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  Chapter 1


   


  I knelt under the poker table, my breath coming in huge, panicked gulps. Above me, I could hear Kyle shuffling the deck, ready to deal the next hand. The hand that would decide whether my wife stayed in the mansion with me...or was given to Hans as a slave.


  Sherri was standing right there, watching the game, and she didn’t even know her fate was being decided. If Kyle lost, what then? Hans had said he’d take her away with him that night. They’d likely just lie to her and tell her it was a vacation or a business trip. She was now at the point where she’d do whatever Kyle told her, and believe any story he gave.


  She wouldn’t know until it was too late. Until the overweight Hans pushed her down into some deep, dark cellar—


  My wrists and ankles were still bound with belts, and the two of them tied together, but I could still shuffle along the ground on my knees. I rammed myself hard against Russ’s chair and my panic gave me the strength to push it back a little. I figured that if I could get into Sherri’s view, I might be able to alert her that something was amiss.


  But Alexa had seen my plan and was already walking towards me, urging Russ to move out of the way. I shouted again through the gag.


  “What’s wrong with Tammy?” asked my wife, frowning.


  “She’s just in need of some female company,” said Alexa. She reached down and smoothed my hair. “Something soft and gentle after that big strong man shoved his cock down her throat.”


  The South African laughed and preened.


  “Don’t worry,” said Alexa. “I’ll take care of you.” And dragged me to a chair beside Kyle. Every inch I slid across the smooth floor made my body spasm in helpless pleasure around the huge butt plug inside me and I heard Russ laugh at my plight.


  Alexa pushed me feet-first under the chair so that my bound wrists and ankles were under the seat, my breasts thrusting out in front of me. Then she pushed my head down until it rested on the seat. I was bent uncomfortably backwards like a bow, my face pointing at the ceiling.


  Holding me there with one hand on my forehead, Alexa shimmied the fabric of her deep red gown up her hips, gathering it at the waist and revealing a black, gauzy thong. The room grew very quiet as she slid the wisp of fabric down her legs and off. Then she straddled the chair, backwards, so that she faced me, the lips of her smoothly-shaven sex descending towards me.


  She wasn’t going to—


  God, she was! Her pussy settled right on my face, mashing against my lips and the smooth rubber of the ring gag. “Lick me,” she said.


  I just knelt there, dumbfounded and enraged. I wasn’t going to go down on her—not this evil bitch who was trying to have my wife sent off to Germany! And yet…


  And yet the sight of her wet warmth pressing against me, the scent of her juices…it had my cock harder than ever.


  “Lick me,” she said. “You know you want to.”


  Alexa leaned forward and her clit pushed up against my nose. Her smoothly tanned stomach was inches from my eyes. Rolling my eyes right back in my head, I could just see her face grinning down at me. “Lick me,” she said.


  I breathed in, and that sucked the smooth, wet lips of her pussy tighter to my mouth. All I could smell was the electrifying, feminine scent of her. I tried to resist the temptation, to show her that I wasn’t broken…but it was too much.


  I put my tongue out and licked, thrusting up into Alexa’s folds. She gave a delighted gasp and bucked a little on my face. I licked again and then again, turning my tongue into a probe and fucking her with it, her pussy satin-smooth. My cock was rock hard behind the padding in my panties. Alexa groaned and began to rock on my face.


  “Yessss,” breathed Alexa. “Good, Tammy. So good. Keep going.”


  Right in front of me—but blocked from my view—I heard the hand begin. Cards were dealt.


  “Come sit on my lap,” I heard Kyle say. “For good luck.”


  I heard Sherri giggle at that. She’d been relegated to second place all evening, standing or sitting on Russ’s lap. Now, in her mind, she was finally back to her rightful place with her “boyfriend.” She had no idea he was gambling with her freedom.


  “You’re very beautiful,” I heard Hans say.


  I imagined Sherri blushing. “Thank you,” I heard her say. She was probably thinking that the balding, overweight German was a little beneath her—and I was sure that he could detect it in her tone. He’d probably been overlooked by beautiful women like her his whole life…and now, as one of the mega-rich, he’d take his revenge. I imagined Sherri bound and gagged in some secret room in Hamburg or Stuttgart—


  But my cries of warning were muffled beneath Alexa’s wet folds, and the feeling of them against my lips was too much for me to resist. I knew I should hate her. I knew I should be battling to get free, but instead I began to lick for all I was worth, stretching my tongue out through the ring gag until it strained, teasing her folds and then plunging it deep into her, again and again. She started to pant and grind atop me, rocking back and forth.


  Kyle had gone unusually quiet. I wished I could see his face. Hans, meanwhile, sounded quietly confident as he bantered with the other men. Shit!


  “Ah!” Alexa gasped. “God! Tammy, that’s—Ah!” She was bouncing up and down on my face, now, almost fucking my tongue. At the bottom of every bounce she ground against me, her juices smearing my lips and chin. My world was reduced to the sweet musk of female juices, the smoothly slick feel of her pussy walls and the straining at the root of my tongue as I licked and plunged.


  “Call,” I heard Hans say with smug satisfaction.


  “I’m coming!” Alexa cried out, and ground down hard onto my face. My head was pressed against the chair as she lifted some of the weight off her feet, bearing down on me in her ecstasy. Her juices dripped down through the ring gag and into my helpless mouth, and I had no choice but to swallow them.


  “Full house,” said Hans, and I heard him slap his cards on the table.


  I went cold inside. That was it. Sherri was going to be taken off to Germany.


  Alexa climbed off me on shaking legs. I gave a howl of loss through the gag. I’d lost my wife.


  “Four of a kind,” said Kyle.


  I jerked my head up to see. Yes, he had four fours and an ace. He’d won!


  Hans looked displeased, but took it stoically. The amount of cash and chips he pushed across the table to Kyle was eye-watering, but it was probably nothing to him. “Another time,” he said levelly.


  Sherri, still with no idea of how close she’d come, grinned. “Oh, I’m sure you’ll win next time.” She nudged Kyle. “Right?”


  Hans grinned cruelly at her. “Indeed.”


  I was left there alone, still on my knees, as the whole group moved outside to see off Hans, the Italian and the South African. I’d been so scared that it took me a while just to process, to reassure myself that it was going to be okay. Jesus, I almost lost her! If he hadn’t won that hand….


  And as the fear slowly ebbed away, it was replaced with anger. Sherri thought she’d found a new life with a boyfriend. She was even letting him try to get her pregnant. She didn’t realize he thought of her as a possession. She didn’t know that the reason he’d first seduced her was to get revenge on me. While I’d been in jail, I’d become jealous of their relationship, which had started to seem a lot like love. It was clear to me now that it only went in one direction. Sherri was smitten…but Kyle was happy to bargain away her freedom if it meant getting himself out of a hole. This time, he’d won. But what about next time?


  Kyle and Russ were the first to return. “How much did you win back?” Russ asked quietly.


  “About half of what we need,” said Kyle. “Do you have any other cash you can throw in?”


  “Jesus, Kyle, I already gave up my cut for the last three months! You owe me!”


  “I’m letting you tap Sherri, aren’t I?”


  My eyes went wide. Kyle wasn’t just letting Russ share my wife…he was offering her up as a sweetener for lending him money! That was why he’d agreed to it—he was basically pimping her out!


  The two men walked out, heading for Kyle’s office. A moment later, Alexa and Sherri walked in, arm in arm and giggling. It turned my stomach—Sherri thought she’d found a new best friend. She didn’t know how Alexa had schemed against her.


  “I should head to bed,” said Sherri.


  “Don’t be too quick,” said Alexa. “Something happened tonight, while you were fetching drinks. You need to know about it.”


  I looked up, stunned. Was Alexa going to warn Sherri that Russ intended to bed her? Why would she do that? She’d done nothing but back stab my wife at every turn.


  Alexa lowered her voice. “Russ…” she began. “Russ kind of admitted that…he’s a little bit in love with you.”


  My eyes nearly popped out of my head. What?! No he hadn’t! He’d said I have got to tap that. And he’d told me in great detail about how he wanted to take Sherri’s ass—hard.


  “Russ?” asked Sherri. “I—I mean, I’ve noticed him looking at me at the office, and his hands were all over my”—she blushed—“well, all over me when I was on his lap. But I thought that was just…you know. Sex.”


  Alexa shook her head. “Ohhh no. He has quite the crush on you. Totally smitten. He was going on and on about how beautiful you were while you were gone.”


  Sherri’s eyes grew big. “He said that?”


  “So much that the other guys had to tell him to shut up.”


  Sherri had a silly grin on her face and I was beginning to get a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. Sherri was in love with Kyle, but I could see that Kyle was starving her of affection. The truth was, he wanted sex and nothing else, whatever he was telling her and, on some subconscious level, Sherri was picking up on this. So the idea that a man actually loved her was exactly what she needed to hear.


  “That’s cute,” said Sherri, shuffling her feet. “But…you know. Kind of awkward. I mean, I’m with Kyle.”


  Alexa shook her head. “Kyle’s into the whole polyamorous thing. He’d be fine with you two spending some time together.” She leaned closer. “Look, big strong men like Kyle and Russ…they’re not too good at showing their emotions. That’s why I’m telling you this instead of Russ. But that doesn’t mean those emotions aren’t there. They both love you, Sherri.”


  My wife was speechless. She actually put a hand to her mouth. “I—I didn’t—I mean…” She squared her shoulders and tried to act casual, “I mean, obviously I knew Kyle loved me, but….”


  I saw Alexa’s face tighten behind her smile. “Mmm-hmm,” she said, nodding.


  “But Russ as well…that’s…lovely,” said Sherri dreamily.


  I’d been stunned into silence by the whole conversation, but now I let out a moan of horror. Sherri looked across at me and, for a moment, guilt flooded her face. She’d forgotten I was there...or, more likely, forgotten that she was married to the slutty, lewdly-dressed maid.


  But as Sherri stared at me, her guilty expression changed to one of indecision. I could guess what she was thinking. I wasn’t giving her the sex she wanted and Kyle and Alexa were careful to keep me away from her, so I couldn’t give her the love and affection I longed to, either. She was essentially alone in a strange country, struggling to come to terms with a husband who--she believed--was a lying criminal and a cuckold. Of course she needed the security of a loving relationship. Of course she’d reach out to Kyle...or to Russ.


  Sherri slowly turned away from me.


  I groaned and yanked at my bound wrists in frustration. Russ wasn’t in love with her! Alexa was making her all mushy and starry-eyed and then Russ would take advantage of that and—my mind refused to accept the mental image of him in her most delicate, private place. I remembered Russ’s words, when he’d had me on his lap: And the best part is, she’ll love it. He wasn’t going to force her—he was going to talk her into it, with Alexa’s help!


  “Kyle would be fine with you two spending some time together,” said Alexa. “I know it’ll take some getting used to, but you need to think of us all in one big happy relationship. You’ll give Kyle the baby he wants and I’ll be there for him too. And Russ is there for extra affection for both of us.”


  Something about the way she said it made me look more closely at her face. Was there a hint of pain or regret there? Had Russ….


  I saw Sherri swallow. “You and Russ have--”


  Alexa quickly nodded. “Yes. A few times.” She gave Sherri a wide smile, but I could see it in her eyes--inside, she was remembering something awful. I thought of Alexa’s tight, tanned ass. No way Russ could have resisted that. At some time in the past, Russ must have seduced her--or Kyle had ordered her to sleep with him--and he’d done to her exactly what he was now threatening to do to Sherri. He’d shoved that thick cock right up her--


  I let out another moan of anguish and I saw Sherri’s shoulders tense in response. The weird thing is, I wasn’t angry at her. I was jealous, sure. But my anger was focused on Alexa, Kyle and Russ. Sherri was being manipulated and I couldn’t blame her for finding solace in Russ’s arms. I just wanted to save her from what he’d do to her. Maybe if I could make enough noise, Sherri’s guilt would win out. I moaned again.


  “Shut up, Tammy. You’re forgetting your place,” said Alexa. “Wait here for a second,” she told Sherri. And she disappeared upstairs.


  That left me alone with Sherri. I frantically tried to communicate with her, shaking my head and pleading with my eyes.


  “Oh, Tammy,” Sherri said tiredly. “Don’t worry. I suppose I can let you watch, if it’s okay with Russ.”


  Watch?! I didn’t want to watch! I mean, I did want to watch if it happened, but I didn’t want it to happen! I groaned again and she suddenly spun to face me. Damnit! From her expression, her guilt had bubbled over into defensive anger. I’d pushed too far.


  “Tammy, stop complaining, you little...slut! You can’t pretend you don’t like what’s happening. I know how much you get off on being a woman. God, look at you, with that cock up your ass. What do you care if I get some affection from Russ? It’s not like you can give me that any more!”


  I tried to protest, to tell her that I loved her, but the gag garbled everything I said.


  “This whole thing is like a dream come true for you, isn’t it?” she continued. “God, you weren’t even in prison for more than a few days before you started dressing like a woman. Is that why you did it? Did you hope to get caught? Did you want the excuse?”


  My eyes widened. How could she possibly think I’d want any of this? But I knew why--she’d seen the evidence. She’d seen how I’d gotten helplessly hard whenever I saw her with another man and she thought that meant I liked everything they were doing to me. Even being a woman.


  Deep down inside me, the doubts that had been building over the last few days all surged up together. I couldn’t deny how hard I got, feeling men looking at me when I was Tammy. Or how I’d come, when the plug had suddenly expanded in my ass. Or how being roughly used by the South African had felt...right. As if it was what a slut like me deserved.


  What if I did like this stuff?


  Alexa returned. “Here,” she said. “I’ve got just the thing.”


  In her hands was a very realistic black dildo. It was incredibly detailed, every vein and ridge visible. And it wasn’t just one color--it had been made with an angry gray head that almost seemed to throb and a dark brown shaft that was straining and thick. The cock was long--eight inches, perhaps--and thick.


  For a moment, I didn’t know what she intended to do with it. I already had the plug stuffing my ass, so--


  “Open wide, Tammy,” said Alexa, grinning. “Oh, wait--that’s right. You can’t do anything else, can you?”


  I couldn’t. The ring gag held my jaws wide, my red-painted, glossed lips providing a soft entrance to my helpless, dark throat.


  Alexa and Sherri both laughed. Alexa stepped closer and ran the tip of the cock across my cheek and then rubbed the glans teasingly against my lips. “Oh, Tammy...think of how good it’ll feel in your mouth. And going down your throat.” Her voice twisted cruelly. “Why, I bet it’ll just about fill your throat up.”


  I glared at her, but I was panting inside. Would it really?


  Alexa was gently slapping my cheeks with the huge thing, now, first one and then the other. Not enough to hurt, but enough to be intensely humiliating. God, it was made as the same stuff as my fake breasts--the texture of the skin felt incredibly realistic, and it had even picked up the body heat from her hands. I felt the thick, heavy shaft thud against my soft skin, just inches from the red-painted opening. I was utterly helpless, a shy, vulnerable and very pale white woman about to have a big, black cock shoved down her throat. Even as the thought of it sliding into me filled me with fear, it started a slow, pulsing fire in my groin. I’d looked at interracial porn, sometimes, on the internet, and it had been a massive turn on. But I’d never thought of the white woman being me.


  “Better get used to it, Tammy,” said Alexa. She leaned close and whispered in my ear. “Sooner or later, Kyle’s going to amuse himself by turning you out to some black studs, and it won’t be just your throat they’re using.”


  Now Alexa brought the dildo back to my lips. “Pucker up, Tammy,” she said in a sing-song voice.


  I could have moved back. My wrists and ankles were tied, but I was still free to shuffle away. But something held me in place. A desperate need to be used…to be taken.


  Alexa pushed the head of the dildo between my soft, pouting lips, still swollen from the gel the women had rubbed into them. Then it was sliding past the rubber-coated ring of the gag. I could feel the texture of the head on the roof of my mouth, the thickness of it pushing my tongue down.


  Alexa let me stay like that for a second, with just the head in my mouth. Sherri stepped up beside her, looking down at me with pity in her eyes. Not pity for my situation. Pity for what I’d become. “Look at her,” she said to Alexa. “She’s found her natural calling. On her knees, sucking cock.” Her voice was sad and, as she stared at me, I saw her do something I hadn’t seen before. She was unconsciously toying with her wedding ring.


  Was she regretting marrying me? Certainly, she was wondering where the hell her husband had gone. She thought she was being the dutiful wife, helping me live out my fantasies ...except she was the one loving every minute of her new-found freedom with Kyle while I--


  I squirmed inside. Back in prison, I’d thought I hadn’t wanted any of this. I’d thought they’d duped my wife into thinking I was something I wasn’t. But now, as Tammy, with a plug up my ass and a dildo in my mouth, I couldn’t deny that my cock was rock hard. I loved being Kyle and Alexa’s slut.


  “She’s loving it,” Alexa said thoughtfully, reading my expression. Then she turned to Sherri. “And you’ll love what Russ does. I mean, if you’re okay with...you know. Spending some time with him.”


  Sherri simply nodded, either so entranced by the idea that another man was in love with her that she was willing to give herself to him, or just happy to indulge in more guilt-free sex. I knew that was a massive part of this whole thing. After years of life with me, Sherri was finally free to have as much sex as she wanted with Kyle--and now, apparently, with Russ--and she didn’t have to feel bad about it because I was supposedly happy about it.


  The irony was that I was rapidly discovering things about myself. In another time, another place, I might have actually enjoyed sharing Sherri--on my terms, with who I chose. But not like this. Not with Kyle...or Russ!


  Just as I thought his name, he swaggered into the room. Sherri turned and saw him...and blushed like a teenager.


  No! Not Russ! God, all that time at the office, and when we were out on the town as a group, all he’d ever done was comment on her body. He didn’t love her! He didn’t care about her at all! This was simple, animal lust--worse, he’d made it clear when I’d been on his lap that he actually resented Sherri and wanted to take her down a peg. And she was going to walk straight into his arms!


  “I’m bushed,” said Russ. “I’m going to turn in.” He rolled his shoulders and winced as something cracked in his back. “Man, all that time hunched over the poker table--my back is like a bag of rocks.” I could see both women staring at his thick biceps and the broad swell of his pecs under his shirt. He turned to Alexa. “Don’t suppose you could give me a back rub?”


  I saw Alexa’s face tighten for an instant before she smiled. This must be some ploy of Russ’s that she remembered him using on her. Maybe even the time he’d taken her ass.


  “I’m pretty tired too,” she said. “Sorry.”


  There was silence for a second. I stared at my wife in fear, praying that she’d say the same.


  “Um...I could probably give your back a rub.” Sherri’s voice was as shy as a girl on a first date.


  Russ gave her a million dollar grin. “Thanks, Sherri. That’d be awesome.” And he took her by the hand and started to lead her upstairs.


  I immediately looked at Alexa, trying to signal her with my eyes that I needed to follow them. If this was going to happen, I at least needed to watch! But she just smiled sweetly at me.


  “Tammy, are you coming?” asked Sherri over her shoulder.


  “MMFFF!” I yelled. But the head of the dildo was still lodged in my mouth, making it impossible to speak.


  “I think she’s happy here,” said Alexa. She moved so that her body blocked Sherri’s view of me. “Aren’t you, Tammy?” And with another sweet smile, she took hold of the base of the dildo.


  And pushed.


  I had time to open my eyes wide as I saw it begin to move. And then there was just the firm, brown-black surface of it rushing past my eyes and the incredible sensation of it slithering back in my mouth. Alexa put a firm finger under my chin and jerked my head up as the cock reached the entrance to my throat and, as I gagged and spasmed, she kept right on going. I felt the thickness push down past my muscles, slippery muscle clenching around it, my eyes gaping at the rubber as it slid past, watching the molded balls approaching my face. It was huge and solid and alien inside me, stranger in some ways than the South African’s cock because it had less flex, less give. I felt as if my throat was being stretched to accommodate it.


  And yet still, I didn’t try to move away. I wanted it. I wanted to know what it would feel like.


  A second later, the balls mashed against my chin. They were softer than I expected--they weren’t just molded rubber, I realized, but actual soft synthetic skin with something weighted inside so that they swung and pressed realistically. It was just like having a man’s balls pressed there.


  The head of the cock was now right down in my gullet, and I was having to breathe around its thickness. My throat was clamping and relaxing around it spastically, every touch of it against my sensitive flesh setting off a new round of shudders throughout my body and--


  And making my cock grow even harder. I was erect and straining within my panties.


  I saw Alexa lift two dangling straps from the base of the dildo and pass them around behind my head. What was--


  I felt her buckle them into place. Now the cock was balls-deep in my throat--and I couldn’t get it out!


  I looked up at Alexa imploringly. “mmf!” I tried. But with my mouth unable to move and my whole throat occupied, it was just a pathetic mewl.


  “Okay,” said Sherri, hearing nothing. “I’ll see you in the morning.” And, to my horror, she started to walk off in the direction of the stairs...with Russ following close behind.


  Chapter 2


   


  I tried to shuffle on my knees to go after them but Alexa simply put her hand on my shoulder. Bound as I was, that was more than enough to hold me in place.


  Alexa leaned close. “Aww,” she whispered. “Does little Tammy want to go upstairs and watch? Does she want to try to stop Sherri getting banged by the big nasty man?”


  I nodded frantically. Which moved the dildo in my throat and set off a fresh round of spasms, although not as hard as before. We had to hurry! Sherri and Russ were almost out of the room! And as Alexa moved aside for a second, I saw Russ glance over his shoulder at me and smirk cruelly. Sherri was ahead of him and was oblivious as he mimed grabbed her ass. No!


  “He’s a big guy, too,” said Alexa. “It’s going to be...ooh, uncomfortable for your wife. But he won’t force her. He’ll make her want to do it.” Her smile froze on her face. “He’s good at that.”


  I winced. It was obvious that she wanted Sherri to suffer whatever indignities she had. I had to stop him! But I could hear them already climbing the stairs, heading for Russ’s room, and I was stuck down here with Alexa!


  “Tell you what,” said Alexa. “If you can get me off again, I’ll let you go after them. Maybe they’ll let you watch. Maybe you’ll even be in time to see your wife get her ass pounded.”


  I looked up as Alexa screwed a smaller, clear dildo into a hole on the base of the one buried in my throat, making it a double-ender. Now I looked ridiculous: one dildo buried in my throat, another sticking straight out from my mouth.


  I watched as Alexa lifted the skirt of her dress. She’d left her panties off and, as she bared herself, I could smell the sweet, musky scent of her pussy. I could feel myself helplessly hardening even more. I hated her, but she was beautiful, and her long, tanned legs and shaved pussy still worked their magic. She stepped closer, her thighs brushing my cheeks, and suddenly my whole world was warm, perfumed woman.


  “Better do a good job,” she told me. “If you want to have a hope of stopping that bastard reaming your wife.” She positioned herself a little lower, pushing me back a bit, the tip of the dildo against her shining lips.


  I stretched up and pushed the dildo into Alexa, watching as its tip split her outer lips and then slid between them. It was the first time I’d penetrated her with anything except my tongue and I could feel how tight she was. She groaned as the dildo slid in and the view was astonishing. I was inches from her pussy, staring right at it as the fake cock plunged between her lips. I could see every detail of her stretched labia, pink and glistening wet and, because the dildo was clear, I could actually see right up into her.


  “Yes!” Alexa told me in delight. “You like that, Tammy? You like looking at your mistress?” Her voice hardened. “Faster. Deeper. Come on, Tammy--fuck me with it.”


  I was on my knees, wrists and ankles bound with thick leather belts. All I could do was to move my upper body, stretching upwards and leaning forward to thrust the dildo into Alexa--but even that movement made the huge plug inside me shift, setting off dark ripples as the sensation of being filled and stretched intensified...and the pleasure grew. Every time I pushed my head forward, the cock in my throat moved a little and I clenched and gagged around it, each time a little weaker than before. I was getting used to having my throat filled.


  I could feel my face growing red from the humiliation and the sexual heat of the situation. I couldn’t tell if I was hard because of how gorgeous Alexa was and what I was doing to her, or because of my own feminization and treatment. Servicing her--serving her--felt wrong and yet so utterly right.


  I began to thrust faster, hearing the dildo slide wetly on Alexa’s juices. She began to close her thighs on my head, just as she had done with Sherri on the DVD. I could feel her firm, tanned flesh pressing warmly against my ears, sealing me in. “Like that, Tammy,” she said with a moan. “Just like that.”


  My movements were shaking my whole body, making the plug jump and twitch inside me. The cock plugging my throat bounced and jerked, the balls slapping against my chin again and again. Looking down, Alexa told me, “That’s it. Throat that big cock, Tammy. That’s all you’re good for, now. Taking cocks like a little slut.”


  Despite everything, I tried to shake my head. Alexa laughed, her voice now tight with her approaching orgasm. “Oh, Tammy. You’re still denying it? Look at you. No one would believe you used to be a man. Not a cock-hungry whore like you. No wonder you couldn’t keep Sherri satisfied, all those years. This was inside you, that whole time, just waiting to get out.” Her voice grew lazy, floating on a current of ecstasy as I thrust and thrust. “Kyle didn’t take Sherri from you, Tammy. You lost her. Kyle was just there to pick her up.”


  I could feel the burning shame blazing on my face. God, was it true? Had I been like this forever, a cuckold just waiting for a stronger man?


  I thrust faster and harder, wanting to get Alexa off so that I could rush off upstairs. Whether Alexa was right or not, I had to stop Russ from having his way with Sherri.


  Alexa began to clamp her thighs hard against my head. The dildo was sliding almost all the way in and out on each thrust, now, shining with her juices, and I could see how wet she was inside, her tunnel gleaming. Her clit stood out hard and proud and, each time the smaller dildo slid into her, the end of the bigger one rubbed against it. I tried pushing all the way inside her and grinding there, rubbing her clit again and again. That meant my lips were pushed right up against her pussy, her juices flowing down over my mouth and cheeks.


  “Yes!” gasped Alexa. Her thighs clamped so hard against my ears that any further words were cut off. She began to tremble, and then I felt the smaller dildo actually pull away from me, jerking the bigger one with it, as her internal muscles started clutching and kneading. She was coming...and her juices ran freely down over my lips and cheeks.


  Alexa ground her hips against me, twisting on the dildo. She gasped and moaned her way through her climax, letting me stay still as she rubbed her clit desperately against the base of the thick, black cock. Her shudders lasted long minutes, with me trapped in a headlock of warm female flesh. Only when her climax had died away did she release me. As I knelt there gasping, she put one high-heeled shoe on my shoulder and pushed me hard backwards, causing me to tumble over onto my bound hands, my back and ass on the floor. I groaned as the massive plug inside me moved.


  “There,” said Alexa. “Now you can go. Better be quick. It doesn’t take Russ long to get what he wants.”


  She reached down and removed the smaller dildo, leaving the black one buried in my throat. She unfastened the belt that secured my wrists to my ankles, then undid the one around my wrists and refastened it with my wrists in front of me. Now I was still bound ankle and wrist, but I could move around on hands and knees--just.


  I took an experimental step, pulling myself forward with my hands and then shuffling my knees to meet them. The plug twisted and shifted in my ass and the dildo bounced and moved in my throat, making me gag. Climbing all the way up the stairs was going to be like--I flushed--being fucked from both ends.


  “Better hurry,” Alexa reminded me again.


  Determined, I started the long journey. Hands and then feet. Up each step, trying not to think of my breasts bouncing and swaying beneath me. Or of the plug making me gasp and blush with every step. Or of the huge cock in my throat, my muscles now relaxed around it except when it moved--which it did almost constantly. My body felt like soft, vulnerable flesh impaled on two steel rods, and every movement twisted me around them.


  By the time I’d climbed the stairs and made it to Russ’s room, I was a panting wreck, my cock rock-hard in my panties, my ass clenching and spasming around the invader. I could hear low voices inside. Music. I reached up and grabbed the door handle--


  Locked.


  No! No, not after all this! I had to save her! I moaned as loudly as I could--a noise that was easily drowned out by the music. So I tried banging with my shoulder against the door. Nothing. Again I banged. Again.


  The door flew open. Sherri stood there, still in her dress, thank God. She was glowering down at me. “Now you change your mind? Honestly, Tammy. You have to understand that I have needs too.” She wrinkled her nose as she saw my shining cheeks and lips. “You’ve been with her, haven’t you? Going down on her.” She shook her head. “Well, you’ve had your fun. Now I’m going to have mine… with a real man. I’ll see you in the morning.”


  And she closed the door in my face. My eyes widened in panic. No!


  Just as the door closed, I heard Russ’s voice say, “Wait.”


  A moment later, the door opened again. Sherri was staring at me watchfully, but nodded me inside.


  I didn’t need telling twice, and crawled into the room. On the bed, Russ lay face down, naked except for his jockey shorts. His shoulders and upper back gleamed with oil and there was a plastic squeeze bottle of it on the bedside table, sitting in a bowl of water--to warm it, I assumed.


  Looking around, the room was more tastefully furnished than Kyle’s. I guessed this was one of the guest rooms and that Alexa had had a hand in its decoration, because it was all dark colors and soft, lush fabrics. A couple of candles were burning and soft music was playing. It was the perfect place for a seduction.


  Russ smirked at me from the bed. “Sherri didn’t want to let you in,” he told me. “But I took pity on you.”


  Sherri glared at me. “Nothing’s even going to happen, Tammy. I’m just giving Russ a shoulder rub.”


  Leaving me to watch from the corner of the room, she slammed the door and then climbed back onto the bed, resuming the position she must have been in when I’d disturbed them: straddling Russ, her dress hiked up around her hips, her hands working oil into the muscles of his shoulders. Russ had ripped her panties off earlier, so I knew that her naked sex must be rubbing against the base of his spine. And this was a man who’d held her in his lap just that evening, who’d touched her and rubbed her until she’d panted and moistened for him.


  Nothing was going to happen--yeah, right! Sherri might be in denial, but the look Russ gave me told me that he knew it as well as I did. This only led in one direction.


  Sherri started to work her thumbs into Russ’s muscles, leaning forward to put her weight behind the movement. That meant she was rocking back and forth atop him, her sensitive inner thighs gliding against his sides. And, beneath her dress, I knew her pussy was rubbing against his hard, muscled back. Jesus, if he just turned over onto his back, they’d be having sex. I gave a strangled moan.


  Sherri tensed, her movements stopping for a second. “Tammy, I’m losing my patience with you.”


  I went quiet. I couldn’t risk her throwing me out. Seeing Russ planning her seduction right under my nose was bad, but listening from outside the door would be worse.


  Sherri resumed her rocking and the room grew very quiet. There was just the rhythmic creak of the bed as she shifted her weight, the soft music in the background and Russ’s sighs of pleasure. After several minutes, Sherri’s eyes fluttered closed. Then I saw her hips start to grind a little more against Russ as she worked at him. She was getting off, rubbing herself subtly against him as she rocked. I could see it, and I was sure Russ could tell. Hell, he could probably feel her naked lips moistening against his back.


  “That’s really good, Sherri,” said Russ. “Thank you.”


  Sherri nodded and stopped. She looked almost disappointed that it was over.


  “I’ve got some tightness on the front of my shoulders, though,” said Russ. “Do you think you could try and do that, as well?”


  My wife swallowed and I actually saw her blush. Straddling him face-up was going to mean--


  “Um...sure,” she said, and lifted herself up a little. Immediately, Russ turned himself over and settled back down on his back, his hard abs now beneath Sherri’s groin. She tentatively lowered herself, gasping as she reached him. Her dress covered the place where they joined, but I knew exactly what had happened. Her naked sex was now pushing right up against the hard ridges of his abs and it probably felt amazing.


  Sherri gulped and leaned forward, her breasts swaying in the dress, running her hands over Russ’s body to his shoulders. That meant passing them over the huge swells of his pecs, so much more impressive than my own flat chest. And it meant she was gazing straight into his eyes. Their gazes locked for a moment. Shit! Russ was doing that same bad boy smoldering thing Kyle did, and I could see Sherri’s breathing getting rapid. No! Don’t! I mentally begged. He doesn’t love you! He just wants to use you!


  “You know,” Russ said softly, “I’ve never met anyone like you before. Kyle’s a lucky guy.”


  I raged inside. Not long ago, he would have had to say Tom’s a lucky guy.


  Sherri blushed again and looked away. “Thank you.”


  There was a pregnant pause.


  “We probably need some more oil,” said Russ. “You’ll need to rub it into my front.”


  “Right,” said Sherri. “Oil. Right.” She twisted around to reach for the bottle, turning her top half away from me while her bottom half stayed straddling Russ. Immediately, he looked across the room and pinned me with a look of mocking victory. He even mimed grabbing her ass. I glared back with absolute hatred.


  Sherri turned back with the oil and Russ went back to gazing up at her lovingly. She squirted the oil in a warm arc over his shoulders. And his pecs. And the tops of his abs. Does she really need to go that low? I thought, furious.


  Then she started to rub the oil in, slicking it down over his muscles with the palms of her hands. The guy looked like a gladiator or a Greek god, all muscled and shining, and I heard Sherri catch her breath as her palms traced the shape of his curving pecs, then slid down to the washboard ripple of his abs. I saw her ass rise and fall a little, as if just the feel of him under her hands turned her on so much that she had to rub herself a little.


  She settled herself again and ran her hands up his chest, leaning all the way forward as she did it, and I could see his eyes openly stare at the neck of her dress. Her breasts were hanging down, creating a deep, dark valley between the pale flesh.


  “You’ve very beautiful, Sherri,” he said suddenly.


  She tensed for a second. “Th--Thank you.” She straightened up, perhaps out of guilt, and then yelped.


  She yelped because her ass had just made contact with the huge, tented bulge in his jockey shorts. His cock was sticking up like a flagpole, nestling almost between the cheeks of Sherri’s perfect ass.


  I saw her stare down at Russ and then bite her lip. I could only imagine what she must be thinking. Guilt, maybe--she certainly seemed to hesitate. But a twisting in my guts reminded me that it wasn’t me she was feeling guilty about...it was Kyle. She was asking herself whether this counted as cheating on him…and probably reassuring herself with Alexa’s words that it was all fine.


  And it was. Kyle wouldn’t be angry at all...because he didn’t care about her. She was just a commodity to him, something to be bought and sold or even loaned out as a favor. Sherri thought she had the love of two men but the only man who really loved her was me.


  And I wasn’t really a man...not anymore. They’d taken that away from me.


  Sherri seemed to come to a decision and started to rock atop Russ again, powering forward so that she could press her fingers into the muscles of his shoulders. Except now, her naked pussy was sliding and rubbing against the hard muscle of Russ’s abs, only inches above his groin. And her ass, clad in only her thin dress, was rubbing up and down against his erect cock. It was only a matter of time.


  I watched her movements get faster and faster, her breathing growing rapid. After a while, she closed her eyes again and just ground there, barely remembering to knead his shoulders at all. And Russ lay there and subtly flexed his pelvis, grinding his cock between the firm cheeks of my wife’s ass, and every now and then glancing across at me and grinning. When he wasn’t looking at me, he was staring down her dress. I realized that, though he’d seen her naked pussy earlier that evening, he hadn’t seen her fully nude yet. He still had no idea what her magnificent breasts looked like. But I had a horrible feeling he was going to, soon.


  Sherri had ground and rubbed herself into a panting, trembling mess by the time he stopped her. She opened her eyes when he put one hand on her cheek and they stared at each other silently.


  No!


  And then she slowly leaned forward and down, closing her eyes again--


  NO!


  Her lips flowering open, her tongue coming out to unconsciously lick at them--


  NO! NOT RUSS! ANYONE BUT RUSS!


  Her mouth pressed softly against his and they were kissing, a low moan escaping her as his tongue pushed into her mouth. As they worked at each other, moving slowly and deliberately and then with gradually increasing passion, Russ lifted one arm behind Sherri’s back and gave me a mocking thumbs-up gesture. I couldn’t even bring myself to cry out. I knew it was no good.


  Russ was sucking on my wife’s lower lip, now, drawing groans from her as he began to nibble and gently pull at it. He was so careful, so considerate as a lover...I knew that it was just an act. I knew that soon he’d be using her body as his sex toy...and she had no idea.


  When they finally came up for air, Sherri just stared at him, a look of horror on her face. Have we done something wrong? she seemed to be asking.


  Russ lifted his hand and stroked her cheek again, as if to tell her it was okay, and she smiled in relief.


  “Your turn,” he said. “Take off your dress.”


  Oh God! This was it! Once he had her naked on the bed…. In spite of Sherri’s warning, I let out a moan of distress, but she ignored me completely.


  “I--I don’t know,” she said. “I was okay massaging you, but--” She bit her lip.


  “It’s just a massage,” Russ told her. Yeah, right! “It doesn’t have to be anything more than that.”


  Sherri hesitated...then stood up. She took two steps away from the bed. She wants him to be able to see her full length, I realized. She’s displaying herself for him.


  She might not know if this was going to turn into sex...but there was no doubt she wanted it to.


  She slowly slid down the dress, taking the strapless bra she wore with it. Her breasts spilled free, pale globes topped with candy-pink nipples that were already hardening into peaks. She stopped when the dress was down around her hips and stood there staring at Russ. He’d raised himself up on his elbows to gaze at her.


  “You’re very beautiful,” he said again.


  She didn’t reply, but her breathing sped up. She walked over to the bed, and every step seemed to sound the drumbeat of her impending doom. Don’t! I thought wildly. I could see his eyes on her breasts, watching them sway and bounce. How many times, at the office, had the bastard watched Sherri lean over her desk, her soft cleavage revealed by the neck of her blouse, and dreamed about seeing her topless? And now she was offering herself up to him. My hands tightened into fists and, unable to hold back any longer, I let out a snarled, “No!”. But the thick dildo lodged in my throat virtually silenced the sound, and my attempt to speak just made my throat spasm and gag around its girth. And then Sherri was at the bed.


  Russ got up and Sherri stared at the empty space he’d left on the bed. She was almost panting with anticipation and nervous energy. I think she knew that Russ going to fuck her--no, not fuck her, in her mind he’d gently make love to her. When Kyle had first seduced her, I’d been in jail and she’d been lonely and confused--Kyle had planned her downfall days in advance, but to her, it had been a shock. This was different. She was going into this with her eyes open. She was going along with what was obviously a seduction and even encouraging it. And she didn’t see it as cheating on me anymore--if anything, I suspected she was more concerned with Kyle’s feelings.


  She slowly lay down on her stomach, her whole body on the bed, her breasts pillowing against the covers.


  Russ, to my surprise, came over to where I was kneeling. He unfastened the belt that bound my wrists, and I thought for a moment that he was going to free me. But then he jerked my arms painfully behind me, making my breasts jut out, and bound them again behind my back. He took hold of my shoulders and dragged me closer to the bed. I gasped and squirmed the whole way there, the plug in my ass and the dildo in my throat jostling and moving. When he stopped, I was only a few feet away from the corner of the bed--if my hands had been in front of me, I could have reached out and touched Sherri’s foot. I heard Russ moving behind me and craned my neck, trying to see what he was doing.


  Russ was using his massive strength to lift one end of a huge, oak dresser that stood on four thick legs. He dragged it across the room and then lowered it, the leg just missing my back as it came down.


  Too late, I felt the pull at my bound wrists. I jerked them and realized with horror what he’d done. He’d put the dresser down with its leg through my bound arms--I was trapped! I didn’t have anywhere near enough leverage to move the thing. Until he released me, I had a front-row seat for the action...but I had no hope at all of intervening.


  Russ grinned at me then climbed back onto the bed. He knelt next to my wife, picked up the bottle of oil and squirted long threads of it up and down her naked back. He looked over at me and clapped his huge hands together loudly for effect, grinning victoriously.


  I knew it would do no good, but I glared at him. He simply smiled.


  And then he began to touch my wife.


  At first, it was an actual massage. His palms spread the warm oil over her skin, making her groan in pleasure. The heels of his hands described circles and spirals on her muscles and then his thick fingers started to dig into her flesh, releasing tension and working out knots. From the confident way he did it and the moans coming from Sherri, I knew he was good at it--he’d actually taken the time to learn this stuff somewhere. No doubt he used it as his seduction technique--”Hey, come back to my place and I’ll give you a massage!” How many women had fallen for it? How many had stripped naked and let him run his hands all over them...and then allowed him to do much more to them? Alexa, for one. Probably no end of American ex-pats and other foreigners. I remembered all the women he’d bragged about to Kyle and me at the office, and they were never San Relandans. They were always rich, well-educated white women. Women who, in his words, needed taking down a peg or two.


  And now he had my wife.


  His hands worked further and further towards the outside of her back, then onto her sides. Soon they were rubbing the sides of her breasts and I saw her stiffen and squirm...and then relax into it. After a while, he started to do long sweeps with his hands all the way from her shoulders to her waist, and as he passed her breasts he’d skim his hands underneath her enough that his oiled fingertips grazed her nipples. I saw Sherri lift her head, turn her other cheek to lie on the bed, and lower it again, biting her lip. She was facing me, now, but her eyes were closed, lost in pleasure. She must have known, if she’d had any doubt before. That must have been the point when she knew definitively that this wasn’t some misunderstood, platonic massage. This was leading to sex.


  And she let it continue.


  Chapter 3


   


  Russ worked his hands lower and lower, down to the base of her spine. He began to ease her dress down her hips, trying to slide the fabric from under her body. Sherri gave a sort of twist and he succeeded in freeing the material and began to draw it down her ass. She didn’t resist.


  The pert, smooth cheeks of her ass came into view and then her delicate thighs. She was nude beneath the dress, her ripped panties just a ruined handful of fabric on the floor downstairs. He pulled the dress all the way down her calves and then off, before gently taking off her heels. He didn’t want the whorish look--nude, but with heels still on--apparently. He wanted her entirely naked and exposed.


  When the oil hit her ass, Sherri jerked and gasped, but again did nothing to stop him. Then he was rubbing the oil in, making her cheeks glisten. He worked it in hard with his thumbs, staying away from the valley between her cheeks…for now. He rubbed oil into the backs of her thighs and then the outsides, going all the way down to her calves. With long, extravagant strokes, he coated her from the heels all the way up to her hips, taking his time. Letting her relax. I could see her smiling in bliss, almost sinking into the bed as every muscle let go.


  A few moments later, when she’d totally relaxed, he said, “Sherri? Open your legs.”


  I closed my eyes and shook my head in dismay--but found I couldn’t. Even that tiny movement was stopped by the firm cock in my gullet, and my cheeks flared red with humiliation. He was seducing my wife right in front of me, and I couldn’t even show my agony!


  Sherri slowly spread her thighs apart, opening herself up to him. Russ squirted more oil all over the insides of her legs and I saw her draw her breath in as a squirt caught her right on her pussy lips. Then his hands clasped her ankles and smoothed the oil upward, tracing the shape of her. His palms caressed her calves, her thighs, her inner thighs--


  Sherri let out a moan as his hands slid right to the her pussy, his thumbs stroking at the skin either side of her labia. “R--Russ?” she asked querulously.


  “Shh,” he told her, his voice surprisingly soft. “I’m just going to make you feel even better.” And his thumbs began to stroke her outer lips.


  She spasmed on the bed, a ripple traveling all the way up her spine. “Russ! I--I’m not sure--” Her protest wasn’t entirely convincing. It sounded as if it was more for appearance than for anything else.


  “It’s fine,” he told her. “Kyle is fine with it,”


  Kyle?! What about ME?! I’m her husband! I wanted to yell and scream and hurl myself at him, but all I could do was uselessly jerk at the belt binding my wrists and cough and gasp around the dildo in my throat. Sherri didn’t even seem to hear me, but Russ turned and gave me a sneer.


  Sherri relaxed again and then moaned as Russ started to rub at her pussy lips. I had a good view from where I was kneeling, her already moist labia soon shining with oil. And when Russ spread her open with his thumbs, I could see up inside her, see the flesh pink and glistening. She was wet for him.


  He let her folds close and began to glide his fingertips up and down her lips, the pink softness perfectly displayed to me between her spread thighs. At first, her breathing just deepened. Then I saw her begin to flex her ass in time with his strokes, until at last she was grinding back against him, trying to get him to enter her. My wife was actually pushing at another man’s fingers.


  He obliged. Shaping two oiled fingers into a probe, he sank them slowly between her pouting lips. I watched his thick digits disappear up inside her, their girth stretching her as each knuckle slipped in. Then he began to draw them slowly out, oiled flesh against her slickened folds, and she shuddered. He sank them in again, deeper, and started to pump, and I heard her breathing change again. She was sucking in air through her nostrils now, her lips pressed together into a tight line as she felt the beginnings of a climax. She’d never looked so beautiful.


  I thought back to how I’d watched her back in the US, spying on her when she masturbated. If only I’d been honest about my desires, I could have arranged something like this with some guy I trusted, who was doing it on my terms. Instead, she was being fingered by a man I hated almost as much as Kyle--and I was fearful of what he might do to her. If I could only warn her….


  And despite it all, despite my burning hatred of Russ and his brutish, sexist ways, despite my fears…it was still a turn on. My cock was still hard as I watched his thick fingers pump into my wife, and I hated myself for it.


  Still fucking her with one hand, Russ grabbed the bottle of oil and lifted it above her ass. He squeezed and let the oil drizzle down over her firm cheeks, making sure plenty went between them. Then, still thrusting with his other hand, he put the bottle down, laid his palm over the valley between her cheeks, and spread his fingers, opening her up. I imagined the oil slowly running down the now-open valley. A second later, I head Sherri gasp as the oil ran down over her anus. She went stiff for a second...but said nothing. And as Russ moved his fingers a little faster, she relaxed.


  Russ was a master in easing her into doing what he wanted. He ignored her ass completely for a few minutes, using both hands on her pussy, one finger circling her throbbing clit while he pumped two fingers in and out of her. Soon she was humping her hips back towards him and grinding against the bed in time with his thrusts. His fingers shone in the room’s soft lighting, moving faster and faster, Sherri panting and then moaning, her hands gathering the covers and hauling them up into scrunched, sweaty fistfuls. Russ rubbed and rubbed and--


  Sherri’s head came off the bed, her back bowing as her face strained towards the ceiling. She didn’t look at me--I’m not even sure if she remembered I was there, by that point. I watched the orgasm break over her, making her whole body shudder from her clawing hands to her pointed toes.


  Only when she lay there, gasping and exhausted, did Russ slide the fingers out of her pussy and move them to her ass.


  I could tell when his fingertip touched the warm, oiled ring of muscle because Sherri drew her breath in. I could tell by the movement of his arm that he was circling her there. Sherri almost imitated the movement with her whole body, squirming in time with it. But when he didn’t press for entrance, when he just stayed there doing it she slowly relaxed again and let him.


  It was a full minute before I saw his finger slow and begin to push into her.


  “Russ?” she said in a voice that trembled. “I don’t--”


  “It’ll feel really good,” he told her.


  I mentally willed her to resist him, but she went quiet.


  He eased his finger deeper and her head lifted off the bed.


  “I--I’m not sure--” she said.


  “You want to feel good, don’t you?” he asked, his voice calm.


  “Y--Yes….”


  “Then just relax and let it happen.”


  I watched as her head sank slowly back down to the bed. His oiled finger was definitely inside her, now. I watched the thick length press its way slowly up inside her, the oil making it slide easily. Sherri gasped and trembled and I imagined the alien-ness and exquisite, dark pleasure as he touched nerve endings she’d never known before.


  He lifted the bottle and squirted more oil onto his probing finger, thrusting it in and out as he did so. Sherri gasped and I imagined the warm oil trickling down his finger, right into her depths. Lubricating her.


  Getting her ready.


  He began to pump his finger slowly in and out of her and she started to pant, lost in the unfamiliar pleasure of it. Her lips curled up into a smile. She was enjoying it.


  Then I saw something that made my insides go cold. Russ turned his head and grinned at me, reached down and yanked his jockey shorts down around his thighs. His cock sprang out, and it was horribly big. If he was any smaller than Kyle, I couldn’t tell. The head was thick and swollen, seeming as large as a plum. The shaft was arrow straight and thick, disagreeably thick for what he had in mind. God, he can’t! Not with that! Not...there! He’ll kill her!


  Russ pointed the squeeze bottle at himself and squirted oil down the length of his cock, then fisted himself a few times to cover every inch of him. His cock gleamed and dripped, a weapon primed and ready.


  I went crazy. I yelled and begged and pleaded, jerking my bound wrists against the leg of the dresser, but it didn’t move even a millimeter. Sherri had closed her eyes in pleasure and all she could hear was some “MMMFFF”s. “Not now, Tammy,” she breathed.


  Russ carefully drew his fingers out of her, then moved up between her legs. Slowly, he settled his muscled bulk on top of her, his chest against her back, his groin over her ass. She smiled as she felt his warm, oiled body press close to hers.


  “MMFFFFF!” I yelled in warning.


  But it was too late. She felt the hardness of his cock brush her pussy...and then slide up between her ass cheeks.


  “Y--You’re too high,” I heard her whisper.


  Every superior, victorious grin he’d given me throughout the evening was there in his voice. “No,” he said. “I’m not.”


  She stiffened under him. “I don’t do it...there.”


  Russ pressed himself a little closer to her. “You do now, Sherri.”


  He shifted his hips a little and the head of his cock must have settled against her oiled anus because I saw her stiffen. “I don’t!” Her voice was higher, now.


  “I didn’t think you did,” said Russ, his voice almost a whisper. “In fact, Tammy over there confirmed it. I knew you wouldn’t take it up the ass, a woman like you.”


  Sherri tensed. She wasn’t trying to get out from under him. “What do you mean, a woman like me?” she asked.


  She had her face turned to the side away from me. Russ reached down and brushed a lock of hair from her cheek. “Prissy,” he said. “Uptight.”


  “I--I’m not like that.” I could hear in her voice that she was blushing.


  “Yes you are, Sherri. You were even worse before Kyle came along. Those long skirts. Always too shy to show any skin. But you shy women...what you don’t realize is that you make us hard. Kyle. Me. The local men. You make us hard for you, hiding away your bodies. Can you feel it, Sherri? Can you feel how hard you’ve made me?”


  “Y--Yes.”


  “The problem was, you were always controlled by that geek husband of yours. But….” He circled his hips and, from my ringside seat, I could see the head of his thick cock teasing her anus. She gasped. “...he’s not here anymore.”


  I lost it completely. I tried to shout, tried to pull my way free of the dresser, but I couldn’t. Russ was right. I wasn’t a man anymore. I wasn’t her husband. I was a stupid, slutty maid, with blow-job lips and perfect breasts, stuffed with cock from both ends.


  And Sherri went very quiet. That scared me more than anything. She wasn’t struggling and trying to get away--she couldn’t secretly want it...could she?


  “What if I don’t want to?” she asked.


  Russ laughed. “Oh, Sherri! I’d never make you do anything you don’t want to do.” He smoothed her hair with his hand. “That’s not my way at all. I know it’ll feel good. I know you’ll love it. But that’s not enough. You have to ask for it.”


  And he reached back with one hand and began to stroke her pussy with his fingertips. She caught her breath. At the end of each stroke, he swept one finger around her throbbing, super-sensitive clit and she gasped.


  “I’m just going to stay here,” he said. “And you’re going to ask me to do it. No, wait. You’re going to beg me to do it.”


  I felt sick. No. She’d never do that. Only moments ago, she’d been telling him how she didn’t take it there. She wasn’t going to start suddenly begging for it.


  “And meanwhile,” he said, “I’m going to tell you all about yourself, Sherri.”


  I saw her tense. “What--What do you mean?”


  His fingers never slowed at her pussy. “I think you wanted sex--a lot of sex--even back before you knew your husband. But you didn’t get it. Maybe you didn’t know how hot you were, or you were nervous around guys. Maybe you had Catholic guilt--I don’t know. What matters is, you were unsatisfied, even back then. But then you got together with your husband, and you thought everything would be okay.”


  Sherri had gone silent. I had, too.


  “But they weren’t okay, were they, Sherri?” He brushed another lock of hair from her cheek. She was still facing away from me, so I couldn’t see her expression. “Oh, sure, he porked you with his little dick a few times a week and then, after a few years, it became once a month, and then even less. See, you didn’t realize you’d married a cuckold. He just couldn’t give you what you needed.”


  I tried to shake my head, and gagged on the dildo. I closed my eyes, but I couldn’t close my ears.


  “See, he didn’t want to have sex with you,” Russ said.


  No! I had wanted her! I still did! I just--


  “He knew he wasn’t enough for you. Not man enough. It wasn’t his place.” Russ’s fingers weren’t getting faster. They were staying at the same insistent pace, not quite enough to give her an orgasm but enough to keep her in a constant state of arousal. “He needed a different role.” Russ paused for effect. “He wanted to be the submissive one, and even kinda wanted to be a woman.”


  I fought against the truth in my mind. No! I didn’t! This is all a mistake, they--they tricked me and feminized me--


  “Kyle told me,” said Russ, “that you used to play with yourself, naked on the bed, because he wasn’t fucking you enough. And that he used to spy on you, to get himself off. Now what kinda man does that? Who would hide behind the door when he could just walk right in and take you?”


  My eyes weren’t just shut, now. They were screwed shut.


  “Come on, Sherri,” Russ prompted. “I want to hear you say it.”


  “A--A cuckold,” my wife whispered.


  No! I’m not! And yet, deep inside, there was a cold, gnawing certainty that it was true.


  “What you need,” Russ told her, “is a real man.” He leaned down and kissed the back of her neck. And then he nipped the skin between his teeth, like an animal claiming its mate. “And real men, Sherri--they do what they want.” He shifted his hips again and Sherri gasped--his cock head must have pressed right up against her slippery opening. “Understood?”


  There was a long silence. I’d stopped fighting now and just knelt there staring in horror at my wife.


  “Yes,” she said in a small voice.


  “Do you want to be fucked by men like him?” asked Russ.


  “No.” Almost a whisper.


  “Do you want to be fucked by men like me?”


  “Yes.”


  “Even though you’re married?”


  “Even though I’m...married.”


  “You’re a married slut, Sherri.”


  She swallowed but said nothing.


  “Say it.”


  “I’m a married…s--slut.”


  “And even though you think this” he flexed his hips again and she drew in her breath, “is something only sluts do, you want it, don’t you? Deep down, you want to know what it feels like. You want that big cock inside you.”


  I shook my head, choking on the dildo in my throat. No! She’d always been so timid in bed. I’d been the one who’d fantasized about anal sex and gang bangs and kept it all hidden from her. Please don’t let it be true, I thought. If I discovered now that Sherri had secretly wanted all that, that she’d only needed a real man to unlock her--


  “Yes,” said Sherri. And she very gently rocked her hips back to meet him. Encouraging him.


  “Say it,”


  She shook her head sharply.


  “Say it.”


  She swallowed again. “I--I want your cock inside me.”


  “Say it properly. Wait! Turn to look at Tammy. Then say it properly.”


  Sherri slowly turned her head so that her other cheek was resting on the bed and she was looking directly at me. Russ brushed her tousled hair away from her face so that I had a good view. “I want your big cock in my ass, Russ,” she said softly. Her face was as red as mine must have been--just like me, she was coming to terms with what she really was. And the embarrassment and shame was mixed with another emotion: raw, hungry lust.


  And I could feel the heat in my own face. My own shameful arousal.


  Russ raised himself up off her, drawing himself back enough that she couldn’t comfortably turn her head to look at him. That meant that he was free to grin at me in victory without her seeing. “Then get ready, Sherri,” he told her, his eyes locked on mine. “Because here it comes.”


  He settled himself down on her again. It was an obscene sight: Sherri, her pale body all luscious curves and long-limbed grace, face down on the bed with her legs spread wide; hulking between them, tanned and brutish with muscle, Russ, with his thick cock poised at the entrance to her most secret place. Both of them glistening with oil.


  Russ started to push, thrusting forward with his hips, and I saw Sherri’s eyes widen as she felt that thick, arrow-shaped cock head begin to spread her. As it kept going, lubricated by the oil, her head came up off the bed. Then her neck. Then the tops of her breasts. “God, it—it’s big!”


  “It’s exactly what you need,” he told her. “You prissy, stuck-up slut.”


  I saw Sherri tense at his words, the color flaring in her cheeks, but she didn’t protest. In fact, I saw her hips rock back against him again, as if being called a slut actually stoked her lust.


  He pressed a little harder and she bit her lip. “Man, you’re tight,” he grunted. “But don’t worry. You’ll take it.”


  Sherri let out a sort of shocked pant.


  He pushed, and Sherri arched higher off the bed, her breasts almost off it. “Ah!” she gasped. I could see the hard, pink cock head stretching her wider and wider as it slid into her, almost at its widest point, now.


  Russ’s hands clamped down hard on the oiled cheeks of Sherri’s ass. “Oh yeah,” he chanted, “oh yeah, here--it--comes--”


  He grunted. Sherri sucked in in a huge lungful of air as his cock stretched her wider and wider--and then the head popped in and her body closed around it, and she let out the air with a long, low groan, a shocked expression on her face. I could see her ass clenching as her body tried to adjust to the invader, and a ripple went through her whole body, right down to her fingertips, as unfamiliar sensations overwhelmed her. “God! So--so big,” she said, her voice tight with shock and a dark, hot pleasure. “Don’t--don’t move!”


  Unseen behind her, Russ’s features twisted into a sneer. But he didn’t move, allowing her to adjust to his size. Only when she began to gently push back against him, wanting more, did he begin to move into her.


  I could see every detail as his thick, veined cock slid into her, inch by powerful inch. No! I thought. She can’t take it! That’s my wife! But though she caught her breath a few times, she didn’t protest.


  When he was halfway in, he drew out again and the change made her groan, her hands clawing at the bedclothes again. “That’s it, Sherri,” he told her. “That’s it. And here it comes again.” And he thrust into her, plunging deeper than before, and she moaned.


  He began to fuck her with slow, short strokes, but sinking a little deeper into her each time. His hands left her ass and hooked underneath her, squeezing her breasts. Sherri writhed and shuddered beneath him, her breath quickening, her eyes fluttering closed in pleasure. There was no doubt she was enjoying it, despite his size stretching her. Her upper body sank back to the bed, trapping his hands beneath her breasts.


  I could see his movements getting easier as she relaxed and adjusted to him, and he began to move more quickly. His oiled cock was all I could see--nothing else in the room existed. Just that tanned length plunging between my wife’s spread cheeks, her asshole stretched tight around it. And sometimes my eyes would flick to her groaning face, cheek pushed hard against the bed, lips pulled back from her gritted teeth as she panted. Despite who it was fucking her, it was one of the most intensely erotic sights I’d ever seen.


  And then, with one long, hard push, Russ went balls-deep in her, the wiry hair at his groin right up against her opening. Sherri arched off the bed again, her eyes opening wide. “Ahh!” she gasped.


  “Oh, that’s it,” said Russ, stopping there for a moment. “That’s it. I always knew I’d get you like this some day, Sherri. Uptight little Sherri, with my cock shoved up her ass,”


  “D--Don’t,” gasped Sherri. But she gave a little grind of her groin against the bed. His words were actually increasing her lust. Russ had tapped into the same hidden, submissive side to her that Kyle had discovered.


  “Not so fucking superior now, are you?” groaned Russ. His powerful hips began to slam into her. Just as he’d promised downstairs, he was going to fuck her--hard. “Not so into your weak little husband now, are you?”


  Something finally clicked into place in my brain. All that time, when we’d worked together at the office, Russ had been jealous of me because of Sherri. He was bigger than me, stronger than me, better looking than me--why had I wound up with the gorgeous wife? And now he was taking what he thought was rightfully his.


  Russ was pushing her hips down into the bed with each long stroke, now, pulling out almost to the head before plunging back in. “Where’s your husband, Sherri?” he asked. “Where’s your husband now?”


  “He’s...he’s a woman,” she gasped.


  “What sort of woman?”


  Sherri’s face was a maelstrom of emotions. Hurt. Anger. And burning, unstoppable lust. She wanted to enjoy this moment, and she was free to--because I’d abandoned her. “He’s a slut,” she hissed. “A filthy fucking slut.”


  “And that’s what you are, aren’t you, Sherri?” Russ asked. His hips were hammering into her, now, her pert ass bouncing and slapping against his thighs. “You’re a filthy fucking slut, too. Go on--tell me.”


  Sherri was beginning to tremble and shake. She pressed her upper body down onto the bed and rubbed her breasts against his hands, her whole body flexing sinuously. She’s going to come, I realized. She needs to come. But she shook her head, unwilling to say what Russ wanted.


  So he slowed down, his strokes becoming buttery-smooth and languid, until Sherri groaned in frustration.


  “Tell me,” he said again.


  Sherri whispered something.


  “Louder,” he told her. “So Tammy can hear.”


  I’ve never hated anyone so much in my life as I hated Russ, right then. And yet the sight of his thick cock pumping into my wife’s ass had me harder than I’d ever known.


  “I’m a slut,” Sherri told him. “A dirty, filthy slut, and I need you to fuck me hard.”


  “Where?”


  Sherri swallowed. Her cheeks were bright red, but she panted the words out. “My ass. My tight little ass.”


  Russ grinned. And began to fuck her. His hands slid back down her oiled body to her ass cheeks, gripping them tight, pinning her to the bed as he fucked her. His huge hands, fingers hard against her soft flesh, seemed big enough to encompass them entirely. His hips began to slap against her cheeks as he pounded her.


  Beneath him, Sherri tensed and jerked, seconds away from orgasm--but it wasn’t like any orgasm I’d seen her have before. This was different--darker and more base, and it was building rapidly inside her as his cock filled and stretched her. “Yes,” she suddenly moaned. “Yes!”


  Russ leaned down, his mouth right at her ear, but he spoke loudly enough for me to hear. “Oh, you love it, don’t you, you slut?”


  “Yes!”


  “You’re mine now, aren’t you?”


  “Yes!”


  I wanted to shut it out, but I couldn’t. I was bound there, just feet away, watching that big cock stretch her wide and plunge in deep, faster and faster, until she bucked and twisted beneath him like an eel, until her hands pulled the covers into sweaty hillocks, her teeth gritted, her eyes squeezed closed--


  “I’m coming!” she gasped. “God, I’m coming!”


  Russ didn’t answer her, for once. He was too busy holding back, his own face a mask of tension. But when she trembled and flexed her ass, he let out a groan. I imagined her tight muscles spasming around him, milking him and, as he pushed in deep one last time, I saw his own ass contact. He was shooting his load inside her, and she jerked again and again as she felt his seed in that forbidden, secret place.


  When he’d finished, he pulled himself from her, drawing another moan from her. Then he padded naked to the bathroom and a moment later I heard the hiss of the shower.


  I stared at my wife. She was slumped face down on the bed, her body shining with oil. The pale cheeks of her ass bore red marks where his fingers had gripped her, and between them her tight nether hole was gaping open...and a trickle of creamy-white sperm was flowing from it.


  The bastard had taken her one remaining virgin hole. Maybe someday we’d have sex again, and maybe eventually she’d allow me to take her there, but I wouldn’t be her first.


  When Russ emerged from the shower, she was still lying there, exhausted and maybe ashamed at what she’d done--what she’d become. But Russ wasn’t giving her time to recover. Still naked and with beads of water still glistening on his skin, he grasped one ankle and turned her over onto her back. Sherri gasped and looked up at him, hair mussed, eyes still glazed with the warm afterglow.


  Russ’s cock was already half-hard and swelling rapidly as he looked at her. His eyes were glued on the juncture of her spread thighs. On the shaved, pouting lips of her pussy.


  I suddenly remembered what he’d said downstairs. That he intended to take her there, too. That he intended to come inside her, and maybe get her pregnant. God, no! Not Russ!


  Sherri looked at him. “I don’t think we should,” she said.


  “Kyle won’t mind,” Russ told her. He didn’t even mention me. And despite her hesitation--or maybe because of it--his cock grew even harder. He climbed onto the bed and ran his hands down her calves...then lifted them and pushed them back on the bed so that her knees bent. I saw her pussy open up to him, its folds parting to show the glistening pink inside.


  Sherri swallowed. “You have to pull out, though,” she said quickly. “Kyle and I are trying for a baby.”


  I saw Russ smirk for a second, as if this was funny. “Sure,” he told her. “I’ll pull out.”


  I tried to shout a warning because I knew he was lying. But my muffled MMMFFF! just made Russ laugh. And Sherri’s reaction was even worse. She’d almost forgotten I was there, I think, and my protest reminded her...and the guilt she felt quickly flared into anger. “I told you what would happen if you kept making a noise,” she told me. “Do you want me to shut you outside in the corridor, so you can’t see?”


  I could feel my face burning red with anger. I was trying to protect her from this scumbag! And yet I immediately quietened down. Because as much as I hated doing it, as much as I knew that I should keep yelling, that maybe eventually she’d grasp my warning, I just couldn’t risk her putting me outside. The sight of her, naked and waiting for her lover, had me hard as rock inside my panties. I couldn’t risk not seeing it.


  And Russ knew. When I looked around, he was sneering at me. That was what hurt the most--not the thought of him penetrating and maybe impregnating Sherri, but the idea that all his cruel taunts about me being a cuckold might actually be true. I’d been in denial about it for so long--was still in denial about it, on some level--that it was hard to accept. But I could feel the reality of it oozing into my brain like oil bubbling up through the ground. As it did, I slumped in my bonds, resolving myself to my fate.


  Russ fisted his cock a few times in his hand and I saw Sherri’s gaze lock on it. It hit me that this was the first time she’d seen it, because he’d always been behind her until now. I saw her lips part a little as she stared at the full, thick head and the long veined shaft. A jewel of pre-cum gleamed at the very tip. I swear that, maybe unconsciously, Sherri licked her lips.


  “Spread your legs more,” Russ told her.


  She responded as if in a dream, shifting her milky thighs apart another few inches.


  “More,” he told her. “Wide.”


  This time, she swallowed nervously, but opened her legs as wide as they would go, until the soft skin on the insides of her thighs was stretched tight. Russ leaned right forward, hulking over her body, and smoothed the hair from her cheeks, then ran his hands down her neck to her shoulders. She gasped as he palmed her breasts, then swept his hands down to her belly, where he stroked her for a second, a smirk on his face. His palms kept going...down to the crease of her hips, where her legs bent upwards...up the length of her upraised thighs and then down the length of her calves to her feet. Her pussy was framed perfectly between her spread legs, its lips shining wetly.


  He was rock hard now and ready. He moved closer, his muscular ass flexing--and then hesitated.


  “Wait,” he said. “There’s something wrong--”


  He moved forward, and his cock bumped off her inner thigh. She gasped. Again he moved, and this time he hit her other thigh. What the hell was he doing?


  “I just can’t seem to find it,” he told Sherri.


  What? What’s he--


  Sherri ground her hips and groaned in frustration, thinking he was teasing her.


  “I think I need some help,” Russ told her.


  And then he got off the bed and came over to me. I suddenly knew what he had in mind.


  Crouching down, he whispered in my ear. “You’re going to be a good girl, aren’t you, Tammy? You know what you are, now.”


  I slowly nodded. All the fight had gone out of me.


  He untied my wrists and I tentatively lifted them, my shoulders burning from having them pulled behind me for so long. He half-dragged me on my knees to the bed, the plug in my ass twisting and pulling as I moved, making me gasp and pant in pleasure. When I was right up against the bed, he got between Sherri’s ankles and then pulled her to the edge, so that her pussy was inches from his erect cock...and inches from my face. He held her legs raised in the air and turned to me.


  “Take hold of it,” he said. “And guide it in.”


  I’d thought that I’d given up, but my mind suddenly rebelled. I couldn’t! God, this was my wife! I couldn’t guide another man’s cock into her! I twisted away, the dildo in my throat making it difficult to turn just my head.


  “Tell her, Sherri,” said Russ in a calm voice. “Tell her what you want.”


  Sherri’s voice, when it came, was slow and thick with her arousal. Russ was gently rubbing the head of his cock against her slickened lips, letting her feel how hard he was. “I want you to put it in me,” she said.


  “Say my name,” Russ said.


  “I want you to put Russ’s cock inside me, Tammy,” my wife said.


  Hearing it made it real. She wanted him...and she didn’t care that I knew it. Wanted me to know it, even. She was angry at me, and not just for supposedly laundering the money. For disappointing her. For turning out to be a sissy, a cuckold.


  I watched my hand reach up towards Russ’s cock, as if it was someone else doing it. My fingers, with their red-painted nails, slowly closed around the shaft, and the hot, throbbing feel of it sent a ripple of disgust and shame through me…but at the same time a ripple of hot arousal. Thinking about it entering Sherri, watching it move closer and closer to her waiting folds, my cock was so hard it was painful.


  I guided him to her opening and she groaned as his tip parted her outer lips. Russ nodded his approval at me and I flushed.


  And then, as I let go of him, he punched his hips forwards and entered her deep in one fast stroke. Sherri groaned and pushed her head back on the bed, rolling up onto her shoulders. His size stretched her--I could see her folds drum-tight around his girth--but she was soaking wet. God, she really had loved him taking her ass.


  Russ held her supported like that, his forearms under her knees, as he began to fuck her. Each thrust made her full breasts bounce, their nipples straining and hard, pointing toward the ceiling. By his fifth thrust, he was all the way inside her, his pelvis grinding against hers, the base of his cock rubbing her clit. Sherri began to buck and moan, circling her hips as he pumped into her, an orgasm already close.


  But that wasn’t enough for Russ. He pushed her legs together and lifted them until they were straight up in the air, so that her body formed an “L” shape. Then, bracing her ankles against his shoulders, he began to fuck her hard, entering her even deeper. His groin slapped against her shaved lips, and with her legs closed she was no doubt even tighter around his thickness. I saw Sherri gasp at the sensation and bite her lip, the grinding of her hips getting even faster. “God,” she moaned.


  Russ almost snarled, his hips jerking as he plunged into her again and again. I could see the shaft shining as it lanced in and out, the evidence of how much she was loving it. I could feel my own cock swollen and stiff in my panties, and I knew that even if I used that same position, even with her legs pressed tightly together, my modest size would never make her react the same way. And every time she was fucked by a big cock, it only got worse. Kyle and Russ were stretching her. Changing her.


  I could see Sherri getting ready to come, her eyelids fluttering, her breathing growing ragged. Russ started to lean forward, forcing her legs back towards her chest and bending her in half. Her pussy, held obscenely open by his cock, rose into view, until he was plunging down into it. That meant he could use even more power, and enter her even deeper.


  “God!” Sherri gasped. “I can feel you--God, so deep!”


  Russ started to slam into her, his own face strained and panting, now. “I’m going to come inside you, Sherri,” he told her. “I’m going to fill you up.”


  That got her attention. “What? N--No! I’m with Kyle! You can’t! Pull out!”


  Immediately, Russ did just that, sliding all the way out of her. Her pussy, gaping open for a second from his girth, its pink petals shining, was one of the most beautiful things I’ve ever seen. Russ didn’t step back. He stayed there, with his cock just nuzzling at her wet pussy lips, holding her in that same bent-double position. He even pressed down a little more, so that her knees were touching her breasts and he was almost lying on her. “Are you sure, Sherri?” he asked.


  Yes! I thought desperately. God, the thought of her having a child with Russ was even more horrific than the idea of her having one with Kyle.


  But Sherri said nothing. She lay there, helplessly grinding her hips so that her pussy grazed his cock. I could see the conflict on her face. She didn’t want him to finish inside her...but she needed to come.


  “I’ll go and get dressed, then,” he said, and turned as if to move away, though he didn’t quite let go of her legs.


  At the last second, Sherri writhed in frustration on the bed. “N--No,” she moaned.


  Russ looked down at her, mock-aghast. “But if I go back inside you, I’ll come,” he told her. As he said it, he rubbed the end of his cock very softly against her throbbing clit.


  Sherri groaned and twisted her head to the side, avoiding his eyes--but looking right into mine. For just a second, we connected. I could completely understand her conflict, because I’d experienced it myself: when the lust is so strong it overrides all common sense, when you do something you know is wrong because you just can’t help it.


  “Do it,” Sherri said in a small voice.


  Russ grinned down at her...and then pushed all the way inside her to the root. She groaned at the sensation, her hands coming down to grasp his shoulders, drawing her down to her. “God!” she panted.


  He started to thrust again, still holding her bent double, his strokes long and hard. Her gorgeous ass bounced against him. “I’m going to shoot, Sherri,” he told her. “You’re going to get pregnant, and you won’t know whose it is.”


  “MMMFFF!” I yelled in horror. I couldn’t think of anything worse.


  “God,” panted Sherri. Then, as he pumped faster into her, “Yes. God, yes, fill me up!” Her voice broke on the last word as she hurtled over the edge and the orgasm took possession of her. Her fingers dug hard into Russ’s muscled shoulders, her nails leaving red lines as she clutched at him, and I saw her quake and twist beneath him as the pleasure flooded her body. Seconds later, Russ thrust once, twice, and then went deep, shoving himself right up against her very limits, drawing a high little yelp from her. And then I saw his ass contract, and I knew he was shooting, right up inside her, his thick seed plastering the entrance to her womb. I stared in terror.


  When he finally released her legs and stepped back, her pussy gaped open. But this time, the glistening pink inside was hidden by an oozing line of white cum that filled the space between her lips.


  My wife might now get pregnant not by me, not even by her lover, but by his friend--a man she’d essentially been lent to like property. I was sickened...and a part of me was turned on by the idea.


  Sherri raised her head and looked down at her ravaged body, at the red finger marks on her thighs and ass, at the twin streams of white cum leaking from her ass and pussy. She skimmed one hand over the soft lines of her belly, her face half-horrified, half-wondrous.


  And then she smiled.


  Getting to my feet with the huge plug inside me was impossible, so I crawled out of the room, down the corridor and into Kyle’s bedroom. He was already snoring, Alexa asleep half on top of him, both of them naked.


  I crawled silently through into my own tiny bedroom and collapsed on the bed, spent and utterly defeated. I’d hit my lowest point. I’d lost her. My wife belonged to Kyle and Russ, now, and she’d soon be pregnant by one or the other of them.


  It was over. Or I thought it was. I didn’t know things were about to get even worse.


  Chapter 4


   


  The next morning, Alexa finally took off my panties, deflated the plug and removed it. I was stripped of my wig and breasts and allowed to take a long, hot bath, but what should have been a blessed relief was shrouded in misery. All resistance had gone from me, after seeing how Sherri had reacted to Russ. She was theirs now, part of the twisted little group, and so was I.


  When Alexa had dressed me again as Tammy, this time in a filmy white summer dress that showed off my breasts, we had breakfast out on the terrace. Kyle sat at the head of the table, reading a newspaper, while his buddy and his women--me amongst them--munched on toast, juice and coffee. Every time I glanced at him and saw the grin on his face, I felt ill. Kyle was a man who had everything he wanted--a huge mansion, not one but two gorgeous girlfriends, a best friend he could choose to share them with when he wanted to, and his enemy defeated, feminized and forced to serve him, while his wife was fucked in front of him...as power fantasies go, it was epic.


  And then we heard the roar of engines. A huge black SUV, followed by another. They pulled up outside the gates and revved their engines menacingly, as if ready to smash them down.


  “But--” Kyle had gone pale. “But he’s not supposed to be here until tonight.”


  “Wouldn’t make any difference,” muttered Russ. “You ain’t gonna have his money then, either.”


  “Open the gates,” Kyle told him. “I’ll talk to him. The rest of you: inside!”


  Alexa took Sherri and me by the hands and led us into the living room. Russ ran off to open the gates and, moments later, we heard the SUVs pull up outside and boots get out. Lots of boots.


  We opened the door to the hallway a crack and all three of us watched as the man entered. Huge, even bigger than Kyle, with close-cropped blond hair that hinted at a military past. I put him in his forties, although it was difficult to tell. His back was so ramrod-straight and his bearing so intimidating that I shied away from the door--especially when I saw six bodyguards troop in behind him, all armed.


  Kyle had gone deathly pale, a shit-eating grin on his face. “Anatoly!” he said brightly. “I thought you wouldn’t be here until--”


  “Pick him up,” said Anatoly, and two of the bodyguards did just that. Kyle was carried down the corridor, his legs kicking in the air. Alexa, Sherri and I all ducked back behind the door as they passed. We heard them take Kyle into his den, and then the shouting started.


  The door to the living room burst open and the other four bodyguards strode in. Their expressions changed when they saw the three of us, anger replaced by lust.


  Oh God!


  We heard a crash and a thump from Kyle’s office. Jesus, it sounded as if they were using him as a wrecking ball to smash the place up!


  One of the bodyguards stepped closer to Sherri. “You three,” he said in heavily accented English. “His whores?”


  “His girlfriends,” said Alexa stiffly.


  “All three of you?” said another guard sarcastically.


  There was a shift in the mood. Suddenly four very big, very strong men were looking us up and down and subtly but steadily closing in on us. Two of them seemed to be drifting towards Sherri, one towards Alexa...and one towards me.


  “Anatoly will be back soon,” said Alexa, her voice tight with fear.


  “He might be,” said one, shrugging. He was staring right at Sherri’s breasts. “But sometimes, he can take hours.”


  I could feel my heart thumping against my ribs. They’re going to throw us down and--and--


  Kyle staggered in, bleeding from a cut on his head. The huge Russian--Anatoly--and the other two bodyguards followed behind him.


  “We leave now,” said Anatoly in broken English. “You call me tonight to make good.”


  “I will!” said Kyle, flinching away from him. “You sure you won’t come to the--”


  “I don’t care about your fucking party,” spat Anatoly. “Get me my money!”


  He turned on his heel and left. The four bodyguards who’d been staring at us sullenly followed. Only when we heard the SUVs start up did any of us remember to breathe.


  Alexa ran over and started fussing over Kyle’s cut head. Russ brought him a Scotch, despite it being before ten in the morning. “What are we going to do?” he muttered to Kyle.


  “I don’t know,” said Kyle. “I’m thinking.” And I didn’t miss the way his eyes flicked for a second to Sherri and then to me.


  Sherri, meanwhile, was standing there open-mouthed and terrified. I put a comforting hand on her back and she didn’t push it away.


  “Should we cancel the party?” asked Alexa.


  “No,” Kyle told her. “I don’t want the locals to know there’s anything wrong. I’ll figure out a way to keep Anatoly happy. And if I don’t…” He touched the cut on his head. “Then it won’t matter anyway.”


  I’d been scared of the Russian before, when I’d heard Kyle’s video call with him. Now I was truly terrified. If Kyle couldn’t come up with the missing money--and I had no idea how he could--Anatoly might take it out on us. I remembered how the bodyguards had been looking at us and felt the fear rise inside me.


   


  ***


   


  For the rest of the day, I was put to work by Alexa, getting the house ready for the party. It was immediately obvious that this was going to be one of those parties, the same sort Sherri and I had gone to back when this whole nightmare had started. There’d be lots of alcohol, rich men in suits and pretty young women. People would get frisky in the hot tub and then, later on…. Last time, we’d left before the rumored swinging had happened. This time, we’d be right in the middle of it.


  By evening, everything was ready. The kitchen had been turned into a self-service bar, the hot tub was sending tendrils of steam up into the twilight and the whole house was lit with lamps and candles that gave a warm, soft glow.


  Russ went back to his own place to change. I squirmed inside when he gave Sherri a lingering goodbye kiss.


  Sherri took me into my tiny bedroom to get dressed. She stripped me naked, then gave me a new pair of panties to wear. They were black rubber, and they seemed to have too many holes. It took me a while to figure out how they went on. When it finally clicked, my jaw dropped.


  They fit like briefs, but a circular patch was cut out of the back, baring the hairless, feminine cheeks of my ass. The cut-out only extended low enough to reveal my asshole, though. Not far beneath it, the rubber fabric started. Right where my pussy would be if I was a woman, the rubber was stretched over a padded section complete with molded pussy lips. With my cock constrained by the stiffer padding deeper inside, it looked for all the world as if I was a real woman, with just her ass available for--my stomach twisted--use. The edges of the cut-out were stiff, thickened rubber, too tight-fitting and too hard to allow even a finger to slip underneath. I’d look like a woman...and no one would be able to inadvertently discover my secret. Worse, if someone rubbed my fake pussy, the padding would transfer only the faintest sensation through to my cock. Just like when I’d worn the plug, my ass would be my only source of stimulation.


  To my surprise, Sherri didn’t try to put anything into my ass. Maybe the toy--whatever it was--would come later, at the party.


  Next, Sherri gave me black, seamed hold ups to wear. I couldn’t stop myself from gasping as the thin nylon slid up my hairless legs--it was just so smooth, and the way it stretched over the curves of my legs made them look even more shapely and feminine. Then Sherri handed me a pair of heels.


  “I can’t wear those,” I told her immediately. “I’ll fall over.” They were ridiculous open-toed black kitten heels with a heel that must have been five inches. My feet would be almost vertical, as if I was standing permanently on tiptoe.


  “You’ll be fine,” she said, strapping them on. “I’m guessing you won’t be doing much walking.”


  Alexa picked out dresses for all three of us. Hers was relatively conservative--deep red and stretchy, it contrasted nicely with her tanned skin and blonde hair. Mine was basically a simple little black dress, with a cutout that showed off my cleavage while hiding the join between my fake breasts and my chest. It was worryingly short, finishing only a few inches below my panties. But it was nothing compared to what Sherri was given.


  Sherri’s dress was sky blue. It left her pale arms bare while a scoop neck made for a tempting display of cleavage. The skirt was no longer than mine, leaving her legs bare right up to her upper thighs. But it was the material that really made her--and my--jaws drop. It wasn’t latex or rubber--it was softer than that, some clingy, high-tech fabric that almost seemed to glisten. It hugged every contour of her ass and breasts. We could see the valley between her ass cheeks clearly outlined, and even though her nipples were soft, we could just detect their shape. It was clear that she wasn’t wearing any underwear.


  “I can’t,” she said, looking down at herself. “I can’t walk around like this! Everyone else will be in suits and classy dresses--I’ll look like--”


  Alexa shushed her. “You look great,” she said. “It’s stylish. It’s wonderful. I’d wear if myself if I could pull it off, but it looks better on you.”


  Sherri looked down at herself doubtfully and I shared her concern. It did look stylish--but in the sense that a classy call girl might wear it. It was designed to make anyone looking at the wearer think of just one thing. Alexa patted Sherri on the back to reassure her, but I didn’t miss the sly grin she gave as soon as my wife turned away.


  As Alexa and Sherri ran off to make the final preparations, I heard the door to Kyle’s den crash open across the corridor. He stalked out to the kitchen and I quickly ducked back into the living room, not wanting a confrontation when he was in that mood.


  Peeking through the half-open door, I could see straight into Kyle’s den. Papers were strewn on the floor, and there was some broken glass. He hadn’t cleared up at all--he must have been sitting in there all day, just stewing and trying to think of a way out of the situation. What had he decided? Had he got a plan to give Anatoly his money back, or were we all going to feel the Russian’s wrath?


  Maybe this was my chance to find out. Or find something that would help to set Sherri and I free. It was a thin hope, but I was at such a low ebb that any chance seemed better than none.


  I could still hear Kyle in the kitchen. I snuck across the corridor and gazed around the ruined office. It was hard to see anything until my eyes adjusted to the gloom. Kyle hadn’t bothered to switch on the lights as dusk fell and the room was mostly in shadow. Kyle’s laptop was still on his desk, although the screen had a crack in it. The papers on the floor were banking records, but without a lot more time to study them, it was hard to make sense of them.


  I heard footsteps in the corridor and the rattle of ice cubes in a glass. Shit! Kyle had only gone to fix himself a drink! If he caught me in his den, he’d kick the crap out of me. Once again, that feeling of vulnerability swept over me. As Tammy, I didn’t have anything like the fighting spirit I’d had as Tom.


  I ducked down on the floor behind the door, making myself as small as possible. The door hid me while it was open, but when Kyle closed it, I’d be revealed...unless he didn’t glance down into the shadows behind his desk.


  Kyle stomped in, and I could tell by his unsteady footsteps that he was drunk. God, he must have been drinking all day! He kicked the door shut behind him, not looking back and, as he staggered around to his desk, I realized he hadn’t seen me.


  That was only a small relief, though. He’d sure as hell see me when he left.


  I heard him fire up his laptop and then the sound of an outgoing video call. I recognized Anatoly’s voice as soon as he answered. “You have my money?” the Russian asked, the words almost spat out.


  “No,” said Kyle quietly.


  “I told you what would happen if you didn’t. I make example of you--or you give me someone who can earn for me.”


  Kyle said nothing, but I could see his shadow moving rhythmically as he nodded.


  “Then who?” asked Anatoly.


  Kyle sighed. Then he took a deep breath, and I realized he was choosing. “The brunette, Sherri,” he said at last. “...and her husband.”


  WHAT?!


  “I don’t need husband,” said Anatoly.


  “He makes a good woman, if you dress him up. I’m sure you can find some use for him,” said Kyle coldly. “Or just shoot him. I don’t care. I don’t want him here, plotting revenge.”


  Anatoly laughed at that. “Fine. Have them ready tomorrow morning.”


  “And this clears our debt?” asked Kyle.


  “It excuses you,” said Anatoly. “This time.” And he ended the call.


  I sat there in stunned silence while Kyle knocked back his drink. Had Sherri and I really just been traded like poker chips? Were we really being sent off to Russia, with Anatoly? And what had the Russian meant about Sherri? Someone who can earn?


  Oh God…


  Almost without thinking, I stood up. I was too shocked to even make a dive at Kyle. “You can’t,” I said thickly. “Not Sherri.”


  For a second, Kyle was as surprised as I was. If I’d acted in that moment, if I’d leapt across the desk at him, maybe I could have throttled him. But I wasn’t Tom anymore. I was a slender woman in a dress and heels I could barely walk in. I felt...small. Small and useless.


  Kyle got up and walked around the desk towards me. “She’s in l--love with you,” I stammered. “She thinks she’s going to have a kid with you--you or Russ!”


  Kyle let out a short, drunken laugh. “Jesus, Tammy. I never wanted a kid with her. What would I do with a kid? I just want to see her pregnant. There’s a difference! I just wanted you to see her all swollen up and changed and know that it wasn’t your baby in there. I don’t care who does it to her, as long as it isn’t you. That’s why I let Russ fuck her. And tonight, plenty of other men will get the chance.”


  I gaped at him uncomprehendingly.


  “It was about you,” Kyle told me. “It was always about you. Punishing you. Yeah, I think maybe you’re right--she does kind of love me, the stupid bitch. But I don’t love her. She can keep thinking I do, though--right up until I load her into Anatoly’s car to take her to the airport.” His smile became cruel. “She’ll have a good time. First Anatoly and his bodyguards on the plane--how many of them were there? Six? Then he’ll put her in a brothel. She’ll see...oh, maybe ten men a night for the next few years.”


  I started towards him. I didn’t know exactly what I was going to do, other than that I was going to kill him. I was going to kill him and grab Sherri and run and somehow get out of San Relando--


  His palm cracked across my cheek and I went staggering backwards. It took me a second to realize that I’d been slapped. Not punched, like a man. Slapped, like a woman. It hurt much more than I’d expected.


  Kyle grabbed me by the front of my dress and hauled me up against the door. “You’re pathetic. You still haven’t even accepted what you really are, have you? You’re still in denial--you still think of yourself as a man. But you’ll find out soon enough, once Anatoly has you sucking off dock workers.”


  “I’ll tell her,” I gasped. “I’ll tell Sherri.”


  “How are you going to tell her?” he asked, “when you’re unable to speak?”


  He slapped me again, and this time it was hard enough that my head went back against the door. The last thing I saw before the blackness descended was his cruelly grinning face.


  Chapter 5


   


  My senses returned one by one.


  Firstly, my muscles and my spine, telling me how I was positioned. I was standing, but bent over at the waist. I could feel that I still had the ridiculous high heels on.


  I tried to stand and found I couldn’t. There was something pressing down on my back, padded but firm, holding me bent over. And I was supported--there was the same padding under my stomach and chest.


  It hit me that I couldn’t see. My eyes were definitely open, but there was just blackness. The panic rose inside me, like drowning in freezing water. I’m blind!


  I blinked a couple of times. No, wait--there was something. A difference between when I had my eyelids shut and open. There was something in front of my eyes, like a featureless dark gray void.


  I could feel air against my skin...but not all of my skin. Oddly, everything from the floor up to my waist felt exposed--my stockings, heels and panties were still on, but the dress was gone. And my arms could feel the air, but my torso couldn’t. That made no sense.


  Figuring I was in a darkened room, I tried to shout--maybe Sherri was nearby, and I could warn her. But my mouth wouldn’t close. The ring gag had been shoved between my teeth and buckled into place behind my head...and there was something else, too. I couldn’t move my head at all. It was as if I was held in place by my jaw.


  I flailed around with my arms but couldn’t find anything to grab hold of. And I couldn’t move my legs at all--they seemed to be strapped in place--


  Spread. The realization hit me like a bombshell. My legs were strapped in place and spread. The implications of that washed over me and I felt my cock harden.


  It had been completely silent until that point, but then I heard a door creak open and footsteps. A man’s footsteps. Kyle.


  The featureless gray void in front of my eyes suddenly exploded into brightness and color, making me scrunch my eyes closed in shock. When I tentatively opened them again, I was staring into Kyle’s grinning face. But I wasn’t looking at him...it was an image. An LCD screen. And my view of him was moving and shifting...he was showing me himself through a handheld video camera.


  The mental picture I had of myself shifted and twisted as I figured it out. I could feel a strap around the back of my head, above the one for my gag. I was wearing one of those head-mounted TV screens--the ones that looked like a giant pair of mirrored sunglasses and were briefly going to be the next big thing back in 2000. I could see nothing except the screen in front of me, and that was being fed from the camera Kyle was holding. There was a moment of sheer panic at the realization that he now controlled everything I saw. He could make me watch anything...or turn the screen off and leave me in blackness.


  “Hello Tammy,” he said. “I thought you might like to take a look at yourself.” And he turned the camera around.


  He was in the living room. Central in the room was a box on legs, about the size and shape of coffin, but only half the normal length. Outward-splayed wooden legs raised the box to waist height.


  The ass and legs of a woman emerged from one end of the box. Her legs were spread wide, her ankles cuffed to the box’s legs. All of her above the waist was hidden by the box itself, except for her arms--they stuck out through holes in the sides.


  My view changed as Kyle walked around the box to the other end. There was a small hole there and, as Kyle brought the camera closer, I saw a pair of pouting, red-painted lips, held open by a ring gag. The ring gag was tied firmly to eyelets on either side of the hole, preventing the woman from moving her head away or lowering it.


  Kyle walked around behind the box again and ran his hand leisurely over the woman’s naked ass. It shouldn’t have been a surprise when I felt his warm palm on my skin, but to my shell-shocked mind, it was.


  The woman in the box was me!


  “I was going to put you in here anyway,” said Kyle. “But I was going to let you mingle for a while first, so that people could remember your face when they were fucking you. But I figure this will do just as well.”


  He pointed the camera at the top surface of the box. There was a large digital photo of me as Tammy there, scotch-taped to the top. It must have been taken while I was unconscious because my eyes were closed, but with my wig, false breasts and little black dress, there was no chance anyone would think I was anything but a woman.


  Kyle returned the camera to the rear of the box and I got a closer look at my ass. What I saw made my breath catch in my chest.


  The cut-out panties Alexa had put on me left my hairless ass cheeks and asshole exposed, but covered me below that. No one could try to fuck me in my non-existent pussy, because the rubber was too tight to get even a finger under it. And the false pussy-lips visible through the thin material would convince anyone rubbing me there that I was the real thing.


  They’d believe I was a woman. A woman displayed there for their pleasure...with her ass and mouth available to fuck.


  I let out a long, low moan as I realized my predicament…and felt my cock swell to almost painful hardness. Kyle threw back his head and laughed. “I’ll switch the feed over to the main camera now,” he said. “So you can see the whole room. Believe me, you’ll want to. It’ll be quite a show.”


  The screen went dark for a moment and then came back on again. Now I was watching myself from a camera--a hidden one, at a guess, like the ones Kyle had used to make the DVDs of Sherri--high up near the ceiling. It showed the whole living room, with the box in the center. And with its wider view, I could see that a few of the armchairs in the corner next to my box had been removed, and in their place was what looked like a bed, although there were no covers or pillows, and it seemed to be made of leather. A big, soft, leather bed built especially for sex.


  I had a horrible feeling I knew who was going to wind up on it.


  “That’s right, Tammy,” said Kyle, looking up at the hidden camera. “Sweet little Sherri is going to have a lot of company tonight. She’s going to be the star attraction--you’re just the sideshow.”


  I tried to shake my head, but couldn’t. I let out a groan of dismay instead.


  “I’m going to play a game,” Kyle told me. “I call it, ‘Let’s see if we can get Sherri knocked up before she becomes a Russian whore.’”


  I groaned in dismay and Kyle laughed again. “There are going to be a lot of men at the party,” he told me. “What do you think? Will Sherri go off tomorrow on Anatoly’s plane with a baby already in her belly? Or will it be one of her Russian customers who finally has the pleasure of knocking her up? I’m guessing Anatoly will let them fuck her bareback--he’ll make more money that way.”


  “It’ll be a while,” Kyle told me. “This part of the party doesn’t get started until later on. So you’ll have plenty of time to think about what’s going to happen to you..and what you really are.” He walked over to the box and leaned close. “This might be the last time I really get to talk to you, so let me be clear.” His voice turned vicious, the bitterest I’d heard him since this whole thing started. “Fuck you, Tom. This is what you get for trying to fuck with me and my business. Your wife’s going to be on her back with her legs spread in a Russian whorehouse and you’re going to be a sissy, cross-dressing fucktoy for the rest of your life. And it’s all...your...fault.”


  And with that, he was gone, closing the door behind him and leaving me to stare at the image of myself in the box.


   


  ***


   


  I was there for hours, stuck in a feedback loop, staring at my own humiliation on the screen in front of my eyes. Kyle was right. It was all my fault. Sure, I’d tried to do the right thing, but it had still been me who’d put this whole thing in motion. And hadn’t it really started before I’d gone to the authorities? Hadn’t it started with me in the US, dissatisfied with my pathetic excuse for a sex life? Something had to change, I’d told myself...and it had.


  And even after everything I’d been through, even with the knowledge of what was going to happen to Sherri and me, I was still hard. My cock was stiff in anticipation of being used by the male guests who believed I was a woman, and at the idea of seeing Sherri fucked...bred in front of my eyes. For that, I hated myself more than ever.


  And then finally, after hours of this, something broke inside me.


  They’d changed me, Alexa and Kyle and even Sherri. Or maybe they hadn’t changed me so much as shown me something inside myself, something that I’d only ever tiptoed around the edge of, back in the US. I was a cuckold, and I liked being a woman--


  I froze. The thought had slipped into my brain, fully-formed, before I could clamp down on it. It was only when I finally let myself think it that I realized how hard I’d been trying not to.


  I forced myself to relax my mind and allow the thought in again. I was a--


  No!


  Yes!


  I was a cuckold. I liked being a woman.


  My whole body seemed to throb with humiliation...but somewhere underneath it, I felt a dam shatter. I was...free!


  I could feel my old life slipping away from me. The need to be a strong man...gone. The need...the responsibility to be the male to Sherri’s female...gone. I was just me. Tammy. Free to enjoy being taken. Free to enjoy watching Sherri be bred. As Tammy, the idea of being taken just gave me the hardest, strongest erection I’d ever known. The idea of seeing Sherri bred by others still humiliated me...but in a good way. I wanted that humiliation. It was part of the pleasure.


  What had gone was the awful, crushing guilt. I’d accepted what I was...and that gave me strength.


   


  ***


   


  My knowledge of the party was extremely limited. With the living room door closed, I could hear the music outside by the hot tub, the voices and the sounds of laughter. I knew the guests had arrived and I knew we were in the early stages of the party--the part I’d been to with Sherri, that night this had all started. The great and the good of San Relando were out there in their suits and designer dresses, sipping champagne and making small talk, the men ogling the women who’d been brave enough to strip down to swimsuits and try the hot tub. Was Sherri in it right now? Was she letting Kyle or Russ...or both of them grope her breasts as they sat on either side of her in that revealing, black swimsuit she had? Or had they already taken her off to one of the bedrooms to fuck her?


  I had no way of knowing. I went crazy imagining every possible scenario, but the reality, when it came, was much worse.


  It was midnight before the door opened and a small army of people sauntered in. I had no way of judging time, but I figured it was around midnight and it sounded as if the casual party-goers had left. The ones remaining would be the hardcore, the ones who were into swinging and swapping.


  But as I stared at the video screen it struck me that the remaining guests weren’t couples. They were all men. All of them in suits, their ages ranging from their twenties right up to their fifties. From their tans, they looked to be native San Relandans, though the screen was too small to make out their faces.


  I saw Sherri walk in with Kyle, and then Alexa walk in with Russ. And then the door closed. That was it, then. Two women, and maybe twenty men.


  No...I went weak inside. Three women.


  Kyle drew my wife into a deep kiss. I saw her eyes flick to all the other men, uncomfortable perhaps at the public display, but after a moment she closed her eyes and gave herself up to it. I saw Kyle’s huge hand smooth its way down her back and then over her ass. The clingy fabric of her blue dress meant that he might as well have been running it over bare skin. I saw Sherri gasp at the sensation...and I saw several men shift their stance, as if their cocks were hardening.


  Kyle whispered something in my wife’s ear and she looked shocked, then shook her head. He asked her again, kissing her this time, and she smiled and nodded. Russ pressed some buttons on a remote control and the lights dimmed, making the room as dark as a club or bar. Thumping, insistent music started up. But it wasn’t until Sherri started to nervously sway to the beat that I realized Kyle had asked her to dance.


  Every man in the room was staring at her. A few of them glanced in the direction of my box, but Sherri was clearly the main attraction.


  The men closed in around Sherri, not actually touching her but forming a smaller circle so that she didn’t feel as if she was dancing in the middle of a huge space. It seemed to work. Sherri began to move more as if she was actually dancing in a club--not that we’d done that in years--and even closed her eyes. I stared at the screen, my eyes glued to her. I’d never seen her look so sexy. Her hips ground in the air and her ass swayed as she raised her arms above her head and moved slowly around the circle. With her eyes closed, she wasn’t aware that many of the men were holding out their hands towards her, not quite touching her but miming stroking her ass or weighing her full breasts. The mood in the room was shifting. It was clear what was going to happen and my heart started to thump in my chest. God, they can’t! Not a...a gang bang! Sherri would never agree to that!


  Kyle seemed to want to prolong the build-up. I saw him whisper in Alexa’s ear and the blonde grinned a cruel smile and slunk over to Sherri. I saw a few men edge towards her as she moved through the crowd and noticed that she side-stepped them, a sour look upon her face, as if they were beneath her. That didn’t bode well. If Kyle really was planning a gang bang, surely Alexa would take on some of the men. It couldn’t really be just Sherri and me...could it?


  Alexa reached Sherri when her eyes were still closed and drew her into a deep, long kiss. I saw Sherri’s eyes open in shock, and she looked at Kyle for reassurance. But at Kyle’s nod she let the kiss happen...and after a few seconds she started to get into it, her hands coming up to stroke Alexa’s arms, their breasts rubbing together through their dresses. Watching the two very different women slowly kissing was one of the most beautiful things I’d ever experienced, and watching it on the video screen, knowing that it was happening live right outside my box, was one of the most frustrating.


  Alexa broke the kiss and waved to a man standing behind Sherri, indicating that he should unzip the back of her dress. He must have been in his late forties, with graying hair, and it was only when he stepped closer that I recognized him. The judge. The one from my trial.


  I gave a low groan of rage as I watched him undo the zipper and let the dress peel away from my wife’s skin. Had Kyle told him that this would happen, even back then? Did he promise the judge he’d get to have some fun with the poor American’s hot wife, if only he cooperated in sending him to jail?


  The dress flopped open, baring Sherri’s back, and Alexa slowly slid it down. Sherri glanced around again, obviously uncertain about losing her clothes in front of all the suited men, but she didn’t protest. The men gasped when they saw she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and when the dress fell around her feet and revealed her smooth-shaven sex, there was a collective growl of approval and lust. Sherri stepped out of the dress, her full, pale breasts swaying, and the circle around her tightened by another foot. The scene didn’t look anything like a swinging party, now. It wasn’t a collection of couples in varying states of undress, as I’d imagined Kyle’s parties being. It was a roomful of men in suits and one beautiful, naked woman in the center, clad only in her heels. It looked like--


  My stomach tightened. It looked like a group of men about to make use of a stripper, or a whore.


  Kyle tapped one man on the shoulder and indicated that he should sit down. Most of the armchairs had been removed to make way for my box, but one sat almost in the center of the room and it was only when the man sat down in it, facing the camera, that I recognized his face. The prosecutor. The one who’d faked the case against me, and who’d interrogated Sherri.


  I saw Sherri’s jaw drop open as she recognized him, too.


  “You remember Prosecutor Marcorlo, don’t you?” Kyle asked her gently.


  Sherri swallowed and nodded.


  “I thought you might like to apologize to him,” said Kyle smoothly.


  “A--Apologize? asked Sherri.


  “You are a guest in his country,” said Kyle. “It was your husband who committed the crime.”


  No! It wasn’t! I tried to yell and scream, but all that came out of the ring gag was a groan.


  “I--” Sherri flushed. “Yes.” She hung her head. “I’m sorry.”


  “Perhaps you should give Prosecutor Marcorlo a lap dance,” said Kyle.


  Sherri’s eyes went wide. “A l--lap dance?! But I’ve never--”


  “Oh, I’m sure you’ll learn,” said Marcorlo. “You American women are so adaptable.”


  Sherri flushed down to her roots. But once again, her submissive side was coming out. I saw the way her breathing notched higher as she stepped towards Marcorlo, her nipples already hard. Being ordered around by these big, strong men was having an effect on her...and following orders meant that she could enjoy whatever happened, guilt-free.


  Russ turned the music up a little louder. That made it easier for Sherri to find the beat...and it drowned out the sound of the men talking about her, as they watched from across the room. They were close enough to me, though, that I could hear them just fine through the walls of the box.


  “Look at that slut,” said one man in a local accent as Sherri, stark naked, gingerly lowered her ass towards Marcorlo’s legs and began to brush her warm flesh against him. “Born to it. Like all Americans.”


  “Did you hear the story?” said another. “Her husband was the one who laundered money.”


  “Where is he now?”


  “Still in jail, as far as I know. So the little slut’s available. And Kyle says she’s hungry for cock.”


  “Of course she is. Just look at her.” Sherri was sitting on Marcorlo’s lap, now, grinding her ass back against the bulge at his groin. Her eyes were half closed and I suspected she was losing herself in a fantasy. With the suited men around her, the dim lights and the thumping music, she could probably convince herself she was a lap dancer working in a club. I realized that was how she was able to make the leap from sex with Kyle and Russ to being naked in front of twenty men. She was living out fantasies I’d never known she had. And, already, it was working. From the way she was biting her lip, she was enjoying the dance almost as much as Marcorlo. And the more turned on she got, the further she’d go….


  “She’ll get all the cock she needs, by the end of tonight,” the man told his friend.


  God! They were planning to--All of them! The thought of Sherri mounted--possibly bred by tens of men made my head swim...and my cock harden.


  When Marcorlo’s arms came around Sherri to cup her naked breasts, she jerked in surprise. After all, there are rules in lap dancing clubs about not touching the dancers. She hadn’t realized that no such rules applied here. But she didn’t protest--in fact, she bit her lip and breathed a little faster, her pale breasts rising and falling in Marcorlo’s kneading hands. Then he slid one hand down her body, smoothing his palm over her flat stomach and naked thigh before moving it inward to rub at her pussy. Sherri began to gasp and pant. He rubbed faster and Sherri closed her eyes. When Marcorlo brought his fingers away a moment later, he showed them to the other men...and even on the video screen, I could see how they shone with her moisture.


  I watched in horror as Marcorlo guided Sherri to stand and then guided her to her knees--not right in front of him, but near the center of the room. He lazily unfastened his trousers and brought out a long, thick cock with a throbbing head.


  “Now,” I heard him say. “Why don’t you show me how sorry you are that you disgraced your country by bringing your criminal husband here?”


  Sherri looked up with wide eyes at Kyle. She looked nervous...but there was something else, as well. Her eyes were half-lidded, as if she was beginning to lose herself in the sexual heat of it all. She reached up for Marcorlo’s cock and slowly wrapped her hand around it.


  “Where is your husband, by the way?” asked Marcorlo. And then I saw him glance, just for a second, at the hidden camera. That meant he was looking right into my eyes.


  He knew. He knew it was me in the box. Did everyone? The guys I’d heard talking before had thought I was still in jail.


  “Kyle sent him away for the evening,” Sherri said shyly. Kyle must have told her to tell them that...and not told her that Marcorlo knew the truth.


  “Oh,” said Marcorlo. “So you’ve been left here with us?” He paused. “Alone?”


  Sherri swallowed and began to work her hand on his cock, twisting it a little around the shaft as she pumped. Her eyes were huge as she looked up at the prosecutor. “Yes.”


  “What a shame. We’ll just have to ensure that you repay his debt to society.” Everyone laughed, and even Sherri managed a nervous smile, but there was a cold edge to Marcorlo’s voice, and he glanced at the camera again, looking right at me. He was going to humiliate me by treating Sherri like a slut, right in front of me. And who knew what he’d do to me?


  “Suck it,” Marcorlo told my wife. “There’s a good girl.”


  Sherri swallowed and then parted her painted lips and began to lick at him. The men around her stepped a little closer. A few of them couldn’t wait and began to rub at the bulges at their crotches.


  “And who’s in the box?” asked the judge, stepping forward. I saw him exchange a look with Marcorlo. He knew, too!


  Sherri drew her head back for a moment. “Just some whore, over from the US,” she said. I could tell by the note of bitterness in her voice that she knew it was me in the box...but again, she clearly had no idea that Marcorlo and the judge knew the truth.


  Marcorlo, the judge and Kyle all exchanged looks over Sherri’s head. “Oh really? A hooker from America?” Marcorlo said it loudly and it got some attention from the other men in the room. A few of them wandered over towards my box. A US hooker was a rare treat for them, I realized. San Relandan men tended to think all American women were sluts, but they considered hookers the sluttiest of them all. God, how will they treat me if they think I’m one of those? I thought. The idea made my already-hard cock twitch in my panties.


  “So we should feel free to use her...this slut in the box?” Marcorlo asked Sherri.


  Sherri was definitely breathing faster now, her eyes locked on the hard rod of flesh in her hand. Her tongue flicked out again to bathe the head, leaving it shining. Then she drew back again and nodded. “Use her.” She glanced towards the box. Towards me. “She’s a submissive. She needs it.”


  My stomach flip-flopped. Sherri was still trying to give me what I’d secretly wanted all along…even when I’d denied it, even when I hadn’t been aware of it. My cock hardened even more. I was about to be used by a roomful of men who thought I was a hooker, and a submissive one at that….


  The men moved closer to my box. “I can see her mouth,” said one, walking around to the head end. Clearly, Kyle had let Marcorlo and the judge in on the secret before the party, but to the rest of the men I was one hundred percent female...and available.


  “Enough talk,” said Marcorlo to Sherri. “Show me what an American woman can do with her mouth. Then, later, perhaps I’ll pay the other slut a visit.”


  Sherri caught her breath at the implication that she, too, was a slut, but opened her mouth wide and took the head of his cock in her mouth, sealing her lips around it. I could see her cheeks hollow as she began to suck. She kept stroking his cock with one hand, moving it a little faster, now.


  “Good,” said Marcorlo. “But your husband didn’t just cause me a great deal of time and trouble. I think you should apologize to Judge Saldini, as well.”


  The judge stepped forward. He had his cock out as well and, while it wasn’t quite as long or thick as Marcorlo’s, it was still much larger than mine. Sherri flushed red, but dutifully pulled her head back off Marcorlo’s cock and turned slightly towards the judge’s.


  “Oh no,” said the judge. “You need to learn how to apologize to both of us.”


  Sherri blinked. “But--”


  Both men shoved their cocks forward, stuffing them into her open mouth. Her cheeks bulged as their cock heads stretched her to capacity and rubbed across her tongue. She looked up with huge eyes, but didn’t attempt to move away. She reached up with her other hand to start stroking the judge’s cock.


  “No,” said Kyle, stepping up to the scene. “Play with yourself.” He had his arm around Alexa and I could see the jealousy flash through Sherri’s eyes.


  “Play with yourself,” Kyle said again. “Don’t you want to?”


  Sherri glanced down at the floor and I knew immediately that she did want to--that she was desperate to. She might be shy, might even be nervous, but being on her knees in a roomful of horny men was just as big a turn on for her as watching it was for me. She just needed someone to tell her what to do, to overcome the guilt factor, and now Kyle had given her that.


  She slid a hand down her body, inching her knees apart, and started to slide her fingertips up and down her moist folds. I saw her breathing change as she began to rub herself, her hips starting to grind as she got hornier and hornier.


  The judge and the prosecutor began to jack their cocks as she panted around them, each of them reaching down to stroke a breast with the other hand. Everyone stopped talking, focused intently on the sight of Sherri on her knees, servicing two men at once. I noticed Russ sidle over to Alexa and grope her ass in his excitement, and the chill stare she gave him in response.


  In the box, I was watching with mounting anger...and mounting anticipation. These were the men who’d conspired to put me in jail, and now they had my wife on her knees...and loving it. And yet at the same time, the sight of those two cocks jammed together in her mouth, stretching her red-painted lips around them, was electrifying.


  I expected them to come in her mouth to humiliate me further, but to my surprise they both pulled out. Kyle led Sherri over to the leather bed. I suddenly realized that, while the rest of the room was relatively dim, both the bed and the box were lit with spotlights. Kyle must have wanted to make sure I could see every detail.


  “Lie down, Sherri,” Kyle said.


  She looked at the bed and then around her at the watching men. Her eyes grew wide, but I could see her breathing quicken. That exhibitionist streak that Kyle had uncovered was coming out again.


  “It’s okay,” said Kyle, his voice tender. “I don’t mind. Have fun with him.”


  The prosecutor was younger than the judge and not bad looking, in a stern sort of way. Like all San Relandan men, he was well built, and his erect cock was throbbing and wet from her mouth. I could see Sherri swallow as she looked at him. He gave her a wolfish grin.


  This was the crossroads, I knew. Sherri had been shared with Alexa and then with Russ, but now Kyle was asking her to go much, much further. I was certain that he wouldn’t force her, so if she just got up and walked away, he’d let her go--at least until the next morning when Anatoly arrived. But if she went along with it, if she lay down and spread herself for the prosecutor...then he’d have succeeded in transforming my previously shy wife into a slut.


  I looked at her standing there deciding, her pale breasts so soft and vulnerable, her nipples pinkly erect. I held my breath. I think we all did.


  And then she stepped onto the bed and lay down on her back.


  Chapter 6


   


  A noise like a suppressed cheer went through the crowd of men. I saw Alexa grin cruelly. I wondered if she knew about the deal Kyle had made with the Russian, or if Russ knew. There was no way of telling.


  I watched as Marcorlo stepped up to my wife’s feet. “Open your legs,” he told her.


  She opened her legs wide, then bent her knees. Her shining pink folds flowered open for him.


  No! Despite my arousal at the sight, this was Marcorlo, the guy who’d helped ruin my life! I couldn’t let him--my mind rebelled against even thinking the words. I couldn’t let him put his cock inside her!


  Moving with lazy slowness, Marcorlo unfastened his belt and let his pants drop to his thighs. His ass was strong and muscular--clearly, he was a guy who worked out. And soon that strong ass would be humping between my wife’s legs--


  I let out a long, low moan and, to my surprise, someone answered with a chuckle. I’d been watching my wife on the screen so intently that I hadn’t noticed Kyle moving to stand right next to my head. I looked across and saw him on the screen at the same time I heard his voice through the box. “Feeling left out?” he asked.


  Behind him, I could see another man eager to approach. Eager to use me. I went weak inside at the thought. But Kyle waved him back for a moment, as if he wanted to speak to me alone.


  I tried to answer Kyle’s question, but the ring gag made my words into an unintelligible groan. I’m not even sure what I wanted to say. My cock was harder than I’d ever known it—stiff at the thought of being used.


  “Do you know what I’m going to do now, Tom?” Kyle asked.


  I tried to shake my head, but the box denied me even that small movement.


  “I’m going to save you. I’m going to move this box into another room and lock the door. Oh, you’ll still be shut in the box—I don’t want you telling Sherri what’s going to happen to the two of you tomorrow. But all these big, strong men won’t be able to come near you. Unless, of course…you want it to happen.”


  I wanted it. I wanted to be used like a whore, and Kyle knew it. Some small part of me still felt guilty about it, and being unable to choose squashed that guilt. It’s not my fault, I’d been saying to myself. If I don’t have a choice then it’s not my fault.


  But now he wanted to give me the choice. He wanted me to choose to be gang-banged. He wanted me to prove to him that I really was a sissy slut.


  Kyle’s voice was cruel at my ear. “You can’t possibly want to stay out here. They think you’re a real woman, Tammy. They think you’re a whore—a kinky whore. They’ll fuck your mouth and ass and leave their cum inside you. You can’t want that.”


  I groaned in frustration. I did want it. But to actually admit that, to confess that I was a sissy…that was huge.


  “I bet Marcorlo will want to take you,” said Kyle. “And Saldini, too. The guys who helped me to put you in jail. God, imagine that, Tom. Sucking on your enemies’ cocks. You’d have to really be pathetically broken to want that.”


  I hated myself for it…but the idea of being crushed down that low, of servicing them…it sent a hot throb of desire right through me.


  “I didn’t think so,” said Kyle airily. “I’ll push the box through to the next room now.”


  Decision time.


  I took a deep breath…and made a sound that was just about understandable as Wait.


  “What’s that, Tammy?” Kyle asked.


  My face was burning with humiliation, but I made the sound again.


  “You want to stay in here, and have men use you? Are you sure?”


  “Mmm!” I said, my cheeks scorching hot.


  “I’ll need a clear sign,” said Kyle. “I mean, I wouldn’t want to misinterpret anything. I want it to be definitive. If you want to stay in here and be used…suck on my finger.”


  And his thick, calloused digit plunging between my lips. For just a second, I hesitated.


  And then I sucked on it as hard as I could. I heard Kyle cackle from outside the box and then the finger was withdrawn.


  I’d kept my eyes closed the whole time but, as Kyle stepped away, I finally opened them again. I could see Kyle walking away, laughing in victory at finally having broken me. And, beyond him, I could see the man who’d been waved back before. He was striding impatiently towards the box, eager for his turn.


  What had I done?!


  But there was no doubt in my mind. I’d never been more turned on. I watched as the guy unbuckled his pants and freed his cock. I could see him stroking himself on the video screen, and he was so close to me that I could actually hear skin moving on skin through the thin wood of the box. The full cruelty--or genius--of Kyle’s plan was becoming clear to me. The video screen made for an unnerving blend of watching it at a distance and yet having it happen to me. I stared and stared at the hard length of his cock on the screen, knowing that when he shoved it through the hole in the box, it would suddenly be right there, hot and throbbing in my mouth.


  I could feel the press of my breasts under me, the tight nylon of my stockings gripping my legs. My transformation was complete. I wasn’t Tom. I was Tammy. And I’d chosen to be used by a man who was going to treat me as nothing more than a convenient orifice. A guy who thought I was a slutty, American whore…and he would just be the first of many. I felt my cock twitch and strain.


  Over near the center of the room, Marcorlo was now on his knees between my wife’s legs. He leaned forward and started to lick at her breasts and her eyes slowly closed as she moaned in pleasure. Then he began to rub the outer lips of her pussy with the head of his cock.


  His naked cock. Just as Kyle had promised, he wasn’t wearing a condom. They really were trying to get Sherri knocked up! And tomorrow we’d be taken off to Russia and separated...I wouldn’t even know if she was pregnant!


  “Do you want this?” he asked her. “You little American slut?”


  She swallowed and looked away, her face flushing. Tell him no! I thought desperately. At least tell him to use a condom!


  When she didn’t answer, Marcorlo rubbing the head of his cock up and down between her pussy lips, probing a little deeper but not quite entering her. His thumbs worked at her spit-wet nipples. “Do you?”


  “Yes,” she said softly, not meeting his eyes.


  “Look at me,” he ordered. “I want you to look right into my eyes when I slide my cock into you.”


  She caught her breath at that, but met his eyes…and held them as he started to push forward with his hips.


  My plaintive cry of “Sherri!” was turned into garbled nonsense by the ring gag. And at that moment, something warm and throbbing slid between my parted lips and into my mouth. My eyes bulged. Again, I’d been distracted by what was happening over on the bed. When I looked over to my box on the screen, the man near my head was feeding his cock through the hole.


  “There,” he said, as if doing me a favor. “That should keep you quiet.”


  The feeling of it was incredible, the hot, hard length sliding over my tongue. Simultaneously, I was watching Sherri being slowly penetrated by Marcorlo’s cock.


  “Suck,” the guy told me. And when, shell-shocked, I still didn’t, he leaned forward and delivered a stinging slap across my ass.


  “MMFF!” I wailed, and immediately began to suck. The guy gave a grunt of pleasure and began to rock his hips forward and back a little, but didn’t try to enter me any deeper, for which I was thankful. At the same time, a hot glow started in the pit of my stomach. The feeling of being used, of my mouth being taken just like a pussy, sent a ripple of fire through me.


  I heard Sherri gasp and focused on the screen. Marcorlo was sliding deeper, inch by inch, savoring the tightness of her. The sight of his bare, tanned ass sinking between her pale thighs made my guts twist--especially when I saw that he still had his gaze locked on Sherri’s eyes. They were both staring at each other like lovers as his thick length stretched her wide and pushed right in to the root. Only then did he glance around and look right into the hidden camera, smiling at me.


  “MMFFF!” I groaned in frustration, but my cry just vibrated around the cock in my mouth and its owner gasped in response and pushed deeper. I felt the head of his cock bulging at the back of my mouth, almost making me gag. The feeling of being so used was making my heart hammer in my chest so hard that I thought it was going to smash its way out. The heat inside me was building and building, the sensation of him sliding in and out between my red-painted lips indescribable.


  On the screen, I saw Marcorlo begin to fuck my wife. He had his hands planted either side of her breasts, his muscled arms firm as iron, and he was thrusting with hard, brutal strokes, staring into her eyes as he did it. Sherri gasped at first, then started to moan, then closed her eyes and began to arch her back. I saw her knees loll apart a little as her muscles relaxed.


  “Spread her wider,” said Marcorlo, his voice thick with lust. Two men, still in their suits, eagerly knelt down either side of Sherri and dragged her knees outward, opening her up to him. He started to move faster, slamming his groin into hers, and she began to meet every thrust with a tempestuous flex of her pelvis.


  If the sight excited me, it excited the guy in my mouth even more. He began to thrust, and each thrust took him a little deeper. Seconds later, the cock hit the back of my throat and my eyes bulged...and then it was thrusting past the tight muscle--


  “MMMFF!”


  ...and sliding down my throat. Suddenly, I had hot, throbbing cock there, filling me, and my eyes bulged. But no one could see me, in the box. As far as the guy was concerned, he was just fucking the mouth of some American hooker and, from his groan of pleasure, her throat was even better than her mouth.


  I panted around the cock and began to use my tongue on the shaft. On the screen in front of my eyes, I could see the man begin to thrust his hips against the box--I could actually feel the vibration of him slamming against it, in time with the hot length sliding between my lips. I started to gag and choke on it, gasping for air around its thickness, while in my panties my cock was straining, desperate for stimulation.


  Marcorlo let out a growl, drawing my attention back to Sherri. He was speeding up now, his climax close, and Sherri was panting too. Would she demand that he pull out? She was still under the impression she had a real relationship with Kyle, that she was trying for a baby with him. When Russ had fucked her, she’d lost herself in the heat of the moment. But surely she wouldn’t let a complete stranger impregnate her!


  Sure enough, as Marcorlo pumped away at her, Sherri slowly opened her eyes and spoke through her gasps. “You...have to pull out,” she told him. “I’m...not on...birth control.”


  Marcorlo stared at her...and then kept going.


  She groaned in fear even as she shuddered in pleasure from his thrusts. “I--I’m serious!” she managed.


  At that moment, Kyle and Russ sidled up to her and shooed away the men who’d been holding her legs. They took an ankle in each hand, but didn’t move them, for now.


  “I want you to,” Kyle told my wife, staring intently into her eyes. “I want you to get pregnant.”


  Sherri’s was approaching her climax, her brain a mess of hormones and lust, but her eyes still bulged at that. “B--But--It won’t be yours! We won’t even know whose it is!”


  In the box, I bucked and strained, fighting against my bonds. Yes! I wanted to yell. Tell him that! Stick to your guns!


  But Marcorlo didn’t stop his thrusting and Kyle leaned down and stroked Sherri’s hair. “It doesn’t matter,” he told her. “We’ll raise it as our own.”


  No! I wanted to yell. The bastard was going to have her shipped off to Russia the very next morning, pregnant with some stranger’s baby! He just wanted the cruel pleasure of seeing her get pregnant, even if he had to find out second-hand from Anatoly whether he’d been successful. And the worst part was, he was doing it all to get revenge on me. It wasn’t just about getting Sherri pregnant. It was about getting my wife pregnant.


  Sherri blinked up at him, amazed. I’m not sure what she thought--maybe she was so love-struck that she believed the fairy story about him happily raising the baby with her. Maybe she wanted that forbidden feeling of a man coming inside her so strongly that she was prepared to risk relying on Kyle’s words. Maybe she figured that the next morning, they could discuss it rationally and she could always get the morning after pill if she needed to.


  She nodded.


  In my box, I howled and whimpered, and the guy using my mouth gasped.


  “She’s moaning all over my cock,” he announced to the others. “It’s fantastic!”


  As he thrust harder and deeper, his groin slapping against my lips, I saw Kyle and Russ lift Sherri’s ankles up in the air, then push them back towards her shoulders. Her eyes grew wide as she felt Marcorlo slide even deeper within her pussy. His thrusts got faster, his face growing strained as he approached his end. “I’m going to give you a baby,” he told her. “A nice strong San Relandan boy for you to raise.”


  Sherri panted at the idea, her mouth a round, open “O”.


  “Is this better than your husband?” Marcorlo snarled. “The filthy criminal. Do you want my baby instead of his?”


  The base of his cock was slapping right against her clit now, her whole body shuddering as the waves of pleasure rolled through her. I understood that she was on the edge of orgasm, but that didn’t make what came next any easier to hear. “Y--Yes!” she almost shouted.


  Marcorlo was pumping into her so hard, now, that the slap of flesh on flesh was audible even over the music. “Tell me you want it,” he ordered.


  Something in that harsh, dominant voice made her comply. “I--Y--Yes! I want it! Fill me up!” she gasped.


  Kyle and Russ waited until that moment and then took her ankles and pushed. Her ankles went nearly behind her ears, bending her double, and Marcorlo’s final thrust took him balls-deep within her, causing her to jerk in surprise...and tipping her over the edge into orgasm. I imagined the thick head of him pushing against the soft membrane of her cervix, the tip suddenly flaring wide as--


  “Oh!” Sherri suddenly yelled. “Oh! God!” And I knew he was shooting inside her, rope after rope of hot cum splattering against that tiny, secret hole that led to her womb. With every clench of his muscular ass, the prosecutor shot millions more sperm inside her, every one ready to land her with a stranger’s child. And with every burst of hot goo she felt inside her, my wife clenched and spasmed around him, eyes closed and back arched, as the orgasm tore through her. And though it was him, a man I hated, and though it made me burn with cold rage inside, the sight of him coming inside her still had me painfully hard inside my panties.


  When they’d both finished moving, Marcorlo stayed there for a moment on top of her, pressing her legs awkwardly back against her upper body. He turned to the hidden camera and smiled a smile of pure victory, then slowly pulled out of my wife.


  Russ and Kyle held her legs in place so that I had an obscene view of her shaven slit, its glistening inner walls hidden by the thick trickle of cum that dribbled from it. Sherri was panting, still recovering, and would have been much more comfortable with her legs down, but they held them folded back nonetheless.


  Maybe it was the sight of that naked, used pussy that set off the man using my mouth. His thrusts suddenly got faster, jerkier, and then, as he buried himself in my throat, there was the sensation of something spurting, again and again. I swallowed, and a part of me blazed into delicious heat at the idea that I’d just serviced my first man of the party.


  Marcorlo got to his feet and began to fasten his pants, taking his time with his elegant leather belt. “Next,” he said loudly.


  A ripple of cruel laughter passed through the room and I saw Sherri writhe on the bed. In humiliation? Or, like me, had she finally accepted what she was? Was she reveling in her sluttishness?


  Judge Saldini pushed to the front of the crowd, grinning. “I remember your husband in my courtroom,” he told Sherri. “He barely seemed to know what was going on. Hadn’t even taken the time to learn our language.”


  The man using my mouth slowly withdrew, smearing my tongue with the last of his cum. I swallowed thickly. For a moment, I was free to concentrate solely on Sherri.


  “I’m sorry,” she told the judge.


  Saldini was casually unfastening his pants. “Have you bothered to learn our language?” he asked Sherri.


  Kyle and Russ still held her bent almost in two, her feet--in their high heels--up near her ears. With Saldini and the other men staring right at her exposed pussy and ass, the position no doubt made her feel incredibly vulnerable. “I--I’m trying,” she said. “I’m not very good, yet.”


  Saldini nodded. “So if I called you a vacato”--the crowd laughed--”a little rassti who needs a maxima phalti every few hours”--the crowd roared--”or she gets too divaloni to think...you wouldn’t know what I was saying?”


  Sherri panted, and I could see I’d been right. She was getting off on the humiliation, a little. The submissive side of her, the part Kyle had discovered and nurtured, was coming to the fore, bowing to Saldini’s strong will. And though she didn’t know the language, she--like me--had a pretty damn good idea what he’d just said about her. She should have slapped him. Instead, she said, “N--No.”


  Saldini grinned. “Well, no matter,” he told her. “I think everyone here knows what you are, without you confirming it.”


  Sherri flushed crimson, but her eyes were locked on his cock as he brandished it. He knelt in front of her and presented it to her cream-filled slit. “I’ve been thinking about you,” he told her, “ever since I saw you at Kyle’s party.”


  My wife’s eyes went wide.


  “I knew then that I’d have you,” he told her. “I knew we all would.” And he lunged into her, making her gasp.


  Inside the box, I screamed in frustration around the gag. Ever since the nightmare started, I’d been blaming myself for reporting the money laundering, thinking that had set everything in motion. But some of the things I’d heard were starting to make me rethink that. It was sounding like Kyle would have found a way to get me out of the way, one way or another, so that he could have my wife...and share her with his friends. I’d just hurried things along by playing the boy scout.


  As Saldini lowered himself atop my wife, I saw another figure step close to my box. I recognized the sharply-cut suit as belonging to Marcorlo.


  “Hello Tammy,” I heard through the box. “Yes, I know it’s you in there. Do you remember what I said to you at the police station? About how maybe I’d get your wife in and interrogate her? And you were so worried about how my men and I might abuse the poor, shy little thing? Well, just look at her now. She was begging me to come inside her. Maybe she’ll give me a nice bouncing baby in nine months’ time.”


  I growled in anger. The bastard had been instrumental in getting me sent to jail, second only to Kyle, and the thought of him having enjoyed my wife sent icy spikes through my heart.


  “She’s very good, you know,” he said in a syrupy tone. “So smooth, inside. And hot. And wet. Dripping wet. Now, though, I really need cleaning off.”


  I blinked. He couldn’t mean--


  His cock, still only semi-hard, slid into my mouth. He didn’t push down my throat, but left it there, resting hotly on my tongue.


  “Suck it, you sad little cuckold slut,” Marcorlo told me.


  The idea lit a dark fire in my belly. One of my worst enemies...the one who wrecked my life, who just fucked my wife...and now I’m going to have to clean his cock.


  Very slowly, I began to suck him. I felt his cock swell on my tongue.


  “Good,” he said teasingly. “I knew you’d prove to be a useful member of our society one day.”


  I could taste Sherri on him, her female musk and sweetness. And the traces of the potent cum he’d left inside her, salty and thick, the last drops oozing out over my tongue. I swallowed, and felt his cock twitch at the movement. “You make a much better woman than you do a man,” Marcorlo said mildly, and reached back and ran his hand over my bare ass cheek, making me shudder. The idea that a man was using me, that I was a slutty, sexy woman, turned me on like nothing else. But the fact that it was him...that humiliation added another whole level to my arousal.


  I tried to focus on what was happening to Sherri. Judge Saldini was leaning far over her, now, her upraised legs either side of him as he fondled her breasts. He was taking his time fucking her, his cock sliding in long, slow strokes as his fingers crushed those pale globes and pinched and pulled at her nipples. Sherri gasped and panted beneath him, the slow, methodical stimulation enough to keep her in a heady state of arousal but not enough to take her all the way to her peak. And Saldini, for all his age, was as well-built as any of the San Relandan men, and obviously kept himself in good shape. He could likely go on for a long time, if he wanted to.


  Marcorlo, though, was rapidly losing control. Maybe it was what my mouth was doing to him. Maybe it was the feeling of exercising his superiority over me. “You really do have a sweet little mouth,” he said in a low hiss, careful not to be heard by anyone but me. “I’ll bet you were popular in prison.”


  I tried to tell him that I’d never gone near a man...not until Alexa and Sherri had changed me into Tammy. But the gag made my protests useless.


  “Oh, it’s nothing to be ashamed of,” he told me. “It’s only fair that you should have some fun...after all, your wife was having plenty of fun, wasn’t she? With Kyle. And now she’s had fun with me. And soon she’ll have had fun with every man here.”


  Hearing it stated to coldly, so clinically, made me writhe in humiliation. My wife…used by them all!


  “It’s lucky Kyle found you, in America,” Marcorlo told me, his voice growing tight with lust. “It would be a shame for a woman like that to go without a proper cock. I hear yours is very small. Much better that he brought you both over here for us to enjoy.” He sighed with pleasure. “Maybe next week, I can take you on a tour of the prison and introduce you as Tom’s sister. You could spend some time in the guard’s break room...on your knees.” He started to thrust into my mouth, his cock swelling to full hardness. “Or...I know! I could take you on a tour of one of the cell blocks, parading you past all those horny prisoners.”


  My stomach flipped over at that. Marcorlo’s cock was rock hard and straining in my mouth, now, and he began to push forward into my throat, making me gag. “Wouldn’t it be awful,” he said in a low voice, “if there was an incident? If we got separated, and you found yourself grabbed and pulled up against the bars of a cell by the prisoners?”


  “MMFFF!” I protested. But the idea of it sent a hot rush through my body. I thought of the men I’d shared a cell with, towards the end of my stay, and how they’d reacted to the sight of Sherri and Alexa on DVD. If a sexy woman was actually presented to them in the flesh…


  “They’d grab you,” grunted Marcorlo. “Pull you ass-first against the bars and use their towels to tie your wrists and ankles there.”


  He was thrusting hard into my mouth, now, making me gag each time, his cock filling my throat. I could hear the blood rushing in my ears. The picture he was painting in my head was deeply, deeply hot.


  “They’d take turns with your ass,” Marcorlo told me. “Again and again. Maybe I’d get talking to another guard and not notice you hadn’t caught up. It might be an hour before we found you. And by that time you’d be a true...prison...slut.”


  As he hissed the final words, his cock started to jerk and spurt. He pulled back so that the head was in my mouth, so that each hot eruption jetted across the roof of my mouth and my tongue, forcing me to taste it. And with each one, my own cock gave a throbbing jerk of its own. I hated him...and yet the way he was treating me made me hotter than I’d ever known.


  “Swallow,” he told me, and I did.


  As he chuckled and walked away, it hit me that he’d just confirmed, with his little prison plan, what I’d suspected: Kyle hadn’t told anyone about his scheme to give Sherri and me to the Russian.


  I looked at my wife on the video screen. She was thrashing under Judge Saldini now, eyes closed, long dark hair tossing on the bed. My heart broke. How had my wife--my beautiful, shy wife--come to this, to be fucked in front of a crowd of people by a scheming, corrupt man nearly twenty years older than her? And how had she changed so much, so quickly, that she could be moaning and gasping for more, for him to move faster, harder!


  But I knew the truth. She hadn’t changed...she’d just cast off the mask she’d been wearing our entire marriage, just as I finally had. Kyle had broken us, yes, but that had only revealed the person beneath the shell. I’d been a closet submissive and a cuckold and, yes, I seemed to fit much more easily into a woman’s body. And Sherri had been a closet slut. We were being shown for what we were and, just as I’d been set free by accepting what I was, maybe this would set her free, too. Except, just as we’d made our breakthrough, Kyle was going to break her heart and show her that she was no more than his possession, trading her for his own safety.


  Saldini lay almost flat on top of Sherri and began to thrust faster, leaning down to draw her into a deep kiss. As the pleasure finally started to build towards a climax, she groaned and opened her mouth to him, their lips just touching as their tongues met. Kyle and Russ opened her legs wide in the air, so that they formed a “V,” and she groaned.


  Saldini suddenly broke the kiss, but kept his face close to hers. “I already have a son, and a grandson,” he told her, almost snarling the words as he strained to hold back his climax. “It’ll be fun to think of another little bastard running around somewhere. Maybe I’ll see you around the city with your tummy all swollen, and wonder if it’s mine.”


  Sherri thrashed her head. “God--”


  Saldini jerked his hips, rooting himself in her and grinding his groin against her clit. “You want me to come inside you. Don’t you?”


  Sherri gritted her teeth. As the waves of pleasure rushed through her, she hissed, “...yes.”


  The judge gave a grunt and his ass contracted again and again as he shot his load. I saw Sherri’s head rock back against the softness of the bed as she felt the liquid spurt of him. This time, Kyle and Russ let her legs go...but they sank only slowly because every muscle in her body was locking tense, her feet dancing in the air as the orgasm took her. Every man in the room watching her thrash and shake, her breasts jiggling as she arched her back, and if there had been any doubt in their minds that this American woman was really a slut, that image extinguished it.


  By the time her heels finally sank to the floor, there was an eager group of men pushing close to her. No, I realized: not a group--a line. There were forming a line! I’d known that Kyle’s intention was for lots of the men to fuck her, but to see them actually order themselves, to just presume that she’d let each of them mount her...breed her, like some tethered mare…. They thought of her as no more than a vessel to spend their seed in...and the worst part was that she knew it, and was reveling in the darkness of it.


  In college, I’d never been cool enough to be invited to the wilder frat parties but a friend had sneaked me into one. Half-drunk on purloined beer, I’d stumbled upstairs and glimpsed, through an open door, one of the cheerleaders on her back on the bed, legs wrapped around one guy while three others waited their turn. She’d been “pulling a train,” I was told by one of her waiting suitors, and my young jaw had dropped at the filthiness of it. And now my wife, the woman who’d sworn herself only to me, was doing the same, and loving it.


  Chapter 7


   


  The judge stood up and staggered off towards the kitchen, his legs trembling. The next man was on her immediately, but a second one stepped forward as well. Between them, they coaxed her up onto hands and knees.


  Sherri moved sluggishly, her mind hazy with pleasure. As she raised herself into position, her ass towards the crowd, there was an intake of breath. The movement had started a trickle of cum from her pussy, and the white goo was slowly oozing down her inner thigh. She groaned as she felt it there, turning to look in shame.


  The sight only inflamed her next two partners, though. I’d seen neither of them before--and although it had hurt me to see Marcorlo and Saldini take her, in some ways the idea that two nameless, anonymous men would enjoy her was even harder to bear.


  Both of them were young--younger than us, I judged, perhaps in their late twenties. The one near her head had blond hair and a slightly darker stubble across his rugged jaw. When he freed his cock from his pants, it was at least as long as Kyle’s, though not quite as thick. God, he wasn’t really going to ask her to take all that in her mouth...was he?


  Meanwhile, the one behind her was shoving his pants down to his thighs and guiding his own shorter but thicker cock to her pussy. In contrast to his friend, he had dark curly hair down almost to his shoulders, giving him a look that Sherri would have called rough...while shyly biting her lip and ogling him. Both of them were strikingly good looking.


  The one in front ran his thumb over Sherri’s bottom lip, grinning at her, and she obediently opened, licking her lips. But when she felt the head of another cock graze her pussy lips, she turned her head in surprise. “B--Both of you?” she asked, eyes wide. “I’m not sure if--”


  The one at her head just smiled and rubbed her lips again, this time with the head of his cock. His pre-cum smeared across her lower lip, stretching out into a rope as his cock moved away. And then he said something.


  In San Relandan.


  Sherri realized at the same time I did that neither of them spoke English. Probably they didn’t even know who Sherri was, exactly, other than that she was the entertainment at this party. Most likely, the thought she was some hooker Kyle had hired--because what girlfriend would offer herself up to be gang-banged?


  Sherri swallowed. “I’ve never--I’ve never had two men--”


  The guy nodded and smiled and stroked her hair. And then he pushed his cock into her mouth. Simultaneously, the man behind her started to press into her from behind.


  I saw Sherri suck in a huge lungful of air through her nostrils as she felt herself stretch, but she made no attempt to move away. The man behind her wasn’t Kyle-big, but he was much thicker than Marcorlo or Saldini had been and, even lubricated as she was, he had trouble entering her at first. I watched the throbbing cock head press once, twice against her slickened folds, opening her wider each time, before it finally pushed its way inside.


  Sherri groaned, but there was no mistaking that it was a groan of pleasure. Now that he was inside her, the man had no trouble pushing into her all the way, wet as she was from the men who’d gone before him. As the man using her mouth lifted her chin to form a straight line from mouth to throat and pushed deep, she found herself filled from both ends for the first time in her life.


  I stared disbelievingly at the screen in front of my eyes. My wife was on all fours, her beautiful, pale ass raised in the air as a suited man pushed his cock inch by tight inch inside her from behind. Her long, silky hair was bunched in the hands of the man in front of her as he held her head in place and began to fuck her throat. The scene was made even more obscene by her nudity next to the almost fully-clothed men, and her heels only completed the picture. She looked like--my throat caught and my cock twitched--a whore.


  I closed my eyes, but as soon as one sense disappeared, the others compensated. By focusing on the screen, I’d been distanced from what was happening, a little, as if it was some porn actress on TV. Now, I became more aware of the squeals and moans and desperate pants through the thin walls of the box--reminders that my wife was being taken just across the room.


  “I’m going to come!” a man’s voice announced breathlessly, right outside the box. I could hear the sounds of him frantically stroking himself--he must be watching Sherri.


  “Stick it in her mouth,” another man said, and I imagined the guy pushing the blond-haired man aside to stuff his cock between Sherri’s lips. But then I felt the thick, rubbery head of a cock sliding between my lips, just as it began to shoot. Thick ropes of cum filled my mouth, catching me completely by surprise. The hot goo filled my mouth. I slowly swallowed, feeling it slide down my throat, and a mixture of shame and burning lust rippled up through my body.


  As he withdrew, I opened my eyes again. Sherri was grinding her ass back against the man behind her, her full breasts bouncing and swaying beneath her, her back arched like a cat’s. The man fucking her face was up on his knees, using all his power to drive his cock between her lips, his own eyes closed in ecstasy. All three of them were approaching their peak.


  The man behind her slowed his thrusts a little and Sherri moaned around the cock in her mouth--in frustration. My skin prickled at the sound. She was giving herself up to it completely, losing herself in it, and that knowledge scared me even as it excited me. She really was transforming into a slut. Was the old Sherri gone forever?


  The man using her pussy said something in San Relandan, a question to Kyle. Kyle shook his head firmly and mimed a large, pregnant belly and the man grinned...and then began to slam his hips into Sherri so hard her whole body rocked. He was much more athletic than the men who’d come before and seemed determined to fuck her as hard as he possibly could.


  Meanwhile, the man in her mouth pushed all the way forward, sliding into her right down to the root and then holding her there, and I could see her wildly licking and sucking at the base of his shaft, her eyes squeezed closed in ecstasy as the orgasm built rapidly inside her. And then the young, virile buck behind her went deep and stayed there, his hands clutching at her thighs as he came. Sherri’s shocked expression gave me some idea of how long and powerful the spurts must have been inside her. And this was a man in his twenties, in peak physical shape--his sperm would be potent and hardy, likely to win the race...and we didn’t even know his name!


  Maybe it was the thought of that, or maybe it was the way he leaned forward and planted a kiss on her shoulder, but Sherri suddenly shot over the edge and into her climax. She began to buck and shudder between them and I heard the gasp from the man behind her as her internal muscles milked him.


  The man behind her pulled out and the sight of the trickle of cum wending its way down her thigh was especially terrifying because it was so small. Where was the rest of it? my battered mind wondered. Her fertile body must be almost sucking it up, desperate for a child.


  The man in front of her held himself deep in her throat and the only sign I had that he too was coming was a series of deep, guttural grunts, and a tightening of his hands in her hair. I saw Sherri’s throat working as he emptied his balls into her, hungrily gulping it down.


  The two men stepped away, leaving Sherri panting. Immediately, three more men stepped up.


  Three?!


  Even as they closed in on her, a fourth man approached Kyle. “Can I have ass?” he asked in broken English.


  Kyle shook his head. Then, to my horror, he pointed at the box. “But you can take hers.”


  I watched on my screen as the man looked towards the box. He saw a long, shapely pair of legs, hairless and utterly feminine, the five-inch heels and stockings making them seem even longer. He saw the woman’s ass, beautifully framed and presented to him by the cut out in her panties. I saw him step towards the box and look down at the photo taped to the top, grinning at the gorgeous, dark-haired woman’s face. And then I felt his heavy palm come down on my naked ass cheek, smoothing over the surface.


  I drew in my breath. I’d chosen this, chosen to stay in the room, but it was still a big step. A man was going to claim my tight, feminine ass.


  The man’s hand slid down and started to rub at my fake pussy, hard enough that a little of the sensation transferred through to my achingly-hard cock. I moaned helplessly and heard him laugh at the sound. “Why you cover pussy?” he asked Kyle. There was a hint of cruelty in his voice that sent a shudder through me...and I was shocked to find it wasn’t an entirely unpleasant shudder.


  “That one needs training,” Kyle told him. “Ass and mouth only.”


  I saw the guy nod, as if this was reasonable enough, as if women needed “training.” I’d forgotten, for a second, that I was in San Relando. Trained, I thought. By a cruel master. God….


  But then he stepped back. He must have changed his mind, I thought. I was left on the edge, panting in frustration, my cock painfully hard inside my panties.


  The men surrounding Sherri were turning her over onto her back and opening her legs wide. One of them rammed his pants down and was between her thighs immediately, pushing for entry. Another straddled her chest, fondling her breasts, while a third knelt over her head and started to feed his cock into her mouth.


  Once again, the sight of her being taken--used--made my cock swell and jerk, but it also inspired the other men in the room. I felt another cock slide into my mouth, immediately going straight down my throat. And now hands were grabbing my hands and pulling them to more stiff cocks, directing them to grip and stroke in the rhythm they wanted. Both Sherri and I were being enjoyed by three men at once and the knowledge that I really was a sissy, feminine slut sent a deep ripple of pride through me.


  The two men with their cocks in Sherri had pushed deep, now, her head bent back over the edge of the bed to help the angle for the one in her mouth. The man fucking her had hold of her thighs and was bearing her down on the bed as he fucked her hard, ensuing her body couldn’t move even an inch as he rammed into it. Sherri was panting and gasping under him as his sizable cock spread her wide, a wanton grin of pleasure drawing up the corners of her mouth. The one stroking her breasts tried to slide his cock between the soft globes, but stopped, as if frustrated by the dry rub of her skin. He satisfied himself with rubbing the swollen glans across her nipples, making her moan around the cock in her mouth.


  I was so distracted by the thick cock I was sucking on and the two cocks in my stroking hands that I didn’t notice the man returning to my ass...not until I felt his hand on my ass cheeks again. He smoothed their curves and then pulled them apart. I felt cool air on my tight pucker. What?! I thought he changed his mind!


  Then I heard the wet squirting sound of a squeeze bottle and a cold wetness just above my asshole. I felt the tight hole clench shut and spasm at the sensation...and then I felt the stuff oozing thickly down to coat it.


  Lube. He hadn’t changed his mind at all.


  “She has taken it here before, yes?” asked the man behind me.


  Kyle looked across and I saw him grin. For a second, he glanced at the hidden camera so that he was staring straight into my eyes. “No,” he said. “Actually, you’ll be her first.”


  If I expected that to make the man hesitate or be gentle, I was wrong. I could see him straighten up at the news and begin to knead my ass cheeks in lust. Every touch of his palms there sent waves of heat rippling through me. “I’ll be your first,” he told me, speaking loudly enough for everyone to hear. “The first of many.” Everyone laughed.


  Inside the box, I was panting. More men were gathering around the box, looking at the photo of me Kyle had taped to the top. “She’s cute,” said one. “Exactly the sort of slut who needs to take it up the ass.”


  She….


  “She’s a good sucker, too,” the man using my mouth announced. “Sucks like a pro.”


  She….


  “I’m going to shove this right up her ass,” the man behind me said, and I felt the hot stiffness of his cock slap against my thigh. “Let’s see how she likes that.”


  She...they all thought I was a woman. I could feel myself straining against the padding in my panties, harder than I’d ever been. I wanted it! I wanted him to take my ass!


  “Take your cock out. I want to hear her,” the man behind me said, and the man using my mouth slid his cock from me, leaving me gasping and spluttering. Then I felt what I took to be the tip of an index finger probing at my clenching asshole.


  “Ahhh!” I gasped through the gag.


  “I think she’s hungry for it,” said another.


  “How about it, you little slut?” asked the man probing me, and delivered a stinging slap to my ass. “Do you want it...here?” And his finger pushed hard against my tight opening.


  “Mmm!” I moaned. I did want it. My face was burning at the way they were talking about me, but the humiliation was like thick, black oil, soaking into everything, increasing the intensity.


  “She’s tight,” the man told his friends, pushing and circling with his finger. “I think it really is her first time.”


  “I want her next, then,” said someone else.


  “And me!”


  “And me!”


  I went weak. The idea of them all taking me there had me weak with arousal. On the screen, I saw the man twist his wrist and push...and suddenly my eyes went wide as his index finger breached my defenses and slid up inside me. “MMMFFFFF!” I groaned.


  He started to fuck me there, forcing more lube into me, getting me ready, and I knew it was only a matter of time. Meanwhile, I could see the man who’d been using my mouth jerking his cock, apparently as turned on by the noises that were coming out of my mouth as he had been by the feel of my lips and tongue.


  “Her legs are beautiful,” said one of the men gathered behind me, running his hand up my stockinged calf and thigh. “Is she a hooker?”


  Kyle chuckled. “She’s not a professional, no. More of an amateur slut.”


  The finger inside me withdrew. When I looked at the screen, I saw the man behind me raise his hand in the air and form two fingers into a probe, then return it between my ass cheeks. An instant later, I felt his fingers pushing into me. “MMFFF!” I groaned as my opening was spread wider.


  “You’re nearly ready, little slut,” the man hissed, fucking his fingers in and out of me. “Ready to take my cock.”


  I started to pant, my hands stroking their cocks faster and faster. God…I’m about to be…about to be….


  The fingers withdrew from me...and then I felt the warm spread of his cock head nestling against my opening. Every muscle in my body went tense as he circled me there...and then started to push inside.


  Oh God! I could feel myself opening...stretching. Was this what it had been like for Sherri, with Russ? I tried to relax. The man kept pushing and my ass gradually gave up its struggle, opening up before him, the hot flesh slipping inside--


  “Oh, that’s it,” the man said. “That’s it you hot little slut. Give it up to me.”


  He pushed farther and my eyes bulged as the thickest part of the head stretched me. Inside my high-heeled shoes, I could feel my toes dancing, my legs straining. “MMMFFF!” I moaned--


  And then there was a sudden rush of thick, hot flesh and my asshole was closing again, the head inside. Except it couldn’t close all the way--it was held open by the thick invader, clenching around the shaft, and however much I gasped and writhed, it wouldn’t go away. I was impaled on his cock. For the first time, I felt that thrilling, scary sensation of the shaft being poised to enter me, with nothing now to hold it back. My chest fluttered--I actually felt faint.


  The man’s hands came down on my hips, strong fingers digging into my pale flesh. “Now…” he said. And he began to move.


  I groaned in pleasure as he filled me with his hot length. The sensation of his thickness sliding against me was indescribable. He penetrated me just a few inches, then pulled back and began to thrust, slow and firm, going a little deeper each time. My groans changed to grunts, the sensation like being gradually stuffed full, and the men laughed at the noises.


  The cock was sliding easily into me, now, but the man was moving more and more slowly, easing just a little deeper each time, getting me to open up for him. And then, with no warning, he pulled out halfway and suddenly pushed quick and hard all the way in.


  My eyes went wide, a long, low gasp escaping me as he rooted himself in me. My hands let go of their cocks and flailed at the air, my whole body straining in ecstasy inside the box as I felt the alien touch of him deep, deep inside me, triggering currents of pleasure that twisted and sparked through my body. I was up on tiptoe inside my shoes, my hips pressed hard against the wood of the box. His groin pressed hard against my ass until I could feel the wiry hair at his groin, the soft kiss of his balls against my fake pussy. As he hit my very limits, my gasp rose in pitch, my mind spinning as it was overloaded with sensation.


  “Oh, that’s it,” the man said. “You tight! Hot! Little! Slut!” He punctuated each word with a hard slap on my ass, the pain making me clench and spasm around him. My cock jerked in my panties--I almost came on the word Slut.


  He paused for a second, enjoying my tightness, and I stood there gasping and panting, trying to adjust to the feeling of him inside me. My eyes were unfocused, staring at the screen but not really seeing it.


  Then I heard a man across the room call out something in San Relandan and a second later something arced through the air. The lube. One of the men fucking Sherri had called across for it and had it thrown to him.


  Oh God! They’re not going to--But Kyle said they couldn’t take her ass!


  To my relief, none of the three men tried to take her there. But the one straddling her chest had something even filthier in mind. As I watched, he squirted a generous amount of the clear goo between my wife’s breasts, and I saw her back arch in shock at its coldness. Then he was squeezing the pale globes together to form a tight valley and shoving his cock between them. Sherri’s view was blocked by the man straddling her head and sliding his cock between her lips, so she couldn’t even see who was doing it--only feel the hot, throbbing length of him between her soft breasts. I saw her hands hesitate on the cocks she was stroking...and then she started to jerk them faster, just as I’d done.


  “I’m going to fuck her now,” announced the man standing behind me. He was already withdrawing halfway, only to slam back into me again. It was slow at first, but he quickly sped up, and with each thrust I gave a long moan as he withdrew, followed by a high little cry of release as he filled me again. Each thrust sent a deep ripple of pleasure through me, pleasure like I’d never felt, and I could feel something building inside me—like an orgasm, but without anything touching my cock.


  The sounds, or the sight of me being fucked, was too much for the man stroking himself near my mouth. He suddenly pushed his cock between my lips just as he began to come, hot ropes of his seed jetting across my tongue, some coating my lips. I swallowed and licked, my quick pink tongue coming out from the black “O” of the gag to capture what I could. Then I saw the man pushed aside on the screen and a fresh man was shoving himself into my mouth.


  For a moment, both Sherri and I were taken in silence. The music had been switched off at some point, and I could hear the lurid slap of flesh on flesh as the men took her--one between her thighs, one in her mouth and one fucking her breasts, as she stroked two more. Meanwhile, my hands were drawn again to the cocks they’d abandoned and I began to jerk them again, while the men behind me and in front of me took my ass and mouth. Two sluts, almost side by side, servicing nine men.


  And then I felt the man behind me sped up, his fingers digging harder into my hips as he approached his peak. Dark waves of pleasure were radiating out from my ass, flooding my body, and my cock was straining and hard. It almost felt as if I was going to come, but that was impossible, when I couldn’t even touch myself—


  “Here it comes,” the man panted. “Take it, you filthy American slut!”


  He shoved himself all the way into me just as it hit me that he wasn’t using a condom. And then I felt him erupt inside me, hot jets of cum filling my depths and—I was coming! I could feel myself shooting inside my panties, plastering myself with sticky wetness.


  “She’s coming,” the man panted. “I can feel the bitch squeezing me!”


  I flushed crimson inside the box, but I didn’t care. I was in the grip of the most powerful orgasm I’d ever known, one that collected up every ounce of me and squeezed tight...and then released and let me relax down into oblivion. I shuddered and trembled and finally slumped there, sucking as best I could, trying to remember to jerk the cocks in my hands, trying to remember my name.


  The man fucking my mouth pushed into my throat, rousing me from my stupor, and I swallowed automatically as he shot his load. As he withdrew, so did the one behind me, giving me a final, stinging slap on the ass as he did so. “There,” he told me. “You’re a virgin no more.”


  On the screen, I saw the men using Sherri reach their end, too. The one in her mouth grunted and I saw his ass contract as he fired stream after stream of cum into her, until her cheeks ballooned and she swallowed again and again. When he stood, the one fucking her breasts could finally see the face of the woman he’d been enjoying, and when he saw her gasping, panting mouth he too unleashed, sending sticky ropes of cum to coat her chin and upper chest. The one in her pussy held back the longest, waiting until he was able to stare straight into her eyes. Everyone grew quiet as they gazed at each other: Sherri reeling with pleasure, the man fiercely controlled. He slowed his thrusts until they were agonizingly slow, and Sherri moaned in frustration.


  “You want it?” he asked.


  She panted and nodded.


  “Then work for it. Give me a ride.”


  Sherri’s cheeks reddened but she began to swirl her hips in circles, writhing lewdly beneath him. Within seconds, he began to slam viciously into her again, ensuring he was rooted fully inside her when he came. He leaned down and stared intently into her eyes as he filled her with another load of potent sperm, relishing each jerk and gasp she gave.


  He stood up and there was a moment’s pause. Sherri rolled her head to one side and I realized she was staring right at the box…at me. I stared at her on the screen, wishing I could make eye contact, wishing I could let her know that I was looking at her, too. After all the anger and jealousy and lies, I finally felt as if we’d connected. She’d clearly discovered a new side to herself that night, and I think that had helped her understand what I’d been going through. Our tastes were very different but, in some ways, we were the same. We’d both become sluts, servicing a crowd of men.


  And then the next round of men were pushing and shoving around her, each one eager to be next. For variety, they turned her onto her all fours again, one sliding underneath her to fuck her slippery breasts while another knelt behind her to take her pussy and a third used her mouth. Seconds later, I felt hands on my ass cheeks again, and then a cock was entering me, more easily this time, another already at my lips.


  It became a procession. There were twenty men, maybe more, in the room, and all of them except Russ and Kyle had their turn with Sherri, many of them with me as well. When they were all spent, Sherri’s pussy was full to capacity, each man who entered her squeezing more of the sticky goo from her to drip onto her thighs. The men asked to use her ass instead, and Kyle forbid it, demanding that they all finish inside her. And they did. I had no doubt that a copious amount of cum must have made it into her womb. Every man who grunted and closed his eyes, ass clenching as he shot, was a potential father, and we’d never know which one it was.


  When I thought it was all over, Kyle and Russ stepped forward. They carefully positioned Sherri, her face a mask of pleasure, on her side, turned so that her back was to the hidden camera. I could see her naked ass, and the thick flow of sperm from her pussy as Kyle lifted one leg high into the air, spreading her open. Even stretched and used as she was, his cock was still big enough to make her gasp as he slid slowly into her pussy, his eyes locked on the camera the whole time so that he stared right out of the screen at me.


  His arms wrapped around her waist and he began to ease himself into her, forcing more sperm from her as he did, her inner thighs covered in a white sheen off it. Sherri wrapped her arms around him in response, her breasts pushing at his chest, and began to groan. Only when he was in her all the way did Russ lie down behind her.


  My brain had been numbed by what was happening to me, lost in a sea of pleasure and humiliation as the cock in my mouth and the one in my ass steadily fucked me. But when I saw Russ spread Sherri’s ass cheeks, I was instantly alert. God, he wasn’t going to...not both of them at once!


  I saw Sherri realize it at the same time. Her head had been tight in to Kyle’s shoulder, but now she drew back to stare at him. “I--I’m not sure--” she started.


  But Kyle just grinned at her and stroked her cheek with his thumb. “It’ll be great,” he told her. Then, “I love you.”


  And at the same time, Russ leaned around and planted a kiss on her cheek. And I saw her melt and nod her assent, even as she felt the cold lube at her asshole. They were exploiting the tender love she had for both of them. Tomorrow, they’d crush that love underfoot.


  Russ began to enter her, and with Kyle’s huge cock already in her pussy, her ass was far tighter than before. But he moved slowly, gently, laying kisses along her neck, and she gradually closed her eyes and relaxed, giving herself up to the sensations. The men using me reached their climax, their cocks swelling and straining as they shot inside me, and then I was finally left alone.


  Everyone became focused on the sight of Sherri taking her two lovers, some of the watchers stroking themselves one last time. I saw Alexa at the back of the room, fingers busy between her legs.


  With a grunt, Russ finally entered her fully, Sherri’s mouth gaping wide at the sensation, and then her pale body was sandwiched between their two hulking, tanned ones as they moved together. Kyle’s hands were on her breasts, squeezing and kneading, while Russ gripped her hips to hold her still. They set up a rhythm, sliding into her as one, then sliding out as one, until she was writhing and gasping between them, her body shining with sweat. Only then did they start to fuck her in earnest, two thick cocks plundering her body. And the whole time, Kyle stared right into my eyes, grinning. This was the end, I knew. This was the final proof that he’d stolen my wife from me, turned her into his willing slut.


  “God…” Sherri gasped. However callously they were exploiting her feelings for them, it didn’t change the fact that she was loving every minute of it. Kyle was pinching her nipples now and, as I watched, Russ slipped a hand around between their bodies to rub at her clit. “God!” She closed her eyes. “I’m going to—”


  “Yes,” growled Kyle. “Come for us. For both of us. All of us. For everyone except your husband.”


  Sherri shuddered with guilt at that. But as they sped up even more, she arched her back, until her head was on Russ’s shoulder and her breasts were thrust hard into Kyle’s hands. Kyle’s words made me burn with humiliation, but they didn’t stop me getting achingly hard at the sight of the two powerful bodies hammering between her thighs. She trembled and I imagined how it must feel, her body spasming and clenching around both of them as she came.


  “Say it,” Kyle ordered. “Say you’re ours.”


  Sherri gasped once, twice, teetering on the brink of her orgasm. And then, maybe because she needed to say it to tip her over, or maybe because she tipped over and lost control, she moaned it long and clear. “I’m yours!”


  And Kyle thrust one last time inside her and filled my wife with his seed, his cruel grin getting wider with every long spurt. And behind her, Russ did the same, exploding into her depths. Sherri writhed between them, her body jerking, her cries of passion echoing around the room.


  When they’d both pulled out of her, she lay exhausted on the bed, eyes closed. Kyle and Russ rearranged their clothing and saw their guests out. Only when everyone had left did they return to the living room with Alexa, haul the naked Sherri to her feet and help her walk over to the box.


  I stared at my wife on the video screen. Her hair was sticky with cum, where those who’d fucked her breasts or shot in her mouth had missed. More glistened on her chest, and her thighs were gleaming with it, long rivulets of it trailing down her smooth skin almost to her knees. She was smiling, her eyes glazed with pleasure.


  I’d hated her, briefly. When she’d feminized me with Alexa, I’d been angry, even though it hadn’t been her fault. I’d wondered how she could possibly have been deceived by Kyle, how she could believe that I was some sissy, cuckold slut. And now I understood. She’d believed it because it was true. Kyle, for all his cruelty, had exposed the real me. In some other life, in some parallel universe where he wasn’t doing all this out of revenge, he might actually have done us both a favor.


  But that wasn’t the case. He’d done what he’d done to hurt me, and tomorrow he was going to wreck both of our lives irreversibly. I’d been pushing the reality of it out of my mind all evening, but now it all oozed back into my consciousness like freezing water. Tomorrow, Anatoly would arrive and take Sherri and me to Russia. And soon after, she’d be in some brothel and I’d be servicing men as some feminized whore. Our marriage—our lives—would be over.


  The top of the box suddenly opened and Russ unstrapped my arms and legs. The screen was removed from my eyes and there was a moment of sudden, sick disorientation as the room I’d only seen through a camera was replaced by the real version. They lifted me out and I immediately slumped to my knees, too exhausted and overcome to stand.


  “What...what are we doing?” asked Sherri, rocking a little on her heels.


  “Just a lesson for Tammy before bed,” said Kyle. “I want her to understand that your marriage is finished. That you belong to me now.”


  Sherri bit her lip at that, which gave me hope. But Kyle gave her that burning, intense look and drew her into a deep kiss, stroking her cheek with his hand. When he broke the kiss, she nodded.


  “Take off your wedding band,” Kyle said. “And give it to Tammy.”


  Sherri slowly slid the ring off, stared at it for a moment...and reached out to pass it to me.


  “No,” said Kyle quickly. “Like this.” And he grabbed it from her palm and brought the hand up between her thighs--


  God, no! Not the wedding ring!


  I watched in horror as he plunged it up inside her cum-filled pussy, using the tips of his fingers to shove it deep. Sherri jerked and gave a little grunt of shock.


  “Now,” said Kyle to me. “Get it back.”


  He pushed Sherri towards me. I tried to move away, but Russ’s hands were on my shoulders, holding me fast. When I tried to turn my head away, he used one huge hand on my scalp to fix me there.


  Sherri stumbled over to me and looked down into my eyes apologetically. She did feel guilty. But she still believed all the lies Kyle had told her...some of which had become true. She still loved me, I think, but she was choosing the certainty of her relationship with Kyle, the man she thought had been nothing but straight and honest with her. The one who was about to trade her freedom to pay off a debt.


  Kyle pushed her from behind and she stepped even closer, until her dripping pussy was right up against my mouth. Russ pulled back on my forehead until my mouth was upturned, the ring gag holding it wide, and Sherri settled her warm wetness over it, blocking my mouth completely. Her sticky thighs pressed against my cheeks and neck. Suddenly, all I could smell was the salty musk of other men.


  “Now…” said Kyle. And I felt Sherri’s muscles ripple and tense. And then the first thick drips of cum were flowing into my mouth.


  To my surprise, Russ released me. He knew I was beaten, I guess, and he was right. He and Kyle and Alexa each placed a gentle hand on my back, but they didn’t put any pressure on me. They just rested them there, to remind me who was in control.


  I could have moved away. I could have spat the cum out onto the floor, but I was utterly broken. I’d become what Kyle had always wanted me to be. I wanted to serve, however humiliating it was…or maybe because it was so humiliating.


  So I knelt there, feeling the thick goo of my wife’s many lovers fill my mouth, questing with my tongue for that one tiny token of our marriage.


  Most of my view was filled with Sherri’s beautiful, shaven groin, but I could just see Alexa winding her arm around Kyle’s waist, exchanging grins with him and Russ behind Sherri’s back. All three of them knew about the arrangement with Anatoly, I realized—Kyle must have told them after he knocked me unconscious. They all knew that this was the last time they’d see us. Alexa was going to get her lover back, Kyle and Russ were going to be saved from the Russian’s wrath...it was all going to work out for them.


  More cum dribbled into my mouth, flowing faster now. Sherri groaned in pleasure as my hot, panting breath washed across her tender inner flesh, and then it was all coming out in a rush, filling my mouth. I had to hold it in my mouth, searching with my tongue, tasting it as it oozed into every part of my mouth. I swallowed slowly and carefully, my cheeks ballooning as they were filled again and again. My face burned red with humiliation even as my cock strained and ached.


  The ring finally dropped into my mouth, sticky with cum, the symbol of our union tarnished forever. I captured it quickly and drank the rest down. And then, finally, I moved my face back and looked up at Sherri.


  As she stumbled away from me, Kyle towing her by the hand, she gave me another of those helpless, apologetic looks. I’d been right, before, when I’d seen her look at the box. She did understand what I’d been going through. Not the full story--she still believed I was the criminal and that I’d lied to her--but she understood now what it was like to discover a new side to your sexuality.


  We’d finally reconnected…just in time for me to lose her forever.


   


  ***


   


  In my tiny, pink bedroom, I stumbled to the bed and flopped onto it, exhausted. On the other side of the door, I could hear Russ and Sherri giggling and getting into bed. For once, Russ hadn’t even bothered to lock me in. There was no need. What was I going to do? Tell Sherri about Russia? She wouldn’t believe me until it was too late. Escape? And go where, as an escaped convict with a woman’s body?


  I stretched out on the bed, limbs akimbo. The ring gag was still in my mouth because I couldn’t summon up the energy to remove it. I just lay there and drowned in my own self pity.


  It was all over. In a day, I’d be in Russia. In a month, probably dead, once Anatoly tired of me. For Sherri, maybe a few years of work as a hooker or a stripper, pausing only to give birth to another man’s child. I’d never see her again.


  And it was all my fault.


  At first, I’d blamed myself for setting the whole thing in motion by being a boy scout and reporting the money laundering instead of being the bad guy and conspiring with Kyle. But now I realized, from what Marcorlo and Saldini had said, that they’d been plotting my downfall even before that. They’d seen Sherri and they’d wanted her, and in the corrupt nation of San Relando, that was enough. They would have simply knocked me out of the way and taken her for themselves--all I’d done was unwittingly help them.


  No, my real mistake had come much earlier than that. My failing had been how I dealt with my sexuality. Kyle had seen something in me, right back at that first party. He’d seen me get hard at the sight of him flirting with my wife. He’d guessed that I kept that part of me hidden from Sherri, and he’d used that lie as a rock to start a landslide. Once she knew I’d lied about that, she’d stopped believing anything I said, and she’d been putty in Kyle’s hands ever since. If I’d only been honest with her from the start….


  I lay there and cursed myself for being born different. For having these needs inside me. For not being a real man. For everything. Long after Kyle’s snores filled the bedroom next door, I was still lying there staring at the ceiling while the misery built and built. And eventually, when it was layered deep enough, the sheer pressure of it crushed something beneath it, the way miles of bedrock will crush coal into a diamond. Misery turned to anger and anger turned to hate. Whatever I’d done wrong, I was still basically a good person. How was it right that Kyle and Russ and Alexa, all of them pure evil, were going to come out of this free and rich and happy?


  The diamond cracked...and what came out wasn’t the blaze of righteous anger I expected. It was a cold, dark ooze that slowly seeped into every corner of my brain. My whole view of the situation suddenly turned upside down and, as it did, a solution swung into view. But the connotations of it made my whole body go numb with dread.


  I’d assumed that the rules were fixed. They were the bad guys and I was the good guy.


  What if things changed?


  What if I became just like them?


  I silently shook my head in horror at what was occurring to me. No. I’d lost everything. My decency was the only thing I had left. I couldn’t do the things that were swimming through my mind. No way.


  And then something clacked against my teeth. Sherri’s wedding band. I’d been unconsciously working it around and around in my mouth ever since she deposited it there. Maybe she thought our marriage was over. Maybe it was over. But that was still something worth fighting for, however slim the chance.


  Maybe I could get her back.


  I sat up and looked at myself in the mirror. Maybe I could fix everything, if I could only do the unthinkable.


  But I couldn’t do it as Tammy.


  I slowly pushed off the wig, revealing the stubble of my shaved head. I reached back and unfastened the gag, working my aching jaw, and dropped Sherri’s wedding band into my palm. I stared at it for a second, then slipped it onto my ring finger next to my own.


  I peeled off the fake breasts and removed my female underwear, stockings and shoes. Then I cleaned off as much of my make-up as I could.


  With my thin eyebrows and shaven head, I still didn’t look normal…but I didn’t look like a woman, either.


  Naked, I cracked open the door and looked into the darkened bedroom. Kyle was still snoring, Sherri fast asleep, half on top of him. I crept out into the corridor, taking a bathrobe from the back of the door as I passed and belting it around me.


  I guessed Russ and Alexa were sleeping somewhere in the mansion, so I tested each floorboard before I put my weight on it, wincing at every creak. No one woke, though, and I went gingerly down the stairs.


  At the front door, I hesitated. It would be so easy to just open it and walk off into the night. But that would be a short term solution--I’d be picked up by the police within days. My hands formed into fists. If I was going to do this, I was going all in.


  I crept to Kyle’s office and shut the door behind me. The laptop was still on, as it always was.


  I found Anatoly in the contacts list and started a video call.


  Chapter 8


   


  The next morning, I lay in bed and waited while Kyle and Sherri showered and dressed. I heard Kyle tell Sherri to pack a bag, and that they were both going to spend the weekend in Moscow with Anatoly. Sherri was thrilled at the idea, and I knew she’d remain that way right up until the bodyguards bundled her into the car without him.


  “They’re here!” I heard Russ yell from downstairs, and that was my cue to stand up.


  Alexa burst in and saw me standing there, still in Kyle’s bathrobe and still with no wig, no make-up, no dress. Absolute shock spread across her face. “What the hell are you doing, Tammy?” she yelled. “Why aren’t you dressed and ready?”


  Her shout brought Sherri and Kyle. They both looked around the door and gaped at my transformation.


  “My name,” I said quietly, “is Tom.” And I swung and punched Kyle as hard as I could in the face.


  He had a hundred pounds and a foot in height on me, but I had the element of surprise. He staggered backward into the bedroom, both Alexa and Sherri stepping back as well, and that left me free to march coolly through the room and towards the stairs.


  “You fucking--” Kyle put his hand to his nose, took it away and saw the blood on his fingers. “You--Jesus, I’m going to--”


  I ignored him and walked calmly down the stairs. I could hear Kyle thumping down them towards me, but he stopped when he saw Anatoly and his men standing just inside the front door. They had their guns drawn, and Anatoly was resting the muzzle of his against Russ’s forehead.


  “What the hell is going on?” Kyle asked. “Anatoly--”


  “Change of plan,” I told him. “Sherri: get down here.”


  She looked disbelievingly between Kyle and me.


  “You belong to me, remember?” Kyle asked her. His voice was just a little shaky.


  “He was going to give you and me to this man,” I said, pointing at Anatoly. “You were about to spend the rest of your life in a Russian brothel.”


  Sherri shook her head.


  “Is true,” Anatoly told her. “This bastard stole from me. Was going to use you to pay me back.” He looked at me. “Until I get better offer.”


  Kyle shook his head. “He’s lying, Anatoly,” he told the Russian. “He doesn’t have anything to give you.”


  “Oh, I do,” I told him. “You promised Anatoly a couple. A man and a woman. And that’s exactly what he’s going to get.”


  Four of Anatoly’s bodyguards climbed the stairs, guns leveled, and grabbed Kyle and Alexa.


  “What?! This is crazy! Who’s going to run the operation?” yelled Kyle.


  “He is,” said Anatoly. “Smart guy. Won’t steal. Won’t get greedy. He’ll just do job, like you should have done. And he’s going to charge me half what you did, in return for getting rid of you.”


  Kyle went stock still. He was still staring at me when the bodyguards bundled him into one of the black SUVs. Alexa was much noisier, kicking and screaming and promising Anatoly anything if he’d reconsider.


  We ignored her.


  “What about him?” Anatoly asked, his gun still pressing lightly into Russ’s forehead. “I shoot him and leave him in ditch? I consider it goodwill gesture.”


  “No,” I said. “I have something else in mind for him.”


  Epilogue


   


  One Year Later


   


  Time, they say, heals all things. That’s true, but wounds change you. They leave scars and you’re never quite the same person afterwards.


  Our marriage was shattered. I was angry for a long time about what Sherri had put me through and the fact she’d failed, time after time, to believe me. She’d been manipulated by experts who’d struck when she was most vulnerable, and that made it easier, but it still took time for me to forgive her. Hardest of all was accepting that she’d loved Kyle and Russ, and putting that behind me.


  Sherri, meanwhile, had to forgive me for hiding the other side of me. For years, she’d been blaming herself for the problems in our sex life. What surprised me was that the easiest part, for her, was accepting my tastes. It was my lying about them that bothered her.


  When Anatoly left the house that day, I gathered Sherri up into my arms, carried her through to Kyle’s office, and fucked her on his desk. I was pumped up on adrenaline, or the thrill of evil, or both, and while I wasn’t anywhere near as big as Kyle, it didn’t seem to matter. Sherri gasped and panted and eventually screamed her way to an orgasm and, as I came inside her, I realized that being a real man isn’t about muscles or the size of your cock or even the size of your bank balance. It’s about the strength of your will.


  That didn’t mean that the other parts of me died away. I still wanted to be cuckolded--and especially, I still wanted to be cuckolded as Tammy. It took me a while to figure out that I could have both. I could be a real man and a husband and the sort of coldly clinical businessman that I needed to be to run Kyle’s business. And, when I wanted to be, I could take a night or a weekend and be Tammy. And Sherri could be my wife, loyal and loving and kind, and sometimes she just needed a strong, local stud, or three or four, between her legs, or the touch of another woman. We did it all, discreetly, with both US visitors and locals we could trust. Unlike Kyle, we kept our parties strictly separate from the business...and while Kyle’s parties were merely notorious, ours quickly became legendary.


  The attitudes of Prosecutor Marcorlo and Judge Saldini changed overnight when I explained to them that I now ran things, and had all of Kyle’s paperwork proving the bribes they’d taken. They were only too eager to reverse my sentence and set me free, and to uncover “new evidence” that the money laundering had all been the work of Russ. He was put in the same cell that I’d been in with a twenty year sentence...extendable indefinitely. Having to deal with Marcorlo and Saldini after what they’d done to us tore me up inside, but it was over in a couple of phone calls and I’d never have to talk to them again. I comforted myself by making use of a few other corrupt officials Kyle had on his payroll. One faked signature and some greased palms later and I had the ownership of Kyle’s mansion transferred to Sherri and me.


  That left me with the money laundering operation to run, which was laughably simple. For all his scheming and manipulation, Kyle wasn’t all that smart. All I had to do was to shuttle the money between accounts and employ some naive young web coders from America to make it look like a real business. Our replacements had no idea what the business really did and, this time, I made sure they never found out. With the officials paid off just as they had been before and with San Relando out of US reach, we didn’t have to worry about the police breaking down the door.


  It was...idyllic. We had a big mansion, more money than we knew what to do with, a great climate to enjoy…. Did I ever feel a pang of guilt, that we were cleaning the money of criminal gangs? Sure. And then I remembered what we’d been through and I figured we had at least a few years before our karma was balanced out. Then we’d retire.


  There was one other change in our lives. Neither of us was surprised when Sherri discovered she was pregnant and, when the baby was born, that he didn’t look like me. We never discovered who the father was. His eyes could have been Kyle’s, or could have been Judge Saldini’s. His skin tone was midway between Russ’s and one of the locals.


  It didn’t matter. He was ours, and we loved him.


  What did I learn? I learned that you can accept what you are without being ruled by it. I learned that I love my wife more than anything else in the world. I learned that lying to each other tears you apart.


  Most of all, though, I learned that I can be Tom, or Tammy, or whoever the hell I want to be and I don’t have to apologize for it or let someone else decide my fate. I’ve been locked up, I’ve been cuckolded, I’ve been feminized and sissified, but now I’m finally in control…even when I choose to give up control completely.


   


  <<<< >>>>
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  An Extract from


  Cuckolded - Watching My Wife


   


  I only wanted to save my marriage. When my wife told me she fantasized about sex with another man, I thought it'd be the perfect way to get our sex life back. I thought I'd be the one in control...


   


  I made the mistake of introducing my wife to Greg: moneyed, handsome and black. I didn't know that Greg had a cruel streak a mile wide... that he'd turn my innocent wife into his whore, and force me to watch him take her, unable to stop them: not once, but time and time again.


   


  I didn't know that he had plans to use her body in every way he could, or to breed her.… I didn't know that I'd be cuckolded, or how humiliating it would be. This is my story.


   


  The hotel was high-end, nicer than any place we’d stayed since our honeymoon. Except we wouldn’t be staying there, I realized with a shock. We’d just be there for a few hours. Long enough for Greg to have his way with Carla.


  Doubts were circling in my stomach. I kept telling myself that I wanted this. My cock was hard, the idea of seeing the two of them together was turning me on and yet... something was wrong.


  Greg paid for the room. As we turned away from the reception desk, I thought I saw the guy behind the desk give a little smirk, but I couldn’t be sure. Did he know? Did he guess what was going on?


  The room was up on the eighth floor. In the elevator, Greg pushed Carla up against the wall. She gave a little gasp, shocked.


  “Careful,” I warned.


  “She likes it,” Greg told me disparagingly. His voice was different now, thick with lust. “Don’t you, Carla?”


  She didn’t answer. But the truth was, it looked like she did like it. Her breath was coming fast, her face flushed. She kept swallowing and looking up at him, her eyes glazed, like she was drunk. Greg pushed his knee between her thighs, spreading them, then lifted it a little, making her dress ride up almost to her crotch. His hands slid up her sides and then they were on her breasts, fondling and kneading.


  The lift suddenly stopped, one floor too soon. A couple in their forties were standing there. The woman looked shocked as hell, the man less so. They didn’t attempt to get in, just waited while the doors closed again. But what I mainly remember from those few seconds is how the man turned and looked at me, and gave me an expression of sympathy. He presumed they were some couple in love, and I was some poor schmuck who’d had the misfortune to get in the lift with them.


  Greg and Carla barely noticed.


  We arrived at our floor and made for the room, Greg leading Carla by the hand, me following behind them. It was all going wrong: it wasn’t meant to be like this. I’d imagined me leading the way, Carla at my side, some hapless guy following in our wake, happy for whatever taste of her I deigned to give out. I was meant to be the one in control!


  The room was big, with a king-sized bed and expensive, tasteful furnishings, cream and brown, leather and polished wood. Carla and Greg were kissing even as they went through the door. As they got close to the bed, Greg suddenly broke the kiss and stopped, letting Carla get a few feet in front of him. Then he told her to take off her dress.


  Inwardly, I gave a little smirk at that. No-one told Carla what to do. She’d take her dress off in her own sweet time, when—


  I froze. Carla was stripping her dress off, her breasts rising and falling magnificently as she panted, her body alive with lust, almost trembling before him. What the hell was going on?


  She stood there in black, glossy push-up bra, black briefs and heels and just...waited. For him. For orders. I’d never seen her act like that.


  Greg stripped off his t-shirt and threw it aside. His shoulders were broad and thickly muscled, his chest strong and chiseled. But what drew my eyes was the tattoo of a spider’s web across his chest. Suddenly, he didn’t look like a studio owner: he looked like a rapper—a gangster, even. I was beginning to get a bad feeling about this...


  He looked down at Carla and told her to get down on her knees. My mouth fell open. Carla was strong minded, domineering, even. That’s what made her such a good lawyer. She wouldn’t obey even me like that, let alone some stranger.


  I watched as she sank to her knees, her breasts bouncing softly in her bra. Greg glanced at me, just for an instant, and there was a look of total victory on his face.


  There was a chair behind me. I sank into it, stunned. It wasn’t…it wasn’t supposed to be like this….


  “Come here,” Greg told my wife, “and take my cock out.”


  Carla looked up at him, wide-eyed. Then she crawled over to him and knelt in front of him, hands working at the front of his jeans. She slowly pushed them down, then lowered his jockey shorts. His cock sprang out, already hard. God...it must have been eight inches long, and thick, with a heavy, bulging head. Seeing the way Carla looked at it, an expression of raw need on her face, brought it home to me how much bigger he was than me.


  This is all wrong, my brain kept repeating, over and over.


  “Do you like it?” Greg asked her. She nodded dumbly. “No,” he instructed. “Tell me. Tell me what you think, Carla.”


  The bastard! He wasn’t satisfied with having her on her knees—he was going to make her humiliate herself!


  Carla actually licked her lips. “I like it,” she breathed. “I—I want to suck it.”


  Greg glanced at me again, grinning. “Well, go ahead,” he said generously.


  And I watched as my wife took his hard shaft in one hand and opened wide, pink-painted lips stretching around him, a glimpse of shining white teeth and moist pink tongue and then he was in her. In my wife’s mouth. I saw her cheeks move, and I could imagine how her tongue was swirling over his head, the way she’d done it to me. I saw her cheeks hollow and knew she was sucking him. Her eyes were huge…scared? No, not scared, more like...when an animal knows who’s boss and it sits and looks up at them.


  “Do you take it deep, Carla?” he asked.


  “No,” I said quickly. I knew she didn’t like that. We’d tried, a few times, and she hadn’t liked taking even my cock. She certainly couldn’t take anything like his.


  “Really?” asked Greg. “Is that right, Carla? Pretty girl like you? That don’t sound right.” I felt myself bristle at this. Pretty girl like you? What was he implying?


  Carla looked at him and nodded. I felt a warm glow of satisfaction.


  “But you’ll do it for me, won’t you, Carla?” Greg asked.


  I jerked like an electric current had hit me. Of course she wouldn’t!


  And then I watched, horrified, as she hesitated... and pushed forwards with her head, tilting it back, letting his cock slide back in her mouth. Her pink-painted lips were stretched drum-tight around his black flesh.


  Back to the very back of her mouth, and she gagged. And then pushed further. Greg let out a groan as she took him, the head of him sliding down into her warm, wet throat. He turned his head to me and gave me a long, unhurried look. He kept his eyes on me, smiling. And then he pushed forward with his hips and another few inches of his cock slid into her. His girth must have filled the tight tunnel completely, stretching her. Carla’s eyes bulged, but she didn’t pull back.


  “Should I go further, Mark?” Greg asked.


  “No,” I said quickly.


  He just smiled. And pushed forward again. Carla made a noise like “MMMFF!” but didn’t try to move away. He was more than half in her, now. I could see her cheeks moving as she sucked and licked, her lips stretched tight around him. She was still trying to please him, sucking on his shaft even as the head was in her throat.


  “Maybe I should go all the way in,” teased Greg. “What do you think, Mark?” He was trying to deliberately humiliate me.


  “Don’t,” I said. It wasn’t like Carla wasn’t enjoying it—in fact, that was what bothered me most. But I didn’t want to see him doing that to her.


  And then he was doing that to her, putting a hand on the back of Carla’s head, on the thick knot of pinned-up, mahogany-brown hair, and pushing slowly but firmly so that her mouth slid down the rest of his cock. His size meant that each millimeter was a panting, slippery squeeze. Carla’s eyes went wide and she made a little sound like “MMMFF!” but she made no attempt to stop him. Her lips bumped against the dark hair of his groin and he was in her to the root. It was quiet enough in the room that I could hear her breath hissing in and out through her nostrils.


  Greg gave a long groan of pleasure as he looked down at my wife servicing him, her mouth moving as she licked and sucked on the shaft, the head lodged deep in her throat. “She sucks like a pro,” he announced. “Sure you’re a lawyer, Carla?”


  I actually saw her cheeks flush at that, and anger swelled inside me. How dare he talk to her like that!


  Greg started to thrust in Carla’s mouth, and she gagged a few times, panicked. But he didn’t hold her head, and she didn’t try to move away. She was trying to take him, eyes upraised, looking only at him. And after a few strokes she seemed to relax and sat there passively as he poled in and out of her shining lips. God... the sight of that thick black length sliding in and out of her...I couldn’t decide if I wanted it to stop or not. I was mad as hell, but incredibly turned on.


  “I could shoot straight down your pretty little throat,” Greg told her, and she stiffened, which made him smile. “But that’s not what I want. Do you know what I want?”


  She just knelt there staring up at him, her breath coming a little faster.


  “I want to spread you open and fuck you until you can’t walk straight,” he told her, and even as he said it he pulled suddenly out of her mouth. As he pulled off his trousers, pants and shoes, I stared at his cock, darkly thick and shining from her mouth. It looked like a weapon. She’d barely been able to take it in her mouth. What would it do to her pussy?


  I got to my feet. “Stop,” I said. They both turned their heads to look at me. “You can’t,” I said lamely. “You’ll hurt her.”


  Greg was naked now, his legs as muscled and solid as his upper body. He gazed down at Carla. “Do you think I’ll hurt you, Carla?” he asked innocently.


  Carla swallowed thickly. Her eyes seemed to be glazed. She gave the tiniest of nods.


  Greg smiled. “Do you want it anyway?”


  Horrified, I watched as she gave another nod.


  “Stand up, Carla,” he told her, while looking straight at me.


  I stood there helpless as Carla got slowly to her feet.


  “Take off your underwear,” said Greg. Then, “Wait. Got an idea.” She stopped dead. He got his phone out and touched the screen a few times. A rap track with a low, thumping bass track blared out of its speakers. “Strip for us,” he told her.


   


  The full story is available right now at All Romance eBooks!
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  Cuckolded - Watching My Wife


  I only wanted to save my marriage. When my wife told me she fantasized about sex with another man, I thought it'd be the perfect way to get our sex life back. I thought I'd be the one in control.... I made the mistake of introducing my wife to Greg: moneyed, handsome and black. I didn't know that Greg had a cruel streak a mile wide...that he'd turn my innocent wife into his whore, and force me to watch him take her, unable to stop them: not once, but time and time again. I didn't know that he had plans to use her body in every way he could, or to breed her...I didn't know that I'd be cuckolded, or how humiliating it would be. This is my story.
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  Cuckolded 2 - My Best Friend’s Wife


  Mark thought his life couldn’t get any worse. He’s already seen his beautiful wife taken and bred by black, alpha male Greg. Now Greg’s back, and has his eye on Megan, the wife of Mark’s best friend. Mark is faced with an impossible choice: help Greg cuckold his best friend and see innocent redhead Megan suffer the same fate as his wife Carla, or Greg will lead Carla even deeper into degradation.


  But Greg’s not to be trusted… and with two women at his beck and call and two men to cuckold, the possibilities are even greater…
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  Cuckolded in College


  I'm a geek. I admit it. When I somehow landed a girlfriend like Olivia - a beautiful, smart redhead - I thought all my problems were over.


  They were just beginning.


  She needed more than I could give her in bed. When she met Leroy, the black, muscled football captain, she claimed to hate him... but seemed to be drawn to him like a moth to the flame. I had to watch her make what I knew was a dangerous bet with him. And when it all went wrong, I had to watch my girlfriend fucked - and bred - again and again. We were in much too deep - and there was nothing I could do to stop it.
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  Cuckolded By My Boss (Four Part Series)


  My wife and I work for the same company. Our problems started when the new, black CEO made me redundant. I came up with a plan to get my revenge and set my wife and I up for life. I convinced her to lead him on, and I planned to film him kissing her and sue his ass for sexual harassment.


   


  It all went horribly wrong. Things went too far, and my boss found out about my plan. Suddenly, the tables were turned—now my boss was determined to fuck my wife and make me watch. Not just once, but again and again, in one degrading, humiliating situation after another. I never guessed that my beautiful, shy wife longed to be treated like a slut, or that once she’d had a taste of my black boss’s cock, I’d never be enough for her again….
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  Cuckolded - My Wife on the Oil Rig


  Three weeks on an oil rig, and she’d be the only woman on board. I wasn’t worried at all: my wife was completely faithful. In fact, I even encouraged her to tease the oil workers while I watched via webcam.


   


  Then things went horribly wrong. The head of the rig hacked my laptop and, pretending to be me, encouraged my wife to go further and further with him and his buddies. Thousands of miles away, all I could do was watch in horror as they took her again and again….
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  Cuckolded - My Wife at the Renaissance Faire


  My wife dressed up as a buxom wench, plenty of mead...what could be better? I even encouraged her to flirt with some of the guys while I watched. It was just innocent fun.


   


  But then she attracted the attention of the king, and with the help of his friends and a jester costume, he convinced her that I was happy for her to go further and further. Bound and gagged, I could only watch in horror as she lived out her secret, submissive fantasies and let all of them take her again and again....
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