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Sharing Gina Ch. 01

Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to.

Chapter 1 - Art of the Deal

Gina was on her knees, naked, and had Tai's big black dick in her mouth, moving her head back and forth, caressing it with her tongue, her hands lovely, tickling his balls. She was so turned on that her pussy was eagerly awaiting when it would be assaulted by Tai again. She almost couldn't believe she was doing this; so much had happened so quickly.

It seems only weeks ago, she was out with a friend for afternoon lunch. Gina noticed her friend Oliva had something black on her ankle; Olivia's high-heeled shoe strap partly covered it. Curious, Gina bent down for a better look, examining it closer, she realized it was a tattoo.

Gina said to Olivia, "You got a tattoo?"

"Yes," he responded with a grin, pulling the leg strap aside to let Gina get a better look at it. "My boyfriend gave it to me."

"Boyfriend?" Gina questioned, "But you have a husband. How can you have a boyfriend? You're cheating on Tom?" Gina could see it was a playing card, Spade, with a Q in the middle. She had no idea what it meant.

Both Gina and Oliva were what you called trophy wives, young, beautiful women who married older, wealthy men. Gina was lucky with Marty; he was 35, only seven years her senior. They got married shortly after she turned 19. Olivia was not as fortunate. While she was able to land a wealthy man, he was in his mid-50s then; he was 64 now, and Olivia was confined to Gina; they hadn't had sex in several years. Tom couldn't get it up anyway.

"Yes, and I love every minute of it. You should meet him; she is quite the charmer," Oliva responded. "Actually, he's here. I wanted you to meet him, and he wanted to meet you. I told him all about you."

Olive beckoned across the room, and a young black man approached their table. He slipped into the booth seat next to Oliva, took Gina's hand, kissed it, and said

"Hi, I'm Tai. It's wonderful to meet you finally. Oliva told me so much about you."

She almost blurted out to Oliva, but he was black, but she held her tongue. Blacks were not common in town. She tried to be polite. Gina always thought of black men as uneducated high school dropouts who either sold drugs or sponged off their black girlfriends who had jobs as store checkout clerks.

Tia seemed different; he was a smooth talker. Before Gina knew it, against her better judgment, the three of them were in a hotel room, Gina naked on the bed, Olivia was French kissing Gina and fondling her breasts, and Tai was giving her oral sex. Gina had an intense orgasm. Before she came down from her high, Tai was inside her, pounding away. His thick 10-inch cock was stretching her pussy to her limits. Her husband wasn't small; he had a good 7 1/2 inches, and you wouldn't think a couple more inches would make that much of a difference. Gina attested otherwise; it felt so good, more so when Tai came inside her. Gina's lunch date turned into a sex date; by the time they were finished, it was late, and she only had time for a quick shower in the hotel room before rushing home before her husband returned home from the office.

Gina promised herself it was a one-time thing; everyone tried new things from time to time, and Marty, her husband, was always trying to get Gina to try something new. Especially in the bedroom. Gina put the whole thing out of her mind, that is, until Oliva called her again next week, wanting to know if she wanted to have another fuck date with Tai. Before she was aware of what she was saying, she answered, "Yes."

Gina arrived at the indicated hotel room and knocked on the door. Tai opened the door wide open instead of a crack, as most people would do--at least in his state of dress. Gina could see Tai was buck naked, not ashamed of it at all. Gina quickly stepped inside, closing the door behind her, fearing someone would see. Looking around, she didn't see Oliva; maybe she was in the bathroom.

"Where's Olivia?" Gina asked.

"It's just us." Tai responded, "I wanted to give you the full attention that you deserve." And give her attention he did; it was again late by the time they finished. Tai wouldn't allow her to wash up and sent her home with the heavy scent of sex on her. She barely had time to take a shower at home before Marty arrived.

Again, she promised herself it was just a phase she was going through now that she had it out of her system. But she did see Tai again. First, it was once a week, then twice, now it was three to four times. Sometimes Oliva would join them, sometimes not, or Tai would invite a friend or three to their encounters. She used the same excuse again and again. She was losing control.

Movie night

Gina and her husband Marty just sat down together on the wraparound sofa for a movie night together--something they had enjoyed doing together for several years. A huge flat-screen television covered the wall, and Marty made buttered popcorn. Gina, a blonde with 36 double D, enhanced tits and had laser hair removal treatments; which Marty paid for. She had not one hair on her body below her neckline. Marty was successful and quite wealthy, which was unusual for the small former coal mining town in northwest Pennsylvania. The unemployment rate was high; most people were just scraping by on government assistance.

Gina asked Marty what the movie was about, but he said wanted to surprise her. They cuddled up together, dimmed the lights, and Marty pressed play on the video. Initially, the lighting was terrible, the camera angle was poor, and the sound quality was static; Gina wondered what kind of movie this was. It was certainly not a recent blockbuster--it looked like some independent homemade film. Heavy breathing was heard, and the sound of bodies slapping together. Gina could see a white woman and a black man having sex on what looked like a motel room. The video was out of focus, the camera moved to get a better angle, and the sound quality started to clear up.

Gina said to Marty, "A Porno? On movie night? Want us to watch porn? You know I don't like this stuff." Gina said disgusted

Gina started to get up, but Marty wrapped his arm around her and pulled her back.

"The good part is coming up," Marty said.

The video came into focus; Gina noticed the phone on the nightstand next to the couple fucking in a missionary position; the woman's legs were spread wide, giving the black man full access to her body. She could not see the faces of the couple yet, but she realized she recognized that case; it had a blue cover with a unicorn on it. Gina started at it in horror and glanced over to her phone sitting on the coffee table in front of the Sofa. It was the same phone as a unicorn; her stomach dropped when the black man on top of the white girl shifted his position on top of the woman, and she could clearly see the face of the woman; it was her.

"Oh god," Gina said.

"I don't believe that's the next line in the video," Marty said

Gina heard herself cry out, "Fuck me, Tai, Fuck me."

Gina said to Marty, "Please turn it off."

"Not a chance," Marty said, holding Gina tighter; "it gets better, a lot better."

The scene changed, it was not a cheap, grainy video anymore, and it was in high-quality video worthy of any quality porno. Gina saw herself on top of Tai cowgirl style, with another black man behind her, fucking her up the ass. The video camera angles changed as the action unfolded, giving the best views of the sex scene unfolding on the screen; she could see it was carefully edited. As she watched the three-some in front of her, the pit in her stomach began to change to one of arousal. After only a few minutes of being forced to watch, she felt her pussy get wet, then her pussy soaked her pants. She shifted her arm so she could get her hand down her pants, she began rubbing her pussy. Gina started to moan softly.

Again, the scene changed. The video showed Gina bent over the side of the bed, with Tai taking her from behind.

The heard herself say, "You fuck so much better than my husband." in the video.

Tai responded, "I want you to get a Queen of Spades tattoo on your ankle."

"I would love to, but you know why I can't. My husband will see it." Gina responded in the video.

Marty pressed pause on the video, and the action stopped. Gina was frozen mid-action with a look of bliss on her face on the video.

Gina snapped out of her daze, "Please, Marty, I can explain." She began, but she knew there was nothing she could say to explain this; she was fucked.

"Save it, Marty," he said in a calm voice. She expected him to be enraged.

Still holding tightly onto his Wife, Marty continued.

"I thought long and hard about what you have done and came up with two options," Marty said.

"The first option is I divorce you with cause. You will get nothing; you will lose this nice house, your jewelry, designer clothes, Mercedes, everything. After I show these videos to your parents and friends, you will be disowned. You can move into the mobile home trailer with young, unemployed Tai Dam and his mother."

Marty paused, letting this sink in.

"My second option is I share you with Tai."

"What?" Gina said, confused.

"Let me finish," Marty said. "You can continue to see Tai and continue fucking him, keeping all of your material possessions, but I get what I want as well, and there will be ground rules."

"First, no more lies; I want to know where you are, who you are with, and what you're doing at all times. There will be tracking devices on your phone, car, if necessary, even you. Your iPhone text messages will also be sent to your iPad so I can monitor them. You will have no privacy anymore; I will install cameras in every room of the house to watch you."

"Second, you will get a tramp stamp. I will specify the design. You will also get your tongue, breasts, belly button, and pussy pierced. I will allow you to get that Queen of Spades tattoo Tai wants for you."

"Third, we will join a swinger site; I will make all the arrangements. We will meet other couples every weekend for full swap sex; I will fuck you whenever I want, and you will fuck whoever I tell you to, no questions.'

"Fourth, you will wear short skirts without underwear. We can put those hair removal sessions you wanted and that I paid for to good use. You will always wear crop tops, showing off your tramp stamp."

"Fifth, you will continue to use birth control. If Tai gets you pregnant, I will divorce you, and you can raise your mixed-race bastard child with Tai."

"Finally, I want to meet Tai to work out our sharing arrangement with him," Marty finished.

Gina was stunned.

"That's the deal: divorce or a sharing arrangement. You can have an hour to think about it, and you can even call Tai and talk it over with him." With that, Marty walked out of the room.

Gina sat on the sofa for a few minutes in a trance. What just happened? She snapped out of it. She didn't think she had any choice, Tai was only 19 years old, and he was a good fuck, but hardly someone that could take care of her in the lifestyle she became accustomed to. It was a trailer trash future for her if she picked divorce, and she knew it.

In a daze, she picked up the phone and dialed Tai. He was surprised to hear from her that evening and more astonished at the offer her Husband made, but he agreed to meet with him.

Marty returned precisely an hour later; "What is it going to be slut?" He asked.

"Please don't call me that," Gina asked.

"If you're going to behave like a slut, then you get to be treated like one. That's who you are now. Are you a divorced or married slut? That is the only answer I want to hear from you now." Marty demanded.

"Married," Gina replied in a defeated tone.

"Excellent!" Marty said in a happy tone.

"Come with me; we have an appointment at the tattoo shop. I have your new Tramp Stamp already picked out." Marty said.

"Wait, what now?" Gina said, surprised.

"Yes, now," Marty said forcefully, "the sooner you get your Tramp Stamp, the sooner you get to see and fuck Tai again."

The Arrangement

Marty and Gina arrived at the Tattoo parlor ten minutes later. Marty boldly walked up to the door, pulling Gina by the arm behind him.

She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the close sign on the door; maybe she could talk him out of this. She was usually able to manipulate Marty, but she wasn't so sure this time. He must have known about her cheating for some time. She counted at least three separate occasions in the video where she met Tia to have sex. The threesome in the video was several weeks ago, and she had done far worse with Tai since then. Marty must have had hidden cameras installed in the hotel room. Now that she thought about it, she wondered why they always had the same room available for her and Tai. There was only one other hotel in town, but the other one was always sold out when she inquired about a room, even if the hotel parking lot was empty. The hotel she and Tai lovingly referred to their place always had the same room available for them. After a while, she didn't even bother trying to book at the other hotel; she just drove over to their favorite hotel, walked into the lobby, and provided her a key. She always paid cash; she wondered how Marty discovered her cheating. At first, she only met Tai once a week, if that. Then, a few times a week, now as soon as Marty pulled out of the driveway to go to the office, she was in her Mercedes picking up Tai at his mother's beat-up mobile home in the trailer park where he lived. Tai got into her car and greeted Gina by making out and fondling her breasts before rushing over to the hotel for a morning and afternoon of fucking. Often, they ordered food or drinks, sent to their room when taking a break.

Marty knocked on the door. There was a moment's pause, and then the door was opened. A man ushered them both inside, closing the door behind them.

"Hello, I'm Mr. Smith, I own this tattoo shop, and your husband said you had a special request that couldn't wait until morning." Mr. Smith said.

Gina was about to say something, but Marty cut in before she could, "Yes, you can say it will be a marriage-saving tattoo. You have everything ready."

Smith shook his head, yes.

He pointed to the chair Gina was to sit on to get her new tattoo.

Gina sat in a daze; this was happening too fast.

Smith showed her the tattoo design he planned to give her and asked her to agree to its placement.

Gina just nodded; there was no way she could see a way out of the mess she had gotten herself into. Marty brought the divorce paperwork with him; he said all he had to do was press a button, and it would be electronically filed with the courts. Then, he just had to click another button, and the video and others like it would be emailed to her parents, brother, relatives, and everyone else she knew.

Smith said he needed verbal confirmation, and she needed to sign a tattoo consent form for his protection.

To her, it sounded like someone else's voice, but she knew it was hers. "Yes, I want that tattoo on my lower back," she said, Pointing to the design on the paper. She also signed the form presented.

"All right," Smith said, "everything looks to be in order. If you would just remove your top, we can get started; you can keep your bra on."

Gina removed her top; she had no bra on under it. Marty had her remove it at the house before they left for the shop. Embarrassed, she leaned into the tattoo chair Smith indicated.

As Smith was tattooing, he was chatty; Gina just wished it was all over.

"I'm normally closed this time of night," Smith said, "But your husband is paying me a generous amount of money to open just for you and your tattoo. I'm not complaining, mind you; the rent is due, and business has been slow. Still, it is unusual; you could have saved a lot of money by just waiting for tomorrow."

When he was finished, he provided aftercare information to the couple.

"My wife will be back tomorrow to get another tattoo on her ankle. She will be with a black man." Marty told Mr. Smith. "She will be getting a Queen of Spades tattoo; she apparently developed a taste for black men."

Mr. Smith raised an eyebrow, "We take our clients confidentially seriously. No one will know about this." Thinking her husband wanted to keep this a secret.

Marty pointed to the wall, photos of other tattoos he had done, some showing the faces of the clients, most not. "I would like you to add my wife's photo to your wall, showing off her new tramp stamp and Queen of Spades tattoo, completely nude, showing her face too. I want everyone who comes in here to see what a slut she's become." With that, Marty peeled off a dozen 100 dollar bills and handed them to Mr. Smith before leaving.

When they returned home, Gina was exhausted. It was well after midnight, and she had a very emotional evening. She was asleep as soon as she hit the bed's pillow and didn't even undress.

Gina awoke the next day nude. She usually didn't sleep naked and was sure she didn't take off her clothes before bed. Marty wasn't in the Master suite or bathroom, which was good; she didn't want to face him yet. Gina jumped in the shower, dried off, and entered her side of the master bedroom closet. She opened her panty drawer and found it empty; she checked another, and it was empty, too. She then looked at her outfits. Most of them were gone; in their place were mini and micro skirts, some of which wouldn't even cover her ass. Her shirts were not much better; all of them were crop tops with far more cleavage than she usually displayed. Most of her bras were missing as well; only a few of her original ones remained, but she had a lot of new pushup bras. Gina looked for over an hour before she found something that could pass as sexy but not slutty. Next were her shoes; sneakers and flats were gone, most of them with high heels, but she did manage to locate one pair that had a wide heel and was only two inches high.

Walking downstairs, she saw Marty in the kitchen. He made breakfast. "Sorry", he said, "I think it's cold; you took longer than I expected to get ready this morning."

Gina said nothing, just glared at him.

"Eat up. Tai will be here at 10 a.m., and we have to get you ready," Marty said.

Gina didn't know what he meant by that; she was already dressed. She ate in silence, glaring at Marty like this was all his fault.

When she finished, Marty ordered her to stand up, and she did so. Marty removed the bandage covering her new tattoo and whistled, "Beautiful," he said.

"Let's get you ready," Marty said again. He grabbed Gina's arms, and before she realized what he was doing, he handcuffed her hand behind her back.

"Wait, what are you doing?" Gina questioned.

"Oh, this, I want you naked and on your knees sucking my dick when Tai arrives. You will be blindfolded and wearing noise-cancelling headphones. So the adults can talk about your future."

"Wait, don't I get a decision on all this?" Gina begged.

"Nope", Marty responded. Marty placed a metal collar around her neck and pulled her skirt down. She was naked from the waist down. Next, he took out some kind of cutting tool and sliced her top and bra off; it fell ruined on the floor. Gina was completely naked now. Marty pulled Gina along by a chain on her new collar and forced her to kneel in front of the sofa. Finally, he placed a blindfold on her.

"Suck me until I tell you otherwise slut" was the last thing she heard Marty say before he placed the headphones on her.



She could feel his hard dick smack her face; she opened her mouth and took all of him into her mouth. This was all moving too fast for her; she didn't have time to think.

Tai arrived; his phone had a text message from Gina's phone: 'The doors open; come into the living room straight past the foyer.'

Tai walked into the house; it was more of a mansion than a house, and he was awed by its size. In the foyer, two curved staircases led up to the second floor, and there was a double door opening in the middle. "In here," he heard a voice call.

Tai walked into the spacious living room, and a white man was sitting on a wraparound sofa, shirtless. On the wall was the biggest flat-screen television he ever saw. The room was bigger than his mother's entire trailer. He heard slurping sounds. As he reached the other side of the couch, he saw Gina on her knees, sucking the man's dick.

"Ahh, you must be Tai; nice to meet you; my name is Marty, and of course, you already met Gina. I'd get up to shake your hand, but I have my lap full at the moment; please sit," he gestured.

Confused, Tai sat on the far side of the wraparound couch.

"I want to thank you for what you have done to my wife, I would also like to offer you a job if we can come to an arrangement, that is."

"You're thanking me for fucking your wife?" Tai said confused

"Of course, I've been trying to get Gina to be more adventurous in the bedroom for years without success. Then you come along and turn her into a slut in what two months? Three?" Marty said.

"Two," Tai admitted.

"Two, so modest. Anyway, you see her new Tramp Stamp? I gave it to her last night. Three months ago, she would never have considered getting a tattoo anywhere. Look at her now." Marty said, grinning.

"You got a talent; just imagine if you could market your services. I can see the commercial now; for $2995.95 and ten sessions, we will turn your Wife into a complete and total slut. Is your wife not dressing sexy enough for you? When we finish with her, she will love to wear short skirts, no underwear, with her freshly shaved pussy with a sheer micro crop top. Wife refuses to get piercings? Tattoos? After our patented process, she will not only allow it but beg you to pierce and tattoo her everywhere. She will quickly run out of places on her body to add more tattoos. Is the wife refusing to be a swinger? She will eagerly accompany you to swinger clubs, nudist resorts, and sex clubs; the possibilities are endless. Act now, and we will include videos of her training sessions for blackmailing at no additional cost." Marty exclaimed like making a sales pitch.

"Sounds expensive; no one would pay 3 G's." Tai replied doubtfully.

"Nonsense!" Marty dismissed Tai's doubts. "Do you know what I spend on jewelry? Perfume? Designer hang bags? To get this slut to open her legs for me willingly? A lot more than that! $3,000 is cheap compared to what any man spends on a yearly on his Wife."

"Listen, I don't care how you two met or how you did it, but I'm thankful you did. She has agreed to get a Tramp Stamp, body piercings, and to be a swinger. This is more than I dared dreamed possible in our sex life. If we can agree on some ground rules, you can take her upstairs and fuck her this morning if you want. Then go get her that Queen of Spades Tattoo; I'll even pay for it."

"Ok," Tai said, not sure what to make of all this.

"Ok, first things first, none of that BBC-only bullshit; I'll share her with you, not give her to you. I get to fuck her as much as you do. You can bareback her, but she stays on birth control; if she gets pregnant, I'll keep her around long enough for the courts to make you pay child support before I dump her." Marty said

"Next, I want to know where she is at all times, if you want to take her over to a friend's house, I just want a heads up where. No more tattoos or body modifications unless we agree on them. Want to get her a new tattoo? Just clear it with me first. The same goes for me, I'll clear it with you first. We share her. You get to use her white pussy, with no obligations to support her; in fact, I'll pay you to keep her safe, in line, and disease free. I'll pay for STD testing for you and anyone you want to share her with. How does one thousand a week sound?" Marty said.

"Wow!" said Tai; this was too good to be true.

Marty held up his hand, "Wait a second, I'm almost ready to come." Marty grabbed Gina's bobbing head, forcing her to stop; he pulled his dick out of her mouth.

'Want a turn?" Mary asked Tai.

"Absolutely!" Tai replied.

"Come on over and use her month what it was meant for," Mary said, stepping aside to allow Tai to sit where Marty was.

Tai wasted no time, Tai took his pants off, and Gina's mouth was forced onto Tai's ten-inch dick; she immediately realized whose dick she was sucking now and began to suck with renewed vigor.

Marty positioned himself behind Gina and stuck his dick inside her pussy, and began fucking her from behind.

"Nice-sized cock." Marty said. "I can see why she likes you. Listen, Tai. I really don't care if you can give her better orgasms than I can. If she enjoys herself with you more, fine; so long as I get to enjoy her and control her completely, I'm good with it. I don't care if she hates me the entire time; as long as I get my rocks off, I'm happy. Dig?"

"Anything else?" Tia asked.

"Yeah, my Private detective has been keeping tabs on you for over a month; I know for a fact Gina isn't the only white woman you're banging. If you share, I'll make it worth your wild. While Gina is a knockout, I like variety, as I'm sure you do, too. Send Oliva over here tomorrow. I have some videos of her she may be interested in," Marty said.

Tai grinned, "Of course," he replied.

"And one last thing, I know you live with your mother; I have a two-bedroom Condo you can use as your new crib. Take Gina there when you want to use her." Marty said before he orgasmed inside Gina. Filling her pussy with his cum.

After a minute, Marty pulled out and stood up, tossed Tai the key to the handcuffs.

"You two have fun. Also, Smith at the tattoo shop said it was a free tattoo; he just needs a photo for his wall." That was the last thing he said before walking out of the room.

Fuck, Tai thought, I hit the lottery twice.

Olivia

Olivia was on her knees with Marty's dick in her mouth, sucking it with all the skills she learned practicing on Tai. Once Marty showed Olivia the videos he had on her, when his PI was gathering evidence on Gina, she would do anything to keep her secret. Tom would not be as understanding as Marty was. In Tom's case, it would be less about being unfaithful than the embarrassment and social scandal the videos would cause. Tom like to portray the perfect image of himself and his marriage to outsiders. Images and videos of Oliva sucking one black cock while getting painted with cum by another weren't images Tom would want his façade to portray. Marty's deal was pretty simple: come over twice a week to get used by him in any way he wanted her. And use her, he planned to, with sometimes Gina joining in on the fun.

Marty's hidden cameras in the master bedroom were recording his fucking session with Olivia. Not that it mattered much; Marty now had hidden cameras in every room in his house. He also planned on recording everything that happened in and around the condo he loaned Tai. It had more hidden cameras and listening devices than an embassy built by the Russians for the Americans. He would keep a close eye on Young Tai; Marty wanted to learn Tai's secrets for seducing women. From his blackmail of Olivia, Marty discovered that it was her that set up, by Tai's direction, to seduce Gina. He suspected this from the start, but it was nice to have confirmation. When the time was right, Tai would be another victim of gang drug violence that takes too many of the black youth nowadays. No one fucks with his Wife without consequences, but his revenge will have to wait till the time is right.


Sharing Gina Ch. 02

Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.

Sharing Gina - Chapter 2

Tai

Tai was always a lazy kid; school didn't interest him, and he dropped out of high school by tenth grade. Tai had few interests or talents, but one thing he always seemed to excel at was charming the ladies. Another thing unique about him was his huge dick size. He was surprised to learn that most guys did not have dicks as large as his; he just assumed all men had big dicks. It wasn't until he started having sex that he learned otherwise. Women all praised him for what a big dick he had and how he stretched their pussy more than they thought possible, giving unbelievable orgasms. Tai realized that if he could make women addicted to him (and his dick), it would be his free ride in life. Women would be the ones to work and pay bills, and he could enjoy a carefree existence. It would be all sex and video games for Tai, a Peter Pan syndrome, a psychologist would call it. Not that Tai could spell psychologist or know what they did. Tai honed his skills in the bedroom with oral, pussy, and even anal sex, making him a hot commodity. Gina's original assessment of Tai was right on the money; a high school drop sponged off their girlfriends who work as checkout girls. But in Tai's case, he didn't limit himself to one girl and one race. He quickly learned that he could charm the pants off almost any girl.

A chance encounter with Olivia, the big break Tai was looking for to propel him into the big leagues. While older than Tai's typical target, his friend Tyrell challenged Tai to pick her up when the two were walking down the street and saw an older woman get out of a nice car and walk into a nail salon. While Oliva was only 29, she was older than the typical 20-year-old Tai dated. Tai waited around until Olivia's nails were done, and as she was walking out to her car, he "accidentally" bumped into her as she was getting out her keys, causing her to drop them. Tai was all apologetic and pulled off such a great, charming routine; it would have earned him an Academy Award if he were in a movie. Tyrell, watching nearby, was more than a little surprised when they got into her car together and drove away.

A terrible day

Olivia was in a foul mood that day; she had yet another fight with her husband. He was being a penny pincher again, complaining about her spending. It was the only outlet she enjoyed anymore now that he didn't fulfill her needs in other areas. He was either unable or unwilling to satisfy her sexually. Shopping and eating out with her friends were the few things that made her happy. She was still fuming when she arrived at the salon for her nail appointment. After Olivia's manicure and pedicure, she was feeling much better. As she was walking out of her car, someone bumped into her, and she dropped her keys. When she turned around and realized it was a black man, the first thing she thought was that he was trying to rob her. He was so apologetic and charming that he quickly put Olivia at ease. After a few minutes of talking with him, he suggested letting him take her out for lunch to make up for his clumsiness. On the spur of the moment, Olivia suggested why they don't go to a motel instead. It would be the ultimate revenge on her husband, she thought, smiling to herself. The young black man wasted no time in taking her up on her suggestion. Once they arrived at the motel, and obtained a motel key, Olivia was beginning to have second thoughts. What if he was a serial killer? Or worse, someone her husband knew saw her? These thoughts continued to haunt her. As they walked down the sidewalk to their motel room, Olivia changed her mind; this wasn't a good idea.

"I don't think this is a good idea. I'm sorry. This is a mistake," she told Tai as they reached their motel room door.

Tai gave her a disappointed look. Damn, he thought so close; he knew this was too good to be true. Well, at least he would win the bet with his friend, he thought; he would spin a tale of what wild sex party he had with her.

Just then, a motel door opened a few rooms down, and a man exited, backing out. He was still facing the room, and he was hugging someone.

SHIT! She knew this man, and worse, he knew her husband! She was fucked; there was nowhere to hide; in a moment, he would see her, at a motel, with a black man. Her husband would have the divorce paperwork filled out before she returned home. There was only one escape, she realized; she put the motel key into the door lock, unlocked it, and was inside before he saw her. Tai, of course, followed her in, closing the door behind him.

"Change of heart, I see," Tai said.

Olivia wasn't paying the slightest attention to Tai; she was focused on the man exiting the room, spying through the blinds. She watched him walk away, crossing the parking lot. Curious, she continued watching. A few minutes later, a woman exited the motel room, walking toward her room and past it.

"That's not his wife," Olivia said. "That cheating bastard."

Olivia turned away from the window, and Tai grabbed her, hugging her and kissing her. At first, she tried to resist, but her resistance quickly faltered. It was so long since she had such passionate attention. They continued to make out, moving towards the bed; Olivia couldn't get her clothes off fast enough. Once on the bed, Tai moved his head to her pussy and, using masterful technique, performed oral sex on Olivia. Her husband had never done this to her before. Tai sucked on her Clitoris and massaged the sides of her pussy; he found Olivia's G spot. Olivia exploded into a powerful orgasm. She had never felt one that strong and satisfying. Tai didn't stop, wouldn't stop. He gave her one orgasm after another, pleasing her orally. When he stopped, and she finally thought the assault was over, he shifted positions and entered her; her soaked pussy was more than ready to receive him. It was then she realized how big he was; he stretched her pussy, and he pounded away mercilessly into her. She could feel yet another orgasm building.

"Oh god, Yes!" she screamed. "Fuck me with that big Nigger cock!"

Tai immediately stopped; she felt the sting of a hard slap across her face, "Never call me that bitch!"

Olivia was shocked. Tai pulled out of her, sat on the bed, and started to get dressed again; she could see he was angry.

Olivia begged him and pleaded with him, "I'm sorry; I'll do anything to make it up to you."

Tai was angry, but hearing Olivia say anything he stopped.

"Ok, suck my dick, bitch."

Olivia jumped out of bed, knelt on the floor, and took Tai's dick into her mouth, doing her best to make up for her earlier indiscretion. After a while, Tai shifted positions with Olivia; he sat with his back against the bed, with pillows, behind his back; Olivia kneeled over on the bed, sucking his duck. Tai had to instruct Olivia more than once about her sucking skills, or lack of them. She did her best to please him, but this wasn't a skill she had ever mastered due to lack of practice. Tai opted for a nice long blowjob; he wanted to enjoy this moment; I doubted he would see Olivia again; stuck-up rich bitches didn't socialize with the lower classes. When he came, he made her swallow it all. Satisfied, he began to get dressed again.

"This was fun," Tai said

"When can I see you again," Olivia said

Tai wasn't sure if he heard her correctly, so he asked her to repeat herself.

"Please, I need you; I need your dick; my husband hasn't touched me in years," Olivia begged. "Can I see you tomorrow?"

Testing her, Tai had an Idea, "The rent is due, and I can't. I have to go to work tomorrow." Not that Tai worked a day of work in his whole life, but she didn't know that.

Olivia jumped out of bed naked; she opened her pocketbook, removed her purse grabbing cash. "How much for you need she asked him." Then, without hesitation, she said, "Please, please take it all."

Tai smiled. "Thank you. I think you need a reward for your generosity." And with that, he pulled her back onto the bed for more fucking and sucking.

It was late when Olivia left the room; she didn't even take a shower; she wanted to enjoy the smell of sex on her for as long as possible. She often slept in the spare bedroom due to her husband's snoring. She would enjoy Tai's scent on her all night. She couldn't wait to see him again; he unleashed a tiger in her, and she swore she would never allow it to be caged again. She reflected that the day started terribly; it was now one of the best days of her life. The day she met Tai.

Whoring her out

When Tai met up with his friend Tyrell later that night and told him about his encounter with Olivia, Tyrell didn't believe Tai; after all, it wasn't the first time Tai told tall tales or embellished a story. Tai told Tyrell he was meeting up with Olivia tomorrow.

Tyrell said, "I'd pay good money to tap that stuck-up white bitch's ass," joking around, but he still didn't believe Tai.

This gave Tai an idea: "For a hundred bucks, I can make that happen," Tai replied. Unlike Tai, most of his friends did, in fact, have jobs. Tyrell did construction for a building company closer to the city. The commute was kind of far, but he made decent money.

"Ok," Tyrell said, "A hundred bucks." Tyrell still didn't believe his friend; he wondered what kind of excuse Tai would come up with when she didn't show up the next day.

The next day, Tai and Tyrell were waiting near the motel Tai and Olivia used the previous day. Tai was waiting for a call from Olivia after she rented the room. She didn't want anyone to see them entering the room together. Tai got the call, got the room number, and told the person on the phone to answer the door completely naked.

Tyrell still didn't believe Tai, even as they walked up to a motel room door and knocked. Tyrell fully expected no one to answer or some stranger to answer, asking what they wanted. Tai could be such a prankster sometimes.

The door opened, and someone ushered in Tai, standing behind it; Tyrell followed. Wow, Tyrell thought as he entered the room; Tai went overboard this time with his prank. Once in the room, the door was closed behind him, and he saw Olivia standing in front of the closed door, completely nude.

Once Olivia saw that Tai was not alone, she attempted to cover herself,

"Who is this, Olivia?" asked in a panicked tone; she didn't think Tai would bring anyone with him; she stressed to him yesterday that this had to be a secret; her husband must not find out about them.

Tai sweet-talked Olivia, "Relax." he said, "This is Tyrell; he's cool. And you still owe me for what you said yesterday and you did say anything."

Still apprehensive, Olivia continued to cover herself. Tai got close to her body and started kissing and hugging her. She melted like an ice cube on a hot summer day, and she quickly completely forgot about Tyrell.

Tyrell stood there with his mouth open in shock, he never expected Tai to be telling the truth. Shit, he thought, I don't have the hundred either. He would have to pay Tai later.

Tai maneuvered Olivia over to the bed; he laid her on it and went to town on Olivia's pussy with his tongue. Tai paused long enough to tell Olivia to suck Tyrell's dick. Olivia looked at Tyrell, waiting for his dick. With a bit of embracement, Tyrell got underdressed; he had never been naked in front of his friend Tai before. Tyrell had a raging hard-on, but he was barely 6 inches long; Olivia looked at his dick with a bit of disappointment but started sucking Tyrell's dick vigorously when he moved into position. Tyrell quickly got over his uneasiness once Olivia began sucking his dick like it was a lollipop. Olivia stopped sucking Tyrell for a moment as an orgasm came over her. She started again after coming off her high.

Tai told Olivia to switch positions; Tai stripped off his clothes and, as he did so, handed a small bottle of lube to Tyrell. Tyrell was awed by the size of Tai's dick; he, of course, heard Tai brag about his big dick but never really believed him. Tai positioned Olivia so she straddled his body and told Olivia to ride him, Cowgirl style. It took several trusts to get all of Tai inside her; never was something so big inside her pussy, so deep; she cooed in delight.

Tyrell watched Olivia bounce up and down on Tai; this was so hot, he thought. Finally, he snapped out of it, lubed up his dick, positioned himself behind Olivia, and, with some effort, shoved his dick into her ass.

Oliva had never felt so full; while she Knew Tyrell was not as well-endowed as Tai, the effect of two dicks sliding in and out of her was an out-of-this-world experience. She orgasmed again; she wasn't sure if it was from Tai or Tyrell's dick, or a combination of both, but from that day on, she never questioned Tai when he brought one or two friends to their fuck dates as she would fondly call them in the future.

Tyrell took out his phone and snapped a photo of the action; he knew no one would believe him without proof. This, unfortunately, would lead to Olivia's fall from grace; as the number of selfies and photos of her extramarital affairs activities increased, it was only a matter of time before someone recognized her and tipped off her husband to her cheating.

Cold winter nights

Olivia met Tai as often as she could, which wasn't nearly as frequent as she would have liked. She had community events and social functions her husband required her to attend with him. He had a high social standing in the community and took every opportunity to increase his standing whenever possible. Charity events where he would give large donations for this cause or that. It had less to do with the giving than the recognition giving rewarded him with. Before Olivia enjoyed these occasions, when she was with her husband, at least she could pretend to be a happy couple. Now, they were boring events; she couldn't wait till they were over with so she could rush back to Tai's embrace.

She confided in Tai; he was a great listener. She told all about what an asshole her husband was; she couldn't wait for the old geezer to kick the bucket. She hinted to Tai that maybe there was something he could do to speed things up, but Tai never took the bait. She assumed Tai was too much of an upstanding of a man, but in reality, Tai was just too fucking lazy. He was more here in the now than any long-term future planning.

Tai greatly benefited from the arrangement with Olivia. She paid for the motel room, and often Tai would stay the night after Olivia left before leaving for home in the morning; he would rent movies, including porn, and order room service, sticking Olivia with the bill. She never complained. She also provided him with pocket money, but he always needed more. He was broke by the time she saw him again; he never was very good with managing his money, but it wasn't much of an issue before; he never had any. Tai also didn't mention the fact that he was whoring her out to his friends; he picked up an extra $50 or $100 every time someone joined in on the fun.

After four months, Tai told Olivia he wasn't happy with the frequency she saw him; often, there would be three or four days in a row when Olivia couldn't get away when attending out-of-town events with her husband. Tai expressed this dissatisfaction to Olivia because he wanted more money from her. Olivia told Tai she couldn't give him any more money without tipping off her husband; she was spending far too much already. She would do anything she could to make him happy. Tai thought about it for a moment, then had an idea.

"I want you to get a tattoo on your leg for me; it will be a symbol of our love," Tai said. Of course, Tai didn't love Olivia; she was a means to an end.

Hearing this, Olivia's heart just melted; Tai had never said he loved her before. "Anything, what do you want me to get?" She asked.

"A spade playing card symbol with a Q in the middle," Tai replied.

"Ok," Olivia readily agreed, "what does it mean?"

"It means you're a powerful and independent woman," Tai replied. He didn't mention that it also had another meaning; it was more commonly known for.

Olivia loved this idea, so she wasted no time getting her new tattoo with Tai the next time they were together. After that, she proudly displayed it on her ankle. When people asked her about it, she proudly told them the meaning she was told it meant.

About a week after getting her new tattoo, she was in a motel room with Tai during another fuck date, resting on the bed, talking. Tai was recovering before he was ready to plunge his dick inside Olivia's pussy again. Olivia was playing with her pussy, as Tai cum was leaking out of it. Sometimes she would lick her fingers, tasting Tai's delicious cum. Olivia talked, and Tai listened. Tai was such a good listen, Olivia thought. But in reality, he barely heard anything she said, disinterested.

Tai barely heard Oliva say that she wished her friend Gina liked tattoos and that she would suggest that Gina get a tattoo like hers, too. Her rich husband Marty had wanted her to get a tattoo before, but Gina flatly refused. At the word rich, Tai's ears immediately perked up. Tai wanted to know everything about Gina. If Tai could snare another rich bitch, it would solve all his money problems.

Tai wanted to meet Gina badly; after all, a threesome involving another woman was on his 'bucket' list, he told Olivia. Olivia agreed to set up a lunch date but wanted to meet Gina some distance from town on the off chance someone saw Olivia with Tai. Olivia never met Tai anywhere other than motels; she tried to keep a low profile in public with her boyfriend. It took some convincing to get Gina to come to a new place to eat at so far from town. Olivia told Gina just had to try the food there. And come Gina did.

Years later, Olivia wondered if she was responsible for Gina's downfall. Olivia's fate was already sealed on the day she fell for Tai.

The Tattoo

Tai wasted no time in taking Gina upstairs after her Husband gave her to him for the day. He enjoyed roughly fucking the shit out of her on the bed she shared with her Husband. He could see now that he was in control; she was his to use and abuse, within the rules her Husband set and he agreed to. After three hours, Tai was exhausted. He slept for a few hours with Gina snuggled up against him. When he woke, he looked at the time; it was almost 5 p.m., and he had things to accomplish before the day was over.

He got his slut up, out of bed, and dressed for what was passed for clothes by her husband. Tai had Gina drive them to the Tattoo parlor. It was time to mark his property. Gina did not complain when Smith was giving her a new tattoo; it hurt less than the Tramp stamp she got the day before and didn't take as long. Smith told her he was surprised she was getting this type of tattoo.

Confused, Gia asked, "Why? Doesn't it mean I'm a strong, powerful, and independent woman?" This is what Olivia told her it meant; she had no reason to doubt her.

Smith laughed, "That one possible meaning, I guess."

"The more commonly accepted meaning is, you prefer big black dick." Smith continued.

Gina looked at Tai in horror. "Is this true?" she asked him.

"Absolutely," Tai replied with a grin.

Gina was horrified. He lied to her, lied to Olivia. How could she advertise herself as a walking billboard for all black men to fuck? Tai's next line horrified her even more.



"We will go out to Mario's for dinner tomorrow to celebrate," Tai told her. Mario's was a popular Italian restaurant in town. When Marty offered her the deal to continue seeing Tai, she assumed it would be in secret, as they were doing. Having dinner at Mario's with Tai would make their relationship public knowledge once they were seen together here.

Now that the tattoo was completed, it was time for Gina's photo; she was reluctant to pose for it, but Tai insisted.

"I made special preparations for this photo," Smith said.

Smith led them to a back room that had a backdrop and lighting prepared. A camera on a tripod was a higher-quality camera than a picture a smartphone would take. Gina looked at Smith questioningly.

"I'm something of an amateur photographer. For the amount your husband paid me, I think it should be a photo of the highest quality." Smith told her. He didn't mention that her husband was there earlier in the day. He told him that the photo had to be of high enough quality to be enlarged and framed. Marty offered him a better camera, but Smith said he had it covered, showing Marty his equipment. Marty was satisfied.

Tai ordered her to strip, stand sideways, displaying her new 'Tramp Stamp' and 'Queen of Spades' tattoo, look at the camera, and give a big smile. Gina tried to smile, but it wasn't a genuine smile; it was the best she could do under the circumstances. Smith took a dozen photos. Tai selected the best image from the camera display; Smith said he would print it out and put it on his wall.

It was getting late; Gina lied to Tai that Marty expected her home that night. That was fine with Tai; he told Gina to take him home to his mother's trailer one last time. Tai received a text message from Marty that he would meet Tai tomorrow at 10 am at the town house to show him around his new place. He told Gina to pick him up tomorrow and take him to his new crib.

The Photo

After dropping Tai off, Gina rushed to the nearest ATM and prayed her card still worked. She was relieved that it did; she took out the maximum amount she could. She parked at a convenience store near the tattoo shop, close enough to walk to it but far enough away that she could say she wasn't there. She knew her car had a tracking device; she prayed her clothes didn't.

Gina walked over to the Tattoo shop and was able to catch Smith before he closed for the night.

"I'm surprised to see you again so soon," Smith told Gina. In reality, he wasn't. Her husband warned him that there was a good chance she would be stopping by that night or within a few days.

'I wanted to talk to you about the photo of me for your wall; I want you to throw it away; don't put it on your wall." Gina asks Smith.

Smith said, "Sorry. Your husband paid me well; I agreed to put it on display; a deal is a deal."

"Please," Gina asked, "I can offer you $300."

Smith seemed to think about it and then made a counteroffer. "Tell you what, I'll put the photo in the corner of the wall so it's not as visible and cover up your head with another tattoo photo. Will that work for you?"

"Yes, Yes!" Gina replied, relieved.

"But it goanna cost you more than $300," Smith added.

Frowning, Gina asked, "How much did he want? She could get him another $300 tomorrow."

"I think the $300 you have is fine, but I have all my camera equipment set up in the other room, and I need a subject to pose for me. Tell you what, you pose in the nude for me; let me take photos of you, and suck my dick afterward, and we have a deal."

Gina hesitated; Smith added, "Well, if you are not interested, your photo is going to be the centerpiece of my tattoo artwork wall. I might even get a light over it, like displaying a Thomas Kinkade painting."

Horrified, Gina quickly agreed to his demands. She followed Smith into the back room again stripped, and he took photos of her posing in the nude. And he took a lot of photos, many in erotic poses, some with her with her legs spread wide and pulling apart her pussy lips open. After an hour, he was finally satisfied. He ordered her to kneel, and Smith took off his pants. He had Gina move until her knees were there, kneeling with two marks on the floor.

"You are not recording this, are you?" Gina asked.

"Absolutely not; you can see my camera is facing the wall," Smith pointed to the camera. I'm not, but your husband is, he thought. Marty came by and set up hidden cameras earlier in the day, even positioned them so Gina would be in the perfect position to record with her knees on the indicted marks. Marty was giving Smith another thousand and a free blowjob to boot. Marty promised Smith that next time, he could fuck her.

Relieved, Gina put Smith's dick in her mouth and started sucking it. Smith blew his load in under ten minutes; Gina swallowed it all; she was so used to swallowing cum now that she never gave it a second thought. Quickly, she dressed, thanked Smith, and rushed back to her car and drove home.

House rules

Gina arrived home; Marty, waiting in the living room, was nude on the couch with a laptop.

"Have a nice time with Tai?" Marty asked.

Gina just glared at him and said nothing.

Gina turned to go upstairs to bed, and Marty ordered Gina to "Stop!"

Gina wanted badly to tell her husband to fuck off, but she knew there would be consequences. She held her tongue with some effort.

"Yes?" Gina asked

"From now on, when you are home, you will be nude. You are not to wear clothing in my house. Strip, Slut!" he ordered.

Gina complied. It was getting so she was nude more than wearing clothes lately.

"Good now, get on your knees and give me a nice long slow blowjob," Gina obeyed; she was beginning to have the hate deal she made; maybe being trailer trash wouldn't be so bad after all.

Marty lasted a good half an hour before he came in her mouth; Gina swallowed his load. Marty praised Gina, "Good job slut, you can go now."

As he watched Gina exit the room, he could see he was testing her limits. He would have to take it easy on her for a while; he had a lot of plans for her, and it wouldn't do to have her spoil them by taking the divorce option.

New crib

Gina awoke the following day; Marty was on top of her fucking away. He always had morning wood. Most mornings, she was able to deny him his release, but she realized that wasn't an option now. Every morning would be like this now; Marty would be her wake-up call alarm clock just as Gina was starting to enjoy Marty's dick sliding in and out of her, getting her closer to an orgasm, when he blew his load in her and got up out of bed, heading for the shower.

Disappointed, she masturbated for a few minutes but could not achieve orgasm before she heard Marty get out of the shower. Disappointed, she got out of bed and took her shower; when she exited the bathroom, Marty had already laid what passed for cloth nowadays for her. She dressed and put on four-inch heels. She walked downstairs, and Marty already had breakfast ready for her. The food was at least warm today. Marty almost finished breakfast and said to her, "Technically, you should still be nude, but I'll let it slide this time; clothes are only allowed right before walking out the door, not to eat breakfast in."

Gina said nothing.

"Go pick up Tai; I'll be waiting at the condo," Marty told Gina.

Ten minutes later, Gina pulled up to the battered mobile home Tai currently called home. In a few minutes, he got into her car and kissed her warmly. She accepted his kiss and embrace but didn't have her heart in it today. So much has happened. She felt her life was spinning out of control.

They met Marty at the address he texted Tai. Gina immediately recognized it; it was a townhouse Marty had purchased for her years ago, the day she turned 18, and she was legal. Marty had his eye on Gina when she was still in high school; he took her virginity in this very townhouse the day she turned 18. Marty continued to visit Gina often until they could get properly married and live together.

Marty handed Tai the keys; welcome to your new crib, he told Tai. Tai took the keys and unlocked the door. Then entered the townhouse; the entryway was tiny, only large enough for a coat close off to the side; it led directly into the kitchen/dining room.

Marty stopped in the middle of the kitchen and looked directly at Gina.

"I don't allow my sluts to wear clothes in my house," he said loudly, "but this is your house, Tai; you're the boss here."

It was obvious to Tai what Marty expected; he looked at Gina, "You heard him bitch, lose those threads."

Gina took off her clothes and put them in the coat closet. Her eyes started to tear up. Would this nightmare ever end?

She joined Marty and Tai in the living room. On the wall, there was a huge flat-screen television; she didn't remember it being there before when she lived there. Both bedrooms also had large flat screens, but they definitely were not installed when she lived here. Marty did some upgrades; she wondered why.

Marty couldn't risk Tai messing with the walls later; he might discover hidden cameras or microphones. Marty figured it was best to give Tai everything he could want to minimize the chances of finding the surveillance system Marty had installed. Marty also fully furnished the place.

After the tour, Marty suggested they should celebrate; Marty opened the refrigerator, showing Tai it was well stocked with beer and food, and there was wine and hard liquor in the kitchen cabinets. Marty said to Tai,

"Well, I brought the food and drinks; what did you bring for entertainment?" looking directly at Gina.

"Tell you what," Marty continued, "We will flip for it, call it winner fucks her pussy, loser her ass."

Marty won the coin toss, next thing Gina knew, she was on the bed, straddling Marty's dick and Tai fucking her up the ass. She never had Tai in her ass with another man in her pussy; it was a whole other experience, given Tai's dick size. Gina must have orgasmed three times before both men were entirely spent. Any doubts she was feeling before were forgotten after her first powerful orgasm.

Yes, she was going to enjoy being a fuck toy for Marty and Tai, she said to herself.


Sharing Gina Ch. 03

Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.

Sharing Gina - Chapter 3

Gina's Piercings

Once Marty and Tai completed satisfying themselves using Gina. Marty said he had to take Gina to get her piercings; he had an appointment, but it was outside town, and the local tattoo shop didn't do piercings. Marty let Gina get dressed but wouldn't let her wash up; Marty's cum was leaking out of her pussy, and Tai's cum from her ass. He promised Tai he would have Gina in back to time for Tai's dinner date with Gina to celebrate their new arrangement.

Marty had already placed a towel over the passenger seat of his BMW, anticipating Gina's leaking issue. He wanted to protect his seats. It took about 45 minutes to get to the piercing place. Once inside, they escorted her to a private room, seated her in a chair, and had her strip naked. Marty shoved a ball gag into her mouth and secured her arms to the chair. Marty asked them to start with her nipples; the piercing lady said it wasn't a good idea to start there, but Marty peeled five hundred dollar bills, and nothing more was said about it.

The first Nipple piercing was the most painful thing Gina had ever felt; while it didn't last long, it hurt like hell. If she had been given the option, then she would have picked divorce rather than getting her other nipple pierced. But Marty must have known this, hence the reason for the ball gag. Gina tried to struggle, but Marty held her down as they pierced her other nipple. Gina Scream out FUCK, but her gag muffled her scream. When she thought it couldn't get any worse, they pierced her Clitoris. That pain was more than both nipples combined. Tears were dripping from her eyes and down her face. Finally it was time for her belly button piercing.

"If you think the other three hurt, wait until you feel the pain from your belly button piercing." Marty cruelly told her. Gina's whole body was shaking in fear when they were about to pierce her belly button, but she only felt a small amount of pain. All done, they told her.

Marty removed her ball gag, "Bastard," she told Marty.

"No pain, no gain," Marty responded.

Dinner

Marty arrived back at Tai's townhouse around 5 p.m. with Gina, plenty of time for her date with Tai to celebrate the new arrangement. Gina went upstairs to freshen up and put on perfume before her date. Her hair was a mess, and mascara had run down her face when she was crying during her piercings.

As Gina was upstairs, Marty told Tai that due to Gina's new pussy piercing that he would not be able to fuck her there until the piercing properly healed. The healing process is going to take a month, so he will have to satisfy himself using her mouth and ass until then. He would also be gentle when fondling her breasts. The good news is it's safe to have her suck your dick after you cum in her ass. There may be fecal matter on your dick, but she will get used to the taste of her own shit. Just no sharing fecal matter with, say, Olivia; that's where Gina could get sick, Marty warned. Marty left out that Tai should have Gina brush and disinfect her teeth after; maybe the stupid fuck would French kiss her after an ass-to-mouth blowjob.

Gina came downstairs, she was looking much better after cleaning her face and applying new markup.

Tai asked Marty, "Would he be joining them."

Marty said, "I'm Sorry. I have things to do. I'll be tied up. Please tell the host that. You two have fun."

Tai only offered to invite Marty because he wanted Marty to pay for dinner. He would have Gina pay instead. If she didn't have the money, he was sure she could work something out, like washing dishes at the restaurant or something. Tai wasn't sure if Marty cancelled Gina's credit cards or not.

Gina and Tai arrived at Mario's, with Gina driving, of course; Tai didn't have his own car, and Gina didn't think Tai even had a driver's license. After Tai and Gina exited her vehicle, Tai took her hand in his, and they talked to the front door restaurant. Gina steeled herself with the calamity that the night would become. It was a cold March night, so she was able to get away with wearing a coat; it covered her to just below her waist; maybe she could get away with wearing her jacket all night, she thought.

Mario's was one of the fanciest places in town to eat, a place where the well-to-do dined. And why they did not openly discriminate against anyone. Black or Latino couples would be seated at a table next to the kitchen doors or tucked away in some out-of-the-way corner of the restaurant.

Tai opened the door for Gina. This surprised her a little, but after they stepped inside, Tai demanded she remove her coat. He had strict instructions from Marty. She was not allowed to wear coats inside. Reluctantly, Gina removed her jacket and handed it to Tai. He then took her by the hand, and they walked up to the host podium. The front of the restaurant was crowded with patrons waiting for tables. The male host was looking down at the seating chart, trying to figure out how he was going to get the next couple seated; he didn't notice their approach. Tai said in a strong, clear voice,

"Moore a Table for two," Tai said.

The host knew the name well. Mr. Moore was the wealthiest gentleman in town, one of the biggest employers, and a big tipper, too. He knew that Mr. Moore had reserved the best table at Mario's over a week ago and even tipped the host a hundred dollars, telling him he didn't want to wait for his table. He wanted a reserved sign on it so he could sit down immediately.

The Host looked up from the seating chart with a big smile.

He said, "Of course, Mr. Moore, your reserved table is..." stopping mid-sentence. It was not Mr. Moore standing in front of him, but a young black man; he was decently dressed. Next to him was some hooker; she was dressed in a low-cut top. Her breast here should be way too much cleavage that was proper, and the material was so thin he could see the outline of her nipples and what he assumed were nipple piercings. Her crop top shirt didn't cover her stomach; he could see she had a belly button piercing. The woman's skirt was so short that he was sure if she bent over, her panties would be displayed for all to see as the material was pulled up. Finally, she had on four-inch-high heels, something a stripper would wear. The host started to get a hard on looking at her. Other patrons were staring at the couple, whispering. Gina wanted to crawl under the nearest table and hide.

The host paused; he didn't know to want to say; he was about to tell them he didn't have a table for them when the hooker spoke up.

"Is there a problem?" Gina said.

It was then that the host recognized her; it was Mr. Moore's wife.

"Er, no problem," the host said, picking up the phone.

He turned his back to the couple and whispered on the phone frantically. He was calling his manager to get out of the back office and deal with this. But the manager told him something he never expected to hear.

"Seat them." His manager told him.

" But.." the host starts to say,

"Seat them, or I'll do it, and you will be looking for another job," his manager replied. Marty had given the restaurant manager a heads-up about what was to happen that night and told him not to interfere other than making sure the couple were seated and served.

The host turned to the couple.

"Will Mr. Moore be joining you tonight?" the host asked the couple with the biggest smile he could manage.

"No," Tai replied, "He was tied up tonight," Marty asked him to tell the host this if asked, but Tai didn't think anything of it. He didn't know Marty was setting him up.

Upon hearing this, the host's eyes just about bugged out of their sockets. He tried to regain his composure.

"This way, please," he directed them, taking two menus from behind the podium and leading them to the best table in the house, a booth directly in the middle of the dining room along the windows with the best view of a lake with a lighted water fountain in the middle.

Couples at other tables looked at the couple and whispered in low tones.

Marty was in his SUV behind the restaurant, watching the fun unfold on his laptop. His private detective was seated at another table, recording the action with a hidden camera. The camera had a short broadcast range, so he needed to be nearby to enjoy the show. This was better than reality TV, Marty thought. He only wished he had freshly popped popcorn.

A waiter approached the table, filled their glasses with water, and asked if they wanted to look at the wine menu.

"Yes, please," Tai said. Not knowing anything about wine, he quickly picked the most expensive bottle on the list and said, "We will have this one."

Tai picked a 1979 Chateau Lafite Rothschild. "Of course," the waiter replied and left to get the bottle. Gina was red with embarrassment, and despite her clothing, or lack thereof, it was only a matter of time before someone she knew would recognize her.

Another couple was leaving the restaurant after completing their meal and was passing by Tai and Gina's table when the woman recognized Gina.

Hannah said, "Gina, I almost didn't recognize you."

Oh god, Gina thought Hannah was a stuck-up bitch; she would never live this down.

Tai piped up, "Hello, I'm Tai, and this is my girlfriend, Gina."

Gina just wanted to die. Fortunately, her parents didn't live in the same town as her, so it would take a while for this gossip to filter down to them, but she had no doubt they would hear about it soon enough.

Hannah's eyebrows rose in surprise, "Is this true?" Hannah asked Gina. She was ignoring Tai for the moment.

Gina could barely mutter the word "Yes." She said softly.

"What was that?" Hannah asked again, "I didn't hear you, dear."

Angry now, Gina said forcefully and louder than she intended, "Yes, Tai is my boyfriend." She almost added that she had been fucking him for nearly two months now.

"Ah... well, that's surprising." Hannah turns her attention to Tai. "I'm Hannah, and this is my husband, Frank. It is nice to meet you." The couple hurried away, whispering to each other.

Marty's phone was blowing up, and he purposely ignored text messages and left phone calls to his voicemail. Just then, he saw a police cruiser pull into the parking lot, its bar lights flashing red and blue. Two officers got out and entered the restaurant.

Tai and Gina had just finished ordering their meal and were drinking the wine. Tai commented that he didn't like the wine's taste; maybe it was bad. Something this expensive should taste good. Gina just wanted to die. There was nothing wrong with the wine, and it was Tai's lack of refined taste buds.

Two police officers approached Tai and Gina's table. One of the officers asked Gina if they could talk to her alone and directed her to the restrooms across the restaurant to have a private word. The other officer was standing near the table with Tai, his pistol clip unbuttoned, ready to draw his gun if necessary. Tai was oblivious to the danger he was in. Sipping his wine, making a face every time he tasted it.

When the officer got Gina alone, out of range of Tai's hearing, he asked her if she was okay. Gina tried to reassure the office that everything was fine, but he didn't believe her. He told her that the SWAT team had been notified and that they could be at her house within the hour if Tai had accomplices holding Marty hostage.

She didn't know it, but there was already a police unit near her house, looking for anything suspicious. It took almost ten minutes of Gina denying anything was wrong before they let her return to her table. Tai was already enjoying his meal, barely noticing Gina's return. The police officers left the restaurant; there was nothing suspicious they could arrest Tai on.

Marty saw the officers return to the police cruiser. After a minute, the bar lights were turned off. The police cruiser moved away from the front of the restaurant but didn't move too far away; they were watching.

Tai and Gina finished their meal without anything else eventful happening other than stares, looks of disbelief, and low whispers. Tai had switched to some fruity mixed drinks that he said were much better. They both enjoyed dessert. The check was presented to Tai; he pushed it toward Gina. She held her breath when she gave them her credit card. The bill was over $800 by the time it was totaled up. Gina's card came back approved, and she breathed a sigh of relief.

Marty briefly considered canceling Gina's card but decided against it. He had plans, and he wasn't ready to risk angering Tai... yet. Tai and Gina left the restaurant, and Gina drove. Marty could see the police cruiser was tailing.

Marty accomplished his goal to embarrass the shit out of Gina. He would have enjoyed the show better if Tai got into the police officer's face and either got shot or thrown in jail, but from the background report he had on Tai, he knew this was unlikely Tai was not a confrontational guy.

The station

Marty's fun was over; he started answering his texts and returning calls, letting people know he was ok. He didn't want the swat team storming his house, thinking he was being held hostage. He could tell when he returned a call to the chief of police that he didn't believe him; it wasn't until Marty stopped by the police station that the police stood down.

Marty was sitting in the chief of police's office; he and the chief had known each other since high school.

"You gave us quite a scare there, Marty," The chief was telling him, "I even had someone calling from the local FBI field office, asking if we needed assistance."

"Sorry to alarm everyone," Marty said sadly. "I just needed some time alone after I found out about my cheating wife."

The chief looked at Marty, carefully considering his following words: "You know, Marty, I run into all types in my line of work; I could put you in touch with someone. If something unfortunate were to happen to Tai, well, our department is stretched thin with budget cutbacks. I can confidently say such a case wouldn't get much attention."

Marty was quick to tell the Police chief, "No, no, that will not be necessary. Thank you, but no." Marty thought to himself; he had his own plans. Gina needed to see the error of her ways first; if something were to happen to Tai, she would just run to the next big black dick she could find. Tai was a moron and easily controllable. Someone else might not be.

"Ok," the Chief said skeptically, "If it were me, prison would be no deterrent.... " He left the rest unsaid.

The Townhouse

After Tai and Gina arrive back at the townhouse, Tai wasted no time getting her naked and had on her kneel down in front of him, giving him a blowjob while flipping thru channels on his new television. Tai was amazed at the number of channels he had: 150 channels signature, sports channels, premium channels, and adult channels. Tai would never have to leave home again. There was also the new Xbox 1000 series console system with 200 games. He was so preoccupied that he almost didn't notice he was about to pop. He stopped Gina just in time. He bent her over and was about to enter her Pussy when he remembered at the last minute that he had to use her ass instead. He didn't last long as he usually did; he could tell Gina was disappointed that he didn't give her even one orgasm, but fuck her; he was the one that was important here. Once he was dick stopped squirting cum into her ass, he pulled out, had her kneel again, and told her to suck him; she refused; she could see her shit on his dick, she said. Tai grabbed her head and forced her head forward; it's good for you, Tai was saying, laughing as she struggled to pull away. Tai was surprised at how long Gina struggled, for it was at least a good two minutes before she accepted her fate and sucked without resistance. Tai was much stronger than Gina was, she was no match for his strength.

The happy couple, well, Tai was happy at least climbed into bed for the night; Tai was quickly asleep, not a worry in the world. Gina had more trouble getting rest. She could not believe how quickly things spiraled out of control for her. A few days ago, she was a well-respected member of the community; today, she was a whore with a black boyfriend. She didn't know it, but her life would get worse. A lot worse.

Gina woke up, curled up against Tai; she realized this was the first time they had spent the night together. All the other times she saw Tai, they were fuck dates; she always had to hurry home to avoid getting caught. Tai had morning wood a typical guy had; Gina took his cock into her mouth and began to suck on it. Tai awake to Gina giving him a blowjob; he just watched her head bob up and down, enjoying the moment. He could feel himself get close, but he didn't move; he typically switched to her pussy or ass when Cumming; today, he just allowed her to finish him off this way. Gina was surprised when Tai's dick started gushing warm thick cum into her mouth; she almost choked, not expecting it. She struggled to swallow it all. When Tai was finished, she looked at Tai,

"Thanks for the warning, asshole!" Gina said to him.

Tai immediately jumped out of bed; he grabbed Gina by the hair, pulled her up, and gave her a hard slap across her face. "Bitch! Never talk to me like that!"

Gina was shocked; Tai never struck him before.

"Now that you're mine, things are going to change around here," Tai told her. "You are to call me Daddy and give me the respect I deserve, you stuck-up slut!"

Still dismayed that Tai struck her, she meekly replied, "Yes, Daddy."

Marty had a nice long talk with Tai. He told him he had to get control of Gina. If he couldn't control her, Marty would find someone else who could. He was to make her his obedient slut, so both he and Marty could enjoy her to her full potential.

'Now go make me breakfast, Slut" Tai told her.

Gina walked downstairs to the kitchen, still nude; she could still taste the Tai cum on her tongue. She was wondering if she made a big mistake.

After breakfast, Gina cleaned up, and Tai was in the living room watching something on the television. When someone knocked on the front door. Tai called from the other room, "Answer that bitch."

Gina opened the door a crack, and she saw it was Olivia. She opened the door and let him in. Oliva looked Gina up and down, "Damn, you look hot." Olivia told Gina. "Your piercings look very erotic; I don't think I'd be brave enough to get any."

Olivia continued to examine Gina's body. "A tramp stamp?" she asked questioningly.

"Marty made me get it", Gina replied.

"Yea, he's blackmailing me too; he's making me go over to his place twice a week to be his fuck toy." Olivia replied, "But I have to admit, his dick is a decent size, so I enjoy it, but not as much as I enjoy Tai's dick."

"You also got a Queen of Spades tattoo, I see," Olivia told her, "in the same place, too."

Gina said to Olivia, "The tattoo doesn't mean what you think it means."

Olivia looked at Gina questioningly, "What does it mean then?"

"It's an advertisement that you prefer sex with black men, especially black men with big dicks." Gina told Olivia.

"Oh my god." Oliva replied, stunned, "I had been showing it off to everyone in town."

Just then, Tai called from the other room, "Is that Olivia?"



"Yes," Olivia yelled back.

"Get your ass in here," Tai yelled back.

Olivia entered the Living room, followed by Gina; she saw Tai on a couch in front of the biggest flat-screen Television she had ever seen. Tai looked at her. "What are you wearing?" he asked.

Olivia started to tell Tai about is nice outfit she found at a local boutique she was wearing.

Tai said, "I don't give a shit where you brought the shit; I want it off you, Strip!"

Olivia obeyed; Tai was being more bossy than normal; she wasn't sure she liked it.

Olivia was now nude; Tai motioned for her to come closer. When within his reach, he grabbed Olivia and pulled her close into a passionate kiss. When he released her, he told her, "You're my favorite pussy now. I can't use Gina's pussy until her piercing heals; you are going to have to step up to satisfy me and my friends."

Tai's dick was already hard; he positioned Olivia on top of him and told her to make herself useful. Olivia knew precisely what Tai wanted; she guided his massive dick into her eagerly waiting pussy and rode him for his pleasure.

Tai added, "For now on, when you enter my crib, you will strip naked as soon as you enter. None of my bitches are to wear clothes inside, dig." Olivia say she would obey.

Gina seat down on the couch next to the fucking couple and began to masturbate; this was so hot, she thought.

This is how the three of them passed the time all morning and afternoon; they would take turns fucking or getting fucked by Tai. While the other masturbated at the sex scene unfolding in front of them. Now when Tai came in Gina's ass, she didn't dare to refuse to give Tai a blowjob afterward. Olivia thought it was so hot.

Olivia left around 4 p.m., and Tyrell showed up only a short time after. Tai and Tyrell took turns using Gina that evening and well into the night. The next three days passed similarly; Olivia had other engagements, so the burden of satisfying both Tai and Tyrell fell on Gina's shoulders. She made all the meals, cleaned up afterward, and attended to the two for every sexual need.

Friday Morning, The day started the same as it had previously; she gave Tai a wake-up blowjob and made breakfast, but afterward, Gina took a shower, the first shower Tai allowed her to take in days. She got dressed, kissed Tai goodbye, and exited the townhouse alone.

Gina drove home to Marty; it was his turn with her; Marty had Gina from Friday to Monday morning and Tai from Monday afternoon to Friday morning. Gina walked into the house, and as expected, she stripped naked as Marty expected her to.

"Good morning Slut" Mary said when she walked into the Living room.

"Good morning, Master" as Marty insisted she call him.

"Today you are to clean the house, from time to bottom, with fuck breaks in between. I want this place spotless for Movie night." Marty told Gina.

"Yes, Master," Gina replied. Shit! She thought he must have canceled the cleaning service; Gina hadn't held a mop in years; it was not that she didn't know how to clean; it was that Marty paid a cleaning service to come in twice a week to clean for her.

"You can start in the formal living room after I fuck you, that is." Marty pointed to something she hadn't noticed before. In the corner of the living room was a stockade like they used to use in medieval times; it was black wood but did have some padding. Marty directed her to kneel and place her head and wrists in the stockade; he closed it, locking her head and hands in it. At least the surface she put her knees on had some padding. Marty lubed up his dick and fucked her from behind; he took his time; she guessed it was a good 20 minutes before she heard the unmistakable sounds of Marty orgasming. Marty then moved to the front of the stockade, lining his shit-covered dick up with her mouth. She knew what was expected of her; she offered no resistance, not that she had a choice anyway.

Gina was exhausted when Marty finally released her from the stockade, and she still had a whole house to clean. Gina cleaned up the cum running down her legs out of her ass; she had enough to clean without wiping Marty's cum off the floors. She located the cleaning supplies and entered the formal living room. The room had nice formal furniture, but she never understood why it was there; they almost never used it. It had a big fireplace with a painting above it on the wall, some ancestor of Marty's. Gina immediately noticed that the painting was different. It was now a photo of her from the tattoo shop, enlarged, showing her nude, her back to the photographer, displaying her tramp stamp and QoS tattoo with a smile on her face. A light on the wall highlighted the photo. The bastard had her picture enlarged and framed. FUCK she thought. Gina did the best she could, vacuuming, dusting, and mopping, but she was out of practice. It was tiring work. In each room, she found more photos of herself on the walls, enlarged and framed, one of her getting double penetrated by Tai and Tyrell, another of her giving Tai a blow job on her knees, one where Tai pulled out of her mouth and shot cum onto her face; the action caught his one of his ejaculation mid-flight on its trip to join cum that already landed on her face and so on.

Gina hadn't finished half of the house when Marty announced it was movie time. Gina walked into the Living room with the large television; Marty had moved the stockade to face the TV. It was obvious what he planned. She obediently placed her head and wrists into the stockade, and Marty locked her into place. The contraption adjusted so her head and eyes were level with viewing the TV. Marty lubed up his dick, shoved it into her ass, performed a couple of strokes inside her ass, and pressed play.

It was a video of her, on her knees, sucking Smith's dick from the tattoo parlor a few days prior.

"You're a real slut" Marty said, "You'll suck anyone's dick." Gina watched the video in horror; he knew! Marty continued slowly to fuck Gina. Finally, after 20 minutes into the video, Smith came, and she could see herself swallowing his cum. Finally, it was over. But Marty continued to slowly fuck her ass. The next video was worse, far worse.

She could see it was a video of her and Tai seated at the table at the restaurant; the footage was taken from across the room, but it had a clear view of the table; she couldn't hear what she and Tai she was talking about. But she could clearly hear what the other patrons were saying in whispered tones at different tables in the restaurant. She realized hidden microphones must have been at every table.

"Isn't that Gina Moore?" One couple asked each other in whispers.

"Oh my god, what a slut; why is she with that black man?" another asked

"Did Marty kick her out? Is she a hooker now? I wonder what she charges?"

On and on, the gossip went. These words stung Gina more than any hidden camera sex video she had seen. Gina started crying softly, then uncontrollably crying. "I'm sorry, I'm Sorry," she kept saying between hysterical sobs. "Please forgive me, Marty".

Marty stopped fucking her ass, pulled out, and moved to the front of the stockade. For a moment, Gina thought he was going to say he forgave her until he hit her with a hard slap across that face, "That's MASTER to you bitch!" he yelled at her.

"Say it!" Marty repeated

"Yes, Master. Sorry, Master. Forgive me, Master." Gina said.

Satisfied, Marty moved back behind her, shoved his still-hard dick inside her, and continued fucking her asshole. Gina continued crying and sobbing; the whispers of gossip from the other tables continued. This was pure hell for Gina; she was seriously considering suicide to end this nightmare that was her life now.

Finally, she could feel her Master Cumming inside her. Once done, he again moved to the front of the stockade; she knew what was expected of her; she sucked his shit-coated dick clean. Her Master stopped the video and released her from the stockade.

Her Master pulled her to her feet by her hair. He leaned in close to her.

"I gave you everything slut, and you repaid me by fucking some low-life piece of a shit, black man. My first reaction when I learned of your betrayal was to have you both killed, but I'm enjoying punishing you far better than the short-term satisfaction of killing you." Her master said to her cruelty.

In a softer tone, he said, "I still love you Slut; despite everything you've done. If you do everything I say and obey me, I may find it in my heart to forgive you."

He released Gina. She fell to the floor sobbing; yes, she thought she would do anything he wanted to earn his forgiveness.
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Sharing Gina - Chapter 4

Gina's Weekend

Marty woke up the following day. Gina was sound asleep next to him. As usual, he had morning wood; he applied lube to his dick he now kept on his nightstand, rolled Gina over, and forced his dick into her asshole when she was still asleep. He awaked her as he fucked her up the ass; it felt good. His plans were coming together nicely; soon, he would never have to resort to masturbating to satisfy himself; there would be someone's pussy, ass, or mouth close at hand to meet his every sexual need. After 10 minutes of ramming his dick into her, he felt himself come into her. He spared her the clean-up duties after sex today; he got out of bed and headed to the shower. He had to pee, too, but avoided doing so.

As Marty stepped out of the shower, he stepped into the middle of the tiled bathroom floor and called, "Slut! Get in here!"

Gina obediently entered the bathroom shortly afterward. Her hair was a mess; dried tears and makeup were on her face from last night's ordeal. "Yes, Master," Gina replied, eyes submissively downcast.

"On your knees, Slut." Marty told her.

Gina immediately complied; she positioned herself to suck his dick; at least it would be clean this time, she thought, not coated with the slime from her ass.

Then Marty did something she was not expecting. Instead of forcing his dick into her mouth, he stood back a bit and began pissing on her. Gina recoiled, but Marty told her not to move. Marty soaked Gina's face, hair, and breasts with his piss. Her breasts did seem to be his favorite target. When he finished, he ordered her to clean the piss off the tip of his dick. Gina could see that Marty was careful to avoid the growing puddle of piss expanding on the floor all around Gina. Once he was satisfied, he left the bathroom and told her to clean up the mess.

This was no easy task. First, she had to wash herself off with a quick shower, use bathroom towels to soak up the piss, mob the floor and wash the towels afterward. By the time she was finished, she was exhausted and hadn't even taken a proper shower yet. When she was ready to take a shower, she could hear her Master Marty Scream, "Slut!" from downstairs. Gina hurried to see what he wanted.

Her Master wanted to fuck her again, he bent her over his office desk, fucking her up the ass from behind, and when he finished cumming inside her ass, he forced her to give him a proper clean-up blow job. Afterward, he handed her a list of chores he wanted her to complete and dismissed her. Gina started to read the list; it was five pages long, printed double-sided. The list included rooms and things she was to clean, she expected, but it also mowing the lawn, washing and waxing the cars, and cleaning the gutters and sink traps; it would take her a month to finish the list even if she knew how to do them all, which she didn't. It was overwhelming, but she tried to focus on the first page, which mainly was cleaning the house items. After about an hour of cleaning, she heard heard her Master scream, "Slut! Come here!" It was coming from one of the downstairs bathrooms. Obediently, Gina rushed into the room and, with submissive downcast eyes, Gina said, "Yes, Master?"

Her Master pointed to the toilet. "Sit!" he commanded.

Gina sat on the toilet seat as ordered.

Marty stood over her, and Gina thought, 'Oh god, not again,' and before she could finish the thought, Marty was pissing on her again. He pissed on her face and tits; most of the piss washed down her body and into the toilet between her legs, but a fair amount splashed on the floor. When Marty was finished, he ordered Gina to clean the piss off his dick; when he was satisfied, she cleaned him well enough that he walked out of the room without another word. Gina used the hand towel to clean herself off well enough to fetch cleaning supplies. She cleaned the bathroom. It wasn't half the mess as this morning, but she still took almost 30 minutes to complete the task. A few hours after returning to her list, her Master Summoned her again, more anal sex, more blow job cleanups. And so this is how Gina spent her weekend, getting fucked, pissed on, cleaning it up, doing chores until her Master summoned her again, rinse and repeat. Gina did get smart and started stocking all the bathroom cabinets with everything she would need to clean up afterward, but she was exhausted by the time she fell asleep in bed late Sunday night, with her Master still hard dick in her after he came inside her.

Gina missed the party

Gina woke up alone. She looked at the time; it was almost 10 am. Marty had already left for work for the day. She got out of bed and stepped into the shower. It was a rough weekend; she was looking forward to a more relaxing day with Tai. She dressed in her typical slutty clothes that bastard Marty forced her to wear, put on her makeup, and looked at herself in the mirror. What a slut she had become, she thought. A few months ago, she would be horrified to be seen dressed like she was, but it has quickly become her new norm. And she had to admit, she liked the way she looked, smoking hot. Gina found herself fingering her pussy, just thinking about Tai inside her banging away. Her clit piercing couldn't heal quickly enough for her.

Arriving at Tai's townhouse, Gina immediately noticed the mess in the kitchen from the small entrance foyer. The counters had empty beer bottles, plates of half-eaten food, and empty pizza boxes. And that was just the start. Once Gina removed her clothes and put them into the foyer closet near the door, there was a strong odor of spilled alcohol and sex as she walked from the kitchen and into the living room. Women's clothes where on the floor, some of them ripped. More bottles and cans filled every table in the living room, some on the floor. She could see dried cum stains on the sofa and a few even on the floor. As she walked barefoot across the living room floor and started up the steps leading upstairs, she could feel the floor was sticky. The condition of the townhouse indicated that a big party was thrown that weekend, and she didn't get an invite. Gina heard the sounds of bodies slapping and moans of pleasure from upstairs. Olivia must be here, Gina thought. The old Gina would have turned around and left by now, but now the need to be fucked by Tai's big black dick was stronger than any repulsion she felt about the messy townhouse. Despite the disaster scenes downstairs, she pressed on; she was drawn, like a moth to an open flame.

As she entered the Master bedroom, Gina saw Tai just finishing fucking a woman he was on top of. Gina just missed Tai's orgasm.

Tai rolled out of bed and said, "Suck it Slut."

Gina, at first, thought Tai was speaking to her, she started forward to get on her knees to suck Tai's wonderful cock, but the woman in the bed beat her to Tai first. Gina realized it wasn't Olivia; she didn't know this redhead slut that was sucking the cock of her man! Gina could see she was younger than her, 19 years old, 20 tops.

Mmm, Mmm, the redhead moaned. Tai looked down at her approvingly, then looked at Gina.

"Nice of you to show up slut, it's almost 11 am," Tai told her.

Upon hearing this, the redhead stopped sucking Tai and quickly stood up, "Oh god! I'm late for work." She started to rush around the room, gathering and putting on clothes. Gina could see a red patch of hair above her pussy; the woman was a natural redhead.

Tai told the woman as she rushed out of the door, "Next time, I want your pussy shaven smooth, Ginger; see you soon." Tai said with a big grin.

Tai turned his attention to Gina; "My dick still needs attention; on your knees slut." Gina did what was expected of her; she took the redhead's place; she could still taste cum and pussy on Tai's cock, and she eagerly sucked it clean. Once Tai was satisfied, he told Gina he needed to rest; it was a long weekend of non-stop partying; too bad you missed it. Make yourself useful and clean this place up; I want it spotless.

As Gina left the room, Tai didn't think the place looked too bad by his standards, but Marty called him earlier that morning, waking Tai up, Asking him how things were going, and suggesting that he put Gina to work, maybe cleaning the townhouse. If Marty didn't wake him up earlier, he would still be sound asleep. Tai used the unexpected wake-up call for some morning sex with Ginger, the latest worshipper at the church of Big Black Cock.

Marty was well aware of the events at the townhouse that weekend, having closely monitored the hidden camera feeds all weekend. His property manager told Marty that he had received several noise complaints from neighbors; Marty, being the landlord, owned the entire building. Marty directed the property manager to tell those who complained that they would reduce their rent by $200 that month to compensate them that month. Marty identified several possibilities that he would like to add to his growing harem. Marty, in particular, wanted Ginger. As Ginger was leaving, he directed one of his Private detectives to follow her; they were stationed conveniently in one of the townhouses in the same row. He wanted to know everything about her. Her statement about being late gave Marty an idea; he just needed to find out where she worked.

Once again, Gina was reduced to housekeeping duties. It took several trips out of the complex trash bins to get rid of all the garbage; she just finished cleaning the kitchen and living room by the time Tai stumbled downstairs and demanded she make him dinner. Gina looked at the time; it was 4 pm; where did the day go? Gina looked in the refrigerator and kitchen cabinets, and they were mostly empty. Gina didn't think she took out enough trash to account for the empty food cabinets; either someone else emptied the trash sometime during the weekend, or more likely, someone stole some of it. The cabinets and refrigerator were full when Gina was at the townhouse before the weekend.

Gina told a disappointed Tai, but she couldn't find anything to make him.

"Well, you will just need to go shopping slut." Tai told her.

Shopping

As Gina pulled into the parking lot and parked her black Mercedes GLE Coupe, she still questioned if she could do it. It had been years since she stepped foot into a grocery store. Up until this time, she was very spoiled; Marty did all the grocery shopping and cooking. What Marty didn't make, she would dine out or order takeout. Gina suggested to Tai to let her order something for him, but she was shocked that he slapped her, knocking her down to the floor, and grabbed her by the hair, pulling her to her knees, "You questioning me, Bitch?" Tai said. Gina begged for Tai's forgiveness and told him she would do anything he asked.

As Gina stepped out of the car and walked towards the store, she realized what she must look like in a skirt barely long enough to cover her butt checks and a crop top that displayed her Tramp Stamp, belly piercing, and way too much cleavage. If she knew she would be shopping, she would have worn something less revealing this morning to Tai's place. Not that she had anything that anyone would consider modest anymore, but she did have a few skirts that were a few inches longer and shirts that showed off less cleavage. Gina didn't dare ask Tai if she could return home to Marty's place to change her outfit; she knew that the answer would be NO anyway. She walked through the store's automatic doors, entered the store, and grabbed a shopping cart. She could see people's heads turn around. As she shopped, she kept her eyes downcast when others stared at her; she could hear the whispering. It wasn't enjoyable, but she had to endure it. When she finished her shopping, she appaoched the checkout line, soon this nightmare would be over. Then Gina saw her; Ginger was the cashier scanning Gina's purchases.

"Have you got enough lube?" Ginger asked Gina as she was ringing her up. Gina had wiped out the store's supply of lube at Tai's direction—buy all of them were his exact words. Gina was red with embarrassment. Thankfully, Ginger didn't ask for a price check on any of the lube products. When the total bill was completed, it was over three hundred dollars. When Gina inserted her debit card to pay, the payment was declined because of insufficient funds. Oh God, she thought, how much worse could it get? She tried her card, but it, too, was rejected. Removing her last credit card from her purse, she silently prayed it would go through, and thankfully, the payment cleared.

After shopping, next was the liquor store. Gina was able to purchase beer from the grocery store, but for the hard liquor, she would have to go elsewhere. The experience was less humiliating; the store was much smaller, and there were no other customers inside at the time. Gina purchased enough bottles to fill a case; the white male clerk asked how much she charged. Gina said she didn't understand what he meant.

"How much to Fuck you?" the clerk said, "I get off at 7 pm."

Gina was horrified that he assumed she was a prostitute.

"I'm not a hooker." Gina angrily stormed out of the store with her purchases in a cardboard box.

On the drive back to Tai's, Gina thought she was not a prostitute, a slut, maybe, but she didn't fuck for money, just pleasure.

Back at Tai's, Gina made Tai Dinner. Afterward, she gave him a blowjob, and he fucked her up the ass and another clean-up blowjob. Gina woke the following day in Tai's bed with his arms wrapped around her. The next few days were like heaven for Gina; she seemed to have Tai all to herself, and no one else came over to the townhouse. She made him breakfast, lunch, and dinner each day. Tai fucked her several times a day; while the Anal sex was good, she could not reach orgasms with anal stimulation alone. Oral was out of the question, too, until her clit healed. She missed the feeling of Tai's big cock inside her pussy. Tai was respecting Marty's warning about not fucking her pussy until her piercing heals.

On Thursday, the last full day she would have with Tai, the doorbell rang.

Tai told Gina to answer the door, as she was. Gina was completely nude, and she had been since returning from shopping Monday evening. When Gina answered the door, it was the redhead she saw from Monday morning, Ginger.

"Hmm, I see Tai started without me," Ginger said as she entered. Gina closed the door after Ginger stepped in.

"Nice piercings; I want to get my breasts pierced, too. Oh, please forgive me; my name is Ginger."

"Gina," Gina said.

"Nice to meet you, Gina; I don't remember you from the party, but then again, a lot of it was a blur; I do remember at one point all three of my holes getting fucked at the same time; it was so hot," Ginger said.

"Who is it?" Tai called from his throne in the living room.

"It's me, Ginger." Ginger replied as she was walking into the living room, "I shaved my pussy like you asked. I need your big cock inside me; I've been daydreaming about you fucking me all week."

Tai looked Ginger over, "Good, get out of those clothes. On your knees and worship my cock with your mouth, both of you." Tai added.

When Tai was good and hard, he ordered Ginger to mount him as he sat on the couch. Ginger wasted no time climbing on top of Tai and bouncing up and down on Tai's big black cock, having the time of her life. Gina could only watch; she was so jealous. Gina could hear Ginger's moan as she orgasmed. Once Tai came inside Ginger, he had both Ginger and Gina give him a blowjob cleanup.

Once finished, all three of them sat together on the couch, recovering.

"We will take turns." Ginger told Gina, "Your pussy can be next."

Gina frowned, "I can't, my clit piercing is still healing. I can only have sex if Tai wears a condom and if he's gentle."

"Ain't wearing no damn condom," Tai spoke up. "And when I fuck sluts, I'll be as rough as I want. Gots to show them who owns their pussy."

Gina made a hand motion to Ginger, 'see'.

"It's Anal only for me, for another three weeks," Gina said in a depressing tone.

"Well, anal can be fun, too," Ginger replied.

For the next few weeks, Gina followed the same sequence of events. At Marty's House cleaning, getting fucked up the ass and cleanup blowjobs, and getting pissed on in the bathroom. At Tai's, it was cleaning up after the weekend party, shopping for groceries & liquor, Anal sex, and cleanup blowjobs.

Olivia's fall from grace

Olivia arrived at Marty's house on a Tuesday morning, rushed up to his front door, and repeatedly rang the doorbell. While she had the code to get past the driveway security gate, she didn't have a key to Marty's house. As Marty answered the door, Olivia pushed past him into the foyer; he could see she was upset. Once Olivia reached the middle of your foyer, she turned to Marty and sobbed.

"Tom found out, and he kicked me out of the house; he is going to divorce me," Olivia said between sobs. "What am I going to do?"

Marty said, "I'm not surprised; I'm only surprised it took Tom this long to find out."

"What do you mean?" Olivia sobbed, "Did you tell him!" she screamed accusingly.

"Why would I do that and lose my blackmail leverage over you?" Marty asked her.

This made sense to Olivia; if not Marty, then who?

"Follow me," Marty calmly replied. She led Olivia to his home office, and he told her to sit down, which she did as he ordered. Marty typed on his keyboard and turned the screen so Olivia could see. It was a photo of her with Tai having sex, and there was a man's face on the side in the photo with a big grin on his face. It was a selfie.

"Tai's Friends have been snapping photos of themselves while they were fucking you," Marty told Olivia; "you have become quite the internet sensation. It was only a matter of time before one of these photos found their way to Tom."

Oh my god, Olivia thought; she had no idea, so she was so engrossed in the pleasures of sex that she never noticed anyone taking her photo.

"I use the word Tai 'Friend' loosely; Tai has been charging his friends, or anyone else for that matter, money to have sex with you. I believe the current rate is $50 for a blowjob, $100 to fuck your pussy, and $150 for anal. Tai does not have a good head for business; these rates are well below the market rate for such services. "

"He's whoring me out?" Olivia said, Oh my god, I'm ruined she thought.

"Fortunately, Tai isn't good at keeping up with his email; if he had, there would have been a line out the motel door before and around the block of men waiting their turn to fuck you for money. The internet advertisement selling your services is fairly recent as well; most of his business has been word of mouth until now. Once I became aware of Gina's cheating, I was quickly able to hack Tai's email account and remove the customers' requests for services. I captured a copy of these emails, and I will be reaching out to them later once we get you properly set up and rates adjusted."

Olivia stared at Marty in horror; "I'm not a prostitute," she said.

"Actually, you are; you are just not getting your cut; you're a porn star as well. I planned for this eventuality, so here's the deal. First, I have a contract here that will let me negotiate on your behalf regarding your divorce with Tom; I believe I can get him to settle out of court for 500k to 750k, based on an analysis of Tom's net worth. He would not want negative publicity if your extramarital affairs were revealed. If we can guarantee him confidentiality, I believe he will settle out of court. Second, you will sign a power of attorney, which will allow me to manage your finances on your behalf. Once Tai finds out you have your own money, it will not take him more than a year or two to bleed you dry. Giving me control over your finances will protect your money from Tai; we both know that despite all these revelations, you know you are still addicted to his dick."



Olivia knew Marty was right; while she was angry with Tai at the moment, she would get over it, and she still longed for his incredibly big black dick. It was all she could think about was how good it would feel to have Tai's big dick inside her to forget her problems. She was like a coke addict, looking for her next high.

"This third contract will give me control over photos of you and a model release form. This gives me the power to request the deletion of the nude images people have uploaded to the internet, as well as set you up as one of my models on my new porn site. This fourth contract will allow me to be your manager for your prostitution and porn career. And finally, the fifth contract, you will agree to be my sex slave for the next five years." Marty finished.

Olivia stared at Marty with her mouth open in disbelief. "I can't sign those," she said.

"That's fine," Marty said calmly, "The way I see it, you have three options: Sign with me, Run back to Tai, he will continue to whore you out for free, or third, hope you have enough gas to drive to the woman's shelter in Allentown. Tom would have canceled your credit cards by now. You could crash at a few friend's homes for a few days, a week at the most but that will not last long. Once it becomes common knowledge that you're a whore, few would want to be associated with you."

Marty was confident that she would sign; she really had no choice. Her parents died when she was young, and she had no marketable skills to get a job, having been a trophy wife right out of high school. Her social support network was weak: all mutual acquaintances and no close friends other than Gina.

Olivia sat there saying nothing, thinking about her options.

"You have to sign all five contracts or no deal. Trust me, in five years; you will be a wealthy woman in your own right; I'll invest your divorce settlement money and add to it money earned off your porn site and your fucking and sucking abilities. After, of course, my commission fees. I'll even give you a $2,000 signing bonus, returning your money."

The signing bonus got Olivia's attention. It wasn't very much money, but it was strange to hear. "What do you mean signing bonus?"

"Just returning the money you used to rent my hotel room," Marty replied.

"You hotel room?" Olivia asked, confused.

"Once I learned of Gina's cheating, I made a deal with the owner of both motels in town; they are both owned by the same family, and just one is better quality than the other. I rented three rooms in the nicer hotel for the entire year; one I fitted with hidden cameras and listening devices, and the other two were to support the video equipment and staff to monitor them. Whenever you or Gina rented a room, they would be sent to the room I already had rented. No one else was allowed to use it." Marty told her.

"How did you find out about Gina Cheating anyway?" She asked Marty

Marty laughed, "That was the easy part. Having a trophy wife, I have always been cautious about monitoring Gina's spending; she had a credit limit of two thousand dollars on her credit card and an ATM withdrawal limit of $300 daily. Often, I would have to pay the credit card balance several times a month to keep it from getting maxed out; I monitored these balances almost daily. This way, I could limit her spending; she couldn't go out and buy an 80k Mercedes or some other wild purchase without me knowing about it. The first thing I noticed was the ATM withdrawals; it was unusual for her to withdraw cash; she always used her credit card. Then, there were charges from fast food places with delivery charges. Gina never ate out at fast food; she preferred dine-in places. I only took one call to see where the food was being delivered. Once I heard the word motel, I knew. So, by Gina's third or fourth date with Tai, I knew she was cheating on me. From there, it was private detectives, background investigations, hidden cameras, and audio equipment. This is where it started to get complicated and expensive," Marty finished.

Olivia realized Marty had planned everything detail out carefully. She couldn't see a way out of her mess. She picked up the first document and started looking it over. She was no lawyer, but it looked pretty standard stuff. After some more reading, she could see it gave a power of attorney over her finances, and it expired five years after she signed it. Olivia only glanced over the other two documents, but the slave contract carefully read it and asked Marty several questions about it.

"What does it mean by body modifications?" Olivia asked,

"Oh, the standard stuff: pierced tongue, breasts, belly button, and clitoris. As for Tattoos, tramp stamps, and crotch tattoos. It will say "slut" just above your shaved pussy. It will match a tattoo I will be giving Gina soon. I may add a few more small tattoos, but your body will not look like a graffiti wall I promise you. All of your tattoos except your tramp stamp will use erasable tattoo ink, which can be removed with a single laser treatment session. You, however, agree in the contract to keep your tramp stamp for the rest of your life; substantial financial penalties will occur if you have it removed. The contract also allows for verification checks to ensure you comply. I want you to have something to remember me by for the rest of your life and as a penance for getting my Wife involved with Tai. The 'Queen of Spades' tattoo you got with Tai is not erasable ink, but you should be able to remove it with enough laser treatments." Marty said.

Reading over the rest of the slave contract, she was required to be nude while in Marty's mansion or any non-public setting and serve Marty's every sexual whim, but no hard-core BDSM; she wouldn't be getting whipped, flogged, eating out of a dog bowl, or have to sleep in a dog kennel cage. Admitting defeat, Olivia signed all five documents, one after another.

Marty took the documents Olivia signed and signed where his name was indicated as well. He copied all of them on his photocopier and handed copies to Olivia.

"Now strip, slut." Marty said to her.

Oliva obeyed. She was standing nude in front of Marty. Marty took a minute to relish his victory, his plans were coming together nicely. While Olivia wasn't as attracted as Gina, she was still mighty fine-looking. She also had all of her body hair removed from the neck down; it was Olivia who talked Gina into getting the laser treatments done a few years before.

"I prepared the third bedroom upstairs as your new living quarters," he told Olivia. "You are not to leave the house without my permission. Take your copies of this paperwork and put them in one of your dresser drawers. You will find the clothes I approve you to wear when I allow you out of my house. Get settled in; return in 10 minutes; I have a use for your mouth, slut."

Defeated, Olivia found her new room for the next five years at least. She reflected that only six months ago, she was an upstanding, respected woman in the community, not she was just a sex slave slut and a whore too.


Sharing Gina Ch. 05

Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.

Sharing Gina - Chapter 5

Olivia's new decoration

Olivia shared Marty's bedroom that night; the next day, Marty fucked her first thing in the morning and had Olivia give him a clean-up blow job, nothing she wasn't already used to doing with Tai or Marty already. Next, Marty had Olivia dress in a slutty outfit, which was similar to the standard wear Gina wore, a short mini skirt with no underwear and a low-cut crop top shirt but without a bra. Marty drove Olivia over to the tattoo parlor. It was empty when they entered the shop. Smith was surprised to see Marty, especially with another woman other than Gina.

"Marty, it's nice to see you. I trust you're satisfied with the results of my photographic abilities?" Smith asked

"The photos and video turned out great, Thank You," Marty replied.

"And who is this wonderful creature you brought with you? Another canvas for my artwork?" Smith asked.

"This is Olivia, my newest accusation and now my sex slave. Brought her in to decorate her body with tattoos." Marty turned to Olivia, "Strip slut!" he ordered Olivia, "Show the nice man your wonderful body; make sure you slowly spin around so he can see all of it."

Red with embarrassment, Olivia obeyed Marty, her new Master.

Smith looked Olivia's body over. He noticed the Queen of Spades tattoo on her right leg.

"That's not my work," Smith commented.

"I had it done elsewhere," Olivia told him. At the time, she was trying to keep a low profile with her boyfriend, Tai; she didn't want to be seen in public with him anywhere in town.

"You seem to have a thing for women that love dark meat, Marty," Smith commented.

"Dark meat serves its purpose," Marty responded, "without its assistance, none of this would have been possible."

"So what do you want to have done today?" Smith asked

"Give her a Tramp Stamp, a tribal Celtic tattoo design, with a butterfly in the center. Above her cunt I want the word 'Fuck Toy' in bold letters. The words 'USE' and 'ME' one on each breast on the skin just above her nipples and finally on her left shoulder, 'Property of Marty Moore.' All of the artwork is to be completed with erasable ink, except the tramp stamp." Marty finished.

"Wow, that's a lot of work; it's going to take all day to do all of that," Smith exclaimed.

"Tell you what, if you need to take a break, you can fuck her as many times as you want. I want it on video every time you do; you still have the video equipment set up in the back, right?" Marty asked.

"Yes," Smith smiled broadly. "I will close my shop to other customers; I will get it all done, even if I have to work through the night," Smith said with a big smile, leering at Olivia.

"Good," Marty said, "and of course, I want professional photos after you're done."

"Great, more artwork for my wall!" Smith smiled.

"Not this time. You can have photos for your personal use to masturbate to, but do not add her to your artwork wall. This arrangement mustn't be public knowledge for reasons you don't need to know." Marty replied.

"As you wish." Smith agreed.

Swingers

Gina arrived Home Friday morning after spending the weekdays at Tai's. She was surprised to see Olivia's car in the driveway but not Marty's. After entering the house and stripping naked as required, she entered the living room; Gina heard the vacuum running upstairs. Curious, she followed the sound of the vacuum upstairs to the Master bedroom. She found Olivia cleaning, and she had tattoos--lots of them! She also had a black leather collar that said SLAVE in silver letters.

"Oh my god, Olivia, what did you do to your body?" Gina asked, surprised.

Olivia looked up at Gina and burst into tears. Gina rushed over to comfort her friend. Olivia told Gina all about how Tom found out about Tai, the photos, being sold as a prostitute by Tai, and Marty enslaving her. She never wanted any of this; she just wanted someone to touch her and love her physically.

Gina comforted Olivia as best she could: "Well, look on the bright side. You know how long your enslavement is; I do not know how many years it will be before Marty forgives me, if ever." Hearing Tai selling Olivia into prostitution on the side made Gina start to wonder if some of Tai's friends she had sex with were also paying customers. Gina shivered at the thought. At least for the last several weeks, the sex was just her and Tai, with Tyrell occasionally, Tai's best friend. The wild parties Tai had seemed to be restricted to just the weekends for now.

Gina told Olivia about what she had to endure with Marty over the last weekend. I haven't seen much of you at Tai's. Where have you been?

"Before Tom found out about my cheating, we had several fundraisers to attend together out of town, but I was able to get away for the weekends. You missed some wild parties at Tai's; I must have had sex with 30 different men those two weekends; they filled all of my holes more than once, and I must have swallowed a pint of cum." Olivia told Gina.

Reflecting now on the weekends, Olivia remembered some money exchanging hands but didn't think much of it at the time. Then she realized that those 30 men were probably 30 paying customers. Oh god, she thought again.

"Master Marty will be home at 4 p.m.; he said you have to be ready for tonight's date," Olivia told Gina.

"Date? What Date?" Gina asked.

"Master Marty told me to tell you your clit piercing should be healed well enough by now; you are now ready to start swinging with Marty as you agreed to. Marty set up a date with another couple tonight for full swap sex." Oiliva said.

Olivia showed the outfit Gina was to wear that night laid out on the bed; it was a long black dress with a broad sheer line that wrapped around the dress. The solid material covered her Breasts and Pussy, but the sheer dress made it clear that she wasn't wearing any bra or underwear. She had to admit it was a very sexy outfit. It would be nice to wear something where her ass or tits were not hanging out. Olivia helped Gina dress and do her hair and makeup.

A few minutes before Marty was to arrive home, Olivia rushed out of the bedroom and downstairs. Surprised, Gina followed Olivia. Gina found her in the foyer, on her knees, hands up, resting on her legs, facing the front door. Gina recognized it as a Nadu pose. Before Gina could decide whether or not she should do the same, the front door opened, and Marty, her Master, entered. Upon seeing them both, Marty smiled.

"Slut, this is the proper way a slave should greet her Master," Marty said to Gina, indicating Olivia.

"I wasn't aware I was your slave," Gina said as she stood there but looked with her eyes down submissively; she didn't dare anger him.

"You're not," Marty said as he embraced her and gave her a French kiss. "You're my cheating, Big Black Dick-loving, slutty Wife."

Marty stepped back to look at his Wife. "I forgot how stunning you can look with the right outfit and a little markup."

Grabbing Gina by the hand, he pulled her along, directing his attention at Olivia; he said, "Come slave, help me get ready for date night with my wife."

Olivia obediently followed.

"You seem in a happy mood," Gina said.

"I am. After years of trying to get you to try something more adventurous, like swinging, I finally got my wish come true. This is just the start of full couple swapping, threesomes, orgies, nude beaches and nudist resorts."

Gina and Marty met the other couple, Steve and Lisa, in a bar that night, and they made introductions and small chit-chat; after a few drinks, they ended up at a hotel room where they had the same room, full swap sex. As the new guy she had only met an hour before was fucking her, as Marty was fucking his Wife right next to her on the same bed. It was so hot. For the first time in almost three weeks, Gina had an Orgasm. It wasn't the mind-blowing orgasms that Tai usually gave her, but still, she enjoyed it.

After a break in the action, the two couples were relaxing. Gina was in Steve's arms; he was caressing her breasts. Lisa was with Marty; he was fingering her pussy.

"It is so nice to meet you two finally. We have been communicating with Marty for weeks in anticipation of his night. I'm sure Steve is just as curious as I am; what's the deal with your Queen of Spades tattoo?" Lisa asked.

"My boyfriend gave it to me," Gina said.

"Boyfriend?" Lisa said, puzzled.

"Yes, Marty shares me with Tai, a wonderful black man with a huge dick. I'm married to Marty, but I'm addicted to my boyfriend's dick." Gina said.

"You OK with this, Marty?" Lisa asked.

"Absolutely." Marty answered, "Sure, I could have divorced Gina, but I wouldn't be enjoying your wonderful pussy right now, now would I," he told Lisa, "Or Steve Gina's nice tight pussy. This arrangement works out well for me."

"Yes, I'm surprised Gina's pussy is so tight; I would have expected her to be looser if your boyfriend is so well-endowed," Steve said.

"Gina has done kegels every day for years, well before meeting Tai. I often joke with her that she could crush an empty beer can with her pussy." Marty joked.

"Well, I'm looking to many more dates of feeling your pussy vice tighten around my dick," Steve replied with a smile to Gina. "What are you two doing tomorrow?"

"I have another date lined up. We want to make as many new friends as possible, but let me give you my address. I have a large place that can easily accommodate a larger gathering," Marty said.

"Like an Orgy?" Lisa asked.

"Yes, we would like to invite our new fuck buddy friends over every weekend," said Marty

"Looking forward to it," Lisa said; "we have some other friends and friends of friends that are in the lifestyle. We love big parties with lots of swapping, 3-somes, 4-some."

"What about you, Marty, you bi?" Steve asked

"Can't say I ever tried it, been curious about what a dick up my ass would feel like. And I've been reading about a prostrate orgasm. I want to experience that once, but zero interest in sucking dick." Marty confessed.

"Well, if you ever want to try it, let me know; I have been known to top or bottom on occasion." Steve offered.

After several swaps back and forth between the couples, Gina finished out the night by sucking Marty's cum out of Lisa's pussy as Steve fucked her up the ass from behind. Lisa was busy cleaning his cum off Marty's dick. As they were driving home that night, Gina said they should have started swinging years ago; she enjoyed it so much.

"We will just have to make up for lost time," Marty told her. I have dates booked for both Saturday and Sunday. Then there is the swingers club in Perth Amboy, I would like to check out with you."

After a weekend of swinging with Marty, she had to admit that things were getting better. Marty didn't piss on Gina once that weekend; full swapping sex was something she never expected she would enjoy so much. Also, the outfits Marty allowed her to wear when they met other couples were still slutty, but she looked great in them, and they were different from her standard attire. Not to mention, Olivia now handled all the house chores. Gina felt terrible for Olivia, but she could get used to the idea of having a slave or two around the house.

Ginger

Gina arrived at Tai's place early Monday morning to the same frat party aftermath disaster scene as every other Monday. She heard crying from the other room. Curious, Gina entered the Living room and found Ginger alone on the sofa. She had two suitcases on the floor next to her.

"What's wrong?" Gina asked

"I got fired, my manager said I was late and called out sick too many times to work, I can't help myself, I'm addicted to Tai. Then my manager told my parents I was sleeping with a black man; I don't know how he found out; my parents threw me out of their house last night." Ginger said

"When I told Tai last night that maybe I could stay here awhile until I found another job, he laughed at me and said if there was nothing I could do for him, he had no use for me. What am I going to do?"

"Where is Tai now?" Gina Asked.

"Sleeping upstairs, sleeping, I guess; I haven't seen him since last night," Ginger answered.

Maybe Marty could help. Gina retrieved her phone from her handbag and called Marty; she was careful to call him Master during the call. Marty agreed to meet with Ginger, but he warned Gina that this was Tai's time.

"Where was Tai?" Master asked.

"Sleeping", Gina replied.

"Drop Ginger off at the house and hurry back to Tai's. I will be there soon." Master told her.

Gina quickly drove Ginger to her Master's mansion and left her on his front steps with two suitcases.

Marty arrived home about 10 minutes later. Seeing Ginger on his front porch with two suitcases, looking desperate, gave him an instant hard-on. Perfect, he couldn't have asked for a better opportunity to make his sales pitch. He was planning to go over to Tai's to confront him about using Gina's credit cards to purchase food and liquor every weekend party, which wasn't part of their original deal as an excuse to meet Ginger. Little did Ginger know it was Marty who contacted her manager yesterday and convinced him that it was in his best interest to fire Ginger and tell her very religious parents about her association with Tai, a corrupting influence in town. Marty took Olivia with them when he met Ginger's manager; Olivia gave him a blow job in his office while Marty said that if he played his part right, not only could he fuck Olivia, Marty would see to it that he got to sample Ginger's sweet little pussy too.

Walking up to his front door, he said, "Hello, I'm Marty Moore. My Wife Gina said you were in some trouble. How can I help?" Marty asked.

"I'm Ginger Bradford. I need a place to stay," Gina answered.

"Well it's isn't exactly the Holiday Inn, but please come in," Marty said. Marty opened the door and brought in her bags.

"Thank you. Can I use your bathroom?" Ginger asked.

"Of course, it just through there" Marty pointed at a door under the stairs.

As soon as Ginger was out of eyesight, Marty used his keys to lock the deadbolts on the front door and set the alarm system to lock down the house. Ensuring Ginger did not leave until Marty convinced her to be his sexual plaything.

As soon as Ginger exited the bathroom, Marty escorted her to the living room and offered her a seat.

"Can I get you anything to drink?" Marty offered.

"Maybe a water," Ginger answered.

Marty poured her a small glass of Everclear liquor, which should get things rolling along nicely. As he handed her the glass, she took a big gulp of the drink and made a face but said nothing.

"So Gina tells me you, one of Tai's girls, you go over to his house to get fucked by him and his friends. Every weekend and some weeknights." Marty stated to Ginger boldly.

"Gina told you that?" Ginger said, shocked.

"Yes, do you know the arrangement I worked out for my Wife Gina and Tai?"

Ginger shook her head no.

"When I found out what a cheating slut she was, I made her a deal and offered to share her with Tai. I could have kicked her out on the street, but I'm a generous guy; I know women have needs that not every man can satisfy." Marty told her. "You have needs, too, don't you, Ginger."

Ginger shook her head yes.

"Well, I'm sure I can help you with that; what if I offered a way to continue to fuck Tai whenever you want and still have a place to live and a job to make money? Would that interest you?" Marty

Ginger shook her head yes. "I guess she said."

"Wonderful, then here's my offer: you can stay here in my house, in one of my bedrooms, and I'll give you a job in my office. In exchange, I get to fuck you whenever I want. Interested?" Marty said.

Marty could see the alcohol was beginning to take effect.

Ginger's reactions slowed. There was something wrong here, but she could not quite figure it out. It did sound like a reasonable offer, so she shook her head and said, 'Yes.'

Wonderful, Marty said. Let me help you out of your clothes; you will not need them while you're in my place. Marty stripped Ginger, and before then realized what was happening, he was inside her, fucking her on the sofa. It felt good; this seemed so right.

Ginger awoke the following day. She had a hangover, and she was in a bedroom she didn't recognize. Stumbling out of bed, she was nude, not that unusual; she was nude every day she was at Tai's place, but this wasn't Tai's place. Leaving the bedroom, she realized she was on the second floor of a building; she could smell cooking coming from somewhere. She descended the stairs and walked into a large kitchen. There she saw a nude woman, Olivia, she recognized her from many orgies at Tai's, and a dressed man. Marty, that was his name; she remembered meeting him yesterday.

"Good morning, Ginger," Marty warmly greeted her, "you sleep well?"

"I think so; my head hurts," Ginger said.

"Here's breakfast. Eat up and have some orange juice." Marty handed her a glass of orange juice with a strong shot of Everclear in it.

Ginger emptied the glass and ate breakfast. Before long, she was beginning to feel the effect of the alcohol again. Ginger woke up again; she was lying on a couch, the warm liquid was dripping out of her pussy. She realized she must have had sex. Marty was on the sofa, nude, and Olivia's head was bobbing up and down on his dick, giving him a blow job.

"Ahh, I see you awake, Ginger. Have a nice rest?" Marty asked her.

Ginger, still groggy, said she thought so. She didn't remember falling asleep.

Here, he will fix you right up. Marty handed Ginger another small glass of water. Ginger drained the entire glass. She was so thirsty. Marty looked at her warmly.

Ginger woke again. She could feel the pain coming from her back. She tried to move, but she realized she was tied down. Looking around, she realized she was in a tattoo parlor. She was getting a tattoo. She always wanted a tramp stamp tattoo, look like she was getting her wish, she just wished she could remember what she asked for.

"She's awake." someone said, "but I'm almost done."

Ginger only had to endure the pain for a few more minutes before she was untied. She looked around the room; Marty was there with another man she didn't know. "Would you like to see the results?" the man asked.

"Yes," Ginger said, still trying to clear her head.

Holding a mirror up, she could see she had a tramp stamp on her backside, with a Rose in the center. Smaller flowers were spread across her back on both sides. It was almost exactly like the one she had drawn before in her diary. "How did you know that's the one I wanted?" Ginger asked, "I love it!"

"You told us silly," Marty said. Actually, Marty had done extensive research on Ginger; he even had someone break into her parents' house when no one was home and search Ginger's room from top to bottom. Fortunately, Ginger kept diaries going back several years, even updating them as recently as a few days ago. Marty knew everything about Ginger, maybe better than she knew herself.

Ginger noticed she was completely nude in the tattoo parlor. And both of her nipples were pierced.

"Wow, that's this is so hot!" Ginger said, her mind clearing. "When did I have my nipples pierced?"



"Today," Marty answered, "a traveling piercer was here; they left a few hours ago."

"Wow, anything else I missed," Ginger asked.

"Well, there is your QoS tattoo," Marty said, "Tai said he now requires it if you want to step foot into his place again."

Ginger looked down; on her right leg, on her ankle, on the outside was a Spades symbol with a Q in the middle. Just thinking about being with Tai again, she began to play with her pussy with her hand.

Looking down, she noticed that her pussy now had the beginnings of a landing strip.

Marty, noticing what she was staring at, said, "Yes, I want you to keep that. I like it." Marty said.

"But Tai said he wants me clean-shaven," Ginger answered.

"I already cleared it with Tia; keeping it shows you're a natural redhead," Marty said.

"Let's get you home; I want to fuck you again," Marty said.

So began Ginger's enslavement to Marty; she never remembered specifically agreeing to anything, but she must have. Otherwise, how would Marty know so much about her?

Marty's new employee

On Thursday, Marty arrived at work with Ginger, parking in his reserved parking space in front of the building. He led Ginger inside the office building Marty owned and ran his business operations out of. Marty introduced Ginger as his personal administrative assistant to the front desk receptionist, who was named Sally.

Sally asked, "Is she replacing Pam?" puzzled. Pam was Marty's office administrative assistant, indispensable to Marty in managing his calendar, meetings, and file organization skills.

"No, not at all," Marty reassured Sally. "Ginger will be helping out Pam with some of her tasks and other responsibilities for me of a more personal matter."

Sally thought for a moment that Marty was referring to fucking Ginger; she was, after all, very young and attractive. But she quickly dismissed this thought. Marty was known to be very faithful to his Wife. Pam told her so. Pam said that after the death of her late husband several years ago, Pam started to dress more proactively and flirted with him at work to see if she could get Marty interested in her, but Marty never took the bait.

Marty introduced Ginger to several other people whose names she could not remember before finally stepping off the elevator on the 3rd floor of the building and leading her to a corner office. There, he introduced Pam, his office administrative assistant.

"Good morning, Pam," Marty greeted Pam. I want you to meet our newest employee, Ginger Bradford. She will be helping out around here."

Pam, an attractive woman in her mid-40s, looked like a petite young redhead in a business casual outfit with a shirt and pants.

"I wasn't aware we needed more help," Pam responded.

"Ginger will be my assistant, assisting me with matters of a more personal nature. She could also help you out when needed." Marty told Pam with a big grin.

Again, the first thing that popped into Pam's head was Marty meant Ginger bending over his desk fucking Ginger from behind. But Pam immediately dismissed this thought. Marty was utterly faithful to his wife; other women in the office tried to seduce Marty without success. He was a real catch, handsome, in shape, and wealthy, what every woman wants in a man. Pam heard the recent rumors about Gina but dismissed them as town gossip. What woman in her right mind would trade a wealthy and successful man for an unemployed bum?

"It's nice to meet you," Pam said with a smile.

Marty delegated Pam to get Ginger settled into a cubicle not far from the office, his corner office. Afterward, it was business as usual. Pam scheduled Marty's meetings and handled phone calls and clients. It wasn't until around lunchtime that anything was the least bit unusual.

Marty used his intercom from his office and called Pam in the outer office. Each office was separated by a set of double doors, one set to Marty's office and another outer set that separated Pam's office from the cubicles.

"Yes?" Pam answered Marty.

"Could you summon Ginger for me? I have something I need her to handle." Marty said through the intercom.

"Of course," Pam responded, "I'll call her now." Marty could have called Ginger directly, but Pam knew Marty was terrible at remembering phone numbers; he relied on Pam for everything. It was a wonder that anything got done in the office without Pam.

A minute later, Ginger entered Pam's office and disappeared into Marty's, closing the door behind her.

A few minutes later, Pam realized that she had forgotten to get Marty's signature on a document. Pam grabbed the document, stood up, and entered Marty's office without knocking--which she often did. Once in Marty's office, Pam was surprised not to see Ginger. She must be in Marty's executive bathroom. Pam would have to talk to Ginger about this; the executive bathroom was for the exclusive use of executives, not regular employees.

Marty seemed to be in a happy mood, sitting at his desk. As Pam approached Marty's desk, she asked for his signature handing him the documents as she had done many times before. Marty took the document, signed it, and thanked her. As Pam turned to walk away, she heard what sounded like slurping coming from under Marty's desk. Pam knew this was impossible; she must have been mistaken, but after Pam returned to her office, she turned on Marty's intercom, didn't speak, just listened. Pam was eavesdropping on her boss. She knew this was wrong, but she couldn't help herself. The next thing she heard shocked Pam; Marty's voice could be heard: "Oh, God, that feels wonderful. Swallow it all, you Slut."

A few minutes later, Ginger exited Marty's office. Ginger did not look Pam in the eyes as she left, and Pam just watched Ginger leave. Pam had her mouth open; she could not believe what had just happened. Pam kept what she learned that day to herself.

The next day, Pam wasn't quite sure why, but she wore a short dress with the hem just above her knees. She was still dressed professional-looking, but this was somewhat out of character for her. When Marty again summoned Ginger to Marty's office and told Pam to hold his appointments. Pam could hear Marty's office door lock engage shortly after Ginger entered Marty's office. Pam could not help herself, Pam listened in again on the developments occurring in Marty's office. When Pam could hear the sounds of bodies slapping together and Marty telling Ginger what a slut she was, along with other dirty talk. Ginger responded with, "Yes, fuck me, Master Marty." Something came over Pam; she pulled down her panties and started to masturbate while listening.

After a few minutes, Pam came to a decision. She was a bold woman; she was never afraid to tell her boss, Marty, her honest opinion. This was one of the reasons Pam believed Marty thought she was a good assistant. Pam removed her panties, locked the outer office doors, took out the key to Marty's inner office door, quietly unlocked the door, and slipped inside the office. Pam was an expert in approaching Marty's desk without Marty noticing; she had done it many times before while her boss was on a telephone conference call, dropping off papers or getting his attention, pointing at her watch. Letting him know it was time to end the call; he had other obligations. Pam paused for a moment just inside Marty's office. Ginger was utterly naked, as was her boss, Marty; he had Ginger bent over the side of his desk and was fucking her from behind. Neither noticed Pam standing there. Pam marveled at Marty's well-defined, muscle body. Pam approached Marty's desk and quickly slipped into one of the visitor chairs facing Marty's desk, pulled her dress up, spread her legs, and began to masturbate her exposed pussy on the chair, watching them.

Marty noticed movement out of the corner of his eye. At first, he thought his mind was playing tricks on him, but when he saw it again, he looked off to the side of his desk to the nearby chairs. There was Pam, her dress up, legs spread apart, masterbating. Marty should have been surprised, but he took it all in stride.

"Pam, I never knew you were such a slut." Marty told her. "Would you like to feel my dick inside you?"

"Yes, Please!" Pam begged.

"Strip," Marty ordered Pam. Pam did as Marty ordered; she pulled her dress over her head and removed her bra.

Marty marveled at Pam's nude form; he knew she was good-looking, but seeing her naked surprised him a little. Pam's pussy was unshaven; he would have her take care of that.

"Bend over the desk, you slut." Marty ordered Pam. Pam obeyed her Boss.

Marty removed his dick from Ginger; she made a disappointed sound. And in one smooth transition, forced his dick into Pam; she was wet, very wet and tight, surprisingly tight. It took a few strokes before he could push his dick all the way inside her.

"God, your Tight Slut!" Marty exclaimed, "When was the last time you had a dick inside you?"

Pam didn't know why, but her Boss Marty calling her a slut turned her on. And Marty's Dick was much larger than her late husband's; Marty stretched her pussy farther than it was ever stretched.

"Not since my late husband," Pam said in obvious pleasure. "Oh god, Fuck me, Marty, Fuck me, Master Marty."

It was a turn-on for Marty to hear Pam become so submissive to him. He would have loved to fucked Pam a lot longer, but after almost shooting his load into Ginger, he couldn't hold out much longer. Then he had a thought, "You on the Pill, Slut?" Marty asked.

"No, Master Marty, but I'll take a morning-after pill; please fill me with your cum." Pam begged.

Marty could wait no longer; he came inside Pam, Filling her pussy with Cum. Pam whimpered, "Oh God, I was so close."

Marty took pity on Pam; usually, he demanded a clean-up blowjob after sex but decided he had a better idea. Marty ordered Pam to sit on the visitor's chair with her legs spread wide. Confused, Pam obeyed.

Marty turned to Ginger, "Clean up on isle cunt." He told her.

Ginger had no doubt what Marty meant. Ginger got on her knees and worked her tongue over, around, and inside Pam's cum coated cunt. Marty sat leaning against his desk, watching Ginger's carpet munching. Marty also knew that Ginger was an expert in this area of oral sex, having watched her bring other women to orgasm at Tai's place while Marty watched on the townhouse cameras many times before.

Pam couldn't believe it; not only did she have sex with her boss, he came inside there, and another woman was giving her oral sex. Pam felt good, better than she had thought in a long time; before long, she had a long and powerful orgasm. But Ginger's tongue didn't stop; in a few wonderful minutes, Pam had another powerful orgasm, then another. Finally, Marty told Ginger that's enough. He told Ginger to get dressed and return to work.

Pam was about to follow, but Marty ordered her to stay. Marty was still leaning against this desk, completely nude.

"I have to say, Pam, I'm more than a little surprised you decided to join in our office fun. This could be a one time thing if you want; I will not hold it against you. Or if you want this to become a regular thing, my sluts keep their pussy shaved and smooth. I have shaving cream and razors in the bathroom." Marty said

Pam didn't hesitate; she got up out of the chair and proceeded to the executive bathroom. She emerged a few minutes later; she had shaved her pussy smooth.

Marty beckoned Pam over with his fingers. Pam stood before her boss, Marty, and Marty placed his hand on the newly shaven skin. He was feeling its smoothness.

"Good," Marty said. "The next thing my sluts are required to do is provide a clean-up blowjob after sex."

Marty didn't say anything more to Pam, and he didn't have to. She knew what he wanted; she got on her knees, put Marty's deflated dick into her mouth, and sucked his dick and balls clean. She could taste her's and Ginger's pussy juices on it as well as Marty's Cum.

When Marty was satisfied, he got dressed and had Pam do the same. Pam stood there awaiting Marty's next order.

Marty thought this was going to work out great. Pam is not only submissive but also obedient. Marty ordered her to sit.

"We need to talk about what just happened," Marty said. "So there are no misunderstandings later."

"Of course," Pam replied. "I thought you were faithful to your wife; I attempted to flirt with you a year after my husband died, but you never took my sexual hints. I thought you were either faithful to Gina or just oblivious."

"I was well aware of what you were trying to do then, and I was faithful to my Wife then. But that has recently changed. Gina has been cheating on me, and I only thought it was fair that I returned the favor." Marty said

"So the rumors are true then? So Gina is fucking a black man." Pam said, surprised.

"Several," Marty answered.

"I just thought it was groundless gossip. After all, what woman in her right mind trades an attractive, attentive, wealthy husband for an unemployed deadbeat? You are divorcing her, I assume."

"Not quite," Marty said.

"I never took you for a spineless cuckold." Pam said in surprise.

"It's more complicated than that. Why don't you come by my place on Saturday? I'll explain things in more detail, and I assume I can count on your discretion."

"Yes, Absolutely," Pam said.

"Good, we can talk more about the ground rules then, but while you are at work, it's strictly business except for the occasion lunch fuck date. I, after all, do have a business to run." Marty finished the conversation. Dismissing Pam.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.

Sharing Gina - Chapter 6

Pam

Pam arrived promptly at 9 a.m. Saturday morning at Marty's house, just as she did when going to work, only the task involved wouldn't be administrative. The driveway gate opened as Pam pulled up to it; Marty must have been monitoring the driveway camera for her. Pam parked her car. She saw several vehicles in the driveway; she wondered who else would be there.

Pam walked up to the front door of Marty's mansion and rang the doorbell. After a few minutes, the door opened wide, revealing Marty's Wife, Gina. Gina was utterly naked; she looked uncomfortable seeing Pam but invited her in. Both Gina's nipples were pierced with Silver Barbells as well as a Silver belly piercing and a clit piercing. Pam had to admit it looked sexy as hell.

"Please come inside," Gina told Pam.

"Thank you," Pam told Gina. "I'm surprised to see you here; I thought you would be over at your boyfriend's house fucking him." Pam was not shy about speaking her mind.

Gina's eyes look down submissively. "Tai gets me from Monday morning through Friday morning, My Master for the weekend, Friday morning to Monday morning."

"A sharing arrangement? Interesting," Pam said.

Stepping into the foyer, Pam asked, "Where is Marty?"

"Are you another one of my Master's Sluts?" Gina asked.

"The remains to be seen," Pam Answered, "but for now, you can assume I am."

"My Master Sluts are not permitted to wear clothing within his mansion. If you are one of his sluts, you must remove your garments before you will be permitted to proceed past the foyer." Gina told Pam.

Without another word or complaint, Pam wordlessly removed her clothing and dropped it on the foyer floor without bothering to fold or organize it. Pam left it where it landed on the hall floor.

"Follow me," Gina said.

As Pam followed Gina, she noticed Gina had a Tramp Stamp; it was a Celtic design with a heart in the center. Gina led Pam past a set of double staircases going up to the second floor; there was an open double door in the center leading into a large living room. Marty was seated in the middle of wrap wrap-around sofa; two women were standing in the center of the room, hands clasped behind their heads. Pam recognized one of them as Ginger; she didn't know the other woman with blonde hair. Gina took a place next to them and placed her hands behind her head, mirroring the other two.

"Ah, Pam, I see you are now another one of my sluts" Marty said.

"Not yet," Pam replied, "but I'm seriously considering the job offer. I would like to know my responsibilities and the benefits."

"Well, your interview went well the other day; I'll see if I can make a sales pitch that will make you seriously consider taking the job," Mary replied with a smile. "But first, let me introduce you to your fellow employees, assuming you join our team."

Marty walked up to Blonde Pam didn't know. He placed his hand on her ass.

"Let me introduce you to Olivia--age 29, dyed blonde, 5 foot 4, with 34 C breasts. Olivia is what we would call patient zero, without Olivia, none of this would be possible. Olivia's husband, Tom, hasn't touched her sexually for several years. Olivia was primed to be seduced, you might say. Olivia fell under the spell of Tai, a young black man. Since then, her husband has learned of her cheating and is in the process of divorcing her. I recently worked out a favorable settlement with him with unusual stipulations; in exchange, she has agreed to be my Sex slave for the next five years. Turn around, show Pam your wonderful body."

Pam could see Olivia had a Queen of Spades tattoo on her right leg, a Tramp stamp with a butterfly in the center, the word 'Sex Toy' above her pussy, 'use me' on her breasts, and 'Property of Marty Moore' on her shoulder.

"The tattoo's recent additions, I assume?" Pam asked

"All but the QoS tattoo, yes," Marty replied.

"I see they all have a QoS tattoo; you share them all with Tai?"

"I do; I share Gina equally. Since Olivia's enslavement, I share her less often. Ginger is technically allowed to see Tai whenever she wants but is available to me anytime at the office or when at my place." Marty responded.

Moving to Gina, Marty again placed his hand on Gina's ass.

"Next, we have Gina, age 28, dyed blonde, 5 foot 5, with 36 DD breasts. Despite years of trying to get her to be more adventurous in and out of the bedroom, I failed miserably. Tai, however, was able to turn into a total slut within two months. I've worked out an arrangement with Tai to share Gina with him. This arrangement also gets provides me access to other sluts to grow my harem. Gina, do the spin and show Pam your wonderful body."

Gina obeyed. She didn't look happy, but she did not question Marty.

"You certainly like Tramp stamps, don't you, Marty," Pam observed

"I do. I enjoy having art to look at when I'm fucking one of my sluts from behind. And while a Tramp Stamp doesn't guarantee the woman that has one is a slut. Statistically, women who have a Tramp Stamp vs those who do not get hit on two and a half times more often. Thus they have more opportunities to become a slut. I'm planning on adding more decoration to Gina's body soon." Marty said.

This got Gina's attention; she just glared at Marty but said nothing.

She was finally moving to Ginger, again placing his hand on her ass.

"This is Ginger, 19, natural redhead, 5 foot 3, with 34 B tits. After Ginger was let go from her previous employer, I offered her a job and a place to live with extra duties, and she accepted. She is to be available to me sexually any time she is at my business or while staying here. Show Pam your body slut; she saw it already, but do the spin anyway."

Ginger had a QoS tattoo on the same place on her outer right leg and a Tramp stamp with a rose in the center.

"I see Ginger has a landing strip that is filling in. I thought you demanded all your sluts to be smoothly shaven," Pam observed.

"Ginger is somewhat of a unicorn; only 1% of women have natural red hair; I would like to show off her special quality; if these other two sluts had natural blonde hair, I would allow them to display a landing strip as well," Marty answered.

"Do you expect me to get a QoS tattoo and a Tramp Stamp?" Pam asked

"You only have to get a QoS tattoo if I share you with Tai, and I do not plan on sharing you. As for the Tramp Stamp, we can discuss those details privately. I also have a business proposal for you. Please come to my office. If you accept my formal job offer, we can celebrate with a nice orgy. I know you enjoyed the oral sex Ginger provided the other day. We will see if we can top that today."

"You can relax now sluts; I'll summon you when I want you." Marty dismissed his three sluts. Marty then escorted Pam to his office.

The Proposal

In the privacy of Marty's office, Pam said, "Well, I'm surprised, Marty; I thought you would be wearing a cock cage sucking some black bull's dick; this I did not expect. Most men would have either killed their cheating wife or become a cuckold to keep her."

"That Master to you," Marty answered.

"I didn't accept your proposal yet, MARTY," Pam emphasized his name.

"Fair Enough," Marty said. "That was my first impulse, to do away with my Wife and Tai, but I've built successful businesses where others only saw failure. I decided to use this situation to my advantage, and it has turned out nicely so far."

"So what's this business opportunity?" Pam asked

"I want you to run my porn website and other services it provides."

"Porn site?" Pam asked

"Yes, Porn is a 90 billion dollar industry worldwide. But most Porn on the internet is controlled by a few major players. It's a chicken and egg problem. Without content, there is no ad or subscription revenue, and without ad and subscription revenue, small-time operators can't afford to create content. Sure, every 18-year-old kid has a dozen gigs of porn content saved on their computer, but if they were to put it on a publically accessible website, they would be quickly sued for copyright infringement. Most porn websites do not earn enough even to pay their server hosting fees. Some companies utilize search engines looking for publically accessible copyrighted porn content for the purpose of suing the owner of the site to make turn profit off of them. It's a cut-throat industry that is tough to get into and tougher to be successful. Even with the successful businesses I currently own, I doubt I can create enough content to break into the industry with any degree of guaranteed success." Marty explained

"Ok, so why bother?" Pam asked

"I would like to dip my toe into the business strictly for entertainment purposes. This will be more of a side hustle than a serious attempt to create a successful business. Think of it as more of a hobby. Also, it should give me access to a wide range of fresh and exotic pussy. In the past, I have fantasized about having a porn studio, paying the top-rated porn stars so that I could have sex with them. Perhaps my dream could become reality. And I have an Idea that may end up making it a successful business," Mary answered.

"So you have a new angle? Something that has never been attempted before?" Pam asked

"I do, in a way. To understand it, you need to understand the other end of the business. Most porn stars do not make very much money in the industry. They star in maybe a dozen videos, make a little money, demand for their services dries up, and are replaced with newer talent. The porn industry burns through thousands of young women a year, mainly because most only earn a few thousand dollars before they are replaced with newer talent. Few make a career out of porn, and fewer succeed. A good percentage of those getting out of porn get into prostitution; it's better paying and has a steadier income. Some websites specialize in connecting fans of current or former porn stars that are escorts on the side. But they are not directly connected to the porn sites." Marty explained

"In regards to your fantasy, why don't you just hire escort porn stars you want to have sex with instead of paying them to do a porno?" Pan questioned. "I would imagine it would be cheaper in the long run; no cameraman, lighting, boom operator, makeup, stunt doubles," She added as a joke.

"In a word, effort. When an 'actress' or 'actor' is performing a video shoot, they are putting considerable effort into the scene to make themselves look as good as possible. Also, bareback sex is highly likely. If they are getting hired out by a fan for sex, they are not inclined to put out as much effort, and condoms are a standard requirement. In some of the worse cases, they might just lay there like a corpse as they get fucked, and the guy comes inside a rubber. If I'm going to pay, I want their full, undivided attention and best efforts during sex." Marty said

"So, what is this unique business angle you have?" Pam asked

"I plan to have a porn website where, with a click of a button, you can book a 'date' with a specific woman you see in the video. It streamlines the process. I will offer convenience, a one-stop shop as they say." Marty boosted.

"Sounds risky. What about law enforcement?" Pam asked

"The website will be hosted outside the United States, where laws allowing law enforcement to access the hosting sites are weak or non-existent. Hong Kong would be a good choice." Marty answered. "A verification process during booking an escort will weed out most of the law enforcement attempts to infiltrate my operation."

"And who will be your porn stars? And Escorts?" Pam asked

"Olivia, to start with, I'm considering using my Wife, and I'm sure Ginger would be willing," Marty answered. "This is also where Tai can prove his usefulness by obtaining additional talent," Marty said.

"You whoring out your Wife?" Pam said, surprised.

"She has been whoring herself out for some time, just not fully aware of it; Young Tai had been collecting money on the side for allowing his friends access to her body. So long as proper precautions are applied, such as condoms or STD testing, I don't mind sharing...at least not anymore."

"So what are my responsibilities with all this?" Pam asked.

"You will take care of administrative duties and be de facto CEO. On paper, I will make Tai the owner of the business, and if it blows up, it will be Tai who faces the consequences from the authorities." Marty answered.

"Smart, very smart," Pam marveled. "And Tai would agree to this?"

"Tai isn't exactly a rock scientist; he's a high school dropout. He already signed the required paperwork; I told him it was a lease agreement for the townhouse I let him use. The contract is structured so he will benefit the least and suffer the most in the event of failure," Marty said.

"And what do I get out of this?" Pam asked

"You will get a 1% cut of gross proceeds from both the porn and escort business. Note that I said gross, not net; if this does not end up being a profitable venture, you still stand to make a considerable amount of money. I purchased a small independent 100-room hotel close to New York City. It was too far from any convention venues or airports, too small to meet the minimum size requirements for a franchise chain, and lack of land and building height restrictions prevented it from expanding. As a hotel, it was barely getting by in this modern world, but it's perfect for my purposes. It is being remodeled as we speak." Marty told her.

"And this verification process you mentioned?" Pam asked.

"It's a benefit from one of my other side businesses I started years ago, one of my first, in fact. Every police department and other law enforcement training department posts a publically accessible photo of the graduating class. I grab a copy of this information and as well as details about each student as possible and add it to a database. When law enforcement authorizes an undercover officer/agent, they scrub this information from the public internet to protect the identity of their agent. But I already have my copy of this information in my database, protected from deletion. For a subscription-based fee, crime organizations can access this information and quickly identify any undercover agents attempting to infiltrate these organizations. I will use the same database to identify any vice agents looking to interfere with our operations." Marty explained.

"I had no idea you were a criminal," Pam answered in surprise.

"Not a criminal yet, but I have worked with the criminal underworld for years. It pays well. Ethics and morality are for the poor. " Marty said

"So I get my own corner office now?" Pam asked.

"For now, this will be in addition to your other duties as my executive secretary. Use Ginger to handle some of your minor duties for you. While she is not as educated or refined as you in the office, she is intelligent; she learns quickly. If this is successful, I could see you having your own corner office, secretary, and even your very own slut under your desk to give you oral sex upon demand."

Pam smiled at the thought.

"And what of my other responsibilities of a more personal nature?" Pam asked

"What is your living situation now?" Marty asked

"I own a big empty house, I have no children, and I live alone. I've been lonely for several years now. This is why when I learned of your cheating with Ginger, I jumped at the chance to be included. I've always had my eye on you, even when I was married. I've tried dating, but most men around here are deadbeats looking for me to support them." Pam replied.

"If you would like to stay at my place, I can offer you a room here; you can have a bedroom to yourself; just make yourself available to me to fuck you any time I want you. I'll arrange it, so you can get sex from my other sluts any time you want. Olivia and Ginger are particularly talented in oral sex. You will never be lonely again. Have you ever tried tribbing? Or scissoring?" Marty asked.

"No, what's that?" Pam asked

"It's when two women position themselves to rub their pussies together. I understand it is quite fun, pleasurable, and a turn-on to watch as well." Said Marty

"Can't wait to give it a try," Pam answered eagerly.

"What about body decoration for me?" Pam asked

"I would like you will also get a tramp stamp and have your nipples pierced. I may want to add additional tattoos or piercings at my discretion, but they will all be with removal tattoo ink; when you decide you don't want them anymore, they will be easy enough to remove them with a single laser removal session. Also, you are to call me Master when here or in a social setting that demands it. At work, you must still call me Marty or Mr. Moore."

"What social settings are you referring to?" Pam asked

"Swinger dates and events, BDSM dungeons, swinger clubs and resorts, that sort of setting. Alternatively, you can still live at your place but often visit with many sleepovers, with the same conditions I already specified," explained Marty

"I've never thought of myself as a lesbian. And I never liked tattoos; I can't agree getting any, but I'll consider the nipple piercings." Pam answered.

"I bet you never thought of yourself as a slut either," Marty said. "Tell you want, I'll give you a 90-day probation period before I insist you get the tattoos and piercings. I'll settle for a temp tattoo tramp stamp for now."

"And if I still refuse?" Pam said defiantly

"I have an idea that may persuade you to reconsider, but if, in the end, you refuse, I will respect your decision." After firing you, Marty thought. "So we have a deal then?"

"Yes"... Pam hesitated for a few seconds and added, "Yes, Master."

"Wonderful, let's celebrate," Marty said happily.

Marty led Pam out to the living room and summoned his other sluts. They all arrived within a few minutes.

Pam's Orgy

"Sluts, I would like you all to welcome my latest edition to my harem, Pam." Marty boosted. "We will celebrate in the Master bedroom." He added.

Marty had Pam lying on the bed, legs apart, Olivia facing the opposite way, laying on her side; she lined her genitals up with Pam, and after Olivia applied a little lube, she began to rub her pussy against Pam's. The feeling was incredible. Next, Gina knelt over Pam's face and said, "Suck me bitch!"

Pam was surprised Gina's pussy was so smooth; it was like licking ice cream; her skin was so soft and smooth. Pam had waxed before, but her skin never felt this soft and smooth. Gina's pussy juice was dripping into Pam's mouth as she licked her wonderfully smooth pussy. Gina had a clit piercing; Pam took it into her mouth, sucked on it, and pulled it with her teeth, licking it with her tongue. Pam could hear Gina's sounds of pleasure above her. Pam felt an orgasm building; she had never felt such intense feelings during sex. While Olivia stimulated her pussy and Pam was giving Gina oral sex, Pam's whole body exploded in a powerful orgasm.

When she recovered, looking up, she noticed Marty for the first time; with a video camera, he was recording all the action in detail.

"Tell me how you feel slut" Marty said to her.

"Wonderful." Pam purred.

Gina and Olivia changed positions, now it was Gina rubbing her pussy against Pam's, and it was Olivia's pussy Pam was licking, again Olivia's pussy was soft and smooth; Pam could lick, suck, and explore Olivia's wonderful pussy all day. Olivia didn't have a clit piercing, but her skin was just as soft and smooth as Gina's, again like licking ice cream, pussy flavored. Pam was overcome again by pure bliss; she had another powerful orgasm.



Next, Pam was in a 69 position with Ginger; Pam was giving Ginger oral sex while lying on top of her, and Ginger returned the favor. Pam was actually a little disappointed with Ginger's pussy; while it was smooth, it was nowhere near as soft as Gina's or Olivia's; she could feel the unseen hairs under the smooth skin. Having now had softer, smoother pussy, she could see Ginger's shaved cunt paled in comparison. Pam's disappointment was short-lived; she felt a hard dick slide into her exposed pussy from behind. She knew it was Marty's wonderful dick, having felt it the other day. Marty wasted no time, assaulting her pussy again and again. Pam now felt another orgasm building, a slightly different one, but pleasurable all the same. Pam came while Marty was fucking her roughly from behind; Ginger continued to give Pam oral sex, intensifying Pam's feelings. Another orgasm shook Pam's body; she had never had so many such intense orgasms before. Pam promised herself she would do anything to keep Marty happy with her; if Marty wanted her to get a Tramp Stamp, she would get one. There was no question in her mind that she would be Marty's willing slave if he asked her. Pam could feel someone playing with her hair; curious, she could see Gina braiding her brown hair into a single long braid, like a rope.

Next, Pam felt Marty's dick fill her pussy with warm cum; she loved the feeling of his cum filling her pussy. Marty pulled out of Pam, positioned himself in front of Pam, and ordered her to suck him clean. She obeyed without hesitation; still, in the 69 positions, she could feel Ginger licking and sucking the load of Cum Marty deposited into her. She could now see that Olivia had taken up duties as the cameraperson recording the action. Pam felt a tongue licking and massaging her anus. Never had anyone touched her there, and certainly not with their tongue; it must have been Gina who was giving her these new feelings of pleasure. While Pam didn't have another orgasm, the feelings were still very intense and pleasurable. Marty's dick was limp now; Pam sucked Marty clean. Marty pulled back and seat watching the three women sucking on each other. It was very erotic.

Marty's hidden camera system was, of course, recording all the action, but he used this opportunity to get some close-up shots; he decided that future sessions would include a video camera for close-ups, as long as one of his sluts was available to fulfill that duty. Marty watched the action unfold; he didn't allow the three women to stop licking each other, even though he could see they were getting tired of the activity. Marty had one hole he wanted to fill before this orgy was over. And fill it he would. After another 20 minutes of watching the action, Marty was ready for another round; his dick was rock hard. He applied some lube, moved into position, pushed Gina aside, and gently pushed his dick into Pam's overstimulated anus. It took several thrusts, but Pam's cries of pain did not sway Marty as he forced his dick deeper and deeper into Pam's ass.

Initially, Pam tried to move her body away from Marty's assault; never had she allowed anyone to fuck her in her ass, not even her late husband. But Marty grabbed her by her braided hair, pulling her back like pulling a rope; he prevented her from escaping and forcing himself into her deeper and deeper. The pain was like nothing she felt before.

"Going somewhere bitch?" Marty said to Pam as he pulled her back with her hair rope. "You'll get used to this; none of my slut's holes are off-limited to me."

Marty paused for a few seconds, letting Pam get used to the new invader in her ass. Then slowly, he began to fuck her up the ass, picking up the pace until he was slamming his dick in and out of her fast as he could, like a wild animal.

While painful at first, Pam began to enjoy Marty sliding in and out of her ass; after a short, while she was forcing her ass back as Marty thrust forward, she was enjoying getting fuck up the ass. She couldn't believe she never tried this before; it always seemed so dirty, but she decided she liked getting dirty. Pam felt another orgasm building. Looking down, she realized Ginger's pussy was still in front of her face; she was so occupied by what was happening in her ass that she completely forgot to continue to give Ginger oral sex. Before Pam could give Ginger more than a few licks, she could hear Marty's moans as he was Cumming inside her; she really couldn't feel his cum, like she did when he came in her pussy, but she knew he was finished by sounds he made.

Marty's pulled out and moved to the front of the bed again where Pam was still in the 69 position with Ginger.

"Suck it slut", Marty said.

"But your dick was in my ass.." Pam started to say that before she could finish her sentence, Marty grabbed Pam by her braided hair rope, pulled her head forcefully, and forced his dick into her mouth. Pam had no choice; she sucked Marty's dick lean, and she tried not to think about what it was covered with.

When Marty was satisfied, he pulled his dick out of Pam's mouth and sat back again on the headboard of the bed.

"That was enjoyable. You have now been properly initiated, Pam." Marty said.

"I didn't like sucking your dick after it was in my ass, but everything else was out of this world," Pam said.

"You will have to do things you don't like if you want to be one of my sluts. If ass to mouth is a problem for you, there the door, don't come back." Marty warned her.

Pam didn't move. She looked Marty in the eyes for a moment but shifted her eyes downcast, displaying herself as a submissive; she knew this was what Marty expected.

"This slut will obey her Master. Please use me in any way that gives you pleasure." Pam told her Master in a soft voice defeated voice.

Satisfied, her Master got out of bed.

"Good. I'll send you the details of the enterprise we spoke about in my office. I didn't need to remind you that our meeting in my office was a confidential conversation," Marty said, glancing at his wife.

Pam understood, Marty didn't was his Wife to know he was planning on whoring her out.

"Of course," Pam replied. "May this slut ask how Gina and Olivia pussies are soft?"

"They both had laser hair removal treatments years ago. I think you will agree it was well worth the money. I also had treatments, removing hair from my underarms and privates, but my treatments were not as complete as Gina's or Olivia's; I still have a few stubborn hair follicles that refuse to die. If you would like to have the same treatment, I would be happy to pay for them. Ginger just started her treatments." Master explained.

"Yes, please, I would like my pussy as soft and smooth as they have; I will do anything to please you, Master, now that I see what benefits you can offer. I want please you, what Tramp Stamp do you want me to get, Master." Pam asked

Marty smiled. He thought he might have to get Tai involved to break her, but he now saw he needed Tai less and less; he could break these bitches will. "I like the Celtic designs for tramp stamps, but the center can be anything you want it to be. A rose, butterfly, Heart, or other symbol are good choices. Surprise me."

"Yes, Master," Pam obediently replied. She thought she had just the thing for the center of her new Tramp stamp. She felt her pussy moisten at the thought of getting one for her Master.

"One last thing Slut," Marty added. "While you're serving me with your body, I demand complete control and submission. But when in the office, I expect you to speak your mind; I don't need a Yes man. Understand?"

Pam nodded her head. "Yes, Master," she said

Olivia

Marty awoke aroused. His Tuesday morning wake-up alarm was going off. Olivia's head was bobbing up and down on his dick while gently sucking it. He was nice and hard. Marty ordered his slave to mount him. This varied each morning; sometimes, he got on top of her and fuck her missionary, other times doggie style; today, he demanded cowgirl style. Marty enjoyed the variation in not just who he was fucking, but how as well. Olivia mounted her Master and gently rose up and down; Marty's dick was moving deep inside of her, then pulling out so much, his dick almost came out of her, but not quite. Marty enjoyed the slow, long strokes and her breasts moving up and down. He would direct Olivia if he wanted her to go faster or slower. During the weekdays, his routine was he fuck Ginger at night, sleep with Ginger, on occasion, wake up in the middle of the night and fuck her again. Olivia slept alone in her bedroom; her alarm was set 10 minutes before she was to wake her Master, Marty. Olivia would enter her Master bedroom and wake Ginger, and start to give her master a blowjob. If possible, Ginger would get out of bed without waking her Master, but sometimes, she was in her Master's arms and would have to wait until his wake-up alarm woke him. While Ginger was allowed to go over to Tai's whenever she wanted, she had a strict 10 pm curfew to be back in time to take care of her Master Marty when he was going to bed.

Looking up at his slave, Marty said, "Good morning slut. How are you enjoying fucking your Master this morning?"

"I live to serve," was Olivia's response. While Marty's dick felt good, it wasn't Tai's good. She still often had an orgasm when her Master fucked, or she fucked her Master. Next to Tai, his was the second-best dick she was currently fucking.

"Don't stop fucking me, or I will have to punish you. I have news: I worked out a settlement with your husband, Tom. He agreed to settle for 600k, and he's willing to pay you for additional services you are to provide for him. Your divorce will be filed in Erie, PA, and the divorce decree will be settled there to maintain confidentiality. The divorce is to be kept a secret, and you will attend future events with Tom as his 'Wife' during the transition plan; if anyone asks why they haven't seen you as often, you are to tell them you have cancer. Tom feels this will help build his reputation with people's sympathy as the loving and supportive husband of a Wife who has cancer. It will also give him an explanation later when you are no longer with him when things are finalized." Marty told her. "Ahh, that feels great, don't stop."

"Thank you, Master, for negotiating on my behalf. So he's going tell everyone I'm dead later?" Olivia asked

"In a way, there will be nothing official, of course, and he will tell people he opted for a small private funeral due to his unbearable pain. You two don't exactly travel in the same social circles anymore, so it's unlikely you will run into anyone from Tom's social network who knows you as long as you stay out of public view, like local shops and such. There shouldn't be an issue." Marty explained.

"And he's paying me for these engagements?" Olivia asked.

"Yes, we will bill you out at your escort rates; companionship with no sex is not as uncommon as you think," Marty said. "It's ironic; your husband will be your first paying customer for your escorting services." Marty finished as he was Cumming inside her tight pussy.

"Enough talk; suck my dick, you slut." Marty commanded.

Olivia obeyed.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.

Sharing Gina - Chapter 7

Jada

Jada Dam was no stranger to poverty; she grew up poor with her parents after her Father was laid off from the mines, not because of lack of work but due to the condition of his health. He could no longer handle the intensive labor required for mining. The doctors called it pneumoconiosis, but her parents called it Black Lung. The family survived on public assistance for several years, but she knew it as welfare. Before she graduated high school, her father died, laboring to breathe his last breaths on his deathbed. Her Mother survived long enough for Jada to graduate high school, but she too also met her eternal rest well before her time; she told people years later that she died from a broken heart.

Jada married young. She was pretty attractive and found a good-looking, hard-working man to marry. At first, life was looking. Her husband had a decent-paying job in a factory near the city. They were able to purchase a mobile home that wasn't too bad shape, a car, and were saving for a house—something closer to the city, so her husband's drive wouldn't be as far to work. But the good times didn't last. Late one night, while her husband was driving home from work, a drunk driver crossed the center line on the highway, crashing into his car head-on. The collision killed him almost instantly. This was before the days of strict drunk driving laws, and the use of seat belts was common.

Suddenly, Jada found herself alone, struggling to raise her young Son Tai. Again, she had to rely on welfare to survive. The only saving grace was that the life insurance was enough to pay off her mobile home, but not much else. With no car, no marketable job skills, and no one to take care of her young son during the day, even if she could find work, she was trapped. It was a typical tale of poverty. She tried to raise her son the best she could; she tried to instill in him confidence, ambition, and industrious traits, which all three Tai failed miserably to learn. He disappointed her even more when he dropped out of school by tenth grade. She tried to motivate her son, but he was just lazy. After a time, she gave up trying to change him; he was who he was. At least she was able to keep him from falling victim to drugs like other teenagers his age, or so she thought.

One day, Tai returned to the mobile home he shared with his mother. He brought home takeout Pizza for dinner and told her their money problems were over, pulling out a big wad of cash. Jada went ballistic! She accused him of being a drug dealer; she taught him better than that, and on and on, she lectured him. She finally paused long enough to take a breath. Tai was able to get a word in edge-wise; he said his new girlfriend gave him the money. Nonsense, she said, no one around here has that kind of money to give to their boyfriend. Tai said he would prove it to her; he was to meet with her the next day with his friend Tyrell. Just follow them from a distance, and he will give her his proof.

Unconvinced, she said she would at least give him the benefit of the doubt. The next day, she followed her son at a distance. He met up with his friend Tyrell. They were hanging around together at the local motel, waiting to meet with their narcotic supplier, she didn't doubt. She brought an old digital camera with her, and when she learned who their dealer contact was, she would take pictures. With proof, she would turn the evidence over to the police. If she couldn't straighten him out, maybe prison would. She could see her son received a phone call; they walked around the side of the hotel, knocked on a door, and entered when it opened. Meeting with their drug supplier, no doubt. She knew how these things worked; after their dealer gave them a few days' supplies of drugs, Tyrell and her son would sell the drugs, turn most of the profits over to her supplier, and get more drugs to sell. It should have been a quick transaction, but when her son didn't exit the motel room in a reasonable amount of time, she started to get worried. More than she almost left the hiding spot she watched the room from afar to approach the room and knocked on it. Her imagination was going wild; what was taking so long? Maybe Tai was short on the money he owed the thug for the drugs he sold, and this hardened criminal could be cutting up his body into easily disposable pieces at this very moment. She struggled with indecision on what to do. After almost two hours of waiting, watching, she could wait no longer, she had her phone out, ready to dial the police. When the door opened and Tai and Tyrell exited the room, they both looked in high spirits. They High-fived each other and laughed as the walk away. Jada didn't move, she continued to watch the hotel room door. After only ten minutes, she was rewarded, and the drug-dealing thug that corrupted her Son into selling drugs opened the room and exited the room.

An attractive white blonde woman, maybe 30, with big tits and expensive-looking clothing, exited the room. This isn't what Jada was expecting at all. Curious, she followed the woman at a distance; the woman crossed the motel parking lot and walked down the street with Jada following. The woman walked about two blocks, before her into a black Mercedes SUV and drove away. Jada knew a thing or two about Mercedes; this wasn't one of the cheap entry models that Wannabees purchased to say they owned a Mercedes. It was a top-of-the-line Mercedes EQS SUV, she knew they cost 100k plus. She realized that this was Tai's new girlfriend, some high-class housewife whose husband was either too busy with work or too small of a dick to satisfy her. As she walked home after the encounter, she started to get very excited at the possibilities.

When her son returned home that night, she was very apologetic to him; she told him she was sorry she didn't believe him. Who was his new girlfriend? Tai said her name was Olivia, and her pathetic white husband couldn't get it up anymore. Jada realized Tai's new girlfriend could be their meal ticket out of this dump. She was even more impressed when she learned that Tai actually whored her out to Tyrell for $100. But first, she wanted her share of his new windfall. She forced her son to hand over most of his money to her for bills and safekeeping, she told him. This was the primary reason Tai's money never lasted long after Olivia gave him some.

The first thing Jada thought of was blackmail; she was sure Olivia would pay a pretty penny to keep her affair a secret. She instructed Tai to set up his phone indiscreetly and record his next fuck date with Olivia. It took a few weeks, but Tai returned home one evening, proud that he had an incriminating video they could use for blackmailing. When Jada watched the video, it was a clear view of the ceiling, and the sounds of sex could be clearly heard. A recording of the ceiling wasn't what she had in mind. She wanted to call Tai a pathetic moron for screwing up something so simple, but she had to be tactful with her Son if she pissed him off and he left her. She would be doomed to spend the remainder of her life in this fucking trailer alone. She reassured her son that everyone makes mistakes and to try again. In the second attempt, the camera was lined up perfectly with the bed to capture an incriminating video of all the action, but in their haste to get each other clothes off, they bumped into the dresser Tai had set the phone on, and it fell flat, recording the stained wood of the dresser instead. While a woman and man were seen in the video on the first part of the video, no faces were identifiable, again another failure. After Tai's third failed attempt, Jada gave up the idea of blackmail. Tai was no videographer. Tai suggested having someone else in the room, like Tyrell, to do the recording, but she dismissed the idea. She didn't want to risk Tyrell getting big ideas of blackmailing Olivia instead of her; this would ruin their plans, leaving them with nothing. It was too big of a risk.

For a time, Jada just had to be content with a share of the money Olivia gave Tai. At least until she could come up with a way to bleed more cash out of the white slut. The next idea Jada came up with was pretty much a guaranteed winner. It was Tai that actually gave her the idea that if they couldn't blackmail Olivia, they would whore her ass out. Jada posted an ad on the internet, advertising Olivia's as unique experience of having a threesome with a rich white woman. She set the prices lower than other prostitutes set them to drum up business; they could increase prices later. Initial results look promising; she had more responses than she could reasonably book. Another new development shifted her focus; Jada neglected to manage her latest business venture, and email inquiries went unanswered. Tai landed himself another slut, a rich bitch named Gina. She was even more attractive than Olivia, and Jada learned that Gina's husband was even wealthier than Olivia's. After learning of the first three-way encounter with Tai, Olivia, and Gina, she encouraged her son to vigorously pursue this new slut. Jada even paid for the hotel room where Tai and Gina had their first one-on-one sexual romp together. She also encouraged her Son to pump Gina for information as he pumped her pussy full with his dick. What other lonely housewives did she know? This could be the start of something big!

After a few weeks, it became apparent that using Gina to grow Tai's stable of sluts was a dead end; she didn't have any leads that Tai could use to capitalize on. Jada shifted her focus back to prostituting Olivia and now Gina without their knowledge. When she checked the email account that had previously been overflowing with inquiries, she was surprised to find it empty. She attempted to repost the advertisement and even create a new email address, but the results were the same: no responses and no interest. She took this as interference from the police; somehow, they found out and were actively blocking her email and online advertisements. She advised Tai to keep the slut whoring activities strictly word of mouth from that point on; they couldn't risk getting busted by the pigs.

One night, while she and Tai were at home in her trailer watching TV, Tai's phone rang. He looked up at his Mother, surprise on his face—it was Gina's number! She had never contracted him this late before; something was up. Tai answered it, and she could see by the look on her Son's face that it was something important. She waited patiently for him to finish his conversation, after which he told her all about Gina's husband finding out and the arrangement he proposed. Jada trailed her Son the next day on his way over to Marty's, almost convinced that Gina's husband, Marty, was going to harm her Son. He entered the gated mansion, as she waited across the street; half an hour later, Tai sent her a text message that all was good and that he would tell her all about it that night.

Jada paced her mobile trailer back and forth so much that night, waiting for her son. She just about wore out the carpet with her pacing—not that it wasn't worn out already. The moment he walked through the door, she questioned him so much; it was almost like a police interrogation, just without the good cop, bad cop routine. What he told her was too good to be true, but she cautioned him that if Marty had hidden cameras in the hotel room he and Gina had their fuck sessions, there was no doubt that the townhouse that Marty was loaning to Tai would be bugged as well, perhaps even hidden cameras as well. He had to be cautious about what he said there, and when she came over to visit, he was to call her Hot Mama as a way to hide her true identity, and she would call him her King. They were not to tip off Marty that they knew the place was bugged.

After her son settled into his new crib, Hot Mama visited him the following week. She was surprised to see both women, Gina and Olivia, completely nude. She had only seen them from afar before and never in the buff. She also saw her son for the first time in the nude; the size of his erect penis was unimaginably large in size. While she, of course, changed his diapers when he was a child, never had she seen its true size before, engorged in all its glory. As she sat in a modest dress on the same sofa as her naked Son, one of his sluts was sucking his dick, it was so big she had trouble getting her mouth over it and his shaft down her throat. It was so erotic; before Jada knew it, she was playing with herself. Her son seeing her enjoy herself, order his other slut, Olivia, to give Hot Mama oral sex. Olivia pulled Jada's Panties down without any protest from her; Olivia gave Hot Mama her first experience with lesbian sex. Olivia didn't complain that Jada's pussy was not only not shaved, but it was an overgrown forest. Olivia's tongue felt wonderful; Jada had a powerful orgasm squirting over Olivia's face. When she came to her senses, Gina was riding Tai's cock, bouncing up and down in pure pleasure. As she watched Gina fuck her son, it didn't take long to decide she had to try this for herself.

After they were finished, she leaned close to her son's ear and told him she wanted him to treat her like one of his sluts. Tai just smiled. First, shave your pussy he told her; I don't fuck sluts with an unkempt bush. There are razors upstairs in the bathroom, he instructed. She didn't waste any time and rushed upstairs. It took her almost half an hour, being unpracticed in the art of genital shaving, but she returned; she was completely nude, shaved, and ready to be initiated into the world of incest. First, he forced her to suck his cock. She had to really stretch her mouth to get all of his dick in it, but once inside, she showed her son the oral skills she learned in High school. She reflected on this for a moment; of all the things she learned in high school, Algebra, Spanish, Chemistry, none of them were of any value in the real world except the blow job skills learned here. Not that blow jobs were on the official curriculum, but with lots of subjects there, she got lots of practice and perfected her skills.

When she properly paved the way, Tai ordered her to lay down on the sofa, he positioned his cock, and thrust into her wet, eager pussy. Her Son had to make several thrusts to get all the way inside; she didn't have a dick in her since their husband died years ago; it was abnormally tight from years of disuse. She could see now why these white bitches were addicted to Tai; his dick felt amazing, and he stretched her pussy more than she thought possible. It was an out-of-this-world experience; her Son pounded inside her mercilessly for at least 15 minutes nonstop; she had one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever felt, and still, her Son didn't stop, pounding into her again and again. Another orgasm hit not long after the first. Still, he didn't stop; as she could feel her Son pumping her full with his hot jizz, she came one final time.

She lay there exhausted. But her ordeal wasn't over; Tai pulled out of her pussy, shifted his body over her, and forced his cum covered dick into her mouth.

"Suck it slut." He commanded.

Not that she had a choice. She wouldn't have dreamed of refusing him anyway; she sucked her son's dick clean. When he pulled out of her mouth, she was drooling from her mouth, and Tai's cum was leaking out of her pussy. The last thing she thought of as she passed out from exhaustion was that she wasn't on the pill.

A lesser woman would have kept her Son all to herself, keeping him home to pleasure her five times a day. But Jada wasn't that woman; while she enjoyed sex with her son several times a week, she recognized his true value was to enslave other women with his dick and make them both rich in the process. It was Jada's idea that Tai should have a Party every Saturday as a way to attract and recruit new talent into his growing stable. It was Jada who also took a generous amount of the groceries home on Friday that Gina purchased the Monday before. She made sure she was present at every weekend party that Tai threw; she wanted to have a hand in guiding her Son to the greatness he was destined to achieve. Besides, there was more than enough young black dick at the parties to keep her entertained and her pussy filled with young hot cum.

Tai mentioned that next week, he was due to meet with Marty to discuss their ongoing arrangement. Jada said she want be there to meet Marty in person finally. Tai told her that she wouldn't have a chance to talk to Marty directly. If she were there, she would be part of the entertainment. She would be on her knees sucking his cock or Marty's. While the 'adults' talked business. She insisted that she be there; she wanted to size him up. She tried to get to know him better, to capitalize on their arrangement in a way that benefited them the most.

In the six months, she and her son enjoyed Marty's arrangement, Jada was able to use the money that Marty provided her son to purchase a used Cadillac; it was the first car she owned since her husband died. She also was able to splurge on some new carpeting for her place, a sofa, and a flat-screen TV. In addition, she was able to save ten grand, money she was saving to use to purchase a place closer to the city. Her eventual plan was to move Tai and his sluts, closer to one of the larger cities to turn them into full-time whores. But for now, the arrangement was working out well; no need to rock the boat. She and Tai did earn some side money whoring out the sluts in Tai's harem during their weekly parties; she cautioned Tai not to do the same to Gina; Marty was surely watching them, and they couldn't afford to piss off Marty by making a few extra bucks off his Wife's pussy. Tai assured Jada that it wasn't an issue; Gina never attended weekend parties, she was at Marty's then.

Looking for Talent

On Wednesday morning, Marty was at a meeting at Tai's place regarding their arrangement. Marty suggested having an occasional meeting to keep them both informed of developments. Not that Marty needed a meeting; he had Tai under close surveillance. He couldn't precisely tell Tai he wanted access to Tai's new girls, having never met them in person; without tipping him off, he was under surveillance.

Marty had Tai send Gina out shopping for lube and liquor to get her out of the house for yet another party that Tai was planning on having that night. Tai's parties were typically held on the weekend, but with their popularity, Tai was now having them more and more often, bleeding into the weekdays. As they sat on opposite sides of the table in the small kitchen talking, two sluts were under the table sucking their dicks. Marty was enjoying a greater variety of cock suckers, thanks to Tai. First, it was only Gina and Olivia that handled cock sucking duty during these meetings. Today Tai introduced two new sluts; Marty had never met either one before for this month's meeting in person, but Marty had seen hundreds of hours of pornographic videos of each of them. The white girl couldn't have been any older than 19; Marty estimated the black slut was in her mid-forties. Marty opted for the black slut, to test if experience equaled improved skills to service his dick, and he had to admit she wasn't doing a bad job either. As per protocol, both women were naked, handcuffed, blindfolded, and wearing noise-canceling headphones. Marty liked to be able to discuss these sluts future without them knowing anything about what was planned for them. They did not have a choice in these matters; they decided their fate once they were initiated into the Tai / Marty harem. It gave Marty a feeling of superiority with the power he now wielded with Tai's assistance.



Marty was talking to Tai about how he should improve Gina and Olivia's cuck-sucking abilities, but the lessons could be applied to any slut they controlled.

"I caught Gina giving me a look of surprise and disgust when I came all over her face the other day. This behavior is not to be tolerated. A slut should be happy, obedient, and not break eye contact when any man is decorating their face with cum." Marty said.

"I've noticed this as well with some of my newer sluts; I'll make sure they give us the proper respect we deserve when we give them the honor of servicing us," Tai replied.

"Good," Marty replied. "This arrangement is working out well, and I'm happy you accepted it. There is the small matter of having Gina purchase the food and booze each week for your parties. This wasn't part of our original agreement, but so long as you keep me supplied with fresh pussy, I'll let it slide."

Good, Tai thought. He had more important things to spend his cheddar on.

"Next up is Gina; I want to add another tattoo to her body; I want the word SLUT in the bold letters above her pussy." Marty said.

"I can dig that," Tai agreed.

"Good, I'll get it done when she returns to me this weekend," Marty said

"On to other business. I would like you to get the word out that I will pay $1,000 to any woman who gets a tramp stamp; I'll even pay for the tattoo. I have an idea for a business and think this would be a great idea to identify new employees for staffing." Marty said

"What kind of business?" Tai asked.

"I purchased a small hotel in Secaucus; I plan to make it a private members-only club. Women looking for opportunities to make money will be transported from this area to the hotel; some may be a weekend stay, others a week or longer. They will earn money by having sex with men."

"A brothel?" Tai asked, "This has been done before; what makes this one so special?"

"I have some ideas that will make this a unique experience for both the escorts and the clients. I think it could be trendy. But I do not want to get too ahead of myself. First, I need to identify enough women to fill the staffing needed to make such a venture work. This area is ideal for recruiting; with few employment opportunities in town and the surrounding area, these young sluts could make a lot of money." Marty responded.

"And you think the women who want a free tattoo will do this?" Tai sounded skeptical.

"The free tattoo is just the hook; once they get a tattoo, I will offer them another thousand to pose for photos of them nude with their new tattoo. Those that do will be provided another thousand if they allow me to fuck them. There may be more sluts than I can handle, but I'm sure you and your crew and assist with this."

"Absolutely," Tai responded; crazy cracker is going to give him free sex; who is he to turn this down?

"The women who go for the full three thousand will be offered opportunities to make some real money in pornography and prostitution," Marty said. "I'll need at least 30 women to start with to make this profitable."

"I'll get the word out, I know people," Tai said.

"I understand you are having a party tonight, expanding your reach I see."

"There are sluts that work on the weekends; I'm looking for a way to attach new talent; I think a midweek party is the perfect way to accomplish this," Tai responded.

"Understood. I heard from my sources that you routinely whore women at these parties without their knowledge."

"Who told you that?" Tai asked, surprised.

"Doesn't matter, anyway I want to make this clear while you are free to make so side money off other sluts, Gina is not to be whored out. Understood?" Marty warned.

"Perfectly. What do you think of my newest slut?" Indicting the 19-year-old girl.

Marty was not impressed with either one; they were not the quality that Marty demanded. Marty didn't think either one was attractive enough to add to his personal harem. He was sure other men would find them appealing enough, and they would both make fine whores for his brothel. The white girl had such small tits that they were not even enough for a mouthful. She might appeal to some men, but Marty preferred women with larger breasts. Still, Marty wasn't above going for a ride.

"I'd like to take this white bitch upstairs for a ride; I'm always interested in exploring new pussy." Marty said he didn't bother asking Tai the girl's name; her name was unimportant. He doubted he would bother to grace her pussy with his cum again once he filled it. "After I cum inside this black sluts month, that is." He added.

The black girl was older and a few pounds too heavy for his liking, but he did have to admit her oral stills were exceptional; perhaps she could give Gina some pointers in technique.

"That's Jada," Tai said, "She does excel at cock sucking, doesn't she."

As Tai was telling Marty her name, he had a powerful orgasm coming inside Jada's mouth; she did something with her tongue, swirling it around Marty's dick as he squirted stream after stream of his cum inside her mouth. It felt wonderful, and she seemed to extend his ejaculation time longer than usual. If she could teach Gina to do that same, perhaps he would retain her just for her cock sucking abilities. After all, he wouldn't have to look at her if she was under his desk, sucking away on his dick. She swallowed all of Marty's cum, as a good slut is supposed to do.

Once their meeting was concluded, they untied both women; Marty took both Jada and the white girl, whose name he didn't bother to ask upstairs. Marty lay down on the bed and had Jada give him another blowjob on her knees at the base of the bed. While he was eating out the white girl's shaved pussy, tasting her warm wet pussy. She was shaved, but her pussy was nowhere near as soft as Gina's or Olivia's. When he was ready, he ordered the white girl to lay on the bed; Marty's slid his dick into her tight pussy and started to pound away; in missionary position, Jada was still on her knees, now massaging Marty's anus with her tongue. The white girl's pussy was pretty tight, but it paled in comparison with Gina's and Olivia's tight pussy; even Ginger's pussy was coming along nicely with daily exercises with her Kegel balls. Once this slut joined his brothel, he would make sure she and every slut he employed performed daily Kegel exercises. It took a little longer than usual, but after 20 minutes of pounding on the white girl's pussy like a jackhammer, Marty came inside her pussy. Once he pulled out, he shifted his position on top of her and forced his dick into her mouth, forcing her to suck him clean. Once Marty was satisfied, he exited the bedroom without as much as a goodbye or thank you.

As Marty was walking downstairs to retrieve the clothing he had discarded before he met with Tai, he saw Gina riding Tai cowgirl, fucking away in the living room; she looked like she was in bliss. Marty had a moment of pure jealousy watching them. While he fully intended to do away with Tai when he was finished with him, he decided that a quick death wouldn't satisfy Marty. Marty would make Tai suffer; he needed to come up with a method to torture to make Tai suffer in extreme pain before Marty finished with him. Marty had a moment of fantasy; if there were such a thing as a D&D cleric in real life that could bring Tai back to life, Marty could enjoy killing Tai again and again.

Marty snapped out of his daydream. He grabbed his clothes from the kitchen, where he had removed them, got dressed, and left.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.

Chapter 8

Another Party at Tai's

Thursday Evening, Marty was at home on the living room sofa enjoying Olivia's fantastic body, while Pam where sitting nude nearby, available for Marty's use at his pecking call. It was Olivia who had Marty's full attention. Olivia was younger, more attractive, and had a smoother and tighter pussy for Marty to enjoy. It was nice to dominate another woman, like Pam, for the novelty occasionally, but when it came to serious entertainment, Marty preferred to use Gina, Olivia, and Ginger. Marty's phone rang with the Batman theme song on the end table near him. Irritated, he stopped fondling Olivia's breasts and answered the call. Normally, he ignored all calls when he was focused on sex, but the Batman ringtone had a special meeting.

"What is it?" Marty answered irate, slightly unfocused.

"Sorry to bother you, but there has been a development at Tai's that I think you should know about." It was Robert, one of his men assigned to perform surveillance of Tai's place. Marty owned the entire building complex that the townhouse Marty allowed Tai to live in was. It was at the edge of the development; it was an end unit with forest on the back and sides of it to minimize any noise complaints. Marty's surveillance team was in the townhouse next door partly to help buffer any noise coming from Tai's, but mainly, they could respond at a moment's notice, guns drawn if Gina was in any serious trouble. Despite seriously considering having Gina star in porn and whoring her out to other men, Marty still really loved his wife deep down, and her safety has always been one of his top priorities.

Now completely alert, he asked, "Is she in any danger."

"Not at the moment, but there is a new guy at Tai's, Ludo; he looks like he could be trouble to your plans," Robert answered.

Robert wouldn't bother Marty at home unless it were something that needed immediate attention. Marty stood up, with phone in hand, still nude, and hurried to his office. He woke his computer monitors and scanned the displays of the multiple hidden cameras that were installed at the townhouse.

"Where is this, Ludo," Marty asked.

"Master Bedroom, currently fucking Ginger up the ass," Robert answered. Marty couldn't see much other than the back of a large, muscular man having his way with Ginger. At first, nothing was remarkable about the scene until he noticed Tai downstairs having sex with Gina on the sofa. Tai never allowed other men to use his Master bedroom without him present. This was his crib. He made the rules, and while he often allowed other men to join in on the fun for threesomes or foursomes, Tai was always present in the master suite. Marty also noted that the Party really hadn't started yet; there were few guests present, and even the music wasn't blasting yet.

Tai's Parties attracted all sorts of men and women, with free food, booze, music, and sex; what was not to like about it? While women of other races were more than welcome, only black men were allowed to attend. Some young couples drifted in, drank some liquor, ate some food, danced, fucked, and left after an hour or two, and others stayed the night, sharing the girl they brought with them with several other single black men that attended. Most of the clientele was black, but the occasional White, Asian, or Hispanic woman drifted in, having heard about the wild parties. There was nothing special about most of the men who attended these parties; they had average-sized dicks, but still enjoyed the readily available pussy these parties attracted. Occasionally a woman would attract the attention of Tai, and after a few good out-of-this-world fucks they were hooked, returning again and again for more and more of his dick. Besides Ginger, Jada, and the nameless white woman Marty did care to learn her name, several other black, white, and Asian women returned to the weekend parties faithfully week after week, and some stayed several days after the parties ended. Gina wasn't normally at these events, which occurred only on the weekends, but Tai was expanding the number of parties to include some weekdays now. While most women were unaware, Tai regularly whored the single women that returned week after week to other men.

"What about him?" Marty asked Robert.

"Look at time stamp 11:34 am, living room camera two, with audio," Robert replied.

Marty quickly located the recording. Everything in the townhouse was recorded, even the bathrooms. While most videos were deleted after a few days after it was reviewed for valuable Intel, some recordings were kept longer, drug deals, rapes, stolen merchandise, etc. Not all these occurred often at Tai's, but they might prove useful in the future for blackmailing purposes. The video showed Gina handing a plate of food to Tai, and Marty pressed play.

As she handed the plate to Tai, Ludo grabbed it.

"I'll take that," Ludo told her.

"That was for Tai," Gina said.

"Mine now, Bitch." Ludo told her. "On your knees Slut, my dick needs attention."

Gina looked to Tai for permission. But Tai just looked down and didn't say anything. When Gina didn't immediately comply with Ludo's order, he set his plate aside, stood up, took Gina by the hair, and forced her on her knees.

"Suck, I said," Ludo commanded.

Gina took his dick into her mouth and began sucking.

Marty pressed stop.

Marty could now see the issue. Ludo was an alpha male, very dominant, and he was making Tai submissive to him. If Ludo makes Gina his bitch, and Tai, for that matter, Marty would lose control of the situation. Tai was easily controllable; from the looks of him, Ludo would not bend to Marty's will so easily. From viewing other video clips, it was apparent that Ludo was taking control of things. In another video clip, Tai was collecting whoring money from one of the guest; Ludo grabbed it out of his hand. When Tai tied to say something, Ludo puffed up his chest and started Tai down, "You got someone to say about this sissy?" he said. While Tai was no weakling, Marty doubted he could best Ludo in a fight. He was powerfully built, domineering, and aggressive as well.

"What do we know about this Ludo?" Marty asked Robert.

"He's a friend of Tyrell; he was recently released from prison, which is why he hasn't attended any of Tai's events until now. Ludo Washington is 22 years old, 6'4", 200 pounds; he did some boxing in high school, and he knows how to take care of himself. His rap sheet lists assault, petty theft, shoplifting, and some drug offenses. Nothing too serious, but this was his first stretch in prison. Former inmates go one of two directions after they are released. Either a turning point in their lives in a positive direction, or they become more hardened, dangerous criminals. I think you will agree from the recordings we have which direction Ludo picked."

"Anything else to report?" Marty asked.

"Yes, he arrived today to Tai's driving Gina's Car; Gina was in the passenger seat. He took possession of her keys. Later, he removed Gina's purse from the foyer closet, took her cash and credit cards, and threw her wallet and purse into the kitchen trash. He left for a while and returned with several boxes of hard liquor; Gina unloaded the car herself completely nude." Robert reported.

Gina's shopping trip

Once again, Gina had completed yet another shopping trip. This was getting out of hand. At first, she was going on Monday mornings to restock the empty kitchen cabinets, refrigerator, and liquor stock for the week after being wiped out from the weekly weekend parties. Now, she was shopping every day she was at Tai's. She just stocked the kitchen Wednesday morning, and the next day, the supply was reduced by half after Wednesday's night party. Tai demanded she shop again so it would hopefully have enough to last him until Monday when she returned after her weekend duties at Marty's.

After all her shopping purchases were in bags in her cart and Gina was finally ready to leave, a young, big, black, muscular guy stopped her. "Would you like help loading your bags into your car?" he said.

Gina was about to say 'No, thanks', but the black man took charge and pushed her cart out of the store and to her car. Gina meekly followed. He didn't ask where her car was; he knew. Gina unlocked her car and he loaded the bags into her trunk and back seats. When he finished, Gina said, "Thank you" to him. He pressed himself close to Gina, slipped his fingers up her skirt and into her pussy, and said, "You can thank me properly later." Still playing with Gina's pussy with his fingers, he asked, "My name's Ludo; I've heard about you, but we have not been properly introduced. You going to be at Tai's party tonight?"

"Yes," Gina replied.

"Good, I'm going to fuck you over and over tonight. Tai is good at converting white bitches into big black cock loving sluts, but I know how to train them properly. When I'm finished with you, you'll be more than a slut. You will be my willing slave. " Gina could immediately see that Ludo was a more dominant bull than Tai. She could see that before long, Ludo would take possession of her. She would be at Ludo's place sucking his dick instead of at Tai's. She was actually scared of him. She quickly realized that if she was Ludo's slave, Gina could end up at a cheap motel in the city as a full-time prostitute, strung out on drugs. Gina tried to thank him for helping her with the bags and get into her car, but Ludo took the keys out of her hands.

"I'll drive." He said.

"Don't you have to get back to work?" Gina asked, thinking he was a checkout assistant from the store.

"I don't work a lousy fucking food store. I saw you for nigger loving slut you are. Your ankle tattoo tells me all I need to know. Get in slut"; Gina meekly got into the passenger seat of her car.

Gina was initially afraid Ludo was going to drive her to his place or someplace out in the woods to rape her. But she was somewhat relieved when he pulled up in front of Tai's townhouse.

"Bring in the bags bitch." Ludo told her he did not offer to help her this time. As she was bringing in the groceries and putting them away, she could hear Tai and Ludo talking in the other room. After she completed putting everything away, she stripped nude, as was Tai's house rules, and she prepared Lunch. She wasn't much of a cook, but she was able to make a decent-tasting meal; she was somewhat proud of herself when she brought a plate of food into the living room for Tai. As she entered, she saw Ludo and Tai sitting on the sofa, watching Television. As she handed the plate to Tai, Ludo grabbed it.

"I'll take that," Ludo told her.

"That was for Tai," Gina said.

"Mine now, Bitch." Ludo told her. "On your knees Slut, my dick needs attention."

Gina looked to Tai for permission. But Tai just looked down and didn't say anything. When Gina didn't immediately comply with Ludo's order, he put his plate aside, stood up, grabbed Gina by the hair, and forced her to her knees.

"Suck, I said," Ludo commanded.

Gina took his dick into her mouth and began sucking; She was surprised at how big Ludo's dick was, it wasn't as large as Tai's, but it was bigger than Marty's and thicker. While mentally Gina was really concerned at the change of who was in charge now, her pussy was eager to see how Ludo's big Black cock felt inside her.

Tai found his voice, "What about my meal?" he said.

"Go see if the slut made any extra slop, Faggot" Ludo said. Giving Gina no doubt who the alpha was now.

Tai got up, left the room, and returned with a plate of food.

"Where is the liquor I told you to get?" Tai directed his question at Gina.

Ludo allowed Gina a moment to stop sucking to answer. She pulled his massive dick out of her mouth and said. "Ludo drove back; I didn't get a chance to buy any. I did get several cases of beer at the grocery store."

"What?" Ludo roared, "No hard booze? You useless slut." Ludo threw Gina aside.

"Where is your purse?" Ludo demanded.

"In the foyer closet," Gina told him.

"If you want anything done right, do it yourself, never trust a white cock sucking slut." Ludo said, "I'll take care of the booze."

Ludo

Ludo left the townhouse alone and took Gina's Mercedes. It was a nice ride; he could get used to this. He tested the limits of the car's performance on his drove to the store. When he arrived, Ludo spared no expense; he didn't know what the credit limit was on the credit card, but he planned to max it out. He purchased top-shelf liquor, at least what passed for top-shelf at the local ABC store. The bill came to over $1,400, and the charge cleared without issue. Lucky for that white bitch, if it didn't, he intended to beat the shit out of her over the embarrassment. The clerk didn't question that the credit card was in a woman's name, not a man's. Few people had the nerve ever to challenge Ludo; even in prison, he was a man to be feared. Ludo was tempted to take the car and go joyriding, but Tai had a sweet setup. He knew he would have no trouble making it his, and he had no better place to be. He was only out of prison for a few days, and things were looking up.

When Ludo returned to the townhouse, he walked into the kitchen like he owned the place and shouted, "Slut get in here."

Moments later, the blonde-haired white slut Gina appeared; her eyes were downcast, "Yes?" she asked.

She was smoking hot; he didn't know how Tai landed such a hot babe, but he would make her his. Pierced tongue, tits, belly button, and pussy. A small Queen of Spades tattoo above her ankle on her right leg, clearly visible and advertising herself to any black man she loves, big black cock. She also had a tramp stamp, a black tribal design with a red heart in the center of the design. It had a letter Q in the center of the heart. He was pretty sure it meant that she loved Big White Cock, but wasn't sure. Not that it mattered; he intended to take her over to the tattoo parlor and have this fixed; a Larger Black Spade would cover the heart easily, and smaller spades would go nicely at where the tribal design ended.

He heard that Tai had some arrangement with a white dude from Tyrell, he didn't know the details, but he knew how to deal with weak sissy white men. He was confident he would have this honky on his knees in a cock cage, sucking his Wife's pussy clean after Ludo filled it with his cum. He was an Alpha and knew it. Real men took what they wanted from life, not waiting around for handouts or charity.

"Got get booze from the car, Slut." He ordered Gina.

"Ok," Gina said, and she started to move towards the door.

Ludo grabbed Gina with one of his large hands and slammed her against the wall. Holding her by the throat with his hand against the wall, lifting her, so she had to stand on her toes to avoid getting choked. Ludo could see the fear in her eyes. Good Ludo said to himself and gave her an evil smile.

"That's Yes, Master to you, Slut." Ludo told her.

He was more than a little surprised when she responded,

"I already have a Master."

Ludo could see she regretted saying this as soon as she said it.

"Who?" Ludo asked in a low, threatening tone.

"My husband is my Master." She said almost pleadingly; he could see her fear growing.

"I am your Master now bitch, don't forget it," Ludo told her in a low, threatening voice. He was tempted to slap her around to enforce his point, but he wanted to enjoy her body before marking it up with black and blue marks and broken bones. There would be time enough to entertain himself by using her body as a punching bag later. Ludo got hard just thinking about it.

"Get my booze out of the car," Ludo told her again.

"Yes, Master." She answered. Satisfied, Ludo released her. She rushed over to the closet and started dressing.

"What are you doing," he asked her.

"I'm dressing to go outside," she answered, confused. "Master," she quickly corrected herself.

"I didn't give you permission to wear clothing; get outside now and get my fucking booze, NOW!" he screamed at her.

"Yes, Master!" she cried out in fear and rushed outside to obey.

Ludo smiled to himself; yes, he was going to enjoy it here.

The Party

Marty didn't sleep a wink that night. He watched the video feeds with increasing concern. While Ludo was initially tamer, as the night wore on, he became increasingly violent. His friend Tyrell was collecting admissions at the front door. Some of the regular partygoers, used to free parties, refused to pay and left. Single women, of course, gained free admission, and more single black men showed up than usual. Interestingly enough, Tyrell refused Jada's entry; he wondered why but didn't give it a second thought. Marty knew most of the faces Tai's party attracted, having reviewed so many hours of past events, and he didn't know most of these new faces; they must be associates of Ludo. Marty summoned additional muscle to the surveillance townhouse in case they had to rush into Tai's place. While they would be armed and Ludo wouldn't be, he wanted to ensure they had more than sufficient force to deal with the Ludo threat, just in case. The increased number of single men was also a concern.

The dynamics of the party changed that night. Previous parties at Tai's had a relaxed mood; everyone was welcome, well everyone black. This party was anything but that. The couples that showed up and paid for admission didn't stay long. Ludo had his hands all over any girl here; male companions could only helplessly watch as Ludo openly molested their wives, girlfriends, and dates. Ludo wasn't someone you said no to. The few men who dared to stand up to Ludo were dragged out the back door unconscious after Ludo quickly dropped them after only a few well-placed punches. Pity the women had no male escort. Other single black men took advantage of the situation, and gang rape was common that night. It was only when Ludo's attention was shifted to another new woman that the other couples were able to make a discrete exit. Marty almost ordered a "Call of Duty" type breach into the townhouse more than once. Still, fortunately, with the number of women at the party, they were distracting Ludo's attention, making Gina relatively safe. She hung out with Tai in the other bedroom most of the night; Marty noticed Tai was staying out of Ludo's way as well.

Marty had one of his men, Rome, of African-American, attend the event; he was equipped with an ear mic. The surveillance team was able to direct Rome to several bottles and glasses that Ludo had touched and carefully placed them into an evidence bag. Tyrell gave Rome a strange look every time he left and returned a few minutes later, but Rome paid the entrance fee again every time, so Tyrell didn't care. Tyrell didn't even notice the full bag of empty bottles and glasses that Rome took with him when he left each time.

Once the bottles and glasses were safely back in the surveillance townhouse, Ludo's fingerprints were carefully lifted and applied to bullets, magazines, and a gun's handle, trigger, etc. They told Marty it was unlikely that the prints on the bullets would survive, but Marty told them to do it anyway; if there was one chance in a thousand, Marty wanted to hedge his bets. Once completed, the gun was carefully placed under the driver's seat of Gina's Mercedes, accessing it with the spare set of car keys Marty had made for just such a possibility. Marty was a planner, and he had backups and contingencies for just about any situation.



The Rescue

The following day, Gina awoke in bed with Tai; around 10 am, she was late returning to Marty's, and she couldn't wait to get out of Tai's place; she had a stressful night. She barely slept a wink; she was dead tired but not tired enough not to want to escape. Ludo fucked her roughly several times early in the party, but soon he was distracted by all the other pussy. She only had to endure a little smacking around, but nothing too serious. Ludo had more than enough women to use and abuse during the party. Gina tried to locate something to wear; the guest room dresser drawers were empty, and while her clothes were usually in the panty and she had several extra outfits, Ludo had made a point to throw out all of her clothes, he hauled them to the complex dumpster, to ensure she wouldn't be able to leave. She just prayed the rubbish service didn't empty the dumpster yet, if she could get to it, she would be able to find something to wear. They might be soiled with a garage, but they were better than what she had at the moment. If not, Gina didn't care if she had to run home naked; she couldn't stay there another minute, let alone another night.

Last night She cowered in fear while Tai tried to comfort her in the guest bedroom; the cries of women getting gang raped again and again filled the night. Quietly as she could, she sneaked downstairs, which was no easy feat. The bodies of drunken, sleeping men filled the halls, stairs going down to the first floor. Not to mention ripped women's clothing, beer cans, and bottles; there was even broken glass in places she was careful to avoid with her bare feet. Once downstairs, she saw Ludo asleep, stretched out on the couch, with part of his body covering Ginger. Gina could see she was awake, desperately attempting to free herself from under his weight. She looked at Gina with pleading eyes. The broken glass was more abundant here; it covered the floor. Gina didn't see a way across the minefield without seriously getting cut. She froze in Panic when she heard the front door open; she was thinking about running back to the bedroom to Tai but doubted she could get very far before the person who entered the front door saw her. A white man rounded the corner, gun drawn. Gina recognized him immediately; it was Robert, one of Marty's employees; he did security or something for Marty. Relief flooded through Gina. Gina wasn't the least bit embarrassed that Robert was seeing her naked; she was just relieved to see him. Robert was followed closely by her Husband, Marty, and her true Master. Marty looked at her and put his finger to his lips, communicating to her to be quiet. Several other men also entered the room, they also had guns drawn. Marty picked Gina up in one fluid motion and carried her out of the townhouse to a waiting van that had its side door open. Once inside, they embraced like they used to be husband and wife; Gina never wanted to let him go. A few moments later, Robert carried Ginger into the van; they rolled the side door shut. And the van sped away.

"Thank you so much for rescuing me; how did you know?" Gina asked Marty

Marty lied to her, "When you didn't return home this morning, I asked Robert to check in on you. When he reported that disaster scene inside Tai's, I feared the worse. Tai is supposed to protect you. What the fuck happened last night?" Marty said.

"Oh god, it was awful." Gina said, "This asshole Ludo was terrorizing everyone. I actually saw him violently rape another woman at the party against her will! We have to go to the police!"

"Don't worry about it; I will take care of everything," Marty assured her.

Marty took Gina and Ginger home. He carried Gina upstairs and tucked her in bed to get some rest. Gina could see Robert was doing the same for Ginger. She was so exhausted from her ordeal that she quickly fell asleep. Marty was torn all night between rescuing Gina and protecting his covert operation. Right or wrong, greed won out in the end, and it paid off. He was able to rescue Gina and Ginger with no one the wiser. Ludo was so wasted Marty's men could have tossed him out a second story, and he probably wouldn't have woke him up. They had no trouble shifting his bulky frame to free Ginger. Gina was roughed up a bit but no worse for wear. Ginger, on the other hand, had suffered a black eye, and several bruises were beginning to show. Marty considered taking her to the emergency room, but Robert assured him that there was no permanent damage. Besides, bringing a woman beaten and battered to the emergency room was sure to attract the attention of the police. Ginger's injuries could end up working out in Marty's favor in the end if his plans worked his way. Marty knew there were several other women still at Tai's, but they were unimportant; only Gina mattered to him. He only rescued Ginger because she was awake when they entered to get Gina; if she had the misfortune of being upstairs that morning, she would still be there. Once Gina was secured and safe, Marty returned to his office. He waited and watched.

The Arrest

Ludo woke up around noon with a headache that was killing him; still, he had a fantastic night; he hadn't partied that hard in years. Standing up, he almost stepped on a broken glass bottle. Fortunately, his shoes were nearby, where he had removed them the night before. He slipped them on and headed upstairs. The place looked like a tornado hit it; most of the previous night's partygoers were gone by the time Ludo was awake, but those he ran across kicked to wake them and ordered them to get out. Ludo stumbled into the Master bedroom; some brother was fucking a black chick on the bed. He kicked him off the slut and told him to get out; she followed with fear in her eyes. Ludo would have kept her around for morning sex, but after a hot shower, he would have Gina to satisfy his morning wood.

Ten minutes later, Ludo stepped out of the shower and found some clean clothes in the dresser to wear. While Ludo was hardly a neat freak, even the place too messy for even his standards, it was hazardous to walk around without shoes with the broken glass land mines. He would order his sluts to clean the place up after they satisfied his morning wood that was.

Ludo searched the townhouse but could not find Gina, Ginger, or any woman for that matter. He did find Tai and kicked him awake.

"Where's Gina?" he demanded.

Tai looked at Ludo for a minute, trying to process what he was asked. When Ludo grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him to his feet, he was wide awake.

"She must be over Marty's," he quickly answered. "He gets her on the weekends."

"Who the fuck is Marty?" Ludo demanded

"Her husband," Tai answered. Ludo released Tai. Only a cuckold would allow his bitch to go over to another man's place to get fucked over and over. Ludo smiled; he would go over to this Marty's place and rape his Wife in front of him. After that, he would make Marty his bitch.

"What's is the address for Marty's place," Ludo asked.

Tai told him the address. Ludo knew the area; it was one of the nicer parts of town, and several mansions were on that street, in fact. It looked like Ludo was going to upgrade his accommodations soon. He had an evil grin on his face. But first, he needed a drink. His throat was dry. Ludo walked downstairs and checked the refrigerator; it was completely empty of any beer, and the cabinets and pantry closet didn't yield any alcohol either. He made a mental note to find out from Tyrell what their take cover charge take was from last night, but he still had the slut's plastic. Her white cuckold husband would provide. He took out the Mercedes keys and left the townhouse. First the liquor store, then to rape and pillage, Ludo thought to himself.

Marty was watching this all unfold on his surveillance system at home; he was anticipating this. He knew that Ludo would take Gina's Mercedes for a spin sooner or later. He didn't expect him to do it so soon. He picked up his cell phone and pressed 'Robert PI' on his quick contract list, "Is the package planted?" Marty asked

"Yes", Robert responded. "We were able to lift plenty of prints; the police should find at least one usable one."

"Excellent!" Marty exclaimed.

Marty's next call was to the local police department; a black man had just stolen his Mercedes from his Wife at gunpoint; he robbed her and roughed her up. He informed the police that the car had a GPS tracking device for theft vehicle recovery.

It didn't take police long to locate the car, as Ludo, getting into the Mercedes with a bag of several bottles of hard liquor, was faced with two police cruisers and three police officers with guns drawn.

"What's this shit? I didn't do nothing!" Ludo complained as they were handcuffing him on the ground.

"Where is the gun?" One of the officers asked Ludo.

"I ain't got no fucking gun, you pigs!" Ludo spat at them.

Thirty seconds later, one of the officers searching the car yelled, "Gun! Found it under the driver's seat."

"That ain't mine," Ludo said.

"The car keys and credit cards we found on you are not yours either." One of the officers told Ludo. "They were both reported stolen; you like robbing women? You'll get at least five years for the gun alone."

An hour later, Marty got the good news: Gina's car and credit cards were recovered. They needed Gina to come down to the station to give a witness statement. Marty originally obtained the handgun from one of his criminal contacts with the serial numbers filed off as one possible plan for setting up Tai; it would have been found hidden in Tai's townhouse along with a substantial quantity of drugs when the time was right. The gun was even used in a police shooting, not fatal, but once the ballistics were run on the gun, Ludo would be charged with attempted murder on a police officer.

The only hitch to this plan was that Marty had no way of knowing if Ludo had an alibi for the time of the shooting. From what he knew about Ludo, he was often in trouble with law enforcement, frequently a guest of the free accommodations the police provide free of charge. While Marty had contacts in the police department, he couldn't exactly call one of his contacts up at 2 am and ask if Ludo Washington was in lockup on the day of a police shooting in Scranton. Marty was good at pivoting his plans when necessary. Marty knew that Ludo wouldn't respect any arrangement Marty made with Tai. He was a loose cannon in Marty's master plan, and he needed to be removed from the equation.

Once Ludo was safely behind bars, Marty could eliminate him at his leisure. A cash payment to a relative of another inmate was all it took to arrange a prison yard hit.

The Crime scene

Marty arrived at his development where Tai's place was around 3 pm; he parked on the far side of the parking lot, far enough away not to be noticed by the two police cruisers currently parked in front of Tai's place. While he couldn't see the video of what was happening inside, Carl, one of his men monitoring the situation, patched audio to him into everything the Police were asking Tai. The last night's disastrous party seems to have unexpected complications. The headache named Ludo wasn't over quite yet. Marty was dead tired; he was only able to get a few hours of sleep that day after the rescue of Gina. Marty still had to take her down to the police station to make a formal complaint against Ludo. He was able to defer that request for now, telling them she was still recovering from her ordeal, which was technically true. Still, the police insisted, the sooner she recounted what happened to her, the more details she would remember. The longer she waited to tell them what happened, the greater the chance she would forget something.

Marty had yet to fabricate the details of the carjacking; he needed time to think of everything the police might ask Gina and time to prep her for the interview. Marty already contacted his lawyer; he wanted his attorney present at the interrogation to prevent the police from asking questions about other areas that did not directly involve the crime she would report. Marty also wished he had time to talk with Tai before he talked to the police. Hopefully, he wasn't stupid enough to tell them anything damaging.

At the moment, the police were mainly interested in the identity of Ludo's associates; one of the women at the party reported her rape to the police, and it was now an active investigation. They had already tossed Tai's townhouse, looking for drugs and weapons. Marty only hoped they didn't start ripping into the walls; they would find a network of cables, hidden cameras, and microphones, all of which would lead back to Marty's townhouse next door. While Marty had a good relationship with the local police department, he didn't own them outright; they were not corrupt. If the cameras were discovered, especially in the bathrooms, Marty would be charged with a felony. If he were really unlucky, maybe he and Ludo would share a prison cell.

Fortunately, Tai wasn't a complete idiot; he didn't give the police anything to go on except a few street aliases and the names of Ludo's associates. Marty doubted the police had detailed files on guys who called themselves Slim or Happy Jack. But arrest records sometimes noted street names under their legal name on reports, so who knew? Tai did give up Tyrell, but they told him they already picked him up. Another common question was why he didn't call the police. Tai answered that Ludo had confiscated his phone, tied Tai up, and locked him in the guest bedroom. Ludo knew that Tai would never allow any woman to be harmed, and he would have stopped him if he could, but Tai was outnumbered and overpowered.

Marty, of course, knew this was bullshit, more like cowering in the guest bedroom, but Tai was convincing enough that the police dropped the matter for now; if they didn't at least half believe him, he would have left the townhouse in handcuffs, arrested as an accessory. Marty knew they would return if Tai's story didn't hold up. The police had a lot more witnesses to question; there were more layers of the onion they had yet to peel. They did ask him to come down to the station later that day; there were more details they wanted to go over with Tai, and he foolishly agreed to do so.

Marty waited ten minutes after the police left before he approached Tai's place. As a show of muscle, he brought Carl with him. Marty didn't bother to knock; he walked right in, with Carl following close behind. Tai was surprised to see him.

Marty started with "What the Fuck, Tai!"

Carl grabbed Tai by the throat and pushed him roughly against the wall.

"Gina has black and bruises all over her; what did you do to her last night? Maybe you would like some of the same treatment; Carl here is more than happy to accommodate you." Marty threated.

"It wasn't me, it was Ludo. He's a real animal, and I had no control over the situation." Tai said almost pleadingly.

"I'm paying you to protect Gina, and I don't think I ever saw such a gross dereliction of duties." Marty loudly exclaimed.

"Sorry, I'm a lover, not a fighter," Tai said.

"Who is this Ludo? One of your friends?"

"No, No, he's one of Tyrell's friends."

"I suggest you get new friends," Marty said. "I saw the police here; what did they want?"

"One of the girls at the party was raped. The police wanted to know who Ludo's friends were. I told them what little I knew. They want me to come down to the police station later." Tai nervously exclaimed.

Marty paused for a moment. In a low, threatening voice, and said to Tai, "Under no circumstances are you to go to the police department alone. I will contact a lawyer I know; you are to have a lawyer with you the next time you say anything to the police. If you see a police officer on the street and they say 'Hi' to you, I want one of my lawyers present before you return the greeting after running it by him first. Understand?"

Tai readily agreed. Shaking his head up and down vigorously.

"I don't have to remind you that we are getting involved in a criminal enterprise together; having the police poking around is bad for business," Marty said.

"Also, Gina will not be around for a few weeks, and I'm not confident you can protect her from your thug friends. If I had any sense, I'd kick you to the corner, but I still think you will be useful recruiting talent. Smith from the tattoo parlor told him he has three women booked for tramp stamps, and they all asked about the cash reward. I guess I have you to thank for that."

"Yes, yes. I have several other women lined up interested in getting tramp stamps; some of them are quite stunning." Tai lied. He wasn't ready to give up the gravy train he was enjoying. He would personally go door to door to recruit talent if he had to prove he was useful to Marty. His mother would know how to fix this.

Looking around, Marty said, "I see the Police tossed your place. Obviously, they didn't find anything incriminating, or we would be having this conversation down at the police station. Still, this place is a pigsty. I normally wouldn't care if you lived in filth, but the police might return for a second search. I don't want to risk them finding anything. I'll have your place sanitized while you are at the station getting questioned with a legal counsel of course."

With that, Marty left. He had a lot of loose ends to tie up, and if he failed, he risked them strangling him. Marty didn't get far after leaving Tai's; the fatigue was too much; Carl helped Marty into the surveillance townhouse next door, and he crashed on the bed upstairs; he was out like a light.


Sharing Gina Ch. 09

Disclaimer

This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This chapter has no elements of the BBC genie; but continues the sexual adventures of Marty and Gina.

Sharing Gina - Chapter 9

Robert

When Gina woke up, it was just getting dark outside; she must have slept all day. She stumbled out of bed and stepped into the shower; she still had dried cum on her, probably Ludo's, the bastard. She felt sore all over; she carefully washed herself in the hot shower, and the water felt good. She saw several black and blue marks on her body; she would have to be careful, and they would be sore for days. After drying off, still nude, she headed downstairs, looking for something to eat. As she walked into the living room, she surprised Robert; he had his pants down around his ankles and was masturbating to a video playing on the huge flat-screen TV of her and Marty having sex.

"Enjoying yourself?" Gina asked.

Surprised, Robert tried to cover himself. "It's not what it looks like." He said.

"Oh, it's exactly what it looks like," Gina answered; she walked over to Robert, kneeling in front of him. "But let me thank you properly for saving me this morning; no need to resort to autoeroticism. I would be more than happy to thank you properly." And with that, she pushed Robert's hands away, covering his erection, and put his dick into her mouth.

Gina started out slow and gentle, and she could see Robert was enjoying her blow job skills. His penis was smaller than she was used to, he was lucky if it was five inches, but she gave all the loving attention as a dick twice his size. Gina was a master of fellatio skills; when she could see Robert was about to come, she shifted her attention to lovingly caressing and licking his balls. When she sensed he was ready for more attention, she moved back to his dick, sucking on it, caressing it with her tongue. Gina edged Robert for a good forty-five minutes before she allowed him to come. Despite having a below-average dick size, Robert more than made up for it in the amount of cum he shot into her mouth. It was so much, so quick, it filled her mouth, and a little shot out of one of her nostrils. Gina continued to suck, getting the very last drop of his cum, and swallowing it all. Licking her lips, she looked up at Robert, "That was delicious," she said, "but I'm famished; I need more."

"Give me about an hour; I think I can help you with that," Robert said before he thought about what he said. Then turned red; he was never very comfortable around women.

"Looking forward to it," Gina said, "but first, I need some real food. I haven't had a decent meal since yesterday morning." She then used her finger to wipe cum dripping out of her nostril and licked her hand clean. "Good to the last drop," she said.

Robert was awed; he, of course, saw hundreds of hours of Gina's sexual escapades, but experiencing them himself was a whole other level. As Gina was standing up, he started to pull his pants up. Gina grabbed his pants and pulled them down again.

"Don't you dare," She threatened him. "I haven't finished properly thanking you yet." With that, she removed his pants and grabbed his shirt, pulling it over his head.

"But what if Marty comes home...." Robert started.

"Than my Master, I mean Marty can just sit back and enjoy the show." Gina tried to correct herself. She felt good taking charge after being totally submissive for so many months. She actually missed the feeling of being dominant over others gave her.

Robert just laughed. "I'm well aware of the arrangement you have with your Master and Tai."

Gina was a little surprised to hear this; she wondered how many of Marty's other employees knew this. "Let me grab a bite to eat, then I'll have you for dessert." She said.

Nap times over

Marty woke up, and as he came to his senses, he panicked. He had dropped the ball; there was lots to do. He rushed downstairs, Rome was there looking at the large screen displays monitoring Tai's. Marty noticed a cleaning crew just finishing up at Tai's, but Tai was nowhere to be seen.

"Where's Tai?" Marty asked

"At the police station," Rome answered

"What!" Marty shouted, "I told him not to without a lawyer!"

"Relax," Rome said. "Carl called Pam, and she took care of everything. A lawyer for Tai, a cleaning crew for the townhouse, she even wrote up a statement for Gina; I have it here; she wanted to run it by you first before Gina gave her statement to the police. She even has Robert is keeping an eye on Gina and Ginger."

Marty sighed with relief. He didn't know what he would do without Pam, first an executive assistant, now a partner in crime.

Marty read the statement Pam prepared; it looked like it was going to do nicely. It was just after seven PM, it was too late to go to the police station tonight, but he contacted the police detective handling Gina's case. He assured him Gina would be there first thing tomorrow morning to give her statement. After freshening up, he headed home.

After parking in the garage, he entered the house and heard the unmistakable sounds of Gina enjoying herself. He quietly entered the living room; Gina was on top of Robert, slowly fucking cowgirl style. He had his hands on his Wife's breasts. He stood there for a few minutes, watching them with a smile.

Finally, he spoke up, "I see you enjoying my Wife, Robert."

Robert, surprised, would have jumped up and tried to cover himself, but Gina didn't meet a beat; she continued to fuck him nice and slow. Marty's surprise entrance didn't faze her in the slightest. With Gina on top of him, not letting him up. He could only shudder, 'Sir, I didn't mean to..." he began.

"Relax" Marty assured him, "I'm sure she just wants to thank you for your bravery this morning properly. Isn't that right, my dear?"

"Yes, Master," Gina said. She was enjoying fucking Robert in front of her husband; it even turned her on more now that they had an audience.

Marty sat on the couch close to Robert and Gina, watching the show.

"Besides, everyone is fucking my slutty Wife, why not you?" Marty said. "In fact, if I made a list of people she was fucking, it would be easier to make the short list of people she is not fucking."

Robert was uncomfortable with his boss watching him have sex, but there was no denying the pleasure his Wife was giving him. He moaned in pleasure.

"So I'll ask again, enjoying my Wife, Robert?" Marty pressed.

"Oh God, yes, Sir," Robert said.

"Wonderful; I have an event planned for tomorrow evening. I would like you to attend, I need some extra security, and you can fuck as many women as you want." Marty said.

"Event?" he asked.

"Yes, I'm having a Swinger party. An orgy, I plan on making it a monthly event, with a different theme each time." Marty explained.

"You can count on me, sir," Robert said; he almost didn't finish his sentence; he began Cumming into Gina's pussy; he could feel his dick pump load after a load of cum deep inside her; it felt wonderful.

Plans for incest.

After Gina and Marty arrived home that Saturday morning, after being at the police station for several hours giving the police her statement, as they entered the foyer, Gina began to remove her clothing as was expected of her. Her Master stopped her. Her Master told her she did not have to perform tonight's orgy; in fact, she could remain dressed, signaling to his guests that she was off limits. After all, she was still recovering from the abuse she endured Thursday night party.

"Thank you so much, Master!" Gina said with genuine thankfulness.

Gina was relieved to hear this; she wasn't up for a dozen men gang-banging her all night, hot as it sounded. The orgy her Master was planning, of course, wouldn't be a violent gang rape she witnessed the other night. Still, a gang bang was rough on a woman's body; even if consensual, she just wasn't up for the abuse her body would have to endure.

"There also is the issue of returning to Tai's on Monday..." Marty began.

Gina immediately dropped to her knees in front of her Master; with pleading eyes, she begged.

"Oh, please don't make me go back there, I'm afraid. I thought Tai would protect me, but he was too much a sissy to stand up for me!"

This surprised Marty. He was about to tell Gina that he was not going to allow her to return to Tai's, at least until he worked out a way to keep her safe at all times. Marty grinned to himself. He would use this to his advantage, getting her to agree to an idea he was toying with.

"Well, I don't know", Marty began. "I did, after all, make a contract with Tai, and I do not go back on my word easily."

"Please," Gina begged, "I'll do anything."

"Anything?" Marty asked. "No questions?"

"Yes, Yes, Please," Gina begged again.

"Well..." Marty said, pausing like he was thinking her proposal over. Finally, he said.

"Ok, then. I want you to seduce and fuck your Father."

The surprise on Gina's face was priceless. She just stared at her Master with her mouth open.

"My Father?" she repeated in shock.

"Yes." her Master Marty grinned at her evilly.

"But why?" Gina began.

"I said no questions asked; you did agree with that, did you? It's that or Tai's."

"No, no, I mean, yes, I'll do it." Gina quickly agreed.

"Excellent!" Marty said. "And I'm sure you're dying to know why. Tell you what I'll tell you so you can give me some ideas on how to approach this best. I've become accustomed to the life I now enjoy. The nudity, blow jobs, and pussy at my beck and call, as well as the couples swapping, threesomes, and orgies. The last time we were over with your parents for Easter Dinner, which you recall was only a few weeks after my agreement with Tai, I allowed you to wear modest clothing, remember? I was also on my best behavior. It was like we were attending Sunday mass, all prim and proper like."

Gina was still on her knees in front of her Master, listening intently.

"Well, Thanksgiving is coming up next month, and I do not want to bother with those social restrictions anymore. I want to be my true self. This year's Thanksgiving will be different. After you corrupt your Father, we will move on to your Mother. Finally, you're Bother when he visits from California with his young Wife. This year, while your father is caving the Turkey, Your Brother's Wife will be on her knees, giving him a blow job. I will be fucking your Mother up the ass from behind while waiting for my slice of the Turkey. And you will be on your Brother's lap facing him, slowly fucking him. Then after Dinner will be when the real Party starts."

Gina just stared at her Master with her Mouth open. While she should have been shocked and horrified at what he was planning, she realized her pussy was so soaked that her juices were running down her legs. This sounded so hot; she actually wanted to be a crucial part of his plans. She reflected that she was such a slut now; what better way to come out of the closet to her parents than something like this.

BDSM Cum orgy

Guests were met in the foyer by Pam, a nude woman in her mid-40s. She reminded them that female guests were required to undress, and racks with hangers were set up in the foyer. Men were free to dress or undress; there were no requirements for them to do so. Pam also pointed to a sign,

It read, "No cameras or cell phones are allowed. If you have them, leave them with your checked clothes. This is to protect the anonymity of all guests. All activities will be recorded with sound and video. This is to ensure compliance with the house rules; these recordings will be deleted within seven days unless you specifically ask for a copy to remember tonight's experience. If you request a copy, all faces and identifying features of other guests will be blurred. You have the right to request that even blurred images of you be removed from other guests' copies of the video recordings. You also have the right to request that none of your images be blurred. In this case, we do not take any responsibility if recordings of you are uploaded to the internet. Your present is deemed permission for video recordings if you disagree. Leave now."

Next, Pam inspected the female guests; those not clean-shaven were asked to comply with the party requirement, Pam had electric shavers, razors, and shaving cream readily available. The last requirement for every female guest was to have a tramp stamp; those who already had one were allowed to continue, and those without a table of temporary tramp stamps were readily available. They could pick out any design they desired, and Pam would assist them in applying the temp tattoos.

Guests who continued past this point mingled with other couples; Gina and Olivia served free drinks, and they wore maid outfits, short skirts, and sheer tops that showed off their breasts and mobcaps as hats. Other women expressed their distaste that they were required to be naked, while Gina and Olivia were not. They all agreed that the mobcap hats were all that would be necessary to identify them as serving wenches.

While most of the couples were White, there were still several that were Asian and Latin American couples. There were no African Americans at this event, none among the couples or the single male participants. Marty planned it this way, he wanted something that was his, not have to share with anyone else. He also planned on limiting Tai's access to Gina from now on. He was sure she would keep being his slut with or with Tai now that she had a taste of the swinger lifestyle. Still, Tai had a part to play in his plans to seduce Gina's Parents.

At 7:30 pm, Marty tapped a spoon to a glass, and everyone gave him his attention.

Welcome, my friends, my guests. Some of you I know, some of you I don't. Some of you I met swinging during a full swap intimate setting. Of those, I enjoyed sex with your wives or girlfriends, and you, in turn, had sex with mine. Others are friends and friends of friends. I promised you all to host a swinger party experience you would not soon forget. The event will be an orgy with elements of BDSM and will involve a contest with a cash reward. The winners will receive $10,000 for first place, $5,000 for second place, $1,000 for third place, and nothing for fourth place. All women, who I will call sluts for the remainder of the rules, will get a parting gift to remember this contest for years to come.

So here are the rules. Every slut will be available for any man to bareback fuck her, except her husband, date, or escort that they came with to the party. Any single woman, Marty indicted one of them with his glass, will be available to everyone, of course.

Sluts will do their best to get a man to cum inside her. Be that with her mouth or pussy, so long as she gets results. For verification purposes, there will be no anal sex at tonight's event. Each woman who gets a man to blow his load into her mouth will get a mark on her head after a judge verifies it. Please remember not to swallow until a judge gives you proper credit. If a man fills your pussy with cum, in a missionary position, you will get a mark on your stomach, Doggie style, on your ass, Cowgirl a mark on her breast or back. Again, do not clean yourself up until you get proper credit. To make identification of multiple shots on goal easier, the judges will be wiping excess cum up after each deposit; it may end up getting wiped on other parts of a participates body or hair.

The contest starts at 8 a.m. and ends at 2 a.m., with two fifteen-minute breaks. The woman with the most marks wins. Now for the losers. The losers will be punished for their failure to please their male masters properly. The slut in fifth place will receive three lashes from a flogger on their butt or back, with the first lash one given by her escort she arrived at the party with and the remaining lashes from male volunteers. Sixth place, six lashes; seventh Place, nine lashes; eighth Place, twelve lashes. From there, the punishment will be raised a notch. Tenth place will receive six lashes from riding crop; punishment will be anywhere on her body except her face. The same rules apply to who gives the punishment--eleven places, nine lashes, twelve places, twelve lashes. From there, punishment will be notched to another level. Thirteen will be an actual whip that will be placed after punishment. But in this case, this will be handled by a Whip master, Master Thomas," Marty indicated a man dressed in leather, including a mask that hid his identity.

"He's an expert in inflicting a maximum amount of pain without leaving any lasting marks or scars. I can assure you it will hurt like hell. Master Thomas will also supervise the other punishments. To ensure punishment is performed safely and no one gets carried away. Any woman who does not trust amateurs to punish her may elect for Master Thomas to carry out the punishment, but he will always perform the punishments via the whip."

"Everyone present has been prescreened for STDs, and everyone present is guaranteed clean. The sluts that participate will be separated into stations, where she will serve everyone interested in sex with her. Sluts will have two buttons they can press; the first one, labeled "Break," will allow her a fifteen break. She will be allowed to leave her station, use the bathroom, get something to drink, catch her breath, whatever. Sluts that do not elect to take any breaks will have participation cut shorter, 1:45 am for one or 1:30 am for none. So there is no unfair advantage, so I encourage you to use your breaks."

"Every station also has a lever; if any slut can't take it anymore, they are encouraged to pull the lever, which will immediately terminate her participation in the event. No one is allowed to touch her once she quits. However, she will be immediately disqualified, and she will still be punished at the maximum number of allowable lashes. Maybe a few extra lashes for being a quitter."

"I know this is more hardcore than some of you are comfortable with. It's now 7:30 p.m.; talk it over with your partner. If you do not want to participate, you are free to leave, but you must choose before 8 pm. Those who wish to participate must sign a liability release agreeing to the terms of the event. To spice things up, not only will the twenty swinging couples' male partners be participating, but twenty single men will be invited to join in on the fun. With multiple shots on goal, and depending on each man's recovery time, those who wish to stay will have somewhere between sixty to eighty loads of cum to share amongst them."

"I can promise you this: win or lose, you will not suffer any lasting damage and will remember this wild night for years to come. I have a few more rules to go over with the male participants, but I will explain them after eight pm. Lube and Anal plugs are available to anyone know wants them; I can assure you that anal plugs will make your pussy tighter, earning you more marks. I want to add is my Wife, Gina, and my sex slave, Olivia, will not be participating in this event; I believe they have an unfair advantage, and I want to make this as fair as possible. Those who have had the pleasure of having sex with either of them, or both of them, know what I'm talking about; they are experts in Kegel exercises, and with their incredibly tight pussies, they would have no trouble being the first and second place winners."

Once Marty finished speaking, the room was abuzz with conversation. Two couples returned to the foyer, dressed, and left, but most stayed. By the time the clock struck eight pm, he had twenty signed agreements, one for each of the eighteen couples and two for the single woman in attendance.



"Sluts, Follow me." Marty indicated to the remaining women, "I will return for our male guests in a few minutes."

The women follow Marty in an orderly line. Some were excited; others looked apprehensive. Marty opened a door and continued down a set of stairs. He entered the basement, continued to the center of the open space, turned, waited until all his female guests arrived, and opened his arms, "Welcome to my dungeon," he said with a smile. The stations Marty mentioned earlier lined two of the outside walls; all were brightly lit. The rest of the dungeon was darker, lights above highlighted the stations. The other walls had all sorts of things you would expect to see in a dungeon: Chains secured to the wall with arm and leg shackles, St. Andrews cross, spanking bench, sex swing, and in two alcoves were jail cells, with heavy iron doors. A brazier with fire burned, and a row of hooks on the wall had branding irons waiting to mark tender flesh. Whips, paddles, floggers, canes, straps, belts, and slappers hung from hooks on every available wall space. It was impressive; Marty spent a small fortune getting an authentic medieval torture dungeon feel to it. He could see the shock and fear on many faces.

The crack of a whip behind them, and they all turned in surprise and shock; Master Thomas stood behind them with his leather outfit on.

"What are you waiting for?" He shouted, "Get to your stations Sluts!"

In fear, they dispersed, rushing to the nearest unoccupied station. Master Thomas followed a young blonde woman in her mid-twenties. She barely had time to see the details of her station before Master Thomas undid the belt and let his leather shorts drop to the ground. He was still holding his whip in his other hand. He forced her down on her back, pulled her legs apart, and entered her with his hard dick without as much as a word. As he was pumping away. She could see she was on a long leather ottoman; the width was short enough so if she straddled over it on her knees, she could be fucked from behind, and her shoulders would clear the other side allowing her to suck dick on the other side. It was also long enough that she could lay down as she was now, for sex in missionary or for her to play cowgirl.

Marty smiled; this was going to be fun. He returned upstairs and got the men's attention.

"The rules for the male guests are as follows. You are not to touch yourself; the sluts are solely responsible for getting you hard, be that via a hand job, blow job, or sexual excitement. To make things fair, you are not allowed to have sex with anyone slut for more than ten minutes; if she can't finish in the allocated time, you are to move to the next slut in line. You are to give every slut a fair shot at making you cum. No sticking to the one or two most attractive sluts. You will be assigned a station, and after 10 minutes, the timer will go off, you will move to the next station in the line, and so on. Continue down the line until you blow your load; when you do raise your hand, get the attention of one of the judges, and make sure the slut gets credit before leaving. After, watch, when you think you are ready for another round, pick up with the next slut in line and have fun.

Marty escorted his male guests downstairs, followed by his three judges, which were Gina, Olivia, and Pam. They all were now wearing yellow crop tops shirts with "Judge" written in bold black letters on the back and front of the top, and "Do not rape" was in smaller letters under it. They all had on yellow thongs, and the thong disappeared into their butt crack. On the front of the thong, it had "Do not Rape" in black text. After Marty and his male guests entered the basement, he turned to them and said, "Clothes off, Dicks out!" They all eagerly dispersed to the available pussies waiting for them. Marty watched for a minute and headed upstairs again to retrieve the additional male guests.

Marty entered the formal living room; twenty single men were waiting to join the party; three of them were Robert, Carl, and Fred, all part of his security staff. They would make sure the crowd of men were kept in line. While they were invited to enjoy themselves fully during the orgy, they were also to maintain order. Several Tasers were hidden in the dungeon; that they could easily get to it if the situation deteriorated to that point. He also had Ginger on the video security system upstairs, monitoring the situation; she could direct the security staff with the small ear mics they were wearing. Ginger was still too battered to be seen in public and her ordeal at Tai's Party the other night. Her one eye was black and swollen, with black and blue marks on her body.
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Sharing Gina - Chapter 10

Orgy at Marty's Part Two

Orgy in Progress

The orgy was proceeding well; after three hours, not one slut quit; they were all doing their part to satisfy every man who came to their station. Most had at least two or three black lines marked on their bodies, indicating their success in extracting an orgasm from their male Masters. Cries of pleasure and moaning filled the dungeon. The women's bodies were covered in sweat and cum. Cum was both sticky wet, as well as dry, which was applied to their bodies after verifying success to earn a point. When a guy came in a slut's mouth, she would have to hold his entire load until the judge arrived at her station; she then spit a load of cum into the judge's cupped hands. Once satisfied, the judge would wipe a load of cum into the contestant's hair, face and neck.

When a man deposited his load into a slut's pussy, the judge would verify success by having her squeeze as much cum out of her pussy as possible and wipe it on her thighs or her legs. While this didn't remove all of the evidence of a previous guy's load, it was enough to verify success to issue her a point. This was also one of the reasons her male escort was not allowed to be one of her participants; it helped to ensure no cheating. Although it was possible that an accomplice to claim a fake orgasm to try to earn a point for a particular slut, it was unlikely since couples would want their partner to win, and the single males did not know any of the couples before this event.

One of the male guests broke the rules and tried to break the line and sneak back to one of the sluts he had already fucked, but Ginger quickly detected him with the surveillance system. Carl and Fred roughly escorted him outside, pushing him out the front door onto the porch naked and tossing his clothes after him. After that, no one else attempted to violate the contest rules.

Several sluts had taken at least one break so far, they could get a drink or use the bathroom, but they were strictly forbidden to wash the cum and sweat off their bodies. The dungeon restroom was just an open alcove with a toilet and sink. The toilet paper was the only sanitary convenience allowed. Many male guests, who had already shot their load and were still recovering, were openly leering at the sluts on the toilet, trying to relieve themselves. It's funny; many of the sluts had no trouble with multiple men using her mouth and pussy for their pleasure, but when it came time to pee, they had difficulty starting a stream of piss while men were watching them.

Marty had cum twice doing the event, and while he was also the ringmaster for this circus, he was not going to deny himself the pleasure it offered him. The judges were enjoying the erotic event as well; while not allowed to participate, they openly masturbated with their fingers while watching the debauchery unfolding before them, waiting to verify the next contestant's point score.

With three hours to go, Marty could see the strain was beginning to show on some of the sluts faces. He wouldn't be surprised if at least a few of them caved to the constant demands for their attention and bodies. While he guaranteed anonymity, he planned on offering the losers various options to reduce the punishment they were to receive, anything from signing a release form to allowing him to publicity release videos of them getting punished, without their identifies blurred, of course, to trading punishment for tattoos or body piercings.

Master Thomas assured him that he was an expert in inflicting pain; after a few lashes from his whip, they would be not only willing but eager to accept any alternative Marty offered. He already had the approval of several husbands and boyfriends on what tattoos or piercing they would like to see their partner decorated with, assuming they lost.

Marty loved to decorate women with the markings of ownership, be that a tramp stamp, degrading words or phrases, tattoos on their bodies, or body piercings. It really didn't matter to him that he wasn't the sluts owner, just the fact that they displayed such ownership for all to see, willing or not. The subjugation of women was something of a high for Marty.

On the surface, it seemed Marty was generous, hosting an event with no admission required, free food and booze, paying for the staff, and offering sixteen thousand dollars in prize money to boot. In reality, Marty would be making a considerable profit from his event. The seventeen of the single men at the event paid five hundred dollars each to attend. That alone covered half of the prize money.

Next, each would be offered the opportunity to carry out punishments for a fee, of course. With sixteen losing contestants, if a total of 135 lashes of punishment were to be carried out, it would have added up to a pretty penny. Master Thomas expressed concern that he would not be able to avoid scaring their tender flesh if he had to whip any slut more than fifteen times. There were only so many places on a body he could use his whip on; repeated lashes on the same place would cause scares and permanent whip marks. So Marty agreed to reduce the total number of whippings. Deducing the first free strike by each slut's escort, and the Ninety lashes that Master Thomas would be delivered personally, that was twenty-nine lashes Marty would sell at one hundred dollars a strike.

This was all theoretical of course; once they felt the pain of the whip, they would agree to anything Marty suggested. The videos on the dark web of actual torture of women, not simulated or faked, were very valuable. Assuming the single women who attended the event lost, he would sell to the highest bidder what degrading tattoos they were forced to decorate their bodies with. Others he planned on forcing them to sign waivers to allow their part in the event to be added to his porn site. He calculated the event would be worth at least ten thousand in immediate profit; then, he would collect residuals for years afterward.

With less than an hour to go, one of the sluts could take no more; she pulled the lever, signaling her capitulation. The light over her station went from a bright light to a dim glow. The judges had to pull a male who was so engrossed in banging her that he didn't notice the change in lighting. He didn't put up a fight we is was told to stop; he just moved to the next lighted station in the line. Next, they attached a manacle to her leg to keep her from wandering off. Marty, still recovering from his orgasm, went over to see who his first victim would be. She was an attractive White brunette, maybe early thirties; her tits were a decent size and not too saggy. He didn't know her, but her escort rushed over to comfort her. She didn't have any tattoos or piercings other than the temporary tattoo Pam had given her yesterday. Her escort looked directly at Marty and smiled at him; Marty recognized him.

Before the announcement of the event, Marty approached various couples. He observed which woman didn't have any piercings or tattoos. He pulled the man aside and saw if he wished his partner was more open to body decoration. In most cases, they were, but said their partner flatly refused their attempts to convince her to get any. He then asked how much it would be worth to them if I could get her to agree to anything he desired. When they agreed they would pay, Marty set the price at three grand. Marty smiled back; after Master Thomas was finished with her, she would be leaving here in the morning with new tattoos and piercings, and she would have signed waivers to would allow him to show videos of her part in the orgy and whippings.

During the last few minutes of the event, the judges walked around to every station and locked a manacle around one of the contest's legs. This was to ensure they didn't try to sneak out to avoid punishment. The event ended at 2 am sharp; he awarded prizes to the winners; the first-place winner had six marks, and the second and third-place winners had five marks each. Marty said they could either split the winnings or have a square-off to see who would be awarded second place.

They both agreed to split the winnings; they were too exhausted to endure anymore. So, three grand to each of them, the fourth place winner got nothing, but she wouldn't be punished. The judges released the four winners; they could leave now or stick around for the second part of the show. Only one couple called it a night; one of the women tied for second place. Marty thanked them for coming and hoped to see them at his next event.

With all of the other lighting dimmed, a bright spotlight was switched on in the center of the dungeon; two manacles on chains were lowered from the ceiling, and another set of manacles were attached to chains to recessed rings in the floor. Without some protest, the first victim was roughly handled and was soon spread eagle in the center of the room.

It was the quitter; Marty would make an example of her. After he was finished with her, he was sure the other sluts would fall into line without much trouble. Master Thomas cracked his whip several times without striking her; Marty could see the sheer terror in her eyes. Then it began, the first lash of the whip on her tender skin; she let out a scream that would have been heard a miles away if they were not for the soundproofing of the dungeon. Then a second and a third, she was crying, begging for him to stop. Master Thomas paused between strikes to allow his victim time to plead and beg between strikes. Marty looked at the women standing at the other stations waiting their turn; he saw two of them piss themselves where they were standing; the terror they felt was so great. Marty smiled. After the fifth lash, it was time to offer her an alternative.

He walked up to her; she was a crying mess, covered with sweat and cum. Marty walked up to her and whispered in her ear, five down, only ten more to go. She could see her whole body shake in fear. She began to piss on the floor of his dungeon. Marty paused to relish the absolute power he felt over her at the moment. Shall I have Master Thomas continue, or would you like to hear an alternative?

"Anything, I'll do anything." She cried.

"Good." a little louder he said so his audience could hear what his offer was. "As host of this event, I can offer an alternative to the punishment penalties you agreed to. I'm prepared to wave the remaining punishment carried out with a whip for something less painful. If you accept, that is."

"Please," she pleaded.

"You are to get your tongue and both breasts pierced. Also, a crotch tattoo that says, 'Deposit cum here.' Just above your snatch. In addition, you will sign release forms allowing me to post the video of your orgy and punishment without obscuring your face." Marty said.

She hesitated, realizing what he wanted her to do.

"Well, if you're not interested," Marty said, stepping back.

Before she could say a word, Master Thomas was ready to deliver his next blow; the whip curled around her body once, and the lash landed on her left breast. She screamed out in pain and terror.

"Yes, Please, I agree; I'll sign anything. Please." She cried.

Marty smiled, and he approached her again, "Good." he whispered into her ear, "I have a tattoo artist and a piercing lady upstairs to process you. If you give them any trouble, I'll consider it a breach of contract and drag you down here to finish your punishment and add another five more."

With that, she was released from her restraints, but her hands were cuffed behind her back, and a metal collar was attached; her Husband led her upstairs in a chain attached to her collar.

Marty really wanted to give her a tramp stamp as well, but that's not what her husband wanted, so he respected his wishes.

The following several punishments were not quite as severe since, initially, they only involved a flogger; they were considerably less painful, even with overzealous volunteers delivering the punishments. There were several ties for fifth and sixth place; those that had the same score were randomly assigned a place in the order of punishment. Many complained, but Marty silenced them all with a threat of the whip. It wasn't until it was the tenth-place loser that Marty began offering deals again. The woman in tenth place was looking at six strikes from a riding crop.

Marty offered her a deal: sign a model release form, and he would wave her expected punishment. Surprising him, she refused and endured all six strikes for the riding crop without complaint. After the sixth strike, she begged, "Please, sir, may I have another?" Her volunteer punisher was only too happy to comply, but Master Thomas stopped him before he could deliver. "It's not that kind of Party." That was all he said to him and released her; Marty could see she was disappointed. He would have to get her name and number, he thought; she could be a lot of fun, and she was one of the women who attended the event alone, so much the better.

The following two sluts were more agreeable to making a deal; the first one begged to avoid any punishment, but Marty insisted that she had to take at least three strikes; after all, he needed material for his BDSM videos. The other one bowed out after meeting the minimum third strike requirement. Now, it was one to the fun stuff; Master Thomas would be personally delivering the remaining punishment. He joked that he would need to take breaks in between sluts; he didn't want his arm getting too tired to provide maximum force with his whip. There were three more sluts to be punished for their laziness to satisfy their masters.

The first slut endured all six of her lashes with the whip; while her screams of pain made Marty's ear drums ring, she refused to accept a deal. The final two were more agreeable, but both had to endure the minimum three lashes. He ordered the first one to get a Tramp stamp and pierced her tongue, along with the required release forms.

The last contestant was the other single woman who attended the event; she was a petite Asian woman without one tattoo or piercings on her body. She couldn't have been older than twenty-one, and Marty could almost taste the fear in her eyes. She also agreed to a deal after three mandatory lashes. She would end up being the most rewarding prize of the night. He auctioned her off; the highest bidder could dictate what body art and piercings she would get. The winning bid was for over six thousand dollars. Along with other tattoos, the winner wanted Slut tattooed across her forehead, but Marty vetoed that. No tattoos that couldn't be concealed by conservative clothing, he ruled. The winner objected; if he was paying six grand, he could tattoo the slut any way he wanted.

Marty told him that if he disagreed, he would go with the second-highest bidder. Reluctantly, the high bidder agreed but had 'Property of Mike Rodgers' tattooed on her shoulder. The Asian girl pleaded not to have tattoos on her with other man names. Marty leaned in and whispered in her ear that if she agreed to come over to his place every weekend for the next three months and be his, he would ensure the tattoo was done in removable ink and pay for the laser treatments to have it removed. She quickly agreed.

Marty expected that after receiving their punishments, the other couples and the single woman would have left afterward, but not one did; even his first victim returned after her piercings and crotch tattoo were completed to watch the show. It was like they were addicted to watching other people suffer. He had seen more than one woman playing with herself after her punishment was completed and watching others endure the same treatment. Every couple asked for a copy of the video of the event involving them, and a few even signed release forms that removed all face blurring, which would allow anyone to see they attended if a copy was uploaded to the internet. Which someone so did later that day. Almost every single man also wanted a copy too but was refused; if you wanted to be famous, being a slut next time was his answer.

After the event was over, it was after seven am before the last guest left, those that had to be tattooed were there the longest. The single woman was the last to go, with Mike Rodgers following her close behind. Marty had Carl make sure she got back to her car unmolested by him and had Mr. Rodgers wait ten minutes to give her a head start so he wouldn't try to follow her home.

After the BDSM orgy event, once word got out, Marty fully expected few, if any, would be willing to come to a similar event in the future. It was something he always wanted to do, a fantasy of his. Check that one off his bucket list, he thought. When he checked his inbox a few days later on the swinger site he was a member of; he was surprised when his email box was filled with hundreds of interested couples from all over the country who wanted to attend his next BDSM event—more than he could accommodate at one time. It seems he wasn't the only one with such a fantasy. He would have to really put his creative talent to work on this. He didn't want to keep repeating the same old event. He wanted to offer something new and exciting. But what?
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Incest

Marty decided it was time to take things up to another level. It was six months since the arrangement with Tai. He enjoyed many sexual adventures with Gina, whoring her out so he could fuck other men's wives or girlfriends. Threesomes and foursomes with other couples were so common now with Gina that it was beginning to lose its novelty for Marty. He needed something new, something taboo. And he thought he had the perfect solution.

In the past, Marty was sure Gina would have never agreed to Marty's sick plan, but after months of being a submissive slut, Gina had no willpower of her own. She would do anything Marty or Tai ordered without question.

Marty invited Gina's Father over. He told him Gina, and he was having some marital issues and hoped he could help them save their marriage. Marty made sure that her father came alone.

Marty opened the door for Gina's father, Scott, and warmly shook his hand, "Thank you for coming, Mr. Miller."

Mr. Miller said, "I keep telling you, Please call me Scott, we are family. I only hope I can help."

"I'm sure you can rise to the occasion," Marty said. Scott did not understand the reference.

Marty escorted Scott to the living room, where Gina was waiting in the living room on the sofa. Scott was shocked at how his daughter was dressed. He heard rumors about his daughter, but he dismissed them as wild gossip. Now, he didn't think so. She looked like a total slut. She had a short, low-cut crop top showing off a generous amount of cleavage. The shirt looked two sizes too small for her; it forced her breasts together, which only accentuated the tight cleavage line between her breasts. He could not help noticing that her belly button was now pierced. She was wearing a mini skirt so short that it barely covered her pussy as she was sitting, and she had on tall 4-inch fuck me heels. But he tried to be supportive despite how she looked.

Marty offered Scott a drink spiked with a mild sedative. It would slow Scott's reactions and cloud his judgment, but not be entirely out of it. Once Marty was sure Scott was under the effects of the drug, Gina showed her father her QOS tattoo and explained what it meant. She had such a high sex drive that Marty, despite his best efforts, was unable to meet her needs; she was forced to seek sex from Black men. She lived constantly in fear of catching some disease from them; everyone knew they spread diseases by refusing to wear condoms. Gina was hoping, maybe, just maybe, another White man could share the load with her husband Marty and save her. Gina began to unbutton her father's pants, pulling them down. Father's weak protests were brushed aside. Before he knew it, his Daughter was sucking his dick, playing with his balls; she made him rock hard in no time at all. She teased him with her pierced tongue. He didn't know why, but this turned him on even more. She continued to suck him, deep-throating his dick; he couldn't believe it when all of his dick disappeared inside her mouth. Her mouth lips were right up against his balls. Fascinated, he watched as she mounted him on the couch cowgirl style; as she inserted his rock-hard dick inside her, he could feel how tight her pussy was. 'SLUT' was written just above her pussy, in bold letters. Her nipples were pierced; he could read her left nipple had 'I' on one side and a 'heart' on the other side. Her right nipple read 'Big' on one side and 'BC' on the other. As she forced herself onto his dick, he was amazed; not even when he took her mother's virginity was her pussy this tight. It was unnatural. Her pussy held onto his dick like a vice as she forced his dick inside her and slowly began to ride his dick. It felt amazing, even with his fogged mental state; he realized he really enjoyed being inside her pussy, and had to have more of it; he was eager to fuck his daughter, thrusting his hips up to meet her body as her body on his downward thrust. He was so turned on that his whole body shuttered as an extended orgasm swept through him.

Marty was watching the whole thing, recording it with the hidden cameras the house had, of course, and reassuring Gina's father he was doing him a favor. Gina slipped her father a fifty mg Viagra pill, gave him another drink, and began to suck her Father's dick again. As Scott's mind cleared, he was no longer feeling the effects of the sedative, but by then, he was hooked. He now wanted to fuck his daughter badly. If he had any idea how what a wonderful pussy his daughter had, she would have taken her virginity years ago. Marty suggested that her father use the main bedroom to give his slutty daughter a proper fuck. Scott didn't hesitate when Gina led her father upstairs.

Scott followed his daughter upstairs; he now had an unobstructed view of her tramp stamp. It was visually appealing to Scott, he couldn't take his eye off her ass. When they stepped inside the bedroom, he could not contain himself any longer; he picked her up and threw her on the bed. He forced his dick into her mouth and talked dirty to her, "Suck it slut", "Your such a whore", and "Daddy is going to fuck you senseless" were only a few of his tamer comments to her. Gina was a little surprised at her father. She had no idea he knew such vulgar language. He made her hot; her pussy was soaked, with her juices running down her thighs, soaking the bed under her. She was excited just thinking about when her father would grace her pussy with his presence again. She wondered who was seducing who.

It took a while before he was ready to have another go, but when he could feel his cock was ready, he pulled out of her mouth and plunged into her eagerly waiting pussy. He was like an animal, vigorously forcing himself into her tight pussy over and over. He also kissed her passionately; he was a great French kisser as well. Their tongues intermingled with passion. Due to his longer recovery time, it took much longer for him to finish this time, not that Gina was complaining; she was enjoying every moment with her father. Finally, he came, filling his daughter's pussy with his hot sticky cum; he collapsed on top of her, exhausted.

Gina never expected seducing her father to be so much fun. She had a great time and was looking forward to more sex with him. She had an evil idea and said to him, "I'm not on the pill."

This got his attention; his hard dick was still inside her; he pushed himself up and looked her in the face. "What?" he said in horror.

"Just kidding," Gina laughed and smiled at him.

It was a gut reaction; he didn't know why he did it. He called her a "Bitch" and slapped her hard across the face.

Gina looked up at him with shock, and her father returned the same look.

"I love it rough," she said and laughed.

She pushed him off of her, and as he fell to the side, she lifted herself and forced her knee painfully into his balls. Her father groaned in pain.

"But you have to be willing to take want you give." She told him.

Still in pain, they both burst out laughing; it was one of the most endearing moments they had ever shared as father and daughter.

After a short rest, Scott was pretty well spent. He had a fantastic time with his daughter and looked forward to many future encounters as he was starting to get out of bed, and she pulled him back into it. My ass needs attention; you're not going anywhere until you fuck me up the ass. It took even longer this time for his daughter to get his dick ready, and it was more like a chore, but fuck his daughter up the ass he did; as he was coming, he begged her no more for today.

Gina agreed but made him promise to return to satisfy her hunger in a couple of days. He saved her from the lure of nigger dick for today, but she was sure she would fall victim to its beck and call if he failed to return. She was insatiable; Scott could now see what Marty was talking about.

Once her father accepted the taboo idea of incest, he came over at least twice a week to "help" Marty manage Gina's inner demons. It helped that Mr. and Ms. Miller's sex life was almost non-existent; Scott had confined to Marty once when they were drinking a little too much at a party in the past. Two weeks into the father and daughter's affair, Marty approached Scott. Would he be ok if Marty seduced his wife? Scott laughed. His stuck-up Wife, Joanne was such a bitch, Marty was welcome to try, but he was confident that Marty would fail miserably. Marty said to leave it to him.

The subjugation and enslavement of 'Mom.'

Gina's Mother was next; it happened similarly. Gina asked her mother to come by to the house to save Gina and Marty's marriage. Joanne was shocked at how her daughter was dressed. Look at what Marty forces me to wear, she told her mother. Look at the tattoo's he forced her to get; I look like a total slut; Gina started crying, and her mother tried to comfort her daughter. Gina tried to apologize to her Mother for burdening her with her problems. Joanne said, nonsense, you are my daughter; I support you completely no matter what. Gina smiled, but not for the reason her mother thought she was. Please let me get you a drink. Gina got them two glasses and gave her mother a more potent dose of the drug her father had consumed a few weeks earlier.

After her mother emptied her glass, Gina asked her mother to comfort her; Gina hugged her, and she returned the hug.

"I love you so much," Gina told her, and she said the same in return.

Then Gina did something Ms. Miller wasn't expecting: she kissed her. A peck at first, then another, and before she realized it, they were both kissing with passion. Ms. Miller was dimly aware that Gina was slipping off her shirt and then skirt. She was never sure how, but before she knew it, they were both completely naked, making out on the sofa. It was so strange that Joanne could offer no resistance. Gina told her to spread her legs, and she obeyed; it was like she had no willpower of her own.

Gina had her head between Joanne's legs, and she was sucking on her pussy; it felt wonderful, it was years since she touched herself, and she thought she was too old for the pleasures of sex; that's something only young people did. Joanne felt a feeling building inside her, something she hadn't felt for years; she had a mind-blowing orgasm; she shouted, "Oh god, oh god," over and over.

Tai gave Gina lessons on how to please a woman properly to guarantee a mind-blowing orgasm. Once Gina's mother had her orgasm due to Gina's oral performance, Gina said it was her mother's turn to pleasure Gina to return the favor. Her mother was still out of it; she offered no resistance when Gina laid her Mother down. Gina positioned herself so her legs sandwiched her mother's head between them. With her pussy in position, she forced her pussy into her mother's face so she could pleasure Gina with her tongue. This left Joanne's legs wide open, and her pussy was undefended. Then Joanne felt it; a big dick forced its way into her pussy soaked, it slid in without resistance, and she could feel it began to pump away. Gina had her Mom pinned, and she couldn't escape. She attempted to resist, but there was nothing she could do; she was at the mercy of her daughter and her assaulter. She could feel the enormous dick plowing into her over and over, stretching her pussy; it felt incredible; it was never this way when she used to have sex with her husband, Scott, so long ago. Gina and she assumed Marty where awaking long-dormant feelings of pleasure. Gina's mother had a powerful orgasm as the dick deposited cum inside her.

Once Gina dismounted her mom, allowing her to see, she expected to see Marty as the perpetrator of the assault. She was shocked to see a young, muscular black man; his huge dick was still in her pussy.

"Mom," Gina said, "I want you to meet my boyfriend, Tai."

Before Joanne could say anything, Tai removed his dick from her pussy, and shoved it in her mouth. With her head pinned against the sofa, she had nowhere to go as he forced her to suck his dick.

"It's nice to meet you, Ms. Miller," Tai said, "you have a nice tight pussy; has your husband been neglecting you?"

All she could say is hmm hmm,

"Well, I'm here to take care of you; you will be neglected no longer," Tai said.

As Gina's mom was coming off the drug effects, her long-dormant feelings of passion were ignited; when Tai pulled out of her mouth, her pussy was more than ready to accept his dick again, longing for it. As Tai gave Joanne's pussy a workout, Gina again kept her tongue busy, intermingling them together. Tai used her pussy without mercy; on and on, he forced himself into her pussy; she now offered no resistance, now an active participant, forcing her hips up into Tai's downward thrust. After Joanne had another incredible orgasm, she felt his sperm fill her pussy. When Tai finally pulled out, Joanne just laid there, cum leaking out of her pussy.

Tai got up and looked down at Gina's mother. "I think I broke the bitch." he said.

Joanna looked up at her Daughter. She couldn't believe what they had done to her, what Gina had done to her. Gina looked down at her mother. "It's a good start, but I think you will have to work on her some more to break her spirit. To make her another one of your sluts, as you did to me." With then, her daughter dropped to her knees and submissively sucked Tai's dick.

Tai looked at Ms. Miller and smiled at her.

Joanne looked into Tai's evil eyes. She wanted to get up; she tried to run away. If she stayed, she was sure this Black devil made would make her his whore. She was not bound or restrained. She would only have to sit up, grab her clothes, and make a run for it. It would be so easy. They weren't even paying attention to her; Gina was sucking away on the devil's dick; God, please give her strength. Still, she lay there, unmoving. She was watching the erotic sex act unfold in front of her. At last she found the strength to get up, but not for her clothes or the door did she move toward; she knelt next to her Daughter. She licked her lips, and when Tai offered her his dick, she obediently took it into her mouth and sucked. She was hooked.

Marty recorded every minute of the action in another room. Marty had a hard-on while managing all the hidden cameras to get the best shots of the encounter. Olivia was under his desk, addressing Marty's condition for him. Marty was sure that Tai would be able to corrupt Gina's mother, he was counting on it. It looks like he owed Tai a thousand dollars. He came through on his promise to enslave the bitch.

For several weeks, at least once a week, Ms. Miller was more than happy to help her daughter work on her marriage; Tai brought a black friend to help on occasion. Ms. Miller had never been double penetrated before but found it a memorable experience. She couldn't get enough of Tai's dick; when she wasn't with Tai, she daydreamed about Tai being inside her. Tai ordered her to shave her pussy. She obeyed without question; she thought only porn stars shaved there, but she would be willing to be a porn star if it meant more of Tai's dick inside her.

One morning, she received a text from her daughter, Tai wanted Joanne to be at Marty's house on Wednesday at 10 am sharp. She was to shave her pussy smooth and wear a shirt skirt with no panties. He had something special planned. She was sure she would enjoy whatever Tai had planned.

Joanne arrived a few minutes early for her date; her pussy was wet just thinking about what would happen. Gina met her mom at the front door and instructed her to get undressed and wear a silver metal collar that had a short chain in it. After Joanne put the collar on, Gina locked it in the back; it had SLUT, written on it in bold black letters. Gina led her mother inside by the chain connected to her collar and into the living room. Usually, they had their escapades in one of the guest bedrooms while Marty was at work. If Marty only knew what happened in his house, Joanne thought with a smile. Tai was already there, nude.

Tai took the chain attached to Joanne's collar and locked it somewhere behind the couch she couldn't see on the one end of the wraparound sofa.

"This is going to be fun", Tai said. He sat down on the far side of the wraparound couch; Gina immediately dropped to her knees, taking Tai's dick into her mouth and sucking away like a Hoover vacuum cleaner. Joanne began touching herself, watching them.

"Good morning, Ms. Miller," Marty loudly said as he entered the living room.

Ms. Miller looked at Marty in pure panic; what was he doing at home? She tried to move but was secured in place by the metal collar on her neck. Marty sat down right next to her, placing his hand on her shaved pussy. She pushed his hand away,

"Don't touch me," Joanne growled.

"Touchy. Let's watch something instead," he said, and with that, he turned on the television. A video of her was on the screen, getting double penetrated, screaming in pleasure. The scene changed to Tai taking her from behind, and so on; Marty muted the volume but kept the video on.

"I see you have been having fun while I was at work. How does Scott feel about all this, Joanne?" Marty said, using her first name for the first time she had known him. Again Marty placed his hand on her shaved pussy, then slipped his fingers inside. Joanne didn't dare fight off Marty a second time. It was apparent to her what he wanted.

Joanne was stunned, Marty and Tai were smiling at her. They set her up, they recorded everything, and Marty not only knew about Gina, Joanne, and Tai but was an active participant. Joanne was in a daze as Marty moved from fingering her pussy to fucking her. He pushed the chain around her neck off the side of the furniture so he could lay her down. And he entered her. Marty had a shit-eating grin on his face when he was fucking her; it turned her stomach. She thought she was going to be sick. Joanne watched as Tai fucked her daughter on the far side of the sofa; she had a moment of jealousy; that should be me, she thought. Still, Marty's dick felt good, not Tai good, but she was starting to really enjoy herself. Her expression changed from one of disgust to one of pleasure; she looked into Marty's eyes and begged Marty to fuck her harder.

She could feel Marty's cum filling her; soon as he was finished, he forced his dick into her mouth and made her suck it. When Marty was sure Joanne thoroughly cleaned him, he unchained her and moved her over to Tai, where Tai had just finished cumming inside her daughter. Joanne offered no resistance. It was so surreal. Marty forced Joanne on her knees and chained her to a pole next to the couch, forcing her to remain in a kneeling position.

"Clean up on Isle three," Marty joked. It was clear what they wanted her to do; she took Tai's dick covered in cum and her daughter's pussy juice and began to suck on it.

Just then, the doorbell rang, and Gina left to answer the door. Joanne wanted to say wait, you're naked, but her mouth was full.

Joanne was shocked when she heard her daughter yell loudly, "Daddy!" She stopped sucking Tai's cock, with his dick was still in her mouth.

A moment later, Gina led Joanne's husband, Scott, into the living room; he was naked. What the hell, Joanne thought. With horror, she watched Gina lead Scott over next to Tai and her and sit down. Scott looked down at Joanne. Gina knelt in front of Scott and said to her, "Let me show you how a real slut sucks cock". And with that, she began sucking her own father's dick. She heard her daughter's voice on the other side of her, crying out in pleasure. She looked in the other direction, and there on the TV was a video of Gina getting fucked by her father, crying out in pleasure on the video. Tai smacked Joanne across the top of her head, "Break time over slut." tears began to form in Joanne's eyes; what have I become? What have we become?



Scott looked down at his wife, "I see they had no trouble breaking you, slut. You cost me twenty bucks now; I lost the bet. But don't worry, once we whore you out, I'll get my twenty back and more."

After what seemed like hours, the orgy was completed. Scott was driving his wife Joanne home, dressed in her slutty outfit again, still covered in the smell of sex on her body, cum from three different men dripping out of her pussy.

She looked at Scott and started to say, "How could you...", but Scott shot back, "You're just as guilty as me. Besides, I love fucking our daughter; it should have started soon as she was of age. Her pussy is the tightest pussy my dick has ever had the pleasure of fucking. Unlike your loose-ass pussy. Marty told me how you, too, can tighten that cunt of yours. And we will force you to do so."

She was shocked to hear her husband say this.

"This isn't the way home," Joanne said, just noticing now.

"We are not going home," Scott replied. "We are going to the tattoo parlor. Tai wants you to get your Queen of Spades tattoo; it will match the placement of Gina's."

Joanne panicked, "No, I can't, I will not.." she began.

"Shall I tell Tai that you are no longer interested in getting fucked by him?" Scott asked.

"No...' Joanne responded. She had no choice; she would obey.

"And while you are getting that tattoo, Marty wants you to get a tramp stamp tattoo. He likes Celtic designs; the center will have a keyhole in the center, which will signify you are available to any man that wants you can fuck you anytime they want. Free use, I believe they call it." Scott told her.

Oh god, Joanne thought, "I can't... "She began.

Scott laughed, "You've seen the videos. Do you really think you have a choice? If you give us any trouble, Marty will send a copy to everyone you know, including uploading them to a 'White Sluts who love Big Black Dick' website. And I'll divorce you to boot." Scott grinned at her. Joanne was horrified.

"You belong to us now; Marty made me your de factor Master, after him, of course; things will be different at home now. Your body will be available 24/7 to me now; you will use your pussy, ass, and mouth to please me in any way I want. Oh, and before I forget, clear your calendar, Friday we will be going to a Swinger club. I want to see if I can barter your pussy into getting so fresh pussy to fuck."

Joanne was getting sick to her stomach; she realized this was what had happened to her daughter; she was enslaved by the devil, just like her.

"When is Anthony supposed to be flying in for Thanksgiving?" Scott asked her.

She thought this was a strange question, after what her Husband just told her. "November 20th, I think," Joanne answered.

"Two weeks should be enough to get everything arranged," Scott said. "I'll take care of Anthony, and your task is to take charge of Emma."

"Take Charge?" Joanne questioned. "What do you want me to do with Anthony's Wife?"

"Marty wants Emma's enslavement fast-tracked, so she is ready for the Thanksgiving orgy. You are to bring her over to Tai's. He is lining up some black guys with the biggest dicks in the county. After they gang bang the shit out of her and record it all, she will bend to Marty's will too."

"Oh god," Joanne said.

"Once you drop her off, Marty wants you back at his place right away; you have to be ready to fuck your son." Scott continued.

"You will have to set out more plates for Thanksgiving dinner. We will be having more guests, a lot more guests," Scott told her.
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Sharing Gina

Chapter 12

Mother and Daughter attend swinger club.

Marty parked his SUV in a private parking lot in the city, and everyone exited the vehicle. He was with his Wife Gina, his father-in-law John, and John's wife Joanne. He and John were dressed in casual outfits: pants, a polo shirt, and warm jackets. The women, however, were not dressed in anything remotely casual.

Gina wore a long, sheer dress that was utterly transparent whenever she got too close to a light source. Her tramp stamp and crotch tattoo that said 'SLUT' were clearly visible to anyone that passed by on the sidewalk. Her shoes were black 4-inch fuck me pumps, and despite the cold weather, she had nothing warm to protect her from the frigid night air. Her pierced nipple stood full attention as she shivered as she walked. She had two lollypop earing that had 'Suck Me' written on them and a silver metal collar that had 'Pussy for Rent' on it.

Joanne's outfit wasn't much better. She had on a gold metallic short skirt so short that it barely covered her shaved pussy in the front and failed to cover her ass. Her matching gold crop top displayed so much cleavage that the single button holding it together was stressed to the point of almost popping off, and her thirty-six 'C' breasts would fall out. Her crop top shirt showed off her new tramp stamp nicely. It was a Celtic design, and each branch ended in a little spade playing card symbol; it had a heart in the center of the design with a Keyhole in the center of the heart. She had on heels that matched her daughter's. While she didn't have a crotch tattoo yet, the world SLUT in bold black letters on her silver collar left no doubt to any passing stranger what she was. On her ankle was a Queen of Spades tattoo that matched one her daughter had, but if someone overlooked that one, it was impossible to miss the other one on the inside of her right breast, clearly visible with the cleavage she was showing. She also had no coat to protect herself from the frigid weather.

As they walked along the street toward the swingers club, Joanne noticed they passed more than one public parking lot with available parking spots that would have been a lot closer to their destination. She knew he was still punishing her. She tried to fix things but only made it worse for her, a lot worse.

Marty was angry at Joanne; her son, Anthony, canceled his expected visit from California at the last minute. He claimed that something for work came up. He doubted that, Joanne must have talked to her son to ask him not to come. He didn't know what excuse she used, but the results were the same. He would not be fucking Emma's tight pussy this Thanksgiving. While he never met Anthony's new Wife, Emma, as soon as Marty saw photos of the young, attractive blonde, he knew he wanted to sample the goods. He was looking forward to the taste of her pussy, her cries of pain and pleasure as he satisfied himself with her body over and over. He even fantasized that her husband would be forced to watch from the corner of the bedroom in a cock cage as he watched Marty, his father John, and a dozen other men, both White and Black, use her every hole over and over, covering her with their cum.

Joanne now feared Marty; he told her that she was not saving Emma, or her son for that matter. He told her that he would have Emma, one way or another, even if he had to kill her son and kidnap her. He would not be denied. He then showed her videos of a dark dungeon with women chained to the center of it and a man in black leather whipping one woman after another as Marty stood close to them, laughing at their screams of pain. He warned her if Anthony didn't visit for the Christmas holidays that, she would be next to be chained up and feel the crack of the whip on her tender flesh. She now realized the truth: it wasn't Tai who was the devil; it was Marty. He was pure evil, and Tai was just one of his minions performing his bidding.

She needed to think of a way to fix this. The original plans were for Anthony and Emma to spend Thanksgiving with them and Christmas with her parents. She told him that she and his father were having marital issues and things were hanging by a thread; if he had visited now, that thread could break. He begged him to stay away so she could salvage her marriage. Anthony tried to press her for details, of which she offered none, but in the end, he agreed. He could visit again that summer or, worse, next Thanksgiving. Unfortunately, it was too late for him to arrange a flight to see Emma's parents; the couple would have to spend Thanksgiving alone.

Now she was in a bind: how to convince her son to visit for Christmas when he already made plans to visit her parents. While she was doing anything to protect her son, she didn't think she was a strong enough woman to endure the punishment her Master Marty threatened her with. Since her enslavement, things have fallen into a routine; she would visit Tai for sex twice a week and spend several hours getting used by Tai any way he wanted; she had one orgasm after another when Tai was using her holes. He would sometimes have other Black men visit as well; they would pay him ten dollars to fuck her. He called her his ten-dollar whore. Despite that abuse, she came back again and again to enjoy Tai's big Black cock.

On the weekends, she spent it naked over Master Marty's place. Generally, he wouldn't fuck her; but she was available for his use at his beck and call. She was more wall decoration than anything. She would be forced to watch as he and her husband, John, had sex with various women. It included her Daughter, Olivia, Ginger, Pam, and an Asian girl named Li. Other men who would visit, too; Robert, Carl, and Fred were now frequent guests. Occasionally Robert would feel sorry for her and give her a mercy fuck. But she suspected it was in Marty's direction; after he deposited his considerable load of cum into her. Afterward, she again had to stand against the wall waiting for a signal from another one of them who wanted to use her, but now she would have cum dripping out of her pussy and sliding down her legs. She was sure it amused Marty, who occasionally looked in her direction and smiled.

When they reached the door to the swingers club, the door bouncer knew Marty by name. They shook hands warmly like they were old friends.

"Mr. Moore, nice to see you again; I missed you and your lovely Wife last week," he said.

"I was busy breaking in my newest slut," Marty said, "Todd, meet the latest addition to my stable, Joanne." Marty waved his hand towards Joanne. He reached for her; she held out her hand to shake his, but his hand didn't meet hers; he stepped forward, reached under her short skirt, and his hand came in contact with her smoothly shaved pussy; he reached inside her, and began to finger her pussy.

"Hmm, nice and wet, are her pussy juices already flowing like a proper slut, or is that lube," he asked.

"I'm afraid it's lube; she's still in training," Marty answered.

With his one hand still fingering her pussy, he grabbed one of her breasts with his other hand, leaned in, and began to French kiss her. Joanne didn't know whether to pull away or lean forward into Todd to get better tongue action.

After a good long kiss, he pulled back and removed his one hand from her breast but continued to finger her with the other.

"A little frigid; where did you find this one," directing his attention at Marty.

"She's my Mother-in-Law, and this is my Father-in-law, John. They have both been initiated into the swinging and incest." Marty said causally.

Todd raised an eyebrow, looking at John, "Been fucking your daughter?" he asked.

John smiled broadly, "Absolutely, and loved every minute of it. Have you had the pleasure of using my Daughter?" he asked.

It was Todd's turn to smile, "Every bouncer in the club has had at least one go with her," he said.

"Keeping it in the family?" Todd asked Marty.

Marty laughed, "You know what they say: A Family that plays together stays together,"

"I couldn't agree more," Todd replied. "So what's your pleasure for tonight? First Timers? Threesome's? Gang bangs?"

"I would like to try something different, some dark meat tonight," Marty answered.

Todd laughed, "Don't your sluts already enjoy that," pointing to the tattoos on their ankles.

"Not for them, me. I have been curious: is there some secret only African Americans know to satisfy their partners so completely sexually that they are willing to cheat on their spouse to scratch that itch?" Marty questioned. "If Black men can so completely dominate White women, then logically, Black Women should be able to do the same to White men."

"Sounds reasonable," Todd answered. "So you're looking at a Black woman tonight?"

"Yes, a Unicorn or couple who wants to swap," Marty said.

"Careful when you play with fire; you tend to get burned," he said with a laugh. "But, you are in luck; a Black couple entered earlier; she was lovely. They are not regulars, but I've seen them here before." Todd said. "There's also a Black man and White woman inside, but I haven't seen them here before."

"Sounds good," Marty proceeded into the club; it wasn't until the two couples proceeded inside that Todd removed his fingers from Joanne's pussy. Despite the embarrassment, she was beginning to get aroused.

Being a slut is rather fun, she thought, before dismissing the idea.

It didn't take long for Marty to spot the Black couple in most swinger events; Blacks were not common, especially Black women. It didn't take long for Marty to convince the couple to agree to a full swap; Gina, after all, was every man's dream, regardless of race.

Once the couples swapped, paired off, and proceeded to the playroom, the action began. After the superior blow job skills Jada had demonstrated a month before, the bar was set pretty high to start with. The woman was no Jada, her blowjob skills were lacking, and she wasn't that good of a fuck either. When Marty was finished, he found the whole experience disappointing. She was OK, but he had no desire to hook up with her again, let alone an inescapable impulse to cheat on his spouse, risking his marriage type of shit. Her mate seemed to be having a better time with Gina. Maybe the problem was with using condoms; he always felt they subtracted from any sexual experience to begin with. When the swap was over, they all returned to the bar area, where couples mingled, looking for their next hook-up.

Marty sat down at the bar next to John and Joanne; they didn't seem to be having any luck yet. Marty was sure John's inexperience in this setting was a handicap for him, along with a less-than-desirable mate. He was sure if Gina was his escort for the night, he have no trouble getting hit on by other couples. He was busy talking to John at the bar; Joanne was behind John, and Gina was behind Marty along the bar.

"Looks like Gina made a new friend," John said.

Confused, Marty turned around to look at Gina; a tall, muscular, six-foot-six-inch Black man was standing next to her bar stool. He was using her hair as leverage with one hand wrapped around her blonde hair; he was forcing her face forward, passionately kissing her, and his other hand was fondling her breasts. He could see she was attempting to resist his advances, but he had the upper hand, you might say.

"Hey, what the fuck?" Marty said as he stood up and pushed the Black man back with one of his hands.

"Watch, you are touching cuckold," the man said. Taking an aggressive stance.

Marty took an aggressive poster in return. "What do you think you're doing helping yourself to my wife?" he said.

The man pointed to her queen of spades tattoo on Gina's ankle. "She's advertising; she prefers big Black cock, Cuckold."

"She might prefer Black cock, but I control whose Black cock fucks her," he said. "And I'm no cuckold."

The Black man relaxed a little and took a more friendly posture. "Sorry, maybe we are getting started on the wrong foot here; I apologize for assuming your Wife was available," he said with a smile.

He held out his hand, "I'm Mark, and this is my slave."

He indicated an attractive White woman next to him. She was a brunette, about mid-thirties; she had that slim five foot three athletic body with firm round tits with both nipples pierced. They were just the right size for her body; they were pleasing to look at. Her tight flat stomach had a navel piercing, and her pussy was smooth and clean-shaven. Marty could see all this because she was completely nude. Her skin had a lovely olive tone to it; there was a tattoo on her public mound, just above her pussy; it was the Queen of Spades tattoo, and the words 'BBC ONLY'; were just above the tattoo. 'BBC' at the top and 'ONLY' in the middle, just above her 'QoS' tattoo. She wore a thick metal collar that had 'SLAVE' in black letters, along with a ring to attach a leash to.

Marty relaxed a little and shook his hand, "I'm Marty," he said, "and this is Gina." Indicating his Wife.

"She's lovely," Mark said; "I had a hard-on for her as soon as I saw her across the room. I don't typically allow White boys to fuck my property, but how about a trade, my slave for your slut," he said.

Marty was tempted, and despite a rocky interdiction, he found he did want to fuck Mark's Slave.

"We just finished with another couple; I'm going to need a little while to recharge the pump," he said.

"I don't think one or two rounds with her is going to be enough to satisfy my hunger for her anyway. I'm thinking more of a weekend swap. You can pick her up at my place on Monday," Mark said, grinning as he undressed Gina with his eyes.

Marty didn't like the idea of swapping his Wife with a total stranger for the weekend, but he really did want to take Mark's slave for a ride. Looking her over, he noticed she had another Queen of Spades tattoo on her lower back, larger than the one on her front.

"Let me discuss this first with my companion," Marty said; he motioned for John to follow him across the room so they could talk privately.

Once out of earshot, John said to him, "You're not thinking of trusting my daughter to that gorilla?" he said.

"No, of course not. I don't know anything about him; he might be a serial killer for all I know, but I was thinking of offering a compromise. How do you feel about using Joanne as our swap?" Marty asked.

John thought it over for a minute and said something that surprised him: "If he does end up being a serial killer, I will demand compensation. I want Ginger or Joanne to be my next Wife," he said.

"You care so little for Joanne?" Marty said with surprise.

"Marty, I've been unhappy for years, just going through the motions. It wasn't until Gina seduced me, at your guidance, I assume, that I realized what I was missing out on for years. I've never been happier these last few weeks. And I'll do anything to keep this feeling going; if I have to sacrifice my self-centered, stuck-up bitch of a Wife, it's a small price to pay," he said with a smile.

The idea of Joanne dying gave Marty an idea that he would pursue later.

"Perfect, I'll make the sales pitch; I think I can sell this," Marty said.

They approached Mark, who was making small talk with Gina and Joanne, whom they had left at the bar.

"I thought it over; my slut and I have other obligations this weekend, but I can offer you, Joanne, for a weekend swap," he pulled her forward, displaying her like a fresh cut of meat by the butcher.

Mark looked her up and down, "She's older than I prefer, what fifty? My slave is in her thirties."

"Show his you body slut," Marty ordered Joanne, "Strip!"

Reluctantly, Joanne did what she was told and, before long, stood completely nude as Mark, who squeezed her breasts, spun her around to get a good look at the complete package.

"I like her nice plumb breasts, and I love the tramp stamp and her QoS tattoos," Mark said. Looking her over.

"You get this slut for the weekend, and Monday, we can see about doing another swap after for my Wife," Marty said.

"I'd rather have your Wife, but I think I can make do with this slut with the promise of enjoying your Wife's pussy next week," Mark said with a grin.

"Where can I collect my slut on Monday?" Marty asked

Mark gave him his address, but Marty didn't think it was a fake address. After all, Marty was undoubtedly getting the better deal if it was. Still, as Mark was escorting Joanne out of the club, still completely nude, Marty followed them. Mark took Joanne to a parking lot next door and ordered her to get into the trunk of his old red Cadillac DTS. As he got into the car and drove away, Marty snapped a photo of the license plate, just in case.

Returning to the club, he found Gina alone at the bar; John and Mark's slave was gone.

"Your dad taking that slave for a ride?" Marty asked.

"As soon as you two walked away, he was pulling her by the arm toward the playroom; I would have joined them, but I didn't want to leave you alone," Gina said.

"Want to follow?" she added.

"Nah, let your Dad have some fun; after all, it was his property that facilitated the deal."

He pulled out his now hard dick, "Suck me," he ordered her.

Obediently, she knelt on her knees, took his dick into her mouth, and began to suck away right at the bar. Other couples watched as interested voyeurs.

It was almost an hour before John returned with Mark's Slave. Marty, long since, shot his load down Gina's throat, and she was still sucking Marty when he returned. He was smiling broadly.

"Far as I'm concerned, Mark can keep my stuck-up bitch of a Wife; she was incredible," he said, his hand on Mark's Slave ass.

"She's fun, huh? Let's continue this party back at my place," Marty said. Standing up, zipping his pants up, he said to Mark's Slave, "Where's your clothes? It's time to go."

She kept her eyes downcast, completely submissive. "My Master doesn't permit me to wear clothes," she said.

"Well, you can't walk back to my car nude. The police might overlook skimpy clothing, but public nudity will get you arrested. I'll go get the car, and we can all hop in when I pull up to the door," he said.

A few minutes later, Marty pulled his SUV up to the door of the club, and the three of them exited the club. John had put his coat on the slave, and all three of them got in. John and Marty up front, Gina and the slave in the back. Off to Marty's place they went.

As they drove along Marty, he said. "Well, can't keep calling you slave; what is your name?" he asked.

She hesitated, "My master only calls me slave," she answered.

"And what was your name before he became your Master?" Marty asked.

"My master only calls me.." she began, irritated. Marty yelled at her. "I'm you, Master, this weekend; what is your name?"

"I used to be Susan," she said.

"Nice to meet you, Susan," Marty said. "I'm Marty; we will have a lot of fun together, I'm sure."

An hour later, they arrived home; walking into the house, John took his coat back. Gina stripped off her skimpy clothing.

Marty turned to Susan, "House rules you are not permitted to wear clothing in the house,.... Slave," he added.

"Yes, Master," Susan said submissively.

"Tomorrow, I'll introduce you to my other sluts, but tonight, I want to enjoy the tight little body of yours," he said.



He took Susan up to his bedroom for a night off fucking and sucking; John took his daughter to one of the guest rooms for a little Daddy Daughter alone time.

Marty quickly learned what John was talking about; she was a master in the sack. He was on top of her, fucking her missionary style; on each downward thrust, she would noticeably tighten her pussy and relax it as he pulled out; it was like her pussy was milking his cock; it felt incredible. At the same time, she kissed him passionately, and her hands were massaging his ass. Her multitasking skills were second to none.

His orgasm was incredible with the sensory overload he experienced as he shot his load deep into her pussy, and he pulled out and lay next to her; she pounced on his cum covered dick with vigor. She not only sucked his dick clean, but she massaged his balls with her hands and tongue and even gave his asshole tongue attention.

Exhausted, he fell asleep with her hand on his cock. He woke up at some point during the night and found she was riding him cowgirl style, with the same milking his cock with her pussy action. He just lay there and relaxed while she took care of him. After shooting another load into her, she again gave his cock loving attention with her mouth. He drifted off to sleep, thinking she was a keeper.

Next morning

Susan attended Marty's morning wood with a nice slow cowgirl fuck and cleanup blow job; Marty was in high spirits as he walked into the kitchen, with Susan following him, his cum sliding down her thighs.

Olivia, Ginger, Li, Gina, and John were sitting around the table enjoying breakfast.

"Good Morning," Marty said cheerfully. "Everyone, this is Susan, she will be staying with us this weekend. Please feel free to use her for your pleasure, and maybe you all could return the favor."

"Susan, you met my Wife Gina. This is her best friend, Olivia. This is Ginger, my office assistant, and Li is a new addition to our posse. She is working off a debt, after which I will pay to have her tattoo removed."

Susan could see the tattoo said 'Property of Mike Rodgers' on her shoulder.

"Susan, please have a seat and dig in; you must be famished after last night's activities," Marty said.

Susan just stood there looking around, unsure what to do.

"Is there a problem?" Marty asked.

"I don't see my food bowl," she said, "My master only allows me to eat out of my food dish on my hands and knees."

"Well, I'm your Master this weekend, and I say you sit at the table and eat like a human being," he guided her to a chair, sat her down, and handed her some silverware.

She hesitated, but after a moment, dug in she ate several helpings of pancakes, as well as bacon and eggs.

Marty watched her with interest. This Mark guy must be into some heavy BDSM; while Marty enjoyed dabbling it in a little for sexual enjoyment and entertainment, it wasn't a twenty-four-seven fetish for him.

Over the course of the weekend, every one of Marty's sluts enjoyed giving and receiving oral from Susan, she was exceptionally skilled in this area, and it made her popular among the women. Pam even stopped by to audition her skills. Her holes were not neglected either; Marty and John used every one of them repeatedly, fucking her over and over. He invited Robert and Carl over to enjoy her as well. They all took turns with her, almost like an assembly line of sex, even a little threesome attention. There was some confusion over the sleeping arrangements on the second night for Susan. She had to get used to sleeping in a bed instead of a cage, but overall, the weekend went fantastic.

Marty was in high spirits Monday morning; he dressed Susan in a sexy little two-piece outfit, with a short silver skirt that failed to hide her little round ass, with a matching tube top. As he was getting her into his Mercedes SUV, he could see she was upset. She was probably just upset she was leaving because of all the attention, they showered her with that weekend.

As Marty started the car, Susan burst out crying.

"What the matter?" he asked.

"Please don't make me go back," she sobbed.

Marty already knew the answer to the question he was about to ask. "He doesn't treat you well, does he," he asked.

"Oh, God, no. He makes me sleep in a cage, I eat and drink out of dog food dishes on my hands and knees, he forces us to go outside when we have to go to the bathroom, he often beats me for no reason, he forces me to get the mail naked almost every morning, forced me to have sex with him, his friends, strangers, and other women, records it all for his porn site," she went on and on, but as she told him her tales of abuse, her crying made her incoherent after a while, Marty couldn't understand her anymore.

Marty felt terrible for her, but her Master had his mother-in-law, Joanne. While there was no love lost there, he couldn't just abandon her. In the end, it really wasn't his problem; it was her that put herself in this situation, but he couldn't help the nagging feeling that there was something more to this. He needed to find out more before making a decision.

When she finally stopped sobbing. He said, "I'll see what I can do, but I need to know more," he said.

"How did you meet Master Mark anyway?"

"It was my husband. He had a fetish for the whole Big Black Cock on White woman thing; it was he who found him and introduced him to me, and forced me to have sex. My Master fucked me that first night in our bed while my husband watched," she said.

"At first, he would only come around every so often to fuck me, then it was weekly, with my husband watching every time. Then he started taking me back to his place without my husband. My master shared me with other men; on each visit, he kept me longer and long until he wouldn't let me leave. I never saw my husband again," she said, almost in a daze.

"Why didn't you try to run away?" Marty asked.

"I should have left my Husband that first time, but I thought it was a phase he was going through, that once he got it out of his system, things would go back to the way it was before," she said. "I thought about leaving; I kept drawing lines I wouldn't cross but found myself crossing them repeatedly."

"Why don't you leave him now?" he asked.

"I can't," she said.

"Why?" Marty asked.

"He keeps me locked in a cage or chained up most of the day. Usually, it's only when I get the mail that I'm allowed out of the house," she said.

"You could make a run for it then," he suggested.

She looked at him strangely. "You don't understand; I'm not allowed to wear anything; he lives on a farm in the middle of nowhere, there are no other houses around, and it is rare for any cars to go by on the highway. Even if I did run, I wouldn't get far before he found me. Then the other women would have to dig a hole for me."

"Other women?" he asked.

"He has other girls, three others, used to be four," she said sadly.

"What happened to the other girl?" Marty asked.

"I can't say for certain, but one day, Master took Sara out of her cage to play with her, and she never came back. The next day, my Master allowed me and Lucy to wear boots, gave up shovels and ordered us to dig a deep hole in the backyard," she said.

Marty made up his mind at the moment, he would help her.

"You said you check the mail, how far is it to the mailbox?" he asked.

It's a long walk; it must be a quarter mile. I get sunburned in the summer and freeze in the winter," she said.

"Why does he usually have you check the mail? Why not the other girls?"

"I'm the oldest when he's not calling me Slave; he calls me his old hag," she said. "He uses me the least now; I'm afraid he's getting tired of me, and when he gets tired of one of us, we disappear."

"Come with me," he said.

He led her into the house and his office. She started to remove her clothes as soon as they stepped inside, but he told her to leave them on.

He typed in the address Mark gave him and looked at it on a map. It was indeed a farm far off the beaten path. After searching the internet, he learned that Mark purchased the property about ten years ago at a steep discount; the land and that around it was considered marginal land, made unsuitable for farming after years of overuse. Marty knew that marginal land could be rehabilitated, but the process took years and tended to be costly. It was far more desirable to buy more suitable farmland in the first place.

Next, Marty looked at cell coverage; since the area was mostly deserted, there was no cell coverage. If you were looking for a place to kidnap women and keep them prisoner, you couldn't ask for a better location, he thought.

Thinking about it, he almost drove out there himself, and if Mark attacked him, he would have no way to call for help; he would be at his mercy. He was a fool even to have considered going alone.

"I will help you, but only if you agree to be my sex slave for the next three years. You can see I treat my women considerably better than your Master Mark treats his." Marty said. He was getting something out of this; he was already making plans for the other three women as well.

"Yes, please, anything; I can't keep living this hell," Susan said, sobbing.

"Very well, but you will have to trust me without question if I'm going to pull this off," Marty said. He then explained his plan to her; she didn't like it but agreed to obey if it meant freedom from Master Mark.

At the Farm

As they pulled off the lonely highway and onto the dirt road driveway, Rome slowed down the car; Marty wanted to take a good look around as they were driving up to the house. Another SUV pulled in after them that had Robert and Carl. Marty wanted to make sure he had enough muscle with him if this went south. They all had body armor under their clothing, invisible under their bulky winter clothing. Marty only had a small pistol, easily concealable, but both cars had heavier firepower with more than enough ammo.

"Strip!" Marty ordered Susan, "He will expect you to be naked for delivery the same way I picked you up."

Susan hastened to obey; she knew Marty was right, and her Master would beat her if she returned to him wearing even one thread of clothing.

As they drove along the dirt road with occasional gravel spots, Marty could see it hadn't been a working farm for years unless he was growing weeds, of which he had a good crop. Coming to the end of the driveway, Marty could see it was a two-story white farmhouse that could use a coat of paint; it had a chain-linked fence behind it. An old barn was nearby; it looked in worse shape than the house. It was a small wonder that it hadn't collapsed yet.

Next to the house were three cars: a red Cadillac, a Ford F-250, and a police car. Marty told Rome to park near the house but not too close in case they had to leave in a hurry. Robert stopped the SUV that followed them at the end of the driveway, but far enough away to watch to ensure they did get flanked.

Marty stepped out of his SUV and approached the house; Rome accompanied him, and Susan was still waiting in the car. Marty knocked on the door, and after a minute, Mark opened the door; he was shirtless, and his sweat dripped from his muscular black body.

"Welcome, Marty," he said, "Me and the boys were just finishing up gangbang with your slut."

Marty stepped back, "Please come in," he said with a smile.

Mark stepped back towards the center of the room, which was a good-sized living room. Manacles were chained to the walls, as well as whips, paddles, floggers, and other sorts of BDSM tools; they all looked well used, not just wall decoration.

In the center of the room was Joanne naked, of course, on a chair; her arms were secured behind her, and she had a ball gag in her mouth. She was riding a black man's dick that was sitting on the chair, up and down. She looked at Marty with pleading eyes; they almost said, 'Help me' or 'Save me.' He could see she had marks all over her body where they flogged, possibly whipped her. Besides Mark and the man Joanne was fucking, there were two other Black men present.

"I see you brought some friends with you," Mark said; "invite them in; they could join in the fun," Mark said with a smile. His other two companions didn't smile; they didn't look happy to see Marty didn't come alone.

"I'd love to," Marty said, "but I'm just here to drop off your slave and collect my property."

"You're Wife in the car?" Mark asked.

"I'm afraid not," Marty said.

"I thought the arrangement was you would bring her Monday to swap," Mark said with disappointment.

"No, sorry, I said we would talk about a swap next week," Marty said. "I trust you didn't damage my property," Looking at the marks on her body.

"Just a little persuasion to teach her to proper manners. The marks on her body will fade, no permanent damage, but the lessons will last a lifetime," Mark said with a smile. "She learned a lot in the few days; why don't you leave her here for the rest of the week? When I'm done with her, she will know how to please her Master properly."

"Tempting," Marty said, "but I promised my Father-in-law to have her back by tonight. He has some social function to attend and not having his Wife by his side will raise questions. He likes to put on the appearance of a vanilla lifestyle."

"I was impressed by how completely submissive your slave was. Is this something you think you could teach my Wife in only a week?" Marty asked.

Mark smiled broadly now, "Of course, but proper training takes time; can't rush good education. I will need her for a month to deliver the kind of results you expect."

"I can think I can live with that, but I will need another slave to satisfy my dick while I wait," he said.

"I'll lend you my slave to serve you while I train your Wife," Mark said.

"Hmm, as good as your slave is, I can't help to wonder if you don't have other slaves as well. You remind me of myself; I have several sluts, to choose from. Looking at you, I don't think you could limit yourself to just one slave," Marty said.

Mark turned around and told one of the men standing nearby, "Get the other slaves," he said.

The guy sitting down was still fucking Joanne; he didn't miss a beat as he continued to satisfy himself with her body. Joanne's face was one of fear, if not terror.

A minute later, three young women were paraded out; they were all naked. Marty estimated they were between twenty to twenty-five years old. Each had a silver metal collar with black lettering; one said 'Fuck Toy,' another 'Cum Slut', and the last just said 'Owned.' They were all very submissive, with eyes downcast.

"You don't mind if I inspect the merchandise, do you," Marty asked.

"Please, take your pick, but just one," Mark said.

Marty approached the women; each had the same Queen of Spades tattoo on over their pussy slit and 'BBC Only,' with the 'BBC' at the top and 'Only' in the middle, just as Susan's tattoos were. There were a few differences; one of them had smaller QoS tattoos that circled her waist like a belt and another tattoo sleeve of roses on her left arm.

Marty looked them over, and they were all lovely. He selected the middle woman with the 'Cum Slut'; she was a five foot six brunette with a sweet olive complexion skin, a little darker than Susan's skin was, Mediterranean or Middle Eastern, he couldn't tell. He pinched and prodded her like he was buying cattle.

"Her," he said, "She will do nicely."

"Ahhh, you have good tastes," Mark replied. "So we have a deal? Friday, you will deliver your Wife for a month of training, and you will borrow this slave."

"Deal," Marty shook Mark's hand.

Marty turned to leave and walked towards the door, and stopped. "Oh, I almost forgot this slut," pointing at Joanne. Tears were flowing down her face.

"But I'm not finished yet," the man she was forced to fuck complained.

"I'll get you some fresh pussy," Marty said. He exited the house and passed Rome, who was still standing by the door. He walked to the SUV, opened the back door to the car, and grabbed Susan by the arm.

"Trust me," he said softly. With downcast, submissive eyes, she obediently followed him into the house. He handed Susan over to Mark. Mark made a gesture to the man on the chair; he tossed Joanne off of him and onto the floor like she was a piece of trash. Susan obediently took Joanne's place.

"Bitch skin is cold!" the man complained as he inserted his dick into her as she mounted him.

"I'm sure you will warm her up in no time," Marty said as he picked up Joanne from the floor and escorted her to the door.

"See you Friday," Mark called as the three of them exited the house. Marty put Joanne into the back seat and seat-belted her in; her arms were still secured behind her back, and she still had her ball gag in as they pulled away from the house; after they passed Robert's SUV, he turned around and followed him.

Joanne attempted to talk, but only an unintelligent mumble came out. Marty and Rome, in the front seats, ignored her. After ten minutes of driving and the fifth or sixth time hearing Joanne try to talk, Marty finally reached back and removed her ball gag.

"Please don't give my Daughter to that Monster!" she exclaimed.

"Stop the Car!" Marty yelled. Rome locked up the brakes and pulled to the side of the road.

"Turn around, looks like this slut needs more training," Marty said.

"Oh god, no!" Joanne said. "Please, I'll do anything."

As bad as Marty was, Master Mark was ten times worse. He did things to her and made her do things she wanted desperately to forget. She knew she would have nightmares for years after. She couldn't go back; she would rather die first.

Rome was turning the wheel to turn around. "Wait," Marty told him.

"For now on, you are going to be a good obedient slut, for now, aren't you? Or I'll hand you over to Mark for a month," Marty threatened.

"Oh my God, Master Marty, I'll be good," she pleaded.

This was the first time she called him Master without being told to do so; things were working out better than he had planned.

"Are you going to fuck your Son and help me corrupt his Wife?" he asked.

"Yes, I'll fuck my Son, I'll have him worshipping Mommy's pussy," she said. The fear was in her voice. "I'll hold his whore of a Wife down as you rape her over and over," she promised.

"Good, now keep quiet for the rest of the drive," he told her.

They didn't hear one peep out of her the rest of the drive back.
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The Rescue

It was noon before her Master opened her cage and allowed her out, along with the other slaves. She had a rough night last night; her Master and friends must have missed her over the weekend and made up for it last night, filling her every hole with their cum, and it was late by the time he allowed her to crawl into her cage, exhausted, covered with their cum.

The four of them exited the back door of the house to a small fenced-in yard. The chain link fence was six feet tall and topped with barbed wire. There were little piles of shit along the edges of the wall, where they each relieved themselves every morning. In the summer, it biodegraded pretty quickly, but in the winter, the piles tended to build up. She picked one of the smaller piles and squatted over it. She had a more significant, healthier shit that morning due to the better meals she enjoyed at Master Marty's place. The other three women noticed, probably jealous, their meals were not as generous; they all tended to be hungry all of the time. They were all cold by the time they finished, and not being allowed to wear clothing made going outside unpleasant in the winter.

After they all finished their business, they reentered the house. As they entered the house, they passed a video camera near the door. It watched them, and there was another camera in the mud room, which had a small sink. Each wiped their asses clean with their hand and cleaned their hands after in the sink. There was no soap, and the water was chilly. Master usually allowed them to take one shower a week with soap, but the water was lukewarm at best. After they washed up as best they could, they filed into the kitchen; their meals were waiting for them, four bowls lined up on the floor. It was some tasteless stew and cold at that. Another video camera was positioned to capture all of the action.

They all knelt and ate their meal on their hands and knees in silence. She did her best to try to eat her breakfast, if you could call it that, without making her face a mess, but it was almost impossible to do with the way the bowl was designed. When she finished, she waited for the order to allow them to stand. Sometimes, Master Mark would wait hours before giving the order. Today, he must have something planned because they had barely finished eating when he gave the order, "Stand!" he commanded.

Now standing, they all marched single file into the living room, standing at attention with submissive, downcast eyes. They lined up against the wall and waited for their next order. Another camera watched them standing there. Her Master told her once that everything they did was being live-streamed to the internet; someone watched them eat, sleep, shit, get fucked, and suffer abuse all to an audience. They must be some really sick and deprived people in the world, and her Master was the king of them.

Master Mark walked up to Lucy and selected her to entertain him; he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her behind him. She would have obediently followed him, but he enjoyed antagonizing them all at every opportunity. He would take her upstairs and fuck the shit out of her, all the while recording everything for his website. Master Mark not only shared them with his friends but with strangers too; she often saw them pay him after they were finished having sex with her.

"Mail," he barked at her as he passed her, dragging Lucy behind him.

With effort, Susan tried to contain her eagerness; if Master Marty were telling her the truth, this would be the last time she would ever have to get her Master's mail. She stood at the front door and waited obediently for her master to unlock it. He always kept the front door locked; she didn't know why; there was nowhere to run to. It must have been an hour before her Master was finished with Lucy and he unlocked the door to allow her out. Once, he made her stand there until it was dark. He was an expert at making them all suffer by doing the simplest things.

She opened the door and quickly stepped through, closing it behind her. Her Master beat her once before for letting too much cold air into the house. Outside, the air was brisk; there was a light coating of snow on the ground, which would make seeing any gravel more difficult. She walked quickly to get to the mailbox as soon as possible while trying to avoid gravel. The driveway was mostly dirt, but there were a few patches of gravel. She memorized where they were, but there always seemed to be a loose piece that she stepped on painfully with her bare feet. It didn't seem too cold out today, but there always seemed to be wind, and today was no exception. The wind blew across her naked body, making it colder; often, by the time she returned to the house with the mail, she was half-frozen.

She was almost halfway to the mailbox before he remembered the signal. She raised both her arms and waved them back and forth several times. She nearly smiled at what she must look like, like she was dancing in the wind, naked on a cold, windy day.

Finally, she reached the mailbox, opened it, and took out a handful of letters; her Master always seemed to have a lot of mail. She did this so many times before, out of habit, she turned towards the house and made a step towards it. The sound of a car braking behind her made her snap out of it. Turning around, a yellow car stopped, and the back door opened, "Get in!" a man said from the back seat.

She didn't have to be asked twice, still tightly holding the letters, she hopped into the car, the man pulled the door closed behind her, and the car quickly sped off. She recognized him as one of the men whom she had sex with that weekend over at Master Marty's place but didn't know his name. She looked out of the car window as the old farmhouse disappeared in the distance. One chapter of her life had ended, and another was about to begin.

"Put these on," the man said," My name is Robert. That's Carl driving," he added.

She stared at the underwear he thrust into her hands, almost like she did not comprehend what she was supposed to do with this. It had been so long since she wore clothes, let alone underwear, that it took her a moment to process it. She still held her Master's mail firmly in her hands. Robert pulled the mail out of her hand and put them in the front seat pocket in front of him.

"Quickly," Robert said.

Snapping out of it, she put on underwear, a bra, socks, pants, shoes, a shirt, and a light jacket. The clothes felt strange against her skin. All the clothing was a few sizes too big for her, but she wasn't complaining. Shortly after she was dressed, they pulled off the highway onto a dirt road leading into the woods; after a minute, they stopped the car, and Robert told her to get out. All three of them got out of the yellow vehicle and walked over to a black SUV. Robert opened the back door for her. Robert followed her in, and Carl got into the driver's seat. He drove away, back onto the highway, leaving the car behind.

She looked at Robert questioningly but didn't say anything. She was well-trained not to ask.

"The farmhouse has several video cameras, some watching are road; your former Master might not notice you missing for a while, or he might be on the phone calling his police friend right now. If so, he will be looking for a yellow car, not a black SUV," Robert told her.

Susan was not used to someone treating her as a human being, it will take a while to get used to this.

An hour later, they pulled into the parking lot of a big building; Marty and another man were waiting for her. He escorted her into the building, and the other man followed; Robert and Carl stayed in the SUV. Marty briefly explained to her what to say and what not to say as they entered the building, elevator, and finally, an office that said 'FBI field office' on the glass door.

A man met them inside. "Johnson," Marty greeted the man as he shook his hand.

"Marty, you said this was urgent?" he said.

"Yes, this is Susan, and I had my lawyer meet us here. I'm sure once you hear what she has to say, you will agree," Marty said.

"Well, let's get started then, this way, please," Johnson said.

He led them into an integration room; another agent joined them. He started a tape recorder, stated the date, and listed everyone present. His name, the other agent's name, Marty, Susan's, and the lawyer's name. He asked Marty to begin.

Marty explained that he was driving along a deserted highway; he had never taken this route home before but was trying to get around some traffic on the freeway and got turned around. He tried to use his phone navigation but wasn't getting cell reception.

Driving along, he noticed a naked woman in front of a mailbox; he stopped and asked her if she was ok, and she begged him to help her; he unlocked his door, and she got into the back seat. He gave her something to wear, and he always kept an extra set of clothing in the car for Gina and him in case they needed to change clothes. He asked her what was wrong, and she told him a tale that you have to hear.

"Susan, please tell him what you told me; don't be afraid," Marty said, comforting.

Susan told Agent Johnson about the abuse and torture she endured. The gang rapes, video recordings, being kept prisoner, digging graves behind the house, and was sure to add that one of the men that routinely raped her was a local policeman.

At one point, the other agent got up and left the room as she continued her tale. Johnson asked her several questions about how she ended up there, how many other women there were, and the layout of the building. He thanked her and said he would be right back. He motioned to Marty to follow.

Once outside the room, he said to Marty, "You did the right thing coming to us."

The other agent approached. "The FBI hostage rescue team has been assembled, and they are already in the air," he said. "Local ground assets in route as well," he added.

"I'll see to it that she is taken care of; I'll have one of my agents accompany her to the hospital," he said.

"I'd like to tag along if that's acceptable. I want to make sure she's ok," Marty said.

After several hours at the hospital, interviews, examinations, and therapists, Marty was able to take Susan back to his place. After she insisted repeatedly that she wanted to leave with him, they offered to take her to a woman's shelter or place her into protective custody, but she still insisted on staying with Marty. In the end, they had no choice but to respect her wishes.

So this is how Marty ended up with Susan that evening; she was naked once again, and he was slowly fucking her up the ass from behind doggie style, watching the news coverage of the FBI raid on a slave ring bust. They discovered a dozen bodies buried behind the house, most of them women, a few men too, and were investigating the local police department in their involvement. The story got national attention.

He would have to wait several days, perhaps a week, before putting the next step of his plan in motion. The story was big news, and he would have to wait until the media moved on to the next big story before proceeding. He was able to get his part in this as an anonymous citizen, and his name was not mentioned at all. Which was the way he wanted it.

He had Susan sign a slave contract similar to the one he had Olivia sign; it provided her a cash reward at the end of the contract of she would get one million dollars, which sounded like a lot to her, but he planned to make millions more whoring her out.

Two weeks later, he had Susan contact her former cellmates and arrange for them to meet at Marty's place that afternoon. It was Thanksgiving, and he wanted to make sure they all could enjoy a good meal together. They all accepted his invitation to thank him for his part in helping to rescue them.

The five of them sat at his dining room table, Marty at the head of the table. They were all casually dressed except Susan, who was wearing a long robe. The other three women had their metal collars removed, except Susan; he heard they had to use a grinder to remove them, and the locks were welded shut. He had her keep hers, and it still read 'SLAVE.' The only difference was a change in ownership; she was his slave now.

"Good afternoon," he began. "My name is Marty Moore; it was I who orchestrated your rescue. While you endured abuse by the man you only knew as Master Mark, those experiences taught you how to please men sexually in every way possible. Now you can choose to use your skills to your advantage or forget them and return to a boring vanilla life."

"If you choose a vanilla life, after the meager assistance from the woman's shelter will provide, you'll likely end up a checkout girl in a retail store, living in a mobile home and scrapping by for the rest of your life."

"I want to offer you all the opportunity to shine. In a few years, under my guidance, you all can retire in style. You can live the life you only dreamt about until now," he said with a smile.

"What do I have to do?" the woman named Lucy said.

"Anything I want," he said with a smile, "I will decorate your bodies with some new tattoos, you will all work in my brothel, and I will whore you out to men. I will keep you all well-supplied with dick; you do what you do best, satisfy them."

"I promise you no more cages, eating off the floor like a dog, daily beatings; your only job is fucking and sucking. This is something I'm sure you all enjoy practicing."

"Show them," he said to Susan.

Susan stood up and opened her robe, revealing her naked body. She dropped the robe to the floor and slowly turned around, allowing everyone to see her new tattoos. The BBC Only tattoo was altered, the C was closed, made into an 'O', and 'OM' was added to the end of it. So it now read 'BOOM,' the first B in the former 'BBC' letters was covered over with a round bomb with a burning fuse. The tattoo completely covered the B; it was not even identifiable as a B anymore. Another 'BOOM' word was added above it. It now read 'BOOM' 'BOOM,' 'ONLY.' Part of the Q in the Spade symbol was filled in; it now made a 'C'. The Spades tattoo on her back was also altered into a 'C', and a flower design extended out from either side of it to make a proper tramp stamp. On the top of her back near her neck, small tattooed words read, 'Boom Boom (Let's go Back to My Room).'

"If anyone were to ask Susan about her tattoos, she would tell them she is a fan of the music artist Paul Lakakis," Marty said.

"You all will have your tattoo similarly altered; One will say 'Sonic Boom' with artwork of Sonic the Hedgehog on your back. The letters 'B' and 'Q' would be altered in the same way. Another will say 'Ka Boom' with a Mushroom cloud on the back. And so on. You will be collectively known as my Boom girls."

"What does the C stand for?" Lucy asked

"It stands for the name of my brothel, Club Spades," Marty said. "I understand you got lured by Mark into servitude because you have a fetish for big Black dick."

"Yes," Lucy said

"How big was Marks dick? Nine inches, I believe Susan said."

Just then, right on cue, Tai entered the room, naked and his hard dick standing at attention. He walked right up to Lucy.

"Does this pique your interest?" Marty asked. "Tai's dick is a good ten inches, and he knows how to use it."

Licking her lips hungrily, Lucy said, "Oh, god, yes!" as she wrapped her hands around Tai's dick, ready to worship a new god.

"Why don't you get out of those clothes and give your pussy a well-deserved workout," Marty said.

Lucy couldn't get out of her outfit quickly enough, once naked, Tai took her by the hand and let her out of the room. A minute later, they could all hear her cries of pleasure coming from the other room.

One of the other girls, Natalie, had unzipped her pants and had her hands down it, obviously masturbating.

"Natalie, Why don't you get naked and suck my cock. If you do a good enough job after I fuck you, I'll let Tai fuck you too." Marty said with a smile.

Thirty seconds later, Natalie was naked and was deep-throating his dick.

The last girl, Jade, was shocked; everything happened so quickly that she barely had time to react. This was all going to plan. Each of them was used to having sex several times a day, often with several different men. After two weeks in a women's shelter, he was sure they were all in severe withdrawal, like drug addicts going cold turkey. They were ripe for the picking.

Gina and Olivia walked up next to Jade, one on either side of her where she was sitting; they were both nude, and their perfectly smooth pussies were in her face. Marty knew from Susan that Jade was bi-sexual; she loved oral sex and before her two wet pussies begging for her tongue. Jade didn't resist when Gina took her hand and led her into the next room, where Tai was fucking Lucy, who was very vocal about it.

Marty made sure to keep all three of the new converts busy the rest of that day. Robert, Carl, Rome, and his father-in-law John were more than happy to pitch in and lend their dicks to the cause. That evening they all sat down for dinner; everyone was nude, still covered in sweat, cum, and pussy juices. Marty made sure the seating arrangements included at least one man next to each of his boom girls, as he called them. So a dick was close at hand in case they wanted to fondle one. Both Lucy and Natalie took up the challenge of eating with one hand and rubbing the guy's dick next to them with the other. It was a very erotic meal.

Even though they had lots of sex with each other over the course of the day, that evening, while enjoying dinner, they all talked like they were old friends. The atmosphere was very relaxed; the four women wished it could have been this way before; now, this was life, sex, orgasms, and pleasure.

"Where's that older woman? The one you traded Susan for," Natalie asked.

"Ah, you mean my Mother-in-law, Joanne," Marty answered.

"You have sex with your mother-in-law?" she asked.

"All the time. Do you have a problem with that?" Marty replied.

"No, not at all. I think it's good to share your love with family," she said.

"I am her husband, John; she is at home, punishment for her disobedience," John said.

"Oh, nothing too serious, I hope," Natalie said.

"No, not at all, and her punishment doesn't involve pain with whips or anything like that, but being denied the pleasure of having sex with multiple partners. She is probably masturbating right now, wishing she was here," John said.

"I think I would prefer to be whipped instead of being denied sex," Lucy said. Everyone laughed.

In truth, Marty didn't want Joanne to know about Mark's arrest or the four women getting rescued. He made sure she wasn't aware of recent news events and that Gina wasn't around when he had her over his place for sex. It was in his interest to make her believe he sent Gina to Master Mark for training. He wanted her to live in fear, at least until she did his bidding to snare her son, Anthony, and his wife, Emma.

After dinner, they cleared the dishes, and Marty placed a contract in front of each of them.

"Feel free to read them, but I'll tell you the abridged version," Marty said. "You each will live in the brothel and have sex with paying customers; you will work six days a week, with one day off. I will pay for the costs of your room, board, and security. Your off days may be spent either in the brothel or at my place. I will be free to have sex with you anytime I want without further compensation. You will give me complete control over your bodies, what tattoos you get, piercing, and other medical decisions, like IUD implants."



"Payment for services rendered will be a thirty / seventy split, and I'll take the seventy. I will be your manager and manage all of your finances. I will also be your representative for modelling and videos made of you. Many of your sessions will be recorded and uploaded to my porn site. This contract is for five years; provided you fulfill all stipulations, you are guaranteed at least one million dollars. However, I anticipate your total compensation total to be quite a bit higher after I invest your earnings over five years," Marty said.

Lucy and Natalie signed without reading it, but Jade actually read the contract and asked several questions. In the end, she agreed to sign, realizing her prospects were bleak.

Now that Marty had several women lined up to serve as staff for his brothel, he wasted no time putting his plans in motion. In addition to his Boom girls, Tai was able to line up another eight women that agreed to be part-time whores in his brothel; while this was fewer than the thirty women he wanted, that figure was for a fully staffed operation. It also assumed that not all women would be available all the time, working an eight-hour shift a few days a week. Having the boom girls available six days a week, twelve hours a day, helped fill in staffing coverage gaps. They could replace ten part-time staff, assuming all part-timers did three days a week, eight hours a day.

He planned on having Olivia, Ginger, Gina, Joanne, Pam, and Li help fill in as well as needed, at least until he recruited enough staff to cover every shift. Afterward, he might still press them into service during peak demand, like the Super Bowl weekend.

He would have to delay his plans for Anthony and Emma until after the Christmas holidays. Besides, there was a certain appeal to immediately whore her out once he broke her spirit.

The Brothel

Harry Miller worked as an engineer for forty years; with careful planning and financial prudence, he built up a considerable nest egg. He planned that he would retire early, and the day he turned fifty, he did so. He and his wife would spend their retirement golden years on a Caribbean island enjoying the island life, as they say. However, this wasn't on the cards for them; fate is a cruel bitch. Shortly after he retired, his Wife became gravely ill; it was cancer, and it took her quickly, and in a few months, he was alone for the first time in his life. They never had children; there was nothing to leave the fortune he massed to. He felt he was too old to date. No woman could replace the love of his life.

Harry had a high sex drive; he was always looking to scratch that itch. Since he had money, he didn't have to bother with all the stress and trouble of dating; instant gratification was available to him any time, any day, for a price. He shopped the gambit; he had sex with streetwalkers, escorts, massage parlor girls, and websites for women looking for sugar daddies. He even took a trip to Thailand and experienced the fishbowl-soapy massage girl experience.

Thailand was almost heaven; he was like a kid in a candy store when he visited Walking Street in Pattaya. Every woman he saw was available, and he had sex with more than his share. However, he was a foreigner in a foreign land; he couldn't speak the language, and he always felt they were talking about him, and not behind his back, but right to his face, since he couldn't understand them. He was known as a Farang, which he thought meant a foreign boyfriend, but he quickly realized it really meant a foreign sucker; every woman he met was looking for ways to fleece him out of his money. He realized if he stayed in the Land of Smiles, soon or later, they would do so. So it was back to the good old U S of A; at least, people there spoke English for the most part.

A friend of his, who was also known to rent pussy, recommended a new place, some brothel with a twist; Harry was always up for something new. Arriving at the address he was provided, it looked more like an industrial building than a brothel. It had a small parking lot and a nondescript door with just the address on it. As he approached the door, he noticed a security camera near it. He pressed a button with a speaker next to the door as instructed; he didn't hear a doorbell, but a voice from the speaker spoke to him.

"Yes?" it said.

"I'm here for the club," he said.

"Club?" The voice questioned, "You sure you have the right address? No club here," the voice said.

He was beginning to doubt his friend's information but was warned that they may discourage new customers. "Yes," he said, with more confidence than he was feeling at the moment.

"Please come in," he heard a buzzing; he pulled on the door, and it opened.

Inside, he found another door about ten feet ahead of him, it was a heavily armored door that looked like something like a bank would use. Once the glass door closed behind him, he heard another buzzing sound, and a voice said, "Enter." As he pulled open the door, he could see it had some weight to it.

Once inside, as the heavy door closed behind him, a man behind a counter. "How can I help you?" he said.

"I'm looking for entertainment and companionship of the female variety," Harry said.

The man gave him a hard stare for a moment and then gave him a big smile, "Welcome to Club Spades."

"You will have to forgive us for the cold shoulder, but this is an exclusive club, and we want to keep it from attracting the attention of certain government authorities that would spoil the fun," the man said.

Harry, of course, knew he was talking about the Police; they were a constant threat. He even got picked up once for soliciting an undercover officer. They published his name in the paper to try and discourage future transgressions, but he didn't care; he didn't have anyone who gave a shit about him anyway.

"I'll need your license, phone and any other electronics you might have, be it a watch, computer tablet, whatever. They will be returned to you when you leave. If you want to protect your identity, please select a mask," the man said.

Harry was reluctant to give up his phone, but his friend assured him it was worth the trouble. He looked at the masks on the wall; there were various types. Some were half masks, like those you would wear at a masquerade party, and others full masks that would conceal his entire face.

Harry really didn't care who saw him, "Do I have to wear a mask?" he asked.

"Absolutely not, but some members want to be anonymous, like politicians, movie stars, or businessmen," the man said.

Harry handed over his license, phone, and watch. The man took them and placed them into one of the locked boxes behind him.

"I don't get a claim check or something?" he asked.

"I have your photo on record; for what box is stuff, is in. Enjoy your visit," he said as he buzzed the next door.

Harry entered the door in front of him; it was labeled "IN", and there was a door next to it with no writing; he assumed it was the "OUT" door. As he left the room, he noticed another door on the wall opposite the clerk's counter but didn't know where it led.

Once through the door, there was another in front of him, another mantrap, he thought. They were serious about security here. Once the door behind him closed, the next door opened. As he stepped through it, he walked into heaven.

He entered a vast room, like a ballroom, with a twenty-foot high ceiling. With a brief look around, he could see lots of naked women: many men with masks, only a few men without masks without lounging on the furniture, and some openly having sex with voyeurs watching. There were various sexual equipment one would find in a swingers club or dungeon. In front of him, behind a counter, was a gorgeous blonde woman; she was five foot five with nice big tits. Her breasts had to be thirty-six or thirty-eights; he couldn't be sure, but he was sure they were double D's. Her pussy was clean-shaven, and the word SLUT was tattooed above it; her breasts were pierced, and instantly hard looking at her. She also had on a thick metal collar with an LCD screen visible, it said 'OFF' on the screen in yellow letters.

"Welcome to Club Spades; I'm Gina. Is this your first time here?" the angel before him said.

"Yes," Harry admitted.

"Let me go over the rules, and please save your questions until I'm finished, ok?" she said.

"Ok," Harry said, still smitten looking at her.

"Every woman here with a number is available for rent. If she has a number displayed on her collar, just like the one I'm wearing now," Gina said.

"If she doesn't have a collar or her collar says 'OFF,' then she is not available; you can still look, but don't touch. Understand?"

"Yes," Harry said, a little sad she wasn't on the menu. Just looking at her made him hungry.

"If you'll notice the display board on the wall behind me, the numbers listed indicate which women, and the prices for services list is clearly indicated."

Harry didn't notice the display before it listed numbers and prices below each service; quickie hand job, quickie blow job, and quickie fuck; these prices were the cheapest listed. The prices increased as full service, anal sex, and the works, which were on the pricier side.

"We also have computer tablets you can take with you with the same information as you wander around the club and make your selection. Once you see a slut you want, ask her to accompany you up to the front here, tell us her number, you pay for her services, and she will provide the services you requested."

"Once you become a full member of the club, you could pay using the tablet for your convenience, but as a first-timer, you will have to pay upfront. Another benefit members enjoy is that STD testing is provided; if you are clean, you can enjoy bareback sex with any of our sluts. Otherwise, condoms are required."

"Quickies are a cheaper option and are performed in the public area of the club, so anyone present, sluts, members, and our security staff can watch as services are rendered. Full-service options are executed in the privacy of a room but are still monitored via security cameras. All sessions are recorded; if you're wearing a mask, you can remove it in the privacy of a room, and your identity will be blurred. For a modest fee, you can have a copy of your session with your face blurred, concealing your identity. You can also request a copy of your session without your identity concealed if you wish."

"We review the videos, and the best ones are uploaded to our porn website for the enjoyment and pleasure of our online subscribers. Typically, your identity is concealed, but you can waive your rights to privacy; you will be identifiable for everyone to see. You also agree to waive all rights for compensation as an 'actor' in our videos."

"Don't ask any woman for her name; they are only known by their numbers; this is for their privacy. We are free to tell you our name, but if we give you a number, respect that. Every slut has her unique number; if you enjoy sex with a particular slut, you can ask if her number is available today."

"That's the basics," Gina said.

"Wow," Harry said. "What's your number?"

"I'm number one, Honey," Gina said.

A young redhead woman approached him; she looked to be about nineteen, five foot three, with thirty-four B-sized tits. She had the numbers zero, zero, and seven displayed on her collar. He could see not only were her lovely, round breasts pierced, but her navel and smooth pussy were pierced too.

She stuck a pose in front of him; he could see her pussy wet; Harry wanted her badly.

"Just a few more things to cover. Satisfaction is guaranteed; if you're not completely satisfied, we have a money-back guarantee, but if we do refund your payment, you have to be able to prove why, or you will not be welcomed here again. Remember, we record everything, so you have to be able to justify a refund."

"You're free to bring your wife or girlfriend with you," Gina said.

"I don't have a Wife," Harry replied.

"All the guys say that," she said with a smile.

"Anyway, if you bring a female companion, nudity for females is mandatory; she is free to wander around and enjoy our facilities, so long as she does not wear a collar with a number, she will be unmolested by visitors or members. However, if she wants to engage in sexual activity, even with her husband, she must collar and a number; this is a brothel, not a swingers club."

"Men are free to be nude or not; there is a locker room over there," she pointed to a door along the wall he entered from. "Where you can secure your possessions. The lockers have biometric locks, so you don't have to worry about anyone stealing your belongings."

"If your female companion would like to sell her services, she can set her rate to anything she wants; the minimum price is twenty dollars for a hand job or blow job, fifty for intercourse. The split is that the club gets sixty percent, and she gets the other forty. When she gets a collar with a number, she agrees to have sex with any man who agrees to pay her price. For example, say your girlfriend wants to give you a blowjob here; she gets a collar with a number but doesn't want to set her price at a thousand dollars because you will be on the hook for six hundred. So she sets her price for twenty dollars, you pay twelve bucks, and she gives you a quickie blow job. When she's finished, she might find that ten other guys have already queued up and paid for her also to give them blowjobs; she is now obligated to give every one of these guys a twenty-dollar blowjob."

"There are only two exceptions to this; here, we facilitate the matching of willing participants to have sex at an agreed-upon price. No one is going to get raped against their will; if she reneges on the agreement, she will be ejected from the club and will get a lifetime ban, as well as her companion. The other way is to have sex in a private room alone or without her escort, but she will pay the same rates a male member does, and she will also have the same rights to privacy as male members in regard to videos."

"That's it; any questions?" Gina finished her lecture.

"How much quickie with number seven?" he asked.

"One fifty," she said.

Harry couldn't get the bills out of his wallet fast enough to pay. Once he settled up, she led him to some benches in the middle of the room; she bent over a bench, and he could see she had a Tramp stamp with a rose in the center. And also noticed a Queen of Spades tattoo on her right leg.

"There lube right lover," she said. Indicating a bottle nearby, but he didn't need it, she could see her pussy was dripping wet. He wasted no time dropping his pants and going to town, fucking her nice tight pussy in the middle of the sizeable open room. He could see some masked men watching him with interest, and a few benches down, another masked man was viciously fucking a brunette up the ass; he could see she also had a tramp stamp.

As he was enjoying her pussy, he thought his friend was right; this was a unique experience; he would be getting a membership and would become a regular; this was heaven on earth.

Prison

Mark was resting in his cell, and a guard tapped his nightstick against the bars of his cell, "Visitor!" he said. Mark had no idea who it could be; any family he had disowned him, even refused to acknowledge they were related to him when the media asked. Most of his friends were also in jail with him, having shared his slaves with him many times. His police buddy, Terry, didn't last long. Once the other inmates learned he was a former police officer, he was shanked in the prison yard shortly afterward.

He still wasn't sure who turned him in; he refused to believe that some random good-hearted stranger rescued that bitch Susan. He was sure that guy Marty was involved in some way, but he couldn't be sure; he seemed eager to have him train his Wife. It was just bad luck, especially when Marty decided to show up with some friends; his original plan was to kill him when he arrived at his place and take his Wife as another one of his slaves. He did it before. As they watched Marty pull up to his place on his surveillance system and approach the house, Terry suggested killing them all; he was confident they could pull it off. Afterward, they could get Marty's address from his body and then kidnap his wife. Mark voted for the idea; there was too much risk. Terry was sometimes overconfident; it would be his downfall someday, he remembered thinking at the time. He said we will wait and see how it plays out.

Arriving at the visitor's center, he took a seat at the booth the guard told him and picked up the phone; no one was yet on the other side of the glass. Then he saw her. Susan walked up to the booth, dressed up in a skimpy outfit, even showing off cleavage. She picked up the receiver and said with a big smile on her face, "Here is your mail," pressing the letters up against the glass window with one hand. He could see Marty in the background behind her, laughing at him. He lost it, he jumped up and smashed the phone against the thick armored glass, breaking the phone, and then he grabbed the chair he was sitting on and attacked the glass with it; despite being bulletproof, he was able to put a small crack in the surface, so vigorous was his attack. It took four guards to restrain him. He was still screaming in rage as they dragged him away.

She turned to Marty after they could no longer see him on the other side of the partitioned room.

"Thank you, Master," she said. She pulled him close and gave him a passionate kiss. "You're right; that was very satisfying."

"I think we have time to go back to my place so you can thank me properly before I return you to work, Slave," he said.

"I rather go back to the club; I love it when I have an audience when I get fucked," she said. "I love being you, Slave, Master," she added with love and meant it.
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The One

At an early age, she learned she loved sex and never could seem to get enough. Of course, she tried dildos and vibrators, but it wasn't the same thing; she loved the control sex gave her over men, and what better way than to do so with her body? It wasn't long after she turned eighteen that she moved out of her parents' strict religious household and relocated to Los Angeles. The thought of having sex and getting paid for it appealed to her greatly; she quickly got into the pornography business; as a hot natural blonde with a five foot four athletic build, perky tits, firm body, and multi-orgasmic boot, she was a fast hit with business. But she didn't last long; her problem was that she wanted to dominate her partners in bed. In filming, she quickly took charge of the action, fucking guys her way. Directors often had to say "CUT!" and try to get her back on script. Soon everyone said she was impossible to work with, but in reality, she didn't give a fuck what they wanted; it was her pleasure that mattered.

The experience wasn't all bad; she was introduced to swinging and loved it. As a single female, she was a very desirable commodity in the swinging community. A unicorn, they called her. Over the course of the next few years, she shacked up with one couple or another; she worked out an arrangement of free room and board for free sex with her. She switched residences every few months, with less to do with her current host getting bored with her and more like she was getting bored with them.

She tried the big black cock thing, sure they were a great fuck, but they were too controlling. More than one man, both Black and White, tried to dominate her or control her. Some of them wanted to become her pimp; others just wanted her; despite her size, they quickly learned the error of their ways. Seven years of practicing Muay Thai and Jiu-Jitsu during her teenage years paid dividends. She knew exactly where to strike for maximum damage on a larger opponent, and she wasn't afraid to educate them about this fact. She wasn't squeamish in a fight either; if she had to kick them in the balls or gouge their eyes out, she wouldn't hesitate to do so.

She did have a job at a coffee shop, but it didn't pay nearly enough to support herself, so she did what any ex-porn star did: she turned to prostitution. When she was short on cash, she advertised herself as an escort online, but she was very selective about her clientele. When she met a prospective client, she had to be attracted to him. She walked out on more than one old, fat, bald, overweight guy; it didn't matter how much money they offered her. After a while, she built up a clientele of men who enjoyed a woman who took charge in the bedroom. When she needed money, she called one of them up, "I'm short money honey, wanna rent my pussy for a thousand tonight?"

Sometimes, they tried to counter, but usually, she would just hang up and move on to the next person's number in her black book. She wouldn't barter unless she were down to her last few contacts. This rarely happened; usually, someone paid her what she demanded beforehand.

While she wanted a man to share her life with, but knew what she wanted wasn't going to settle. At first, she made the mistake of waiting too long before introducing them to the real her. She wasted months in courtships only to find they couldn't handle sharing her with other men; others who did support her lifestyle were unemployed bums looking to sponge off of her. She needed a man who had money or earned a good living but who was willing to embrace her liberal lifestyle. In her years of searching, she tried several different approaches in finding a boyfriend, from social media, dating apps, and even friend hookups, but nothing seemed to work. Sure, she met lots of men, wanna-be actors, married men looking for side action, druggies, and deadbeats living in their mother's basement. She even met the perfect guy once, good looks, had money and was into the lifestyle, but he had a tiny three inch dick, no thanks. Her latest strategy was to go bars and clubs hopping in Silicon Valley; she picked up men and let them take her home to their place, never a hotel, for a one-night stand to scope out prospective matches.

It was another Friday night at a club, and a good-looking guy caught her eye. He was attractive, dressed in business attire, and a little shy. As a huntress, she has a sense for prey. He was with some friends, and she had been to this place several times before, knowing all the regulars; however, she hadn't seen him before. She had no trouble getting his interest and separating him from his posse. She always initiated conversation with prospective suitors. This allowed her to gauge how aggressive they were, while she didn't shy away from a challenge, experience taught her that overly aggressive men were more trouble than they were worth.

At her suggestion, he took her back to his place in his BMW, a good start, she thought, but she knew that most guys were pretending to be rich; fake it till you make it. He was probably up to his eyeballs in debt, one car payment away from repossession. His house impressed her even more; it wasn't a mansion, but for a place in Sunnyvale, a three-bedroom, two-bath home with a garage and some property was at least three million. He was probably renting it with three roommates, or it belonged to his parents. He wasn't great in bed, but he had the right equipment --a good seven inches --and she saw potential in him. She rocked his world that night, and in the morning, she gave him her number. It was all too good to be true; once she got online and checked him out, she was confident she would learn he was really a deadbeat. She would ghost him then and might even have to change her hunting grounds if he were one of those clingy types.

Once back at her place, well, the current host's place, where she spent the last few months squatting. She looked him up on her laptop; she had a subscription to an online investigation site. In a few minutes, she would know everything there was to know about him online and a good idea about his finances. He had no debts she could find, purchased his house three years ago with cash, and had no mortgage on the property. It was all too good to be true. It took some digging, and she found out that he was an employee at one of the tech startups that went public a few years ago, which was the source of his newfound wealth. And the fact that he didn't waste it on hookers and blow made him more appealing.

When he called her a few days later, she picked up on the first ring, and she cursed herself; she should have played hard to get, but she was over-eager to see him again; he could be the one, she thought. Their second date went fantastic; she made arrangements for their third date. She would find out soon enough if he were the one, or yet another disappointment.

She was dressed in a sexy transparent silver dress; he wasn't able to tell this when he picked her up in front of her place that night. She refused to give him the address of their destination; it would display 'Swingers Club' on his GPS if she gave him the address. She wanted it to be a surprise; she had memorized the directions and told him where to turn and when. They parked in the parking lot behind the building and entered through the club's back entrance. She was well-known there; she had arranged everything carefully beforehand. The bouncer was waiting at the back door at the agreed-upon time. She promised to thank him later properly.

Her new boyfriend had no idea he was in a swingers club, but he noticed right away that the outfit she was in. She was showing off her pierced, perky tits and smooth-shaven pussy for all to see in the club's bright lighting.

When she saw him looking at her, she said, "Like?" as she touched his now hard dick.

A little embarrassed, he said, "Yes," blushing, hoping no one noticed her touching his crotch in public.

She grabbed him by the arm and steered him over to the bar, where to redhead was sitting alone, nursing a drink.

"My boyfriend wants to fuck you," she said to her loudly. This was, of course, all pre-arranged; she was the wife of an out-of-town couple she occasionally hooked up with.

Her boyfriend was about to say something, but the redhead cut him off quickly, "I'd love to."

Together, the two women steered him into the playroom; they were both passionately kissing him, ignoring his protests. Before he knew it, they were all naked, and he was on top of the redhead, he didn't know her name, plowing away bareback. As his girlfriend looked on, encouraging him.

She smiled. Everything was going to plan so far. As soon as he finished, grunting as he came, she leaned over and whispered into his ear. "My turn," she said to him.

He watched as she fucked one guy after another; all he could do was play with his now deflated dick and watch. He was so turned on, and it was the wildest and craziest sexual thing he had ever had the pleasure to be part of. After she was finished with the third guy, she leaned close to his ear. She was praying that he would respond favorability.

"This is the type of woman I am, no one man can satisfy me, I need more. I've made a mistake in past relationships, not showing them who I really am. Only to get disappointed that they were too insecure to handle me. If you're the type of guy that can, I promise your sexual adventures with me will be hotter and more erotic that any porn video you masturbated too. Your dick will not only enjoy my pussy but an endless variety pussy. If you can't take who I am, lover, tell me now so we don't waste any more of each other's time," she said to him.

He hesitated for only a moment. He didn't answer her with words; he aggressively grabbed her, threw her on her back, and almost jumped on top of her. He pounded his dick into her pussy like a dog in heat. This was uncharacteristic of him, but he knew at that moment that he wanted her more than anything and was going to get her. They kissed passionately, tongues intermingled; she was a great kisser. He tried to vary his rhythm, even occasionally stopping to prolong their coupling. Still, after only fifteen minutes, he could not deny himself any longer. His cum flooded her already cum filled pussy. He could feel and hear that she was having an orgasm, too, at the same time. He was a little disappointed he didn't last longer; he wanted her to want him as much as he wanted her. After pulling out of her, he immediately went down on her, sucking on her smoothly shaved pussy and gave her the best oral sex of her life. He sucked every drop of cum out of her pussy, swallowing not only his cum but the three guys before him as well. She came again before he collapsed into her arms, exhausted.

As soon as they finished, he heard a round of applause all around them. Apparently, an audience gathered around them, and they were the center of attention. He was too exhausted to stand up and take a bow. He just lay on her; she had her arms wrapped tightly around him. There were tears in her eyes.

"Finally, I found the guy for me," she said with love.

He surprised her when he took her; she didn't think he was that aggressive. She was beginning to doubt this was going to work; she was afraid he would try to control her like so many men before. When he pulled out and gave her oral sex, sucking and swallowing every drop of cum all of her partners that night, she knew he was the one. He wasn't completely clueless in pleasuring her orally, but she had had better before. She lied to him and told him it was her best. She would work on that with him. In time, she would mold him into her perfect mate now that she had the right clay to work with.

She wasted no time moving in with her new boyfriend; the next day, in fact. They were inseparable after that. She introduced him to all her friends, all of them swingers. They would often have full swap, same-room sex every other night, and attend swinger clubs, nudist resorts, and house orgies on the weekends. Not all of her friends were happy to see that she had found someone; she was a well-known and very desirable unicorn. Some tried to convince her to come over there place and play without her new boyfriend, but she refused every time. She had her man now and wasn't going to sleep around behind his back and risk losing him. Any sleeping around would be done in front of him, no secrets, nothing to hide.

While he assured her she didn't have to work, he made more than enough money to support them both; she insisted on keeping her job at the coffee shop, and she even volunteered to work extra hours at work. For her, it had less to do with earning money and more with keeping her occupied during the day. She knew if left to her own devices, sooner or later, he would catch her in bed getting double penetrated by two guys when he returned home from work early one day. She waited too long to find the right guy for her; she wasn't going to fuck it by doing something stupid. Of course, she still would continue swinging, which would include getting double penetrated by two guys, but it wouldn't be her cheating on him behind his back; it would be in front of him with his full knowledge and approval. She would just make sure he always had a warm pussy to keep him occupied.

The typical arrangement was that one or two couples would come over every other night. He would have sex with one of her swinger friends, and his girlfriend would have sex with her friend's date/boyfriend/husband. After he pumped her friend fill with his cum, and as has he was recovering for another round of sex, he would watch guy after guy would fuck her, often more than once. She had a healthy sexual appetite; she was insatiable. Over the course of the night, he would sometimes have sex again with her friend or the other if there were two couples, but the night would always end up with him, the last one to fuck his girlfriend. Reclaiming her pussy she would call it. Occasionally he would give her oral and suck her pussy clean of cum, but not always.

On the weekdays, they had sex as a couple without company. She would demand he fuck her at least three times a day, once in the morning, once after he came home from work, and once at night. Usually she rode him cowgirl style, but occasionally allowed him to do her missionary style, provided he took her directions how to properly fuck her the way she wanted. Mostly how hard and how fast. She was an expert in prolonging their coupling; she could sense when he was about to come and took measures to make him delay his gratification. After all, it was her pleasure that mattered; his pleasure was just a fringe benefit. She also demanded he fuck her up the ass at least once a day. Often, she wanted it more, but this was the bare minimum sexual attention she required of him. After a while, he looked forward to the nights she had friends over; it gave his dick a sorely needed break. Even then, she still demanded they have sex every morning; his morning wood never was neglected.

She made it a point to hide nothing from her new boyfriend; there would be no hidden skeletons in her closet. She told him all about her short stint as a porn star, even told him about her escorting on occasion when money was short. She did, however, bend the truth; prostituting herself was an act of desperation she wasn't proud of; it was either that or she became homeless. He assured her she wouldn't have to resort to that again; he would take care of her.

She was never materialistic; she enjoyed experiences over possessions. While he tried to buy her expensive gifts to impress her, she refused them; she told him to save his money. The shiny objects didn't impress her. She had her eyes on bigger prizes; she wasn't ready to reveal her true motives yet. She had a plan. She started slowly at first, offering him suggestions on what to wear, making little comments here and there. You would look better in this outfit, she would suggest innocently.

Once he got used to her telling him what to wear, she started buying him new outfits. Then, a favorite shirt or a sock would go missing in the wash. In time, she replaced his entire wardrobe, out with the old and in with the new. In time, he would refer to her on what to wear to work or when going out to a swingers' party they were attending that night. She jokingly referred to him as her Ken doll, and she, Barbie, was dressing him up.

Then it was his friends; she made sure he spent less time with his friends and more time with hers. In time, they only hung around with her friends, most of whom were swingers; often, they even would end in a fuck fest before the end of the night. He had to admit his sex life significantly improved; she introduced him to an endless supply of nice tight pussy.

She had his doctor write him a Sildenafil prescription, not that he had issues with erectile dysfunction. From experience, she knew guys on dick-hardening medication stayed harder longer and lasted longer before they came, and sex was really about her satisfaction. He might get his rocks off, too, but it was just a side benefit; she was, after all, focused on her pleasure.

After just two months, she felt it was time to take their relationship to the next level, but she wanted to see if he would pass one final test. If he failed, she had already decided to proceed, but this would be the icing on the cake.

She invited a few other couples over Friday night, which was pretty much the same as every Friday when they did a full swap of same-room sex. This week, however, she invited three other men over as well, none of whom he had met before; two were Black and the other one white. The night started the same; she had sex with one of the men, and he, one of the other girls. Once they both finished to their satisfaction, things took an unexpected turn; one of the guys, her boyfriend, who didn't know, started coming on to him.

He tried to resist, "I'm not gay!" he said. Trying to pull away.

But she was able to sweet talk him, "You know I'm bi-sexual, lover. Don't you love to watch me have sex with other women?" she said.

"Yes", he admitted.

"Does it turn you on?" she pressed.

"Yes, it's so hot," he replied.

"I think it would be so hot to watch you with another man. I know you're not gay, but you might be Bi; please try it for me?" she whispered to him.

"Ok," he said without much conviction. She had a way of talking him into doing almost anything...well, anything.

She carefully selected Jay and Jim, two bi-sexual Black men. If anyone could seduce her boyfriend, it was Jay. He started slow, and after less than an hour, Jay was slowly fucking her boyfriend up the ass. It took Jay another hour of gentle fucking her boyfriend, but as she watched her boyfriend, he had a powerful prostate orgasm. He was in pure bliss. After Jay pulled out, it was Jim's turn. He was much bigger than Jay and wasn't gentle; he mercilessly fucked her boyfriend with his big cock, as her boyfriend eagerly sucked the dick of the other White guy. His first split roast, she would see to it he had plenty more. It only took Jimmy ten minutes to give her boyfriend another prostate orgasm; the white guy pulled out and shot his load all over her boyfriend's face.

It wasn't that she wanted her boyfriend to be dominated by other men; it was to give her greater flexibility for future swinger hookups. Some couples she knew were both bi and having a partner who was also bi, would be more appealing to those couples to entice them to swing with her. Not that anyone had ever turned her down before, she was a hot twenty-two-year-old sex pot. But she knew her youth and good looks wouldn't last forever, so she was planning for the future.



Over the course of the night, she had sex with every guy who attended at least once, and every guy also blew a load in her boyfriend's ass or on his body. It was late. By the time everyone left, they were both covered in cum. As always, he was her last fuck of the night so that he could reclaim her pussy she called it. After he came inside her, they both collapsed, exhausted in each other's arms.

"Would you marry me?" his girlfriend asked him softly.

"Yes," he said without hesitation.

"What, no ring?" she said teasingly.

"I'll get you any ring you want," he told her.

She laughed, "I don't need no fucking ring. But I do need to get cleaned up," she said.

He started to stand up to go to the bathroom and get a washcloth, but she stopped him.

"With your tongue," she said with a smile.

And clean her with his tongue, he did. Not only did he suck her pussy clean and asshole clean, but she had him lick her cum covered tits clean; some of it was already dried.

Club spades

Harry was now a member of the club; he had enjoyed sex with just about every regular female who attended the club regularly. Many of them on multiple occasions. While some men wore masks and clothes, Harry felt it interfered with the free spirit erotic atmosphere of the club; he not only didn't wear a mask, but he also preferred to be nude all of the time; he only carried his computer tablet with him, this way when he saw some slut that piqued his interest, he could quickly complete the required payment transaction and get on with the fun.

Aside from the many couches, spanking benches, sex swings, and such, the club also had a number of amenities available. There was a gym, pool, and private dining room where women could enter for a free meal; this was one of the few places men were not allowed to follow women around a gape at their nude forms, like perverts.

Any woman entering the dining room was considered to be on break, and her status was updated on the display board and computer tablets that men carried around with them to indicate this. Just off the dining room were stairs that led up to a long, wide corridor with double beds lining it; women could retire there for a short rest or sleep until they recovered enough to continue to be the object of men's sexual pleasure. A large bathroom with several showers and vanity mirrors with cosmetics was at the end of the hall. Even here, there were hidden video cameras watching everything, without anyone's knowledge; there was no privacy at Club Spades.

Other than the dining hall, any woman with a numbered collar was fair game. Men followed the women around like perverts, watching them exercise in the gym and swim in the pool, even when they used the toilet in the restroom. There were no stalls, just toilets lined up in the coed unisex bathrooms.

Allowing women to sell themselves at the club was one of Marty's most fabulous ideas; it was very popular with swingers. Some couples would attend the club together, she would list herself for sale, and he would watch as men paid to fuck her in public. For some, it was a one-time fantasy; for others, it became an addiction, returning week after week for a few hours of being a whore and getting paid for it to boot. There were, of course, college girls looking to generate money to pay their way through college. It was quickly becoming the most popular brothel in the city.

While Marty allowed amateurs to sell themselves a few times, however, any woman who became a regular provider was required to get a Spades tattoo on her shoulder or ankle with the letter C in the center, which signified she was a Spades Club Girl. He also encouraged women to get tramp stamps; he offered a more significant profit split to any woman who got one; instead of sixty-four, he split profits fifty-fifty. While they could get anything they wanted, Marty reserved the right to personally approve any tramp stamp to ensure it met his expectations in order to qualify for the profit split.

As a convenience, he even had a tattoo artist on staff that could provide tattoos to any slut that wanted one. He was kept quite busy, especially on the weekends.

There was, of course, a downside to being popular; they got more attention from the police department's vice unit. Several times, they attempted to infiltrate his operation, but he was able to thwart their attempts so far. Police never entered an establishment without radio contact with their backup, with the state-of-the-art detection system Marty installed; once they were past the first door and into the lobby, this signal was always detected, and the undercover officers were turned away. The entire building had a Faraday cage built into the exterior walls; once anyone entered the building, radio, cell signals, and any electromagnetic waves were blocked from getting through.

This alone deterred most law enforcement departments; few would risk sending officers into an unknown environment without a way to monitor their safety and deploy backup if necessary. Without some proof, judges wouldn't sign off on a search warrant, and it helped that several judges were now regular members, masked to protect their identity, of course. A few politicians as well ended up being regulars.

Marty also added another option for women entertainers to attend the club anonymously; women were also offered the option to wear a mask to conceal their identity. Bauta, Colmbina, and Moretta masks were options; the only restriction was that her mouth had to be accessible so she could provide blowjobs or her customers could French kiss her, and of course, they were always naked as per club policy. The club demanded a bigger slice of the fee, with the club taking seventy-five percent and the provider only twenty-five percent. Still, it proved to be quite popular, especially among the more dominant women in the city. Influential women in business and politics enjoyed the role of a submissive sluts to counter the responsibilities of their daily high-pressure jobs. Sometimes with the knowledge and approval of their spouses, other times not.

While participation was supposed to be completely anonymous, it was anything but. Marty had a growing collection of compromising videos of influential women he planned to use for future blackmail. In some cases, he arranged interdictions for some of these women. They were unpleasantly surprised when a customer who paid for their services in a private suite ended up being a hated political rival or enemy. She would have to have to give them a blowjob, fuck or get fucked and give them a clean-up blowjob after all with a smile on their face. Refusal not only meant getting banned from the club but as part of her confidentiality agreement, if she refused to provide services to any paying customer, she would be forced to surrender her mask, and her customer could see what slut declined to offer him services.

The ideal situation was that the men were club members first, so she could enjoy the feeling of his dick bareback as he thrust himself in and out of her pussy, and have her feel his cum flood her pussy as he ejaculated inside her. Then, she got to taste his cum, as she gave him a clean-up blowjob after, as was the club standard. He went to great lengths to ensure this ideal situation. While the club didn't advertise, it was a strictly word-of-mouth organization; he made sure that the right people got to know about the services his particular business provided and offered complimentary services to entice them to sample the merchandise. Marty has yet to find a man that would turn down free pussy. Once they attended his brothel, every mark opted to obtain a full membership. All he needed to do from that point was to offer a discount to get him in the same room with her. From his experience, men who have private accommodations to have sex remove their masks to enjoy the experience to the full extent possible. Thus this ensured that she saw her customer, but her customer had no idea who he was shagging.

Six months flew by the brothel kept Marty so busy; the money was rolling in, and he spent less and less time at his legitimate business offices and more and more time in the office at his brothel; he would often take breaks to fuck various woman, all day and night. It was such a great success that he was seriously considering opening more locations in other cities, even toying with the idea of franchising his business model. He found the idea of another Club Spades chapter in Dallas, LA, and Vegas appealing. His business venture was a success beyond his wildest dreams.

He grudgingly admitted to himself that he had Tai to thank for all of this; without his involvement, none of this would have been possible. Tai corrupting his Wife was the first step in the long process that ended up in his office with unrestricted access to a massive variety of pussy which he enjoyed daily. He felt like a kid in a candy store with an endless array of sweets. And taste the sweets he did.

At first, he thought he no longer needed Tai; his usefulness had come to an end. He often daydreamed about all sorts of ways Tai would die a painful death. But in respect for what he helped Marty accomplish, he decided that out of respect, it would be a quick and painless death. It was the least he could do to repay Tai for his involvement in Marty's play. In time, Tai's name would fade into mediocrity, and history would tell a story that it was all Marty single-handedly built his empire with his intelligence, willpower, and determination.

Fortunately for Tai, Marty found a new use for him. Tai and several other black men had a suite in the brothel all to themselves. More desirable women who were casual prostitutes were told that a gentleman wanted a private session with them. She would be taken to Tai's suite and he and several other well hung black men would fuck her until she was converted to the church of big Black dick. Tai had an excellent closure rate of converting casual whores into full time whores.

Marty also increased his staff; Todd and several other bouncers from swinger and gentlemen's clubs were added to his payroll, some part-time, for others, it was a full-time job with benefits. Those benefits included having access to the merchandise as a perk. Sure, it cut into his profits a little, but it purchased him absolute loyalty with his staff. After all who turns down free pussy?

Marriage

The ceremony was a small, private affair held a few days later. Right after, they got the marriage license and had a public official perform the ceremony. It was just a few of her friends; his parents were disappointed he didn't find out about the wedding until after, which was just as well; they had an orgy at the reception afterward.

She never bothered to inform her parents of the wedding; they had long since disowned her after she sent them a copy of her first film she made in Hollywood, it was a porno of course. She wanted the show her bible thumping racist parents what a slut they raised. The next day, they got matching wedding ring tattoos; it was something she insisted on.

"I'll never leave you," he assured her as he was getting his new tattooed ring.

"Damn right! If you ever try, I'll have you castrated. I know people," she said with a smile.

He shuddered; he didn't doubt for a minute that she meant what she said.

After marriage, her control over him only tightened. Over the course of the next few months, she started managing the finances. They lived on the bare minimum to get by; she invested everything else. She wanted them to be completely financially independent in a few years, so they could retire before thirty and travel the world. There were so many places to see, so many people to meet and have sex with.

While having a husband that was open to Bi-sexual experiences, it wasn't enough for her. She wanted him molded into an expert on providing other men pleasure. She enlisted Jay again,

"Teach him how to be a master in sexually satisfying men," she told him.

Jay was up for the challenge. He joked that she might not like the results; he would attempt conversion therapy on her husband, turning him gay.

She was confident that he would fail in turning him gay, but could educate him into an excellent man lover.

Jay came over once a month to instruct her husband; he brought his boyfriend Jim over, who was also bisexual and a couple of other Black friends, both gay, straight, and Bi. They would spent the evening fucking both her and her husband, over and over. It was wild; both she and her husband had many orgasms over the course of the night.

After five sessions of education, Jay said her husband was so good at fucking, sucking and getting fucked as any gay man. Taking her aside, he suggested that she get a Jack or Spades tattoo for her husband to advertise himself as such.

She was seriously considering it, not that her Husband knew what she was considering marking his body with. Not that he would have mattered, he wouldn't have had a choice in the matter, if she wanted him to get a tattoo, there was nothing he could do to prevent her, she had that kind of control over him.

When she asked Jay for suggestions about placement, Jay told her to put it on his ankle, crotch, or, better yet, a Tramp stamp on his lower back with the Jack of Spades in the center. He told her she could also get a matching Queen of Spades tattoo.

It was then she realized what this was really about. She knew Jay's boyfriend, Jim, wanted to possess her badly, and getting a Queen of Spades tattoo would go a long way in accomplishing his goal. While Jim was aggressive when fucking her, he was careful not to push her too far. She had a reputation for fucking up anyone who tried to force their will on her. Once, she was responsible for sending one guy to the emergency room, who learned this the hard way. The police even got involved, but she just had to mention the R word, and the guy forgot all about it. After all, what jury would believe the testimony of a six-foot-four Black thug over that of a tiny five-foot-four White girl? It would be a nice, long prison sentence for him, and he knew it.

It's not that a Queen of Spades tattoo would turn her into a big Black cock loving whore, but such a tattoo would discourage men who were not Black and only serve to embolden aggressive Black men to hit on her. Of course, she could hide her tramp stamp until it was too late for her to pray for the night to back out of a date with her and her husband, but she knew herself too well, she would never conceal a tattoo that screamed slut. She would proudly show it off.

Before she met her husband, one of her swinger girlfriends gave her a low cut crop top shirt that had 'SLUT' written across it in bold letters. While she didn't have big tits, the shirt was tight enough that it squeezed her breasts together nicely, presenting some appealing cleavage to show off. That and her pierced navel ring screamed fuck me. Her girlfriend was more than a little surprised to learn that it wasn't a shirt she hid in the back of her closet only to pull it out on nights she went swinging or clubbing. No, she proudly wore it every day when she was working at the coffee shop. She was sure her manager would have said something to her about it sooner or later, when he saw the pickup in business from the line of men waiting to order coffee. He didn't say anything to her. It wasn't until six weeks later that the district manager for the franchisee wanted to know the secret to how her manager boosted sales by thirty percent in one month. He stopped in for a surprise visit. When he saw what she was wearing, he ordered her to change her top to an approved uniform top immediately.

After sales dropped, the district manager changed his tune; he encouraged her to wear whatever she wanted, but by then, the novelty for her had passed. It was just as well, she was giving her number out to twenty men a day, fucking four to five of them after work. It wasn't a lifestyle she could keep up over the long haul. But it was fun while it lasted.

A Queen of Spades tattoo would be a curse, not a blessing. It would typecast her, just as any Hollywood movie star who got typecast when playing too many hero action movies, directors couldn't see them playing anything but an action hero. The same fate would befall her, men would see her as nothing but a big Black loving slut, they wouldn't be able to imagine her playing any other role. And while she enjoyed big Black cock on occasion, it wasn't the only kind of cock she was interest in, she wanted to try them all, well almost all of them. She had no interest tiny dicks.

That was the last time she contacted Jay for a hook-up. Of course, he called. When can we get together again? But she ghosted him. He served his purpose. The subsequent bisexual encounter she set up for her and her husband was another bi-sexual white couple she knew of but never swapped with before. While the girls did the lesbian sex thing, her husband sucked, got fucked and fucked the male partner. After a couple of rounds of swapping with her husband, the guy fucked her and her husband did the same to his woman. After that night's festivities, the guy couldn't say enough positive things about her husband. He was the best cock sucker he ever experienced, and how he thrust his body back as each of his forward thrusts, it was his best guy on guy sex ever. He suggested her husband should be a gay a porn star he was that talented.

While her husband impressed the guy that night, the guy provided a lackluster performance when he was with her. He left her pussy feeling neglected and feeling needy after the date. She declined future invitations to get together with the couple. Still, the encounter proved to her that her husband was adequately trained to satisfy any sexual partner, be that man or female.
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The Watch

About six months after they were married, he came home one day with a new Rolex watch. He earned a six-figure salary and felt he deserved it. He showed his wife the new watch he had purchased on sale; it was a steal at twelve thousand dollars.

She went ape shit ballistic, "I'm trying to arrange it so we can retire early and you squander our money on shiny babbles like this?" she screamed at him, "Return it right now!" she ordered him.

"I can't, because it was a special deal, it's not returnable," he told her meekly.

"She grabbed it out of his hands. How did you pay for it? All our money is tied up in the stock market?" she said.

"I charged it," he mumbled.

He could see the rage on her face; she stormed out of the room, taking his new watch with her. She didn't talk to him for the next three days, nor did she give him sex. After having sex several times a day, for almost a year, going cold turkey for a few days, he was virtually climbing the walls.

He attempted to apologize to her, but she walked out of the room whenever he opened his mouth. He would have to wait it out until she calmed down and it blew over.

He arrived home from work Friday night; she was calmly waiting for him in the living room.

"Want to make it up to me?" she asked him calmly.

"Yes, please, anything," he said.

"Take your clothes off and put this on," she said, handing him a stainless steel object. He had no idea what it was.

"This is?" he questioned.

"It's a cock cage, you will wear this tonight and watch other men fuck me," she told him. "If you keep your mouth shut all night, I'll forgive you by tomorrow morning."

"But.." he began.

"Not a Fucking Word!" she threatened him.

If this were what it took to get back in her good graces, he would do it, he thought. He undressed and put the contraption on himself; he had to figure it out, which took a few minutes. She didn't offer to assist him at all.

Once it was in place she took out a small lock, she twisted it so his dick, was pointing up instead of down and locked the cock cage in place.

"Hold out your arm," she demanded

He held out his arm, and she latched the Rolex watch onto his wrist.

"Put your hands behind your back," she ordered him.

He looked at her questioningly, but did as instructed.

She took out handcuffs and locked his wrists behind his back. She then grabbed his arm and guided him to their bedroom. A mesh metal chair was set up facing their bed, with a wide tub under it, a trash can behind it, and two cases of water next to the chair. He wondered what she had in mind.

She sat him down on the chair and wrapped his arms around the back of the chair. Next she attached another chain to the chain that held his hand cuffs together and attached the other end to an eye bolt that was screwed into the floor. She then put on two leather ankle cuffs on him and chained them to the floor to two more eye blots she had screwed into the floor earlier in the day.

He was utterly helpless; the chains kept him securely in place. She showed him a long riding crop and traced his face with the one end of it.

"I don't want to have to use this, but you will receive one strike for every word you say tonight. Understand?" she said.

He replied "Yes," before he could stop himself. She didn't hesitate; she hit him on his right thigh with such force that he struggled not to cry out. He feared she would strike him again.

"Not one word," she threatened him again. She ripped open the plastic on the water case and removed a bottle of water. She opened it and put it up to his mouth.

"Drink," she ordered, as she held the bottle. He drained the bottle, swallowing all of it. Once it was empty, she tossed the empty bottle in the trash can behind him. After that, she left the room. Left him wondering what she was planning.

A short time later, the doorbell rang, he heard some muffled talking, and he saw her lead a man into the room; she was already naked.

"Who is this?" the man asked. Chained to the chair, he was embarrassed that a stranger saw him in this state.

"This is my cuckold husband," she said. "He enjoys spending money we don't have and forcing me to sell my body to pay for his toys."

He wanted to protest, but he didn't dare to open his mouth.

"Payment?" she said.

He handed her an envelope, and she opened it, counting a number of one-hundred-dollar bills in front of him as he was secured to the chair.

She turned to him as he was secured to the chair, "Hope your happily I have to whore myself out to pay for your luxuries."

Again, he wanted to say something, but she held the riding crop in her hands. She looked at him with a hard stare, daring him to say something. With effort, he held his tongue.

Next, she opened another bottle of water.

"Drink," she ordered him, holding the riding crop threateningly in her other hand. He didn't dare refuse. When it was empty, she threw the bottle into the trash and returned her focus to the man she escorted into their bedroom.

She removed the man's clothes and she allowed him to fuck her on their bed Missionary style, after they switched to doggie style, with her facing him as the man fucked her from behind. Despite the scene before him, his dick swelled painfully in his cock cage, he was so turned on watching another man fuck his wife in front of him. He couldn't achieve a full erection, because the cage was preventing his dick from growing to it full glory, but it filled the cage as much as it was possible. After thirty minutes or so, he heard the man groan in pleasure as he came in his Wife.

She waited for a minute before getting out of bed. She removed a condom from the man and held it up for her husband to see, it was full of cum, and she tossed into the trash behind him. He was relieved to see at least she at least used a condom. She opened another bottle of water and ordered him to drink again; he did so without question. Once he was finished, she tossed the empty into the trash can behind him. She led the man out of the room.

She was only gone a few minutes before she returned with another man. The scene repeated. He was forced to drink another bottle of water, as the man questioned why her husband was there, she took payment, counted it out in front of him, and had sex with the next guy while he watched. He again was getting a hard-on watching his wife, but another feeling was screaming for his attention. He needed to pee badly. He wanted to ask his wife if he could use the bathroom. But he didn't dare say anything. Then it dawned on him why he was chained to a mesh metal chair with a tub under it. He held out as long as he could, but as she was finishing with her second customer, he could hold it no more. He pissed himself, because his dick was pointed up, he pissed all over his crotch and stomach, the piss flowed around his ass and into the tub below. He could heard the piss striking the bottom of the empty tub. He was embarrassed; he could see that she was looking at him as she was getting plowed from behind.

She laughed at him and so did the guy fucking her, he was so embarrassed he wanted to crawl under the bed, not that he was going anywhere. The night was pure hell for him, she forced him to drink one bottle of water after another, and she fucked one customer after another, counting payment in front of him each time. He lost count of the number of times he pissed himself. At some point, he noticed the first case of water was gone, and she was opening the second case.

The Rolex whore.

She was so pissed at him went he showed up with a new Rolex watch, and to charge it no less! It wasn't that they couldn't afford it; he made great money, and her careful management of the household finances where really beginning to pay dividends. Her husband was twenty-five now, and they were well on track for them to retire before he turned thirty. If he had just come to her and asked, there was a good chance she would have said, "Yes, honey, you deserve it." But to impulse buy? Especially something so expensive. She knew she had to nip this in the butt, or he might come home with a midlife crisis corvette or something much more costly.

She thought about it for the rest of that day, came up with a plan not only to pay off the watch and teach her husband a powerful lesson, but also to make a little money. She was all in on building a future for them; maybe she needed to think more about herself. Men were not only untrustworthy but also impulsive.

She opened her little black book and contacted all of her former clients. She was off the market for almost a year, and she knew more than a few of them would jump at the chance to have sex with her again, especially kinky sex. For fifteen hundred dollars they could have sex with her in front of her husband, naked, chained and pissing on himself.

Several bulked at this price for just one fuck, after all before she changed a grand for all night with her, but she sweetened the deal. They would be first in line when she started escorting again full-time. She could now see that she couldn't rely on her husband to ensure her financial future, as she was in her prime earning years. At twenty-three, she only had a few outstanding earning years left; once women hit twenty-five or so, men who paid top dollar for sex wanted younger girls. She might be able to stretch it a few years, given that she was a vegan and exercised daily, but not much longer. Of course she could continue to whore herself out as her youth faded, but she couldn't demand top dollar and would be up against heavy competition with other providers. She would be reduced to a two hundred dollar a fuck whore and be forced to accept fat, overweight, bald men as customers. She cringed at the very thought.

By the end of the night, she had fifteen customers pay her what she demanded, and she didn't even come once. It was real work for her; she didn't enjoy it at all, but she cleared enough to pay off the watch and had almost ten thousand dollars left over. She would open her own bank and investment account with this. It was time for her to grow up and take ownership of her financial future, rather than relying on a man to do it for her.

When her last customer left, it was morning; she was exhausted. Her husband was passed out in the chair, she almost felt sorry for him, there was only a few bottles of water left and the tub was nearly filled to the top with his piss. She would see to it tomorrow; she needed to get some sleep. She collapsed in bed and was fast asleep.

The allowance

He woke up the next day, the smell of cum and piss was overpowering in the room. He was still secured to the chair; he ached all over. He could see his Wife sleeping alone on their bed, he didn't dare to make a sound. It seemed like hours before she woke up. When she did, she looked at him in disgust. He looked at her with pleading eyes.

She crawled out of bed, naked, kicked the few bottles remaining on the floor out of the way with her foot, and left the room without a word. She returned a few minutes later, wheeling a small hand truck that held three cases of water. He looked at it and her in horror, but didn't dare to say a word.

She set the three cases of water next to him. She picked up the riding crop and touched his face with it.

"Did you learn your lesson, or do I need to whore myself out to more men for another day?" she asked.

He shook his head up and down vigorously. "Yes! Yes! I learned my lesson!" he wanted to say, but didn't open his mouth, looking at the riding crop fearfully.

"You can speak now," she said.

"Yes! Yes! I learned my lesson!" he pleaded, "Please!"

"You sure now? If you want a motorcycle, say so. I'm sure I make enough to buy you one if I whore myself out for a few more days," she said.

"No, no, I don't want a motorcycle!" he pleaded.

"You sure now, what about a Corvette? It will take me two weeks on my back to get you that, but if that's what you really want?"

"No, no, I don't want anything, please forgive me," he begged.

She leaned close to him, "I forgive you, but next time..." she left the rest unsaid.

She unchained his feet, removed the shackles on his feet, unlocked and removed his cock cage. She began to stoke his dick, he was rock hard in only moments, "Reclaim you pussy," he order him.

He wasted no time; he was on top of her, banging away, and they changed positions several times. He denied himself release until he could hear his Wife cry out in pleasure as she had a powerful orgasm. He came inside her shortly after. They lay in bed, in each other's arms, exhausted, covered in sweat, the stench of the dried piss from his body was overpowering. It was several minutes before she got out of bed. "I'm taking a shower. Clean this mess up. I want it spotless," she said.

It took him several hours to empty the piss from the tub, removed the chair, trash can, remove the eye bolts from the floor, clean and get the room smelling pleasant again. After he showered and dressed, she was waiting for him in the living room.

"Where's your watch?" she asked him.

"On the dresser, I think, I don't want it anymore, I'll throw it out if you want," he said.

"I sold my body to fifteen men to buy you that watch. You will wear it every day from now on. I never want to see you without that watch on, unless you're taking a shower, in a hot tub, or a pool, understand?" she said. "I want it to remind you every day what you forced me to do."

"Ok," he said, feeling horrible.

"Well?"

"Well, what?" he asked, confused.

"Put on your fucking watch!" she screamed to him in rage.

He scurried out of the room, into the bedroom, and put the watch on his wrist. He hated the watch. It turned his stomach just looking at it. He returned to the living room a few minutes later, wearing the watch.

"Good," she said.

"From now on, I'm giving you an allowance, and I want receipts for everything you buy, fuel, lunch, coffee. At least until I feel I can trust you to spend money wisely," she said.

"Ok," he replied submissively with lowered eyes.

Overtime

Over the next few weeks, he sensed a shift in their relationship; she worked more hours at the coffee shop, often late, even on weekends. Their swinging lifestyle dropped off significantly; her friends came over less frequently, they attended fewer parties, and what was most distressing to him, she wasn't interested in sex as much when she came home late from work. It was uncharacteristic of her.

He was somewhat resentful of having to submit receipts to her on a weekly basis and to justify every purchase. She even scrutinized the coffee he purchased one morning on his way to work. Why can't you make coffee at home before going to work? She would lecture to him. It was one of the last vises he had left, and she was taking it away.

One day, after a particularly stressful day at work, he decided to surprise his Wife at work; after all, she couldn't complain about him spending money on coffee when she often gave him a cup for free on the few occasions he dropped by her shop to see her.

When he arrived at the shop where she worked, he didn't see her; she was probably in the back, either restocking or taking out the trash. When it was his turn in line, the girl behind the counter recognized him. Sarah was her name, he recalled.

"How's your Wife?" Sarah asked.

The question surprised him. "Ok, I guess," he said, confused.

"The place isn't the same without her around. Our customers miss her too; she was always a hit with the guys who came into the shop. I think half the men who purchased coffee came in to see her. She is somewhat of a legend around her; business is noticeably off since she left. Our manager has been struggling to find someone to replace her, and no one wants to work anymore," Sarah said.

"I guess not," he replied in a daze, if she wasn't working at the coffee shop all those evenings and Saturdays. Where was she? He already knew the answer; he felt his stomach tighten, and suddenly he wasn't in the mood for coffee anymore. He left the shop without making a purchase. Sarah gave him a puzzled look as he left the shop.

The following day, he left for work before she left for the coffee shop as he usually did. Instead of driving to work, he called out sick and parked his BMW down the street, and watched his house. For several hours, nothing happened, and he was growing increasingly bored; he wasn't suited for undercover surveillance. Then about 11 am, his phone dinged. It was a text from his wife.

"My first client will be here soon. Why don't you come back to the house, and I'll let you watch?" the text read.

Confused, he started to type "What do you mean, I'm at work", but before he could complete the sentence and click send, another text dinged on his phone.

"I can see you from our living room window. You've been sitting in the car in the summer heat, bet you didn't remember to bring a drink with you. Bet you're thirsty," the text read.

He did, in fact, neglect to bring a drink and was very thirsty.

"Leave your car where it is and come here now!" the following text read.

He got out of his car, locked it, and walked the two blocks back to his house. He was both fearful and aroused at the same time at what he would discover. She opened the door before he could put his key in, and she was wearing a skimpy black-and-white maid outfit. She pulled him in before he could say anything.

"What a surprise," she said with a smile.

"Are you whoring again," he said. He asked, despite knowing what the answer would be.

"Only doing what I do best," she said with a smile.

"Why?" he asked.

"I have you to thank, I forgot how much money I can make just lying on my back while horny guys thrusted themselves inside me," she said. "I've been clearing six grand a week, that's almost twenty-five thousand a month."

"You don't have to do this," he said. But she grabbed his groan just then.

"No?" She asked, "Then why is you dick rock hard? You love this, don't you, you pervert," she said, grinning at him.

He had to admit he was, in fact, turned on; he couldn't help himself. She had a profound impact on him.

"Well, I think this is a good thing, the 'cats out of the bag' as they say," she said. "Now I don't have to waste money on motels for evenings and weekend appointments. All my clients can come here. Fuck me in our bed."

He was speechless.

"Tell you what, if you a good boy and behave yourself, I'll let you be my last fuck of the day, to reclaim my pussy, just like we did when we swing, only this time I will get compensated for my efforts," she said with a smile.

"This feels like cheating," he said without much conviction.

"Tell you what, I'll triple your allowance and not audit your every expense, provided you don't exceed your daily allotment," she said with a smile.

His face brightened at the thought. "Ok," he said.

She gave him a big smile; she had him so completely under her control, even this tiny concession appeased him. She was sure she could completely cuckold him if she wanted to, without much effort, keep him in a lock cock cage and forced him to watch as one man after another fucked her. She, however, didn't have a cruel streak; she genuinely loved her husband, and eventually things would return to the way they were before, after she had ensured she didn't need to be reliant on him for her future financial security.



Going Pro

After the Rolex fiasco, she quit her job at the coffee shop the next day. Not only did she set up an online profile advertising her sexual services, but she also became an online webcam girl. She masturbated in front of a camera for the pleasure of men watching her. While you wouldn't think that morning would be the ideal time to offer such services, the nice thing about the internet, it's a global platform. There were guys in South African or Germany willing to pay to watch her masturbating. This provided her another source of income, a modest one, but it kept her busy until the lunch and early afternoon appointments she scheduled.

While she entertained dates for regular clients at the convenience of the home she shared with her husband during the day, new or evening clients were serviced at a local motel, to ensure that her Husband didn't unexpectedly walk in while she was earning, she planted a tracking device in his car. She always knew exact where he was.

She didn't enjoy sex as much as she did when she was swinging. And it wasn't just the fact that she required all her dates to wear condoms, which she always hated. Getting paid for sex was a job; for the first time in her life, it wasn't all about her pleasure, but the clients. She still tended to dominate in the bedroom, but it was to maximize her client's pleasure, not hers. She even allowed multiple shots on goal, as they would say, since sessions were generally one hour long, she was usually able to get a guy to shoot his load in fifteen or twenty minutes.

Most girls would clean them up and show them the door. Not her, she sucked their dicks after, teased there balls, more often than not she was able to get a guy hard again and ready for another round of fucking in less than thirty minutes, giving him the opportunity to cum inside her again before his time was up. This made her a very popular provider, and she was able to charge a premium price for premium service. She had more bookings than she could accommodate.

As for the sex, it wasn't that she didn't enjoy the feeling of a man's dick inside her, sex still felt good, well as good as it could be with condoms, it just that she never came when having sex with paying clients. She would occasionally allow some of her regular, trustworthy clients to go bareback, but this wasn't the norm. She would almost orgasm in these rare encounters, but still, it wasn't the same. Getting paid for sex was hard work, which offered her little joy.

After her husband left for work every morning, she would wait thirty minutes or so to verify he was at work. One morning, she was surprised to see his car was only a few blocks away. Spying on him from the living room window, she could see his car in the distance. She considered her options; she had an appointment at noon, and her client wanted the maid's routine fantasy.

How did he find out? She thought about it for a minute, then called her friend at the coffee shop. After some catching-up chit-chat, she asked if her Husband had recently visited. He had, in fact, visited the day before, and left before buying any coffee. She had her answer. Now, how to handle it.

She was sure she would not have trouble manipulating him any way she wanted. He was a typical man, motivated by sex, so long as he was promised a piece of the action, he would do anything she wanted. She was sure she could turn him into a cockold if she wanted, but deep down she still loved her husband and love his dick. Control him, yes, but not castrate him.

Over the next few weeks, they fell into a routine; she would get up, make a quick breakfast, and immediately get on her webcam and entertain for the morning. Sometimes she would ask him to fuck her when she was online in front of her webcam before he left work. She took clients from noon until around 4 pm. After her last client left, she would have dinner ready for him when he arrived home just after five. He would have a nice dinner together, talk about their day, he would talk about work, she would speak of what men asked her to do on her webcam, and what kinky things her clients asked her to do during the day.

New beginnings

A few weeks later, on Friday morning, as he was about to leave for work, his Wife was waiting for him. She handed him a small suitcase and held another one.

"We have to go if we are going to make our flight," she said.

"Flight? I can't go anywhere, I have work today," he said

"I already called your work, you're sick today," she replied.

"Where are we going?" he asked

"It's a surprised," she said.

It wasn't until they were in line for security that he had any idea what their destination was as she handed the TSA officer their tickets; they were going to New York City. They arrived at John F. Kennedy International Airport in New York City. He had family back east, but he didn't even want to bother calling; how could he explain to them that he couldn't get off work for months to see them, then visit at the last minute, show up unexpectedly? It was simpler if they didn't know about this trip at all.

After they checked into their hotel that evening, she took him to a club she heard about and wanted to see if it was bullshit or not. They had some trouble getting in since they didn't know any members and didn't have the proper referrals, but after his wife took off her top, showing off her tits and offered to give Todd the doorman a blowjob he allowed them to enter.

After Todd explained the rules to them, His Wife eagerly proceeded to the locker room door, where she was to disrobe, and he was given a mask to wear. She tugged on the door, but it didn't open. She looked back at Todd, her expression questioning.

"I'll be collecting on that blowjob before you leave," Todd told her. He then pressed a button. The door buzzed, and she pulled it open and stepped inside.

After which, he proceeded through the door that the male customers used. Once inside, a naked young redhead behind the counter explained the rules to him after listening to the instructions. He wandered around for a few minutes until he ran into his wife; she already had a collar with a number on it.

"That was quick," he said to her.

"I'm here to fuck, not browse," she said with a smile. "You can keep the mask on if you want, but I want you out of those clothes. And have some fun, feel free to spend a little money. The next time I see you I want pussy juices from two woman on your dick, understand," she said with a smile.

He wasn't one to argue; he found the men's locker room and got naked, and he even removed his mask. No one would know him in the city anyway. Shortly after, he walked around in amazement; it was a Friday, and the place was packed, wall-to-wall naked women, most of them wearing collars. Some of the men were nude like him, but most preferred to wear something; those with masks and those without were a mixed bag as well.

He had a raging hard-on watching horny men fuck women in public; it was the most erotic thing he ever saw. There were so many women to pick from that he couldn't decide. Usually, his Wife selected someone for him, it no thought involved on his part.

Across the room, he thought he recognized a face, but it was probably just a coincidence. Still, his curiosity got the better of him, and he walked over to her to get a better look. Her back was to him as he approached. When he was within a few feet of her, she turned around. One look left no doubt in his mind who it was. Without thinking, he said it.

"Mom?" Anthony said, shocked.

"Anthony?" she said, just as surprised. She is looking at her son, with a hard-on, standing at attention right in front of her.

"Mom. You're a slut?" he said loudly without thinking. Both her breasts were pierced, as well as her navel and pussy, just like his Wife Emily was. There was a black spade symbol just above her smoothly shaven pussy with the letter 'C' in the middle. He could see she also had a spade symbol with a 'Q' on her right breast.

She thankfully ignored his question, "What are you doing here?" she asked, her face turning beet red.

"I'm here with my Wife, Emily," he said. Right on cue, he could hear her having a very vocal orgasm. He looked over at a buck-naked guy was fucking her from behind; she was on her hands and knees and looked to be having a good time. He had seen her get fucked so many times before by so many different men that it didn't even phase him anymore. He didn't think twice about pointing her out.

"That's her there," he said, pointing her out as casually as giving directions and pointing that way to a stranger.

His Mom looked over at the woman he was pointing to. She should have been shocked, but so much had happened over the last six months or so that it didn't even raise her eyebrow.

Marty set this up, she thought; he was testing her to see if she would follow through with her promise to seduce her son.

Before they could say anything else, a man walked over to his Mom and showed her a computer tablet he was holding. "See, all paid up. Now get on your knees slut, and start with a blowjob."

His Mom only hesitated for a second; she obediently got on her knees, took the stranger's dick into her mouth, and began the bob her head back and forth. There were tears in her eyes as she knew her son was watching her give a stranger a blowjob right in front of him.

Anthony stood there transfixed for a few minutes, watching his naked Mom give a blowjob to a stranger. He could now see her tramp stamp that she was on her knees sucking away. He never imagined he would see his Mother this way. He noticed he still had his hard-on, embarrassed that someone might see him seemly turned on watching his mother; he wandered away through the crowd. He could not believe what he had just seen.

He was still trying to get his head around what he had just witnessed when he ran right into his Sister literally. He walked right into her, "Hey, watch where you're going!" she said.

"Gina?" he said without thinking again.

"Anthony?" Gina said. Before he could react, she threw her arms around him, their naked bodies touching. This turned him on more despite himself.

She pulled back and looked him in the face. "Marty didn't say anything about this. What a surprise; I love surprises!" Gina said. Looking down, she could see how big his cock was; he attempted to cover himself from his sister in embarrassment.

"Don't be embarrassed; your cock looks great! Bigger than Daddy's even!" Gina said.

Did she say what he thought she said? She must be referring to her husband, Marty, he thought. He was a few years older than her, and he knew some couples were into calling older partners Daddy.

"Here, let me take care of that for you," Gina said.

She got on her knees in front of him. Is she going to do what I think she is? He thought.

"Wait.." was all he could say.

"Don't worry about it, we're family, this one is on the house," was the last thing she said before she took his cock into her mouth and began to give him a vicious blowjob.

Oh god, what is happening was the last thing he thought before lust overtook him,

"Oh god, yes!" he groaned.

After a few minutes, his sister stopped sucking his dick.

"This is hard as it's going to get," she said.

"Put it in me," she ordered, as he bent over a padded bench, it was the ideal height for fucking he sister from behind.

He didn't need to be asked twice; he lined up his member to her hole and pushed it in. It slid in with surprising resistance. It should have slid in easily given how wet she was, but her pussy was unnaturally tight. After a few thrusts, if he didn't know better, he would swear he was taking her virginity. She had the tightest pussy he ever had the pleasure of enjoying and it felt amazing. At first, he eagerly pumped away, hard and fast, but realized he wasn't going to last long if he kept this up.

How many brothers get the opportunity to fuck their sister? He thought. Not many. How many get to fuck her more than once? Far fewer. He didn't know what stars aligned to give him this pleasure, but he was sure it would never happen again. He was going to make this last as long as possible, relishing every moment. She would not soon forget her time with her brother. He employed every trick and technique he had learned from his Wife Emily to prolong the experience. He made his sister come not once, or twice, but three powerful orgasms as he fucked her in various positions for over an hour. When he was about to pop, he wanted one final conquest to complete their time together. He forced her into a bent-over position to fuck her from behind again, applied a generous amount of lube from a nearby container, and forced his dick into her ass.

She screamed out in surprise and pain, but he didn't stop; it took him a few thrusts to push deeper and deeper inside her ass, but it wasn't long before he was all the way in enjoying her fine ass. As he pounded away, she moaned in pleasure. In less than a minute he could not deny himself any longer, he shot his load deep into her ass. Moaning with pleasure, collapsing on top of her, exhausted.

They both lay there for a minute, covered in sweat, breathing heavily, his dick was still inside his sister's ass.

Once wasn't going to be enough; he had to have her again. He didn't think of himself as a religious man, but he was sure he found heaven, well pussy heaven anyway.

She was the first to speak.

"That was amazing. I never knew you were so good in the sack. You fuck better than my Black boyfriend." Gina said with awe.

Black boyfriend? What the fuck was going on? The last time he saw his sister and mother, everything seemed normal. How could he miss the signs that his sister and mother were prostitutes in a brothel? What were the signs? He felt so naive. He wondered if there was a book that could have helped him spot the warning signs. 'How to know you Mother and Sister are sluts in brothel for Dummies.'

Did Dad know? How would he go about broaching the subject?

'Dad, by the way, I found out that Mom and Gina were working girls in a brothel'

No, he would keep his mouth shut, not a conversation he ever wanted to have with his father.

She stood up, his dick slipped out of her. She took his hand, "Come on, I have to thank my Master, this is the best surprise ever."

Holding on to his hand, she pulled him along through the crowd of debauchery all around them. He was in awe, not for just having fucked his sister and she loved it, but things in the club seemed to get wilder as the evening progressed. They walked past dozens of naked oiled and sweaty bodies fucking, in another area a man was paddling a woman who was screaming in pain and pleasure, nearby was a woman on her knees and three men where pissing into her open mouth, the piss washed down her naked body.

Finally, they came to a nondescript door on the far end of the open space. She pressed a button on the wall and looked up at a camera on the wall. After a moment, he heard a buzzing sound, and she pulled the door open.

She pulled him through and up a set of stairs. The stairs continued up, but she exited the stairwell, opened the door on the second level, and led him across the hall to another door. A keypad was next to the door, she punched in some numbers, and pulled the door open.

Beyond was a large office, looking around it had several padded chairs and a couch, a king-size bed along one wall. A large flat screen monitor was on the opposite wall, next to a window looking out to orgy ongoing below. In the center was a large office desk, which was made out of glass or plastic; he couldn't tell what. What he could tell was that he could see right through it, behind it was seated a naked man on a chair, she could see a naked woman was giving the man a blowjob on the other side of the desk, as he looked at a computer monitor on the desk. I only took a moment, but he recognized the man; it was Marty, Gina's Husband.

The Surprise Visit

Marty was again too busy to enjoy the festivities tonight. Running a successful illegal enterprise was more work than he realized. Pam, of course, was a big help, but she was busy managing the front-of-house operations that customers interacted with. Marty needed to hire more help him manage the back-of-the-house operations, as it was becoming too much for him to manage alone. It wasn't exactly the position he could list on a job website; hiring trustworthy help for an illegal operation was somewhat more complicated than a legitimate business hiring process. Tai recommended Jada, and he was considering her. She gave great head, but he wasn't sure she had the business sense to help him with his operations.

While he didn't have enough time tonight to join in on the fun downstairs, he wouldn't go without. Susan was giving him a night slow blowjob at the moment, as he was finishing up some last minute work. He would have her give him a nice slow cowgirl fuck after, than depending on how he was feeling he might get back to work or call it a night, he didn't decided yet.

Someone entered his office; he barely glanced up to see who it was, as only a few people had access codes to enter his office. He noticed it was Gina in the nude, with a man naked he didn't know. Or did he, he did a double-take, he knew this man. It was Anthony, Gina's younger brother.

Before he could say anything, Gina spoke up.

"Thank you, Master Marty, for surprising me with this wonderful gift. When did you have time to corrupt my innocent brother?" she said with a smile.

Marty had no idea what she was talking about.

"Anthony?" Marty said, "This is a surprise. In town for business and looking for a little fun without the misses?" He said with a smile.

He was so busy with his new brothel that he put the corruption of Anthony and his Wife Emily on the back burner. He must be in town for business and was looking for a bit of fun on the side. Marty's gears were already turning in his head on how he could use this.

"We just finished having sex, he was a great fuck," Gina said.

This was too good to be true; everything happening in the club below was recorded. Anthony, having sex with his sister, would make for excellent blackmail material. He should have no trouble getting him to do anything Marty wanted to conceal this fact.

"I'm not here alone, I'm with my Wife Emily," Anthony said.

"You mean back at your hotel?" Marty asked, confused. His mind was racing; he left his Wife at the hotel? He was more daring than Marty realized. Anthony was willing to risk his marriage by going to a brothel with his Wife on a trip? He probably told her he had a business meeting; if she was that naive, this was going to be easier than he thought.

"No, downstairs, she's having sex with other men right now," Anthony said.

This was unexpected. Marty had no idea that Anthony was the kind of man who could dominate his wife into doing whatever he wanted; he greatly misjudged him.

"You corrupted you wife into becoming a whore?" Marty said with surprise.

Anthony laughed, and laughed a lot; it was almost a minute before he could compose himself.

"She corrupted me!" he said at last.

"What?" Marty said, now completely confused.

"Emily was a swinger before we met, on our third date she took me to a swingers club and fucked three other men right in front of me. She is the wildest, erotic, sexy woman I've ever known. My sex life has never been better; I would do anything for her, even go to a brothel and watch as she sells her body to other men as I watch," Anthony said.

Marty had to meet Emily; he had to see this for himself. He was almost disappointed, he wanted to turn Anthony's sweet innocent wife into a cock loving slut, and it looked like someone beat him to it. He accessed the provider list in the computer system and quickly located her profile. She was lovely, he liked her piercings, but no tattoos? He would like to address that. She had two more appointments lined up, Marty put himself in as her third appointment, and blocked off the rest of her night. As an administrator, he could have easily canceled her other appointments and had her brought to him immediately, but that would risk bad word of mouth from the bumped members. The club had policies, and Marty could wait a bit longer before enjoying Emily. And there was one more loose end to tie up.



Next, he checked the location of Joanne, Anthony's mother. She had no appointments at the time, so he blocked the rest of the night off for her. Next, he called down at the front desk and asked one of the staff to have her escorted to his office. About ten minutes later, his doorbell rang. Marty buzzed it open, and Joanne was shown in.

Anthony and Gina were on the couch, making out, when Joanne walked in.

"Welcome, Joanne," Marty said with a smile, "I have a surprise for you, your son is here."

Joanne didn't look happy; her eyes were downcast.

"I believe you agreed to seduce your son," Marty said with a smile.

"Yes, Master" was all she said as she approached her son.

Anthony stood up, "Wait, I'm not having sex with my mother."

"You just had sex with your sister, how is this any different?" Marty said with a smile.

Anthony was at a loss for words. "It's just wrong," was all he could manage as his dick started to get hard at the thought.

"You dick says otherwise," Marty said, "but I'll give you a choice. You can either have sex with your mother, or you could watch her get punished for failing to seduce you."

"Punished?" Anthony asked.

Marty was ready for this question; he turned on a flat-screen monitor. A woman was chained up with her arms above her in what looked like a dungeon. Marty could be seen in the background, and a man was whipping the woman with a whip. She screamed out in fear and pain at every lash.

Joanne looked up at her son and pleaded, "Please," she begged.

Anthony couldn't bear the thought of watching his Mother get whipped, what kind of twisted sicko was Marty anyway. He would have to agree, but an idea hit him.

"Ok, I'll do it on one condition," Anthony said. "I want to have sex with my Sister, Gina, again."

Marty laughed. "Absolutely, you can use and abuse her any time you desire," Marty said. It was a line he would later regret. "But I want the same privileges, I want to enjoy your Wife, Emily, the same way."

"Done," he said with a smile.

"Wonderful," Marty said, "you can start sitting on the bed, with you mom sucking your cock."

He reluctantly walked to the king-sized bed, and his mother followed him. He sat on the bed, and his mother knelt in front of him.

"Wait, not yet," Marty said. "Gina and Susan, please grab some handheld video cameras from the cabinet. I want multiple angles. I don't want to miss a shot."

"Wait, you're recording this?" Anthony said in surprise.

"I record everything," Marty said. Starting another video on the monitor it was a video of him recorded from afar of him fucking his Sister, Gina. "Unfortunately, his recording has no sound, but I'll fix that in the next take."

Anthony was speechless, It wasn't until his mom took him dick into her mouth and began to suck it that he was thrust be into the moment.

After a few minutes of his mother sucking his cock, he order her to stand up and bend over. He didn't see her as his loving mother, but more of an obstacle in the way of enjoying sex with his sister again. As he forced himself into her wet pussy, he was more than a little surprised how tight she was. After two bearing children, he late forty-year-old pussy, didn't feel too bad, it wasn't Gina tight, but pleasurable. It was then he noticed she had a butt plug in her ass. Ah, that's why. He recalled when ever he had sex with Emily, a butt plug tightened her pussy up nicely.

It didn't take him long, after less ten minutes he flooded his mother's pussy with his cum. He didn't even bother to try to pull out; he just pumped away until he emptied his balls.

"Only ten minutes?" Marty said, disappointed. "You lasted over forty minutes with your sister!"

"Satisfied?" Anthony asked him.

"Hardly," he said, "Barely even enough material for porn scene."

"You making a porn movie?" Anthony asked.

"Nothing definite yet," Marty said with a smile. "But I expect you to repeat your performance with your mom in the future. Put in a little more effort to last longer next time."

