. You lick them clean. Then she shoves you forward and drags you down by the hair. Eating it from the plate directly is more humiliating than eating it from her cunt, or even than eating it from her ass would be. It's far worse than just licking it off her fingers. Having to taste the musky, ass-flavored cum mingled with the sharp salty taste of her piss is the worst of all...but you do it. You kneel, knees spread wide for balance. As you eat up the rest of the cum and lick the plate clean, she kneads your swollen balls gently. 

"Eat slowly," she orders you. "Make sure you enjoy your food."


Soon, the plate is licked clean. She rolls you over onto your back again, and gives you another drink -- a hot stream of piss in your open mouth. Much of it runs over your face...but that's why Mistress's loft has a concrete floor, right?

You swallow. The taste of cunt, cum and piss is all over you.

Your nuts still ache and your eyes are dim when she pulls you back up to your knees.

Then she turns around and parts the white cheeks of her ass.

"I guess you've earned a little taste," she says. "Besides, I'm out of toilet paper, so I'll have to use the cheap stuff. Isn't that what you want, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress," you say pathetically.

You lower your face to her crack. Your tongue slips into her. You lick deeply, cleaning her off. The taste of cum and ass are stronger here. You suck the last drops of cum out of her smooth, wide-opened asshole. You can see the screen from the corner of your eye. Men are lining up to fill Mistress's holes up with cum. She's on the bed, bent over doggy-style, as they alternate filling pussy and ass. Then the camera zooms in to show her twin holes filled with cream.

You hear the raw sound of Mistress's voice from the TV speakers: "Guess I'll have to make my boyfriend lick me clean when he gets here!" The time stamp at the moment she says that is 11:05...less than a half an hour before you knocked on her door.

She lets you rim her deep for a while as you watch the video footage. You taste still more cum. Her asshole is slimy deep inside. There's also the sharp, sickly-sweet taste of lube...lots of lube. The smell of her piss is all over you as you eat out her ass. She moans softly in pleasure and giggles a little bit when it tickles.

Then, your heart pounds as you hear her phone ringing.

She leans over, reaches out and grabs it. "Did I tell you to stop?" she hisses? You keep licking as she reads the text. Then she laughs.

"One of my booty calls," she says. "I think I might be done with you, slave. Unless you want to stay, of course." She laughs. "It wouldn't 

You gulp. You can't believe what you say next...but you haven't had your "release" yet. You're hungry for sex, still...driven mad with lust by the intense humiliation.

So you say, "If it please you, Mistress...I'll stay."

She laughs. "To watch, or to show me how much you love me?"

Your heart quickens. You know what she means. "Show me how much you love me" means something you've always dreaded doing. But you've always known the day would come.

"If it please you, Mistress...please let me show you how much I love you."

Her eyes widen. You can tell you've pleased her.

"That sounds like sex," she tells you with a sneer. "What if I make you pay for another full session?"

You nod. "Of--of course, Mistress. Whatever you desire."

"Another sex session, slave. Not this discount rate I give you for abuse. I mean $300, same as my daytime clients pay. Only they pay to fuck my pussy." She laughs. "If you stick around, you'll be the one getting fucked. Is that what you want, slave?"

You feel like you're in a trance. You can't believe you're doing it, but you nod. You know there's only one answer to that question from your Mistress.

You say, "Yes, Mistress."

"Well...that can be arranged," she says.

Your glassy eyes follow Mistress as she walks over and sits in her throne.

She snaps her fingers at you, and points across the apartment.

"You know where the shower is. Get your filthy whore body cleaned up and come back here for further abuse, slave. There's a new toothbrush on the counter. Make sure you use lots of mouthwash. The last thing I want is your cum-eating, ass-eating mouth anywhere near my cunt...or my boyfriend's cock. Hell," she adds with a laugh. "I think this guy might be bi. He may even want to kiss you!"

You tremble.

"Would you like that, you little slut?"

As with everything from Mistress's lips, there's only one answer.

"Yes, Mistress," you say.

"Then get your filthy whore mouth cleaned up, cumslave."

You know better than to stand up. You crawl. 

"Oh, and...slave?"

"Yes, Mistress?"

"I put out some fresh mascara and lipstick for you." She laughs. "There are fresh stockings in the top drawer. And when you put that bra back on, don't forget your titties."

"Of course, Mistress. Thank you."

When you glance back at her from the door of the bathroom, you see that she's restarted the raw footage of her gangbang. She's watching it. Her legs are spread. In her hand, she holds the dildo you were sucking earlier. She puts it up to her snatch and shoves it in. With one hand she works it in and out of her cunt while she watches the footage. With her other hand, she rubs her clit frenetically. She moans.

You crawl to the shower. It's going to be a very long night.


"Lick Deep and Drool" first appeared as part of Honeymoon in Bondage. Renaissance E-books, 2011. Copyright © 2011 by the author. This version is Copyright © 2014 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved. 

Lick Deep and Drool by Tracy Fox

"Hello there, driver," said Rachel Chandler, the new Mrs. Stanley Chandler, as she stuck her head through the opening. "What's your name?"

"Mitch," said the driver.

"Pleased to meet you, Mitch -- ohhhhhh, yes!" The bride moaned. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her red-painted mouth popped wide open; she surged forward against the seat and some of her blonde hair scattered across Mitch's face. She moaned more shamelessly, growing obviously excited. Her cheeks were flushed. Her green eyes sparkled.

"I'm Rachel," she said. "Rachel Chandler, as of a couple of hours ago. Do you like married women, Mitch?"

Mitch had driven enough drunken brides to know he shouldn’t touch that with a ten-foot pole. Yet he just couldn't stop himself. Didn't want to, was more like it.

"Sure," he said. "If they like me. And to answer your question, yeah, like the heavy equipment."

"Really," gasped Rachel. "That's so -- interesting, oh! Oh fuck, mmmmm. You don't mind if we get busy back here, Mitch, do you? It's a long ride to Napa."

"Not at all," he said, keeping his eyes on Highway 37 just exactly as much as was absolutely required. The rest of the time, he stared at Rachel Chandler's tits, which were hanging out of her wedding dress. Mitch did like married women, particularly the freshly-married type. Sometimes they panicked and wanted to do something nasty. When that happened, Mitch was always happy to oblige. Rachel, however, seemed quite satisfied with her husband -- she just wanted Mitch to watch. And watch he did; his eyes roved over Rachel's creamy cleavage as her body undulated, hanging halfway through the partition.

"Not at all," said Mitch, risking his job to give her a little bolder answer. "In fact, I appreciate the show. It is a long ride to Napa. You and your husband do whatever you want back there."

Rachel's eyes had rolled back again. She gasped: "Oh, fuck! Fuck, that feels good! Deeper, darling!" That last part she cried out more loudly, so her husband could hear I, well behind her. Stanley Chandler didn't respond, at least not verbally. He just kept doing whatever he was doing.

And what was that? Was he fucking Rachel? Mitch couldn't see the guy's form behind Rachel. What was he doing to her? Stanley was a pipsqueak, but he wasn't that tiny. Could Stanley really be that much shorter than her that he could actually be fucking her, but Mitch couldn't see his face over Rachel's shoulder? 

Mitch could feel his cock stirring, very much against his will. A few errant strands of the bride's veil draped across his arm, and she was close enough that he could smell her body, dominating the lingering perfume of whatever sorority slut had used the limo back before Mitch started at Brisingamen.

"I can close the partition, Ma'am, if you'd like some privacy," said Mitch, his cock poking uncomfortably against his waistband.

"Please don't," sighed Rachel. "I hope you don't think I'm a bitch, but it kind of turns me on doing it right here, where someone can see -- oh, yes. Right there, darling."

Mitch glanced, shocked, in the rearview mirror, but couldn't see anything more than the bride's pretty face -- and Christ! It was pretty -- and her mane of blonde hair wrapped up with a flowing white veil. Nonetheless, Mitch knew what was happening back there -- something filthy, though specifics could be anything. Was the groom fingering her? Was she sitting on his face? Was he--

"My husband has his tongue up my asshole," she said pleasantly. "God, it feels so good," she sighed. "I love it when he rims me. I like his tongue all the way up there. So deep in my ass that it almost feels like he's fucking me." She laughed. "And that's how it feels when he fucks me, only not as good. Not so wriggly. He's not big, you understand. He doesn't have heavy equipment."

Rachel laughed joyfully. Mitch must have looked shocked.

Rachel asked: "I'm sorry, Mitch, was that too much information? I've had a few champagnes. I guess I'm not good at boundaries. I guess it's the kind of man Stanley is that makes me be that way. You know...girly, submissive, under-endowed. He's wearing panties right now. Was that TMI, again?" Rachel's hot breath hit the back of Mitch's neck. Her blonde hair tickled him. "I can close the partition myself, if you'd like. I'd be disappointed; I do love to show off. But -- oh, fuck! Oh, fuck, that feels good. I don’t want to make you see anything you don't want to see, Mitch. See, or...hear. Uh!" She moaned wildly. Mitch saw her body shifting; she shoved her ass up in the air. Now Mitch could see what was behind her, in the rearview: the fluffy white train of her dress, moving up and down as her hips pumped and her husband desperately tried to keep up with her. She was fucking her ass up and down against her husband's mouth, forcing him to tongue-fuck her ass.

Rachel's arm slid through the partition as Mitch struggled to keep driving safely. Her lips touched Mitch's neck as her fingers slid through the gap between buttons in his tux shirt. She slid her fingers in deep and began caressing his nipple. 

He felt her tongue, warm and wet, against his ear as she spoke. She asked him: "Would you like me to close the partition, Mitch?"

Mitch opened his mouth to say "yes" but just couldn't get the word out.

He kept glancing over to her, arrested by her stunning beauty and the filthy invitation on her face.

"No, Ma'am," he said. "Please don't."

"That Ma'am stuff is sexy," she said. "But didn't I tell you earlier to call me Rachel? Oh! Yes, right there dear... deeper... much deeper... oh, yes."

Mitch was fully hard now, and his heart was pounding.     Rachel was biting her lip, her bright green eyes trained directly upon them.

He tried to focus on the road. It was a light morning on the freeway, and the road to Napa was clear. Most guests took their own cars for longer distances, but some did what the Chandler were doing -- rode the whole way. If Mr. Chandler had had as many champagnes as Mrs. Chandler apparently had, then it was a good thing they weren't the ones driving. And from the way she was acting -- well, she didn't seem drunk at all, just shameless.

"Oh!" gasped Mrs. Chandler. "Oh my God, fingers... I love fingers. And tongues. Hooray for tongues. And--"

"Ma'am," he said nervously. "I could really close this partition if you guys would like to, um..."

"Oh my God, aren't you sweet," sighed Rachel, never taking her green eyes off of his cock as she rocked back and forth. "You mean if we'd like to go all the way."

"That's what I meant, Ma'am, yes."

"That Ma'am stuff again. Is there a regulation against such things? Against my husband... putting... his cock... inside me, back here?"

"Absolutely," said Mitch. "There's a rule against any sexual conduct in the limousines."

"Does anyone ever obey that rule?"

"Almost never," said Mitch. "Except at funerals. Sometimes not even then."

"I don't want to break with tradition, but I can't, you see, Mitch. We don't do that. Ohhh..."

"I'm sorry, Ma'am?"

"Rachel," whispered the bride. She was rocking back and forth as her husband licked her. "Call me Rachel. We don't fuck, Mitch. Me and my husband. It's a... special arrangement. His idea, not mine." She laughed lightly. "Though I've learned to like it. Does that shock you? Oh --" She made a squeaking noise of pleasure. She leaned close. She said in a whisper, like she was telling him a secret, a filthy one: "You're rather hard, Mitch."

"Yes, Ma'am," said Mitch, shifting uncomfortably.

"Perhaps I can do something about that."

"Not while I drive, Ma'am," he grunted. "Please."

"Of course not," said Rachel. "But if you're interested..."

"I'm interested," he heard himself saying, his heart pounding.

"Would you like to hear the arrangement?"

He nodded. His cock throbbed and Rachel snaked one arm through the partition, reaching it down deftly to caress his chest through his too-stiff tuxedo shirt. She unbuttoned one button, slipped her hand in and caressed his nipples.

"Stanley is a cuckold," she said as she stroked him, her lips so close she could kiss and lick his ear between phrases. "Willing and eager. I don't fuck him; I fuck other men while he watches. It was all his idea, I assure you. I thought it was strange at first, but it's rather intoxicating. His primary pleasure in life is to be denied while seeing me satisfied. He does all sorts of things to me... pleasing me. You know what I mean?"

"I believe so," grunted Mitch.

"I completely control his pleasure," she sighed. "His tongue's so deep in my ass right now, Mitch, it feels incredible. And he's got three fingers inside me -- my pussy, I mean. Fuck, I want something more. I want cock. I could cum right fucking now. Except I want to wait. Wanna know what I want to wait for, Mitch?"

As Rachel taunted Mitch, she made love to his ear and began loosening his tie, kissing his neck, pinching his nipples more firmly. She reached down for his cock, but it was just barely -- just -- out of her reach.

"Gimme," she purred, groping for his cock. "Please?"

"Ma'am, you're drunk. You probably shouldn't do anything more."

"Who fucks strangers sober?" laughed Rachel. "Fuck, I bet you're huge. How tall are you?"

Mitch frowned at her. "Six-four," he said, rounding down.

"Fuck," panted Rachel. "Just feeling his little tongue up in me and thinking about how huge you must be...you're proportional, aren't you? I can tell. I've fucked a lot of guys. Half of them right in front of Stanley -- you see, that's how he is. He's a little faggot. He even fluffs. If you want him to." In a lower voice, she asked: "If you want to fuck me, that is. Do you?"

Mitch frowned. "What do you think?"

"I think you haven't said no," she sighed. "You can if you want, you know. You can fuck me...however you want. You don't have a girlfriend, do you?"

"No," said Mitch. "But -- Ma'am," he said. "You're quite drunk. You should stop. This is technically against company policy."

"Technically?" Rachel laughed. "I should think it would be much more than technically against company policy. Doesn't it violate the letter and the spirit?"

Mitch said wryly: "Well, not the spirit, exactly."

Rachel smiled. "So you've done this before?"

Before Mitch could answer, she gasped, purred and squealed, rocking her hips so her ass was shoved back against her husband's face. "Oh, fuck, it's so fucking deep in there, Mitch! You see, I've trained Stanley to lick me just right. I've made him learn how to properly lick my asshole, because his dick's too small to satisfy me. But yours..." She groped for it again, but with her upper body in that awkward position, Mitch's crotch was hopelessly out of reach. "Have you done this before, Mitch?"

"Done what before?" Mitch asked warily.

"Fucked one of your clients," Rachel said. "Oops! I guess I just spilled the beans, huh?" She laughed. "Well? Do you want to?"

Mitch sighed. He decided to go for it. "Yes," he said.

"Yes, you've done it before, or yes--Oh! Oh, fuck, that's it, baby. Eat me out deep. Lick my ass good. Really shove your tongue up in there, baby. Get me nice and wet, baby...mmmmm...." She let out a series of filthy moans as she worked her ass back against her new husband's face. "Do you like to fuck girls in the ass, Mitch?"

Mitch said, "Yes, I've fucked clients before. Yes, I want to fuck you. And yes, I love to fuck girls in the ass. What guy doesn't?"

"My husband does... or he would, if I let him," Rachel purred. "He's fucking me now, but not with his cock. He's just doing it with his tongue, because he's got such an eenie-weenie dick." Her voice got warm and suggestive. "I know you don't have a small cock, Mitch. That's why I requested you."

"You requested me?" he frowned.

She ignored his question and said, "I've heard all about how big your dick is, Mitch. I'm so fucking hot for it. You can put your big, hard cock... anywhere you want," she told him eagerly. "Anywhere. I get filthy when I'm with a real man. Especially when I’m drunk. That was a lot of champagne."

"That's why I'm making my husband give me a rim job," she went on. "I want something dirty for my wedding night. I think you're going to want to fuck me in the ass, Mitch, aren't you?"

"I think so," Mitch growled.

"Good," she panted. "Oh, oh, oh, oh fuck, Mitch, he's really getting me wet for you." At the words "tit-fuck," Rachel had started to work on the top of her wedding dress. A moment later, her huge, firm tits popped out. She squirmed a little bit further through the partition. Mitch felt her tits rubbing up against the side of his face. He had to struggle to keep his eyes on the highway. Thank god it was mostly empty.

A little further through the partition, now, Rachel was able to reach down and grab Mitch's cock through his tuxedo pants. It was rock-hard. She could feel how big he was.

"Should I tell him to keep licking deeper?" asked Rachel. "To get me all open and wet for your dick? Do you want to fuck me in the ass?" She shivered and purred: "In my wedding dress?"

Mitch smiled savagely. "We're almost to the B&B, Ma'am. You've already been checked in."

"Then we can go right to bed?" she asked. "You and me?"

She brushed her hard nipple against Mitch's ear.

"If you like," he said. "And to answer your question, yes. Keep your new husband licking you deep and getting you wet for me." Mitch's big hand slid its way up and stroked the new bride's pretty face.

Then he lowered it to her tits and began to caress them. He wished he could grab her ass, but it was out of reach. Besides, her husband was engaged in important business there. 

"Did you hear that, Stanley?" Rachel Chandler called back to her new husband. "He wants my ass, darling. He wants it. Lick deeper, darling! Lick deep and drool."

Stanley Chandler responded in a muffled groan.

"Yes, Mistress," he cried from between her cheeks.

Mitch pulled the limousine into the B&B parking lot. The second the e-brake was on, he reached up and slid his hand into Rachel Chandler's wheat-blonde hair.

He guided her mouth to his. He kissed her deeply. She kissed him back. Their tongues entwined. Mitch tasted champagne: the complimentary brand that Brisingamen provided.

When their kiss broke, Rachel was panting.

"You really are huge, you know," she said, groping his cock through his tuxedo pants. "I don't know for sure if I can take it. In my ass, I mean, Mitch."

Mitch's hand tightened in Rachel's blonde hair. He grinned.

"You'll take it," he said.

Rachel's bright green eyes widened. She let out a happy laugh and kissed him again. Her tongue wriggled into Mitch's mouth, coaxing his cock into even fuller hardness.

"You think so?" she asked, squeezing his cock. "This whole big thing?"

"Absolutely," he said.

"My husband did lick me really, really deep. He got my ass nice and wet. You can get it in me, can't you?""

Mitch smiled. 

He held the door and carried her over the threshold into the Honeymoon Cottage.

The new groom, his face wet with the juices of his bride's pussy and ass, stumbled along behind them, red-faced and panting excitedly.

Stanley Chandler had really done a bang-up job.
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