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Chapter 1


Marcia had organized the top of her desk, making it ready for her return to work Tuesday morning after the upcoming long holiday weekend. Marcia Pittance was an assistant vice president of marketing for a company providing advertising and brand-building services worldwide. She had just closed her purse when Steve Darwin stopped at her desk. Marcia looked up at him, already smiling. She caught the disapproving eye of Mona, the Human Resources Manager, walking down the office hallway. She could have sworn Mona mouthed the word “slut” beneath her under- paid breath.
Marcia knew others thought she was fucking their boss, but it was the one thing she didn’t need to do. Marcia knew she’d been hired primarily because of her appearance. She was an exquisite looking brunette with brilliant Emerald-green eyes and sexy puffy lips that matched her soft and sultry voice. Even without her looks and spectacular figure, Marcia’s double university majors in German and French would have made her the perfect representative to North American and European clients.
Marcia had been a late bloomer. For a long time, when she looked at herself in the mirror, she’d sigh and be forced to admit that she’d always be the smart girl with the flat chest. She didn’t get much attention from boys, and running the juice stand at her high school prom had been the final insult. But, during the summer before going away for her freshman year at college, everything changed. Marcia had always looked pleasant, but suddenly she was gorgeous, and her mother was taking her to a beauty counter to learn about makeup.
Marcia’s face wasn’t the only part of her that matured—her entire body seemed to change overnight. She went through a series of ever-increasing bra sizes that summer as her breasts grew and her hips took the shape of a woman's. The only thing that hadn’t changed was how Marcia saw herself. Marcia arrived at the large university by far the best-looking woman on campus, except in her mind, where she was still the small-town ugly duckling. At first, she was confused by the attention she received from men, and they soon learned that a few compliments were all they needed to get the always aroused Marcia into bed. But in the bed of inexperienced students, all Marcia got was hornier. She was pleased with her new popularity, but ultimately she would leave each encounter wildly turned on but unsatisfied.
When she did indulge the occasional guy, he would brag about his conquest for days, while she would be left without a climax or a story worth sharing.  One night, her junior year, while lying in bed after an underwhelming hookup at a frat house, Marcia had a life-changing insight. Her mind went first to her unprecedented med- ical ordeal over the summer. Marcia had needed an emergency procedure that coincidentally also prevented her from becoming pregnant. As she grappled with how her future would lie outside the traditional path expected of a young woman, she could now see the gift that had been given to her.
Intellectually Marcia knew she looked good and maybe much better than good, even though she often felt like the skinny girl she used to be. While she knew her face and body were superior to any woman on campus or much of the internet, she found it hard to believe she’d changed so much. Marcia also knew her looks wouldn’t last forever, she couldn’t be- come pregnant, and she was horny all-the-fucking-time, so why not use what she had while she could?
As the room seemed to spin from too much liquor, Marcia began to form her new plan. From now on, she would concentrate on men who had something she wanted and who knew how to get her off—no more masturbating after a fumbling, deficient fornication.
With her own sexual gratification now taking priority, almost immediately, men who had been proud to have such a gorgeous student willing to fuck them had trouble getting her attention. The university had provided the perfect place to practice getting what she wanted, and Marcia honed her skills on anyone she needed. When classes were done, Marcia no longer needed them, especially if they weren’t good in bed. By graduation, Marcia knew how to use what she had. Following her pleasure had been the perfect path to take.
Steve Darwin knew Marcia's qualifications for the job he’d given her, and no one could miss seeing how she looked. But he’d wanted to possess her naked body from their first meeting, and Darwin was used to getting his way.
Steve had been thirty when he’d inherited the firm, DBE, and like many wealthy young men, he’d been born on third base and thought he’d hit a triple. To survive the many prob- lems he’d created, Darwin had become involved with the type of unsavory characters his fa- ther would never have allowed in the front door, including LeRoy.
Marcia was always dressed in the height of fashion, which, along with her stunning looks and equally spectacular body, was driving him crazy with lust. Darwin wanted to fuck her. More than that, he wanted to possess her and hang her on his arm like a trophy.
Then perhaps, he might give her away to buy time and peace with LeRoy. He owed the man a lot of money, and an especially tasty treat like Marcia might go a long way—if she liked huge dicks.
“Do you have a hot date tonight?” He always tried to act casual around Marcia, as though he didn’t really care. Instead, he often seemed so tight that Maria knew he cared a lot.
Steve wanted her to know he was interested, and he’d deceived himself into thinking he was hiding the desperate desire he felt. Naturally, it didn’t matter because Marcia already suspected all she had to do was crook her little finger, and he’d wrap himself around it.
Since Darwin was the president and chairman of the board, he theoretically had what she wanted. The problem was that Marcia wasn’t sure what she wanted was at DBE.
“No date, I’m afraid. I’m just looking forward to going home and kicking off my shoes,” Marcia looked down at her black shoes with their three-inch heels. It was a reasonable ques- tion; Marcia never lacked dates or the ability to find a man if she wanted one.
“I plan on grabbing a meal at the Snooty Frog tonight if you’d care to join me. I’m sure they’d let you eat barefoot,” Steve said. He was hopeful but not surprised when Marcia gracefully turned him down.
“I’d love to join you some other night, Steve. Unfortunately, once I kick off my shoes and everything else,” she teased. “There are some personal tasks to tend to, tasks I’ve put off too long. You understand, don’t you?”
Steve felt the heat of Marcia’s hand on his bare arm and the promise in the green eyes looking directly into his. He was at least twenty years her senior, yet she made him feel like a love-lorn teenager. As soon as Marcia had implied that she would be getting naked and “tak- ing care of business,” he felt his cock stiffen.
“Let’s set a date,” he said. “You’ve been working for me for two years, and I like to know you better. You know, since you’re representing DBE to the world.”
Marcia sighed inwardly. She was almost constantly aroused, but before she would have dinner with Steve Darwin she needed to know what she wanted from him and how to han- dle him if it turned out he was lousy in bed.
It wasn’t that Marcia didn’t want to go to bed with Steve. It would have been fun if he’d ordered her to strip right then. There were no magic words needed. “Get on your knees and suck my cock, bitch,” would have been enough. The thought caused a small earthquake in her clitoris.
Marcia had no intention of going home so early on a Friday night. She parked in her apartment’s underground garage and walked the five short blocks to the Downing Bar to meet some girlfriends.
The Downing could also be a good place to meet men if there were any who attracted her. Marcia could feel her juices squishing in her panties as she walked past the well-maintained hedges to the bar.
There was nothing special about the Downing; other than it was on Downing Street, was well-lit, had a well-stocked bar, televisions on every wall showing sports, and was close to her apartment. The usual Friday after work crowd was already there, with most crowded around the polished bar, sitting on the backless stools or crammed between them. The tables were all taken, and the Downing didn’t have booths, so most customers stood wherever they liked and talked as barmaids moved between them.
Marcia’s friends had saved a seat for her at their table, but as she pulled out her chair, she noticed a man standing alone. He was only leaning against a pillar, looking at the crowd and occasionally at a television. It wasn’t as though he was searching for anyone in particular; he was just looking, but he reminded her of someone. Not someone she knew but a character in a movie she’d seen.
Deciding to make the most of her night, she pushed back her chair and walked toward him. Twisting her way through the bar, she made sure to use the angles to show her curves. As she drew near, Marcia was pleased by the look of surprise on his face. He was tall, well over six feet, and had long dark hair and a dark mustache.
“You remind me of Heathcliff from the latest Wuthering Heights movie.” She’d watched the movie three times because of her intense physical reaction to the actor. The third time she’d masturbated whenever he was on the screen. Marcia had never, unlike some of her girlfriends, fantasized about fucking an actor or a movie character. But, she’d have spread her legs for Heathcliff.
“I do?” He bent his head closer to hers, leaving little distance between them. “Is that good or bad?”
“It’s good, I think. You’re tall and dark and mysterious looking. Maybe even pensive. Are you pensive?” Marcia said, smiling. She wasn’t used to having nerves when approaching men, but here she was, forcing herself to hold his gaze.
“It must be because I’m not mysterious. I’m Tim, by the way. This table just opened,” he said, quickly setting his glass down to establish ownership before anyone could beat him to it. “Would you have a drink with me?”
“I would.” Marcia accepted his offer. She let him feel as if their meeting was in his con- trol, but she knew she held the winning hand. Looking up at him as he pulled her chair out for her, she saw that he resembled his on-screen doppelgänger even more than she thought at first. His dark, strong brow shadowed eyes that had light within them. Seeing him up close brought a rush through her as if her body remembered climaxing to that face.
“What are you thinking,” Tim interrupted.
“I was thinking of how much you resembled the actor.”
“You said that was a good thing; how good was it?” Tim asked.
“Well, to be honest, I have dreamt that he had his way with me,” Marcia smiled back at him, turning her gaze into an invitation to challenge. Lightly lobbing x-rated content with a smile was the best way she had to separate the men from the boys. Would this tall, dark, and mysterious Tim play ball?
“I’d like to sweep you away and—” Eyes wide, the words tumbled from his mouth before he stopped short.
Marcia raised her brow and considered him as though asking for more. Did her boldness cause the shock on his face, or that she had managed to hook him?
“Sorry, I don’t mean to offend you.” He took his hands from the table and brought them to his lap, his eyes following them down, the light dimming.
Marcia had this puppy right where she wanted him. She let him sit there a beat and then another. Stone-faced, she asked, “Were you going to say you wanted to have your way with me?”
“Yes,” Tim’s eyes rose to meet hers. He inhaled and slowly brought his shoulders back to height before squaring them. “Again, I apologize.”
Marcia met his posture and brought a hand to the side of her face, fingers trailing her tilt- ed jawline. “Repeat after me,” Marcia said, looking into his eyes, ready to deliver what could be the home run pitch, “Marcia, I want to take you back to your apartment and fuck you so well you won’t know where you are.”
Tim swallowed hard, and his adam’s-apple bobbed in his throat. “Marcia, I want to take you back to your apartment and fuck you so well you won’t know where you are.”
“Great,” she said. “Now stand, and let’s go.”
Smiling, Marcia took his hand and walked him out the door. As they rounded the corner of the building, Marcia couldn’t help but sample her newest find. She brought her arms up and around his neck, inviting him to come down and kiss her. She felt his arms encircle her back, pulling her into him
Tim was lost. Marcia’s lips captured him in a way no woman ever had, and it certainly wasn’t Tim’s first kiss. His world shrunk until it consisted of only Marcia’s lips, her dainty tongue, and finally, her woman’s body pressed against him.
Shortly after their first kiss, his arms weren't the only thing she felt. His cock grew hard, fast, and pressed against her. Marcia pressed harder against his erection as he moaned into her ear, between quick, hot breaths, “I’m going to fuck you so well ….”
She closed her eyes as the heat brought tingles across her scalp. She let her head fall back, exposing her neck for him to kiss. “Good, I want you to,” she answered.
The same thing happened in the middle of the next block. “Can you wait until we’re in bed, or do you need to fuck me right now?” Marcia threw out, unsure exactly what response she hoped for as cars passed them in the street.
Tim’s hands had made their way to each side of her face, cradling her, “What’s best for you?” he spoke into her mouth between kisses.
Marcia brought her hands to his and pulled her head back, separating their lips.
“I don’t know,” she teased, “Do you think you could fuck me twice?”
Without hesitating, Tim’s dark eyes locked onto hers, light shining, “Yes, maybe even three times.”
“Oh, God,” Marcia pulled Tim behind a short hedge, yanked down her panties, and bent with her back toward him. Her eyes were wide open, sparkling in the moonlight, as she felt the head of his cock sliding along her slit, picking up moisture.
“Fuck me, Tim. Take me away,” then his hard cock was inside her, and Marcia had what she needed. She felt free, bending over with her hands on her knees and her skirt thrown over her back as a man she’d just met thrust inside her.
“Don’t stop, please,” she begged.
Marcia was uncontrollably turned on, and she felt her release for just a split second before it happened. Her head spun, her body shook, and it was over too soon.
“Do you want me to keep fucking you?” Tim whispered in her ear. “Yes, please,” was all Marcia could utter, knees shaking.
“I want to make you mine,” Tim said between thrusts. Words that at any other time would have scared her off now made her pussy feel like she’d released even more wetness.
When Tim withdrew, Marcia was amazed to feel his cock stretching her, still hard as though he hadn’t cum. Marcia could feel the grass on her knees as she knelt to kiss and lick his dripping cock. The taste of his pre-cum mixed with her juices was a heady mixture to her.
“Will you fuck me like this every time?”
“Better, and I’ll make you beg for my cum.”
Another thought, “Can you do this to me all night?”
“Yes, as many times as you want.”
Finally, when they were in Marcia’s small apartment, Tim proved his boast. First, he’d marveled at the perfection of her body as he’d knelt between her thighs and eaten her pussy. He was not as good as her roommate had been in college, but he was better than most of the men she’d known.
It was nearly dawn when Tim, after fucking her all night, finally allowed himself to cum, and Marcia had felt such pleasure going on inside her that she’d been consumed by it.
When they woke a few hours later, they did it again and then again when they returned from breakfast. By the following weekend, they were living together.




Chapter 2


Marcia had feelings for Tim. She was undoubtedly smitten by him but not yet in love.
They were always together when they weren’t working, and Marcia had come to rely on Tim for the sex she so desperately needed. They fucked all the time—and everywhere.
The first time Marcia told Tim about one of her old boyfriends, they were in bed, and Tim had asked about a slight scar on Marcia’s back.
“Where did this come from?” he’d asked, tracing the pale curved blemish visible on her shoulder blade with his forefinger. It was like the single flaw left by some Eastern religion wishing not to make her too perfect and thereby offend the gods.
“Hang gliding.”
“You used to hang glide?” Tim said in genuine surprise.
“I had a boyfriend who was really into it, so I decided to try. I thought it would be fun if we could figure out how he could screw me at the same time,” Marcia turned to search Tim’s face because this was important, she decided. How would he react to stories about old boyfriends?
“We never got the idea off the ground, I guess you could say,” Marcia held her naked legs together and off to the side as she rested her weight on her left elbow. Her breast seemed to be looking out at him.
“Tell me about it,” Tim said, lightly stroking her dusty-pink nipple.
“One time I practiced by lying on the ground with his friend George on top of me; he was to hold the control bar with his hands outside mine. Then I was to spread my legs, and he’d poke around until his hard-on was inside me. At least that was the plan, and after a few drinks, we thought it would be fun to try it naked,” Marcia added.
Tim watched Marcia demonstrate, feeling blood rush to his prick. “Did he have a nice cock?”
“Oh, God, yes. That was part of the problem. Both because his cock was so large and be- cause I wanted him to fuck me so much I forgot about the hang gliding.”
“It turned out that the guy I was going with was watching us practice, and we didn’t know it. Then it went too far.”
Tim’s cock was hard, although Marcia hadn’t seemed to notice. “How did it go too far?” Tim asked, kissing her naked shoulder and firmly caressing her breast.
Marcia ran her hand up Tim’s leg, happy to find his erection. “As we lay on the ground, trying to work everything out, George managed to get his cock inside me. He was fucking me hard in front of my boyfriend, and I loved it.”
“What did you do?” Tim lay on his back as Marcia straddled his hips and ran his cock along the crease of her pussy.
“I screamed because it was so sudden and felt so good. Then I begged George to fuck me harder,” Marcia began. “I begged him to fuck my cheating cunt.”
“Those exact words?”
“Yes. Then I caught sight of my boyfriend at the time, and he was beating off.”
“Let me get this straight,” Tim said as Marcia fucked him. “He was watching another man fuck his girl, and he was jacking off?”
“We kept fucking, then we were kissing somehow, and I was so turned on I started making a lot of noise as I came. Then George was cumming inside me, and I got even loud- er and began shaking. I saw my boyfriend’s cock shooting beautiful thick white ropes of cum, and I forgot to hold on, and the hang gliding frame, cables, and sail all fell on my back.”
For a long moment, they stopped moving before Tim asked. “Did seeing your boyfriend jack off make it better for you?”
“Like you wouldn’t believe,” Marcia picked up the pace, “and it wasn’t the only time we did it.”
Marcia was rapidly sliding her clitoris over Tim’s body, his cock buried deep inside her. “After that he’d set up situations so he could watch other guys fuck me.”
Tim held Marcia by the hips as he exploded inside her.
Later as Marcia cleaned up, Tim asked her. “These situations? I mean, he set up situa- tions so other guys would fuck you, right?”
Marcia stopped and looked at him. “What’s your question, Tim?”
“I have several, but here’s the first one. Did you enjoy this? I mean, where you an active participant?”
“You want to know if I enjoyed being fucked by other guys while my boyfriend jacked off?”
“I guess.”
“Then usually I was an ‘active participant.’”
“Will you tell me more about this?”
Marcia rubbed her naked body on Tim’s, “Does it turn you on?”
“This story turned me on.”
“Which guy did you want to be?”
“Both.”
“Can’t be both at the same time, but I did give my boyfriend sloppy seconds,” Marcia teased.
“Then I want to be your boyfriend,” Tim paused as Marcia studied him. “I love you.”
It was the first time he’d said the words, although he’d been thinking about them for some time.
“You’re just infatuated with me.” But Marcia was smiling, and the seed had been planted. Tim was no longer just a boyfriend. Marcia was terrified and unable to see that her fear could result in what she dreaded most.
While riding in the car, Tim would put his hand on Marcia’s leg, and she’d move it to her pussy so he could stroke her clitoris. Each morning Tim would drive Marcia to work, and she’d arrive on the verge of orgasm, her pussy swollen and wet.
It didn’t take long for Steve Darwin to notice the difference in his stunning vice president of marketing.
“New boyfriend?” he casually asked, standing at the side of Marcia’s desk and throwing out the paper a muffin had been wrapped in. “You look like you’re getting laid regularly.”
“Steve,” Marcia swiveled in her office chair to face him. “Is that any kind of question to ask an employee?”
“It is when the employee is the ‘face’ of the organization,” Darwin said. “And she isn’t being laid by me.”
Marcia smiled at him and adjusted her skirt as a tease to buy herself time. Steve Darwin had just hit the source of Marcia’s insecurity. ‘Did a man like Darwin hire and like her only because of her looks?
Was that all she was to him, a life support system for a beautiful face, two boobs, and a cunt? Was that all she was to Tim? Just a pretty face and a convenient hole?
Steve Darwin had no idea of the thoughts racing through Marcia’s mind as he placed his hands on the armrests of her office chair and leaned close to her.
“I’d give you the world if you’d let me,” he said just loud enough for Marcia to hear. “All you have to do is play ball.”
“You mean ‘all I have to do is spread my legs for you,’” Marcia answered, her voice no louder than his.’ “How about our clients? Do you want me to fuck them, too, or are my treats just for you?”
Darwin stood and moved away, but not before running his right hand over and under Marcia’s left breast. The touch sent a thrill to Marcia’s already over-stimulated pussy.
Darwin noticed how Marcia caught her breath at his touch. “You liked that, and it was only a touch.”
Marcia looked at him as she fought her urges. Her pussy was still pulsing from the unex- pected contact.
“Here’s my offer,” Darwin continued. “Think about it. I don’t give a shit who he is; dump your boyfriend, start fucking me and any clients who need extra stroking, and you can multiply your current salary by a factor of five.”
Marcia was speechless, not just because of Steve Darwin’s crude manner but because her current salary was already six figures. Multiplying what she made by five would mean she’d be paid more than anyone else in the company outside of Steve Darwin himself.
All because of how she looked. All because she was just a pretty face, two boobs, and a cunt.
Was this her opportunity for financial security by using what nature had provided? Was this just another way for men to use her, or could she satisfy the increasing needs let loose by Tim?
If she took Steve up on his offer and let him fuck her, not to mention his clients, would she lose Tim? She’d be paid a great deal of money, even though it would be in the form of a salary—would that make her a whore?
Marcia wondered if losing Tim was worth the money she’d make. He wasn’t the first man she’d been enamored with, but he might be the first to love her for who she was.




Chapter 3


Tim had been exclusive to Marcia since she’d walked up to him in the Downing Bar six months earlier.
He didn’t know Steve Darwin had offered to increase Marcia’s salary by a factor of five. But Tim would not have been surprised that she was seriously considering it.
It was Christmas Eve when Tim knelt in front of Marcia, held out an open jewelry box holding a ring, and asked her to marry him. Marcia had collapsed in a chair and held her chest over her racing heart. “Tim, this better not be a joke.”
“I’m not joking. I love you, and I want to marry you.”
He loved Marcia, and it was really that simple. It mattered that she was the most beautiful and sophisticated woman he’d ever met, but it mattered even more that he loved her com- pany. He woke every day wondering what additional joy Marcia would bring into his life.
The sex was astonishingly good. But more importantly, Tim valued the times when they were together talking about nothing. He loved Marcia’s sense of humor and her fondness for the absurd. Tim had never met a woman so able to laugh at the inane parts of life the way she did.
Marcia had also begun imparting her sense of style to him; before long, Tim had a new wardrobe for his new life.
Tim knew he’d never find another woman he could love as much as he loved Marcia. The thought of losing her sometimes came as a nightmare that left him shaken and afraid.
“How would we do this, Tim?” Marcia asked. “I work all the time and travel half the year.
Besides, it would mean tying myself to one man, and that’s a big step for me. Maybe a step I’m not ready to take,” Marcia said hypothetically. Since meeting Tim, she’d been too busy to even visit The Downing Street Bar.
Marcia was feeling the urge for someone new, if only for an evening. The thought of fuck- ing an unknown man who would be gone in the morning was exciting her. Marcia hadn’t gone this long with only one lover in a long time.
“Will you tell me more stories about your old boyfriend?”
“Are you talking about his ‘situations?’ What do they have to do with anything?” Marcia's answer sounded sharper than she’d intended it to sound.
“I don’t want to lose you, and you need to work and travel, so I’ll learn to live with it. Even if you’re not ready and need to see other guys, I’ll be here for you.”
“So you think you could stand by and watch another guy fuck me?” Marcia almost kicked herself but couldn’t stop what came out of her mouth next. ”His big cock would be spreading my pussy open, and I’d be groaning like a slut.”
Tim felt his cock harden, “Give me a chance; that’s all I ask.”
“Tim asked me to marry him,” Marcia was in Darwin’s palatial office. Across the room was Steve’s immense desk, which held only a telephone, a laptop computer, and one slim file folder.
Marcia wore a fashionably short skirt, four-inch high heels, and lace top stay-up black hose ending just inside the hem of her skirt. Her ensemble was completed with a brightly colored raw silk blouse, worn without a bra so it hugged her figure. The points of her aroused nipples drew Darwin’s eyes.
For a long moment, Steve Darwin could only marvel at the flawless woman standing be- fore him. “It’s perfect,” he finally said.
“What’s perfect?”
“Marrying him is an excellent idea. Don’t you see?” Steve patted the seat next to him, and Marcia sat, her skirt pulling up to expose more of the bare leg above her stockings.
“Selfishly, you can’t blackmail me if we’re each married, and for some, it will put you above suspicion,” Steve warmed to the explanation. “For the clients… well, for the clients you’ll be sleeping with ….”
“You mean the clients I’ll be fucking.”
“Yes, now they’ll be fucking a married woman. That fact makes you safer for them. Every- body has something to lose, and you become even more appealing. When’s the wedding?”
Marcia sat facing him. Her back was straight as usual, but her unbound breasts had wob- bled slightly as she moved. Her knees were together, and her long fingers rested on her thighs.
“There’s one more thing,” Marcia said before taking a deep breath. “Tim wants to watch.”
“He wants to watch what, exactly?”
“He wants to watch other men fuck me.”
Darwin stared at her without blinking and was silent for a long time. “Did you tell him about the promotion?”
“No, this came up when I told him about an old boyfriend. A boyfriend who also liked to watch,” Marcia said. She blinked and inspected her fingernails.
“I think I’d like to watch, too,” Darwin said.
“Steve, no. Absolutely not. If I even agree to this scheme… I haven’t said yes to either of you.”
“Five times what you’re making now...”
“Seven times,” Marcia responded immediately.
“Where did that come from?”
“Just now, you split the difference, offer me six times, and we’ll have a deal. But, I want it in writing, and I want it witnessed.”
Without a word, Steve lifted the receiver on the telephone next to the expensive sofa and dialed Human Resources. “Mona, I want you to prepare a new contract for Marcia. Make her job title Special Vice President and her annual salary six times what it is now.”
“It’s that much, really? I hadn’t done the math,” Darwin said sarcastically before winking at Marcia and returning to the telephone. “No, the contract I have here won’t work.” While Mona droned on, Steve moved to his desk to open the single file folder and study the two sta- pled-to-geth- pages inside. After several minutes of Mona’s monotone reciting the entire contract, he cut her off.
“Marcia’s duties will be account retention and special projects at my direction. You know how to phrase it.”
He listened for a moment before saying. “Yes, I’ll sign as president and chairman. As soon as you have the contract prepared, using today as the starting date, bring it to my office.”
He hung up without saying goodbye and turned to Marcia. “Two things: I want you married as soon as possible, and you’ll show me your tits right now.”
“My bosoms?” She teased, acting shocked.
“Your tits, now.”
Marcia unbuttoned her blouse with trembling fingers. Steve’s command to expose herself and her sudden income jump caused her pussy to feel hot and wet. She slowly parted the halves of her blouse and arched her back to present her breasts to his eager gaze.
Steve had never seen tits as perfect, and he’d slept with some of the world’s most famous women. Marcia’s soft breasts were shaped like mild ski jumps, her nipples pointed upward and slightly to the side, while the rounded bottoms didn’t touch her ribs. Her pale skin was perfectly flawless. Her boobs quivered slightly as Marcia drew ragged, excited breaths.
Marcia said, “Do you want to see my ….”
“Cunt?” Darwin interrupted. “This has made you wet, hasn’t it?”
“Oh, yes.”
The engagement ring sparkled on her finger as Marcia pulled her old car into the BMW dealership, where only the youngest salesman came to Marcia’s aid as she wandered the showroom. The older men doubted she could afford to buy anything, and the women were working together on a young man they thought had money.
Marcia accepted the offer to test drive their most expensive 800-series sportscar. When they returned, Marcia looked at the window sticker and asked to speak to the sales manager.
“I’m happy to talk to him for you. What number did you have in mind?” The young sales- man could almost taste his commission as they strolled toward the showroom and the offices. But the rule was never to let a customer talk to his manager.
“I’ll buy the car today, but only if you let me talk to your boss.” Marcia stood and put her purse over her shoulder. “Otherwise, I’ll go down the road to Mercedes.”
“Boss,” the young salesman stood nervously in the sales manager’s messy office with Marcia beside him.
“What…” the words died on Alvin’s lips as he looked at the woman beside his newest salesman. “…do you?”
“Close the door on your way out,” Marcia said. The young salesman turned on his heel, his lips tight. He’d invested his time in a prospect his boss would take from him. On the other hand, he’d never had much success with women, much less one who looked like Mar- cia.
The sales manager stood abruptly, papers flying from his desk. Many beautiful women made their way through the dealership, and two even worked for him. But this wasn’t just any beautiful woman. He recognized Marcia from her television appearances; she stood be- fore him, looking even more stunning in person. Long-legged and busty—wait, was she not wearing a bra?
While she allowed the sales manager to look, Marcia was unimpressed by the remnants of what was surely a greasy lunch on his cheap tie. This, paired with a stomach that flopped over his struggling belt, left her both confident and queasy.
“Is there something I can do for you?” Whatever it was, he already knew that he’d prob- ably do it.
“I’m buying the green 850i if we can agree on price,” Marcia said.
“You should talk to the salesman….”
“I’ll let you decide if that’s necessary. I’m willing to give you my old car and a piece of my ass to come down to the amount I’m willing to pay,” Marcia said. “I won’t waste perfectly good ass on your young salesman.”
“I’ve heard this before,” the obese man flopped back in his chair. “I come down to your number, or close to it, and that’s the last time I see you.”
Marcia smiled at him and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. The manager’s eyes fixed on what she was doing. Then Marcia was standing before him, naked from the waist up, her nipples achingly erect in the air-conditioned office. “If you put the right final offer in writ- ing, I’ll fuck you right here in your office,” Marcia put her cell phone on his desk. “Today, right now.”
“If you like my tits, you’ll love the rest of me. Just cross off the number on the offersheet and write in this one,” Marcia said, handing him a note.
Tim had turned away from his computer to take the unexpected call from Marcia. Now he listened as though turned to stone as his fiancé bought a new car and allowed some guy at the dealership to see her naked breasts.
“Now, call your salesman in here, give him the new offer sheet, and have him ready the car,” he heard Marcia say. “You might want him to close the door again when he leaves.”
The sales manager had opened his office door just enough to hand the young salesman the revised offer sheet. Still, the young man caught a glimpse of Marcia’s boob. “Use your employee number; I’ve already approved it,” Alvin directed him.
“Now, fuck me, Alvin. As hard as you can until you fill me with your cum, you earned it,” Tim hadn’t been expecting this when he’d answered the call from his fiancé, but he was al- ready squeezing his cock through his pants under his desk, hoping nobody would walk in on him. He heard the clicking of Marcia’s heels, then what sounded like papers pushed to the floor.
“Fuck my cheating pussy; make me your slut, Alvin. Give it to me,” Marcia had lost all re- straint. When Marcia listened to the recording later, she was shocked at how depraved she’d become.
“Cum for me; I want to hear you squeal,” the same man’s voice he’d just heard, and Tim could feel his cum ready to coat the inside of his suit pants.
The fat slob heaved and grunted as he fucked Marcia’s pussy, and she found herself hat- ing him even as she wallowed in the humiliation. Normally she’d never even talk to a man like Alvin, much less let him fuck her. But now, degraded by him and possessed by his dis- gusting prick fed her excitement, and she might cum before he did.
Alvin knew he’d never have an opportunity like this again. The money wasn’t coming from his pocket, but he’d remember Marcia long after she’d forgotten him.
He pounded into her perfect, wet vagina as it gripped his throbbing cock, and Marcia wondered in amazement how he’d lasted this long. She felt his hot, sour breath on her neck. Her shame and humiliation caused her to cum harder than ever.
Her body spasmed and bucked as wave after wave of screaming pleasure swept through her. Then she felt Alvin erupt inside her. Maybe she would remember him after all.
On the sales floor, faces turned toward the sound of Marcia’s overpowering orgasm coming from Alvin’s office. The two women sales agents looked at each other in amazement. They’d never suspected their boss had it in him and with a woman like Marcia. They’d been thinking of rewarding the right man with a two-woman, three-way, and maybe they’d have to give Alvin a chance.
The two older salesmen looked at the younger one and grinned until he held up the ap- proved offer sheet with his employee number. ‘Well,’ they thought almost in unison. ‘At least he’d get the commission, if not the woman.’
Guilt and embarrassment were crushing Marcia as she pushed her key into the apart- ment’s lock. What had she done? She’d fucked the disgusting fat sales manager for a few thousand dollars off a still overpriced car so her husband-to-be could listen. Worse, she’d cli- maxed for the gross sales manager when he’d slapped her ass. As Marcia sat waiting, she knew she’d orgasmed because of her disgust. But it had been hot, and Marcia wondered if shame always felt so wonderfully dirty.
Marcia was less confident she deserved Tim. She’d convinced herself that Tim and his be- longings would soon be gone, and all she’d have left would be the ring. No man could pass this test—no man could love her enough, and it was just as well to find out now.
The front door opened so fast it bounced off the opposite wall, and Marcia barely had enough time to stand when she was crushed in Tim’s embrace. “I love you, and I want my sloppy seconds.”
Marcia laughed as he pulled her into the bedroom. “Don’t you want to see the new car?”
“Later, first, I want your wet pussy.”
Could any other man love her this much?







Chapter 4


He’d laid her on the edge of their bed inside the bedroom. Tim spread Marcia’s legs wide so her right was bent at the knee with her foot on the mattress and her left flat on the floor.
There was a look of amazement on Marcia’s face as Tim, without hesitation, lapped at the cream leaking from her dripping pussy. His tongue had been flat as he alternated lapping her labia and sucking her clitoris. The intense sensations, coming so soon after being fucked at the dealership, started in her clit before traveling throughout Marcia’s body. She felt in- tense heat as he licked and sucked until her ears burned, and she knew she was blushing. Marcia briefly wondered if being so slutty with Tim would always feel so good?
“I fucked another guy, Tim,” Marcia groaned. “I fucked the fat slob to get a better price on the car. I fucked him for money but also because I deserved to be trashed. I needed his cock to punish me.”
Her confession only caused him to lick her faster. His moaning gave Marcia chills.
“I was a whore, Tim. Do you want to marry a woman who would fuck for money?”
She felt Tim’s tongue on her asshole, and then he was lapping the entire length of her used slit and moaning. “I don’t care what you did; I only want you.”
Tim had balanced on his hands and toes, his cock buried deep in Marcia’s pussy. “I can feel his jizz,” he said as he pounded into her. “Did he make you cum?”
“No.”
Tim moved faster, and Marcia felt as though she were melting and exploding at the same time. “Tell me the truth. Did you cum?”
Marcia lost control of her body, causing her legs to shake uncontrollably. For the only time in her life, she thought about nothing but the orgasm about to overpower her.
“Yes, he made me cum, Tim. He made your whore cum.”
Burning heat exploded from Tim’s cock and added to the fire inside her. It took a long time for her to calm down as she enjoyed a small orgasm every few seconds. When she was done cumming, Marcia lay in a puddle under her soon-to-be-husband.
“I’m so ashamed. Please tell me why it made you so horny when I told you I fucked an- other guy?”
“Because I love you completely.”
“But, Tim. What if I fell in love with him or another man I let have his way with me?”
“Nobody can love you more than I do,” Tim was holding her on the bed, both of them naked. Marcia could feel his cum dripping on her hip.
“I don’t understand, Tim. I fuck other guys, and instead of getting jealous or angry, you become insanely horny. Are you sure you love me?”
“I do get jealous; I’m so jealous of guys fucking you that I almost can’t stand it. As soon as I can, I want to make you mine again. I want to clean every hint of them from you and prove I love you by making you cum so hard you can’t remember who they were.”
Tim’s explanation made a weird sort of sense to her. “I can feel you growing hard,” Mar- cia said, wiggling her ass.
“Maybe I’m a pervert, maybe I’m not normal,” Tim slipped his revived erection inside her from the rear. Marcia’s pulse quickened, and she panted. Her pussy was swollen and tight as Tim fucked her again.
Marcia’s swollen pussy was so hot and tight it felt as though he was being welcomed in- side.
“My new job,” she began and stopped as her body tingled.
“Your new job,” Tim reminded her.
“I have to fuck my boss.”
“Oh, God,” Tim said and fucked her even faster. “Do you love him?”
“What … no, I don’t love him. Besides, Steve’s married,” Marcia thrust back at Tim.
“After we’re married, would you still have to fuck your married boss?”
“Yes.”
“Will you tell me about it? Will you let me watch?”
“I don’t know if you can watch, maybe. But, I’ll always tell you,” Marcia felt like she were a bowstring being drawn tighter as contractions began again.
Her contractions grew stronger, and as she began to cum, Marcia shouted, “And I have to fuck our clients, too.”
With a shout, Tim came inside her.
Tim carried his bride over the threshold of their new apartment a month later and stripped her as he moved toward the bedroom. Knowing what Marcia was expected to do to justify her promotion and enormous salary only added to his excitement.




Chapter 5


“He wants to watch?”
“Yes,” Marcia stood beside Steve Darwin’s huge desk chair as he caressed the back of her leg and ass, and she smiled at him. Marcia could see Darwin’s cock like a fat tube running down the leg of his dark pants. She wondered if he’d bend her over the desk or lay her on his white leather sofa.
She spread her legs slightly as Steve worked his fingers under the front of her thong panties. Marcia was already damp from his caresses.
“I’m throwing a party tonight for some important people, and you’ll be the hostess,” he said.
“Where?”
“At my house.”
“What about your wife? Shouldn’t she be the hostess?”
“She’s out of town visiting her sister. You’ll recognize some clients and a few celebrities,”
Darwin’s thick wet finger pushed past her labia and penetrated her. “It’ll be a relaxed house party. Some of us will play poker, and everybody will drink. It’s not a swinger’s party or any- thing, although you can never tell what will happen.”
Marcia squirmed as Darwin’s thumb circled her clitoris, and the finger inside her stroked her “G” spot. Some people denied the existence of a sensitive site on the forward vaginal wall, but Marcia wasn’t one of them. She put one hand on Steve’s desk and the other on the back of his chair to hump his fingers.
“I want to bring Tim,” she gasped as Steve Darwin aroused her.
Darwin turned to look, his eyes showing no expression as he continued to caress her. The blank look on his face aroused Marcia even more. He didn’t care about her except for the money and sex she provided for him, and she knew it.
Although Steve Darwin was only forty, he’d amassed a fortune while presenting the image of a trim, good-looking man with short, well-barbered dark hair. Marcia had only seen him wear something other than a wool suit and white cotton shirt twice.
“Why do you want to bring your husband?” He stroked her pussy faster.
“So he can watch you fuck me.” As the words came out of her mouth her pussy grew wet- ter.
“Let’s have him catch us fucking.”
Marcia’s knees buckled, and she hung on to the back of Darwin’s chair, feeling the intoxi- cating corruption. “He can walk in on us.”
“You’ll be begging for my cock, and another rich guy will be waiting his turn to fuck you. Maybe someone famous.”
“Oh, yes,” Marcia wanted to cum so badly they could both feel the hard throbbing of her pussy. Darwin withdrew his hand, leaving Marcia gasping for breath.
“You know what to wear, be there at 7:30 so you can greet my guests. Tell your husband he’s to ignore you and act like any other second-tier guest.”
“Yes, sir,” Marcia picked up Steve’s hand and sucked the finger that had been in her pussy. “Will you please finish what you’ve started?”
“I’ll make sure you’re taken care of.”
“Thank you, sir,” Marcia said.
That evening when Steve Darwin saw Marcia, she wore a long silk eggshell-colored trans- parent dress without a bra or panties. Her nipples were visible, as was the cleanly waxed slit between her legs.
Marcia had never been on display to Darwin’s friends before, and while driving to Steve’s home, she could only think about sex. Marcia had never masturbated while driving but tried it while waiting for a long light on Western Ave.
Marcia wore a long, lightweight, knit sweater to drive through the city. It wasn’t much of a sweater, but it did cover her, and she felt vulnerable driving alone. At the next light, Marcia adjusted the sweater to cover her legs and pulled her skirt up enough to reach her stiff, throbbing clitoris.
As she drove, Marcia caressed her aroused pussy, and found suddenly that her fingers were vibrating. Marcia glanced to the back and sides to see that she was surrounded by large motorcycles, and the hard rumble of their engines was causing her car and her hand to vi- brate.
God, it felt good. She pinched her clitoris between two fingers and let the motorcycles do all the work.
Marcia noticed that the light had changed only when the car behind her honked. The motorcyclist to her left was smiling at her and racing his engine rhythmically.
As she swung her legs out of her new car in front of the valet Steve had hired for the evening, Marcia left a warm wetness on the car seat.
Tim was in their new apartment. Dressed as she was, it was almost guaranteed Marcia would be fucked tonight. He wanted to stop her from going out while simultaneously hop- ing he’d be allowed to see everything that happened.
Marcia had been so exposed in the see-through dress that Tim had opened his pants to show her his aching erection. That had been when she’d told him, “No matter what you see, and regardless of what happens, you’re not to interfere. You don’t know me; I’m meeting a guy for the first time. After I kiss you goodbye, I belong to Steve Darwin for the night.”
Marcia glanced at his hard-on, saying, “Remember, you asked for this. You don’t have to go. I’ll understand if you decide to stay home.”
When his wife left for the party, Tim fought to keep his hands off his hard-on. He had no problem remembering how she’d looked and the feel of the warm embrace of her pussy.
A line of cars was in the street in front of Darwin’s mansion, waiting for the valet. Tim had meekly joined the line of expensive cars with his five-year-old Toyota, and when he neared the door, he saw why there was a holdup. Darwin and Marcia were greeting each vehicle's occupants while a valet opened doors and parked cars.
The greeting for some of the guests was disposed of quickly. Others, such as a well- known late-night talk show host, held up the line chatting with Steve and cuddling Marcia’s right breast, leaving her nipple hard.
Tim shook hands with each and was disposed of quickly, then sent through the front door and into the big house. Marcia had managed a wink when she was sure Darwin wasn’t looking.
Tim wandered from room to room with a drink in his hand, marveling at the decorations' size and expense. He tried to act like he belonged and not stare at the other guests, many familiar to him. Actors joined politicians, rock stars, and athletes, while the women were all young and scantily dressed. Although none were as exposed as the woman he was married to. Some had been hired for the evening, and Tim saw numerous barely concealed nipples.
The guests arranged themselves into ever-shifting conversation pods, and Tim joined a group of men standing next to a closed door.
“Did you see the woman with Steve?” he was asked by one.
“I certainly did,” he answered enthusiastically. “It’s official; I’m in love.”
“You and me both, brother.”
The conversation continued, and men wandered away as others joined the group. From time to time, Tim caught a glimpse of his wife talking to one of the men or hanging on Dar- win’s arm. Occasionally she kissed the host, and it felt like a knife wound, even as Tim's erection threatened to burst out of his pants.
He tried to let his eyes glide over Marcia without focusing until one of the men suddenly stopped talking. He’d been going on about a hunting trip in Montana when he stopped in the middle of a word—the air in his lungs escaping in a low whistle.
“Look at the woman in the see-through dress,” he said, pointing toward Marcia with his drink. “Leave it to Darwin to keep a woman who looks like that for himself.”
Tim felt like he had to look before he could redirect the conversation. “I wonder how much business she brings in?” Another member of the group asked.
“I heard that he hired her to fuck new clients,” one of the men said, intent on Marcia.
“No shit?” The Montana hunting adventure had been forgotten. “Christ, look at her tits. What if we all increased the business we did with Steve?”
“What are you suggesting, Jack?” Another asked. “Aren’t we a little old for a gangbang?”
“No … no,” Jack stuttered. “But if she’s fucking guys for new business, increasing the business we already have with him must be worth … Christ, he’s feeling her ass.”
“She seems to like it; just look at that smile. What about you?” Jack directed at Tim. “Have you ever been with her?”
“Yes,” Tim answered without thinking and then tried to cover his mistake by adding. “You’re right. She looks incredible.”
Tim turned to find the entire circle of men looking at him. “Well,” Jack said. “Give, how was she?”
“Oh, I couldn’t say. I was agreeing with how she looks.”
“Bullshit. You fucked her. How much money do you place with old Steve?”
“None … er, nothing.”
“I knew it,” one of the men said. “Steve’s using her for new sales. Oh shit, he’s taking her to meet LeRoy.”
As Tim stood next to the locked door late in the evening, Steve Darwin opened it from the inside and gestured him in. The room was dimly lit, but Tim could make out a bed and two chairs. He looked at Darwin questioningly.
“Sit in a chair, Tim,” Steve said. When Tim was seated, Darwin asked him to put his hands behind his back. “Look, Tim, I didn’t want to do this, but LeRoy insists.”
“Who’s LeRoy, and what’s he insisting?”
“LeRoy’s going to fuck your wife, and he’s insisting that if you’re going to watch, you be cuffed so you can’t interfere,” Darwin explained. “You don’t have to go along with this. I can have them bring up your car, and you can leave. The choice is yours.”
He was going to watch as Marcia was fucked by a black man. Wasn’t that what he’d want- ed? His cock was hard, and his hands shook as Darwin snapped the handcuffs shut.
Marcia had been drinking champagne all evening and could feel the expensive bubbly's effects. The stares of so many men were like hands caressing her, making her pussy hot and wet. So many men looking at her nearly naked body could have made her uncomfortable, but though Marcia knew they hungered for her, she also knew they wouldn’t make a move without a sign from Steve Darwin.
Part of her wished Steve would do something truly crazy, like making her suck his cock in front of all these men and her husband. Maybe he’d tie her to the pool table and have the men line up to fuck her. What if he had one of the few wives sit on her face?
“I want you to meet LeRoy,” Steve Darwin said, snapping her out of her fantasy and pulling her away from a group of executives who had surrounded her. “I need him, so treat him well.”
“How well?” Marcia’s soft, gentle voice slurred.
“All the way well,” Darwin answered as they stopped before a huge black man. “LeRoy, this is our very special vice president I told you about, and I’m making her responsible for your relationship with DBE.”
Marcia looked up at the man towering over her. He was very black and looked angry. His face was badly scarred in a way that scared Marcia, even when he smiled. She felt small in his presence. Marcia’s entire hand disappeared into his when they shook.
“I’m glad you’ll be taking care of me, Marcia,” LeRoy’s voice was a deep bass growl. “Steve has a private room for us to discuss my particular needs.”
“That’s right, just follow me,” Darwin said.
The crowd parted as Steve Darwin, followed by Marcia and the massive, badly scarred LeRoy, walked toward the closed door. Marcia had seen the door with her husband standing near it for much of the night.
Inside, it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the gloom. Then she saw Tim sitting in one of the chairs with his hands hidden behind his back.
“Your husband is handcuffed, Marcia. I gave him an out, but he’d rather stay and watch,” Darwin explained as he stood where he blocked her view.
“Watch what?” Marcia felt LeRoy’s huge arms encircling her and his massive, hard body feeling incredibly sexy as he pressed against her ass.
“LeRoy fucking you,” Steve answered, and it felt like the words went directly to her pussy. Marcia couldn’t breathe for a moment, and then she was panting.
She found herself holding LeRoy, her breasts flattened his chest as their lips touched and his solid, thick cock pressed against her, high up on her stomach. LeRoys massive hands cupped her ass and lifted her, dragging his cock over her pussy.
The thrill of LeRoy’s kisses traveled down Marcia’s body, feeding the fire burning inside her until it reached her pussy, and she wrapped her long legs around LeRoy’s waist. Her shimmering dress parted and fell away, leaving Marcia’s bare pussy pressed against the iron bar of LeRoy’s cock.
The warmth in her belly spread to her thighs, causing a hard throbbing in her clitoris. Marcia’s pulse thumped and throbbed in her pussy. Her skin tingled, starting inside her vagina and radiating over her labia. She was aware of her pussy swelling, becoming wetter and more sensitive.
The throbbing of LeRoy’s cock against her pussy was maddening her and causing her to yearn for the pressure she knew was coming. The cock felt too large, but still, she wanted it inside herself. Marcia’s pelvic muscles contracted of their own accord, sending delicious waves of intense sensation even deeper inside. Her desperate need to be filled increased with each contraction.
LeRoy turned Marcia and pushed her face into a pillow before gathering her glistening dark hair in one giant fist. As he pulled her head painfully backward, LeRoy forced his long, thick cock inside her with agonizing slowness. He wanted her to feel every inch of him as he stretched her pussy wide.
Tim’s cock was hammering in his pants. He was leaking pre-cum, but it provided scant relief.
He watched, slack-jawed, as LeRoy’s massive cock, easily twice the size of his own, inch its way inside his wife. She was stretched open so wide it appeared as though his cock was the only thing between Marcia’s legs.
The ache in Tim’s erection was now matched by the shearing pain in his heart.
Marcia moaned nonsense words before clearly saying, “It hurts,” before begging LeRoy to fuck her harder. Tim’s wife pleaded with another man to punish her pussy with his giant black cock—punish her for cheating on the husband she loved. Tim groaned and pre-cum painted the inside of his pants.
Marcia felt LeRoy’s balls flatten against her clit and knew he was as deep in her pussy as any man could ever be. Part of her brain told her it should hurt; instead it felt astonishing.
With her head pulled back and a firestorm of agony coming from her scalp, every stroke of his massive cock caused her to edge closer to orgasm. The combination of pain and plea- sure was becoming too much.
When LeRoy exploded, his cock throbbing powerfully deep inside her, Marcia’s head had been pulled so far back that she briefly looked directly at Tim. Then her eyes rolled up so far into her head that just the whites showed. Marcia was only aware of the torrid blasts of cum, and the hard pounding of LeRoy’s cock. She screamed her climax, which seemed to continue even after she lost awareness and passed out.
A sizeable wet stain spread the length of Tim’s left leg as Marcia came. His cock con- tinued to throb as LeRoy pulled out of Marcia’s pussy, leaving it gaping open and draining cream-colored cum.
As LeRoy lay exhausted beside her, Marcia rolled on her side and molded her petite body to his. As she threw her leg over his hip, Tim could see that her pussy was still stretched wide.




Chapter 6


LeRoy kissed her, his tongue probing her mouth before he slipped back into his clothing. Steve casually threw a key onto the bed and followed LeRoy out of the room.
Marcia sat naked on the edge of the bed with a fresh drink, looking at Tim, who was embarrassed by the large wet spot on his pants. His wife’s pussy was still spread open; how- ever, the flow of cum had lessened, and the gaping opening to her vagina was not as obvious as it had been.
“Talk to me, Marcia,” Tim begged. “Are we okay?”
When Marcia continued to sit silently, sipping her drink and smoking a cigarette, some- thing Tim had never seen her do, he asked, “Would you at least unlock these handcuffs?”
Marcia smoked her cigarette to the filter before saying, “I don’t know what to do, Tim.”
“I don’t understand. You don’t know what to do about the handcuffs?”
“I love you, Tim. At least, I thought I did,” Marcia began, and Tim’s face went white.
“But, if LeRoy walked back in here now and told me to go with him, I probably would.” Marcia leaned so far forward her face was inches from Tim’s, and her breasts rested on her thighs. “Isn’t that strange? What are we going to do?”
“I love you more than any other man could,” Tim whispered into her hair.
“Do you, Tim? Let’s say your love for me is so great I’d be a fool not to love you back,” Marcia asked without moving. “What happens when you realize I don’t deserve you? Do you leave me when you discover I’m not the woman you think I am?” Marcia leaned back on her elbows with her legs spread enough for Tim to see her slowly closing pussy.
“No woman alive,” Marcia continued. “Could experience what he just did to me and not be affected. Do you know what an aftershock orgasm is?”
“No.”
“I’m not sure men have them; they may just be a female thing. Basically, it's when a woman continues to cum even after she’s done fucking. Tim, I’m still coming from him.”
“Marcia, listen to me. To LeRoy, you’re were just a fuck,” Tim protested. “A man like that will use you until he’s had enough, and then he’ll move on.”
“Even though you’ve broken my heart, I’d still be your’s.” Tim’s face showed the agony he felt.
Marcia was laughing when she looked up, her eyes bright. “You must mean it, Tim. You watched me receive the fuck of my life; watching me made you come so much your nuts must look like swiveled raisins; I broke your heart, and you still love me. What’s wrong with you?”
Marcia ran her hands over her thighs and used the crumpled sheet to wipe her pussy.
Tim watched in amazement as Marcia’s breathing became more shallow, and she held the sheet tightly to her clitoris. “Here it comes, Tim. Here it comes again …”
Marcia quickly unzipped Tim’s pants and put his once again erect cock in her mouth as another series of orgasms swept through her. When they’d passed, she stood slowly, fighting to keep her balance before slipping into her almost non-existent dress.
“I’ll send someone in to unlock you and meet you at home,” Marcia tenderly kissed Tim’s cheek. “I love you, too.”
A few minutes later, one of the DBE employees, a young lady no more than twenty years old, crept into the room, recovered the key, and freed Tim.
“Where’s my wife?” Tim asked, but the young lady looked at him strangely.
“You came alone.”
“Marcia.”
“Marcia left, but she was with Steve, I mean Mr. Darwin. She’s not your wife,” and the young woman laughed, humiliating him again. “I mean, really? Do you think a woman like Marcia could be married to a guy like you? Now that’s funny.”
Tim left his shirt hanging out, although it did little to hide the wet stain on his pants. Once outside, he asked the valet if Marcia had left, and all this earned him was a dark look. The valet had no intention of telling this gringo anything about Miss Marcia. He brought Tim’s car up and then turned his back, refusing a tip.
Tim replayed the evening in his memory as he drove slowly home.
Tim was a fair artist, and after pulling out his charcoal at home, he drew some of his memories of the evening, starting with how Marcia’s pussy gapped open as she sat on the edge of the bed talking to him. He worked quickly, moving from one memorable scene to the next until he had the evening on paper, and his cock was once again hard.
He decided enough time had passed and sent a text to his wife.
[Tim] I love you more than life itself. If you’ve been looking for a man who will love you with all his heart forever, you’ve found him. Please come home to me.
He didn’t expect to hear back quickly, and he didn’t, but he felt more confident about their relationship than he ever had. Partly because, while he’d been working with charcoal, he’d thought of a solution.
Marcia heard the soft buzzing of her cellphone and reached into her purse to read the message. She turned the phone off without answering and crawled back onto the bed.
Steve picked up his head just enough to look at her. “How was it having two men inside you at the same time?”
“As long as you’re one of them,” she answered, squeezing his cheek the way she knew he hated.
“What did Tim want?”
“He wants me to come home,” Marcia answered after a pause.
“You should go to him.”
“Why?”
“For these clients to feel like they’ve fucked a movie star, and yet they’re home free and clear, I need my senior vice president to be married.”
“Why can’t I stay with LeRoy?” she asked, only half serious.
Darwin held Marcia by her shoulders and shook her. “Are you fucking crazy? LeRoy’s dangerous. Hell, he’ll turn you out and be your pimp. You don’t know this guy the way I do.”
When Darwin had been fucking Marcia’s ass LeRoy used his monster cock in her pussy. Marcia’s explosive orgasm had been like nothing Steve had ever witnessed.
Now he had to find a way to keep her away from LeRoy.
Marcia was working when Steve Darwin closed his office door and left for lunch. It was three days since she’d been in a three-some with Steve and LeRoy, and she wanted to do it again.
When she’d arrived back at the apartment, Tim had greeted her eagerly, getting on his knees to go down on her well-used pussy. Marcia decided she had the best of all worlds, a fantastic three-way followed by the loving only her husband could provide.
Steve took the empty chair opposite Tim, ordered a club sandwich from the hoving waiter, and appraised the third man at the table. The tall white man raised his glass to Darwin as if offering a toast.
“I don’t think we’ve ever met without Marcia,” Steve said, addressing Tim. “What’s on your mind?”
“LeRoy,” Tim said, and Steve carefully composed his face to reveal as little as possible. “Have you ever noticed the scar on Marcia’s back?”
When Darwin, his face still carefully blank, admitted that he’d wondered about the mark, Tim told him the story of the hang glider accident and wrapped it up with Marcia's comment about the quality of her partner’s fucking that day.
“It’s an interesting story, but what does it have to do with LeRoy?”
“I think the best way to deal with LeRoy is to replace him with someone who has LeRoy’s ‘assets,’ but none of his ‘liabilities,’” Tim said, and when Darwin didn’t object, he continued.
“Steve, I’d like to introduce you to George, Marcia’s former hang gliding companion. George has some unique qualifications for the job.”
“I’m interested,” Darwin said around a mouthful of sandwich.
“George doesn’t bring LeRoy’s baggage, he doesn’t have a gang, and he’s not dangerous. Also, he’s not interested in stealing our girl,” Tim began.
“Our girl?” Darwin asked.
“In a sense, she is ‘our’ girl,” Tim answered. “LeRoy’s primary qualification was his … how do I put this?”
“Big dick,” Darwin offered.
“Plus animal libito?” George injected.
Tim smiled at Darwin before playing his Ace. “Since we’re talking about my wife’s sex life, I should lay all my cards on the table. She and I spent the day after the party talking at our house, and I won’t go into everything we discussed, just three things you should know.”
“The first is that we love each other but want an open relationship. We agreed that Marcia should continue to honor her agreement with you, Steve. So, congratulations.”
Tim offered his hand to Steve Darwin, knowing that by shaking, he was allowing the man to fuck his wife.
“The second thing is that Marcia is, in her own words, a size queen. While she loves me and is satisfied with what I offer, she occasionally prefers to have a man who can combine a big cock with the skill to know how to use it.”
“It’s pretty amazing that you’re talking about your wife in such an analytical manner,” George said.
“Hang on, George. Marcia said that as outstanding as her time with LeRoy had been, George had been better,” Tim finished.
“So, we somehow arrange for George to replace LeRoy?” Darwin asked.
Later, as Marcia’s key slid into the apartment’s lock, Tim sprang from the bed and ran to the front door. Aware only of his erection, he threw his arms around his wife.




Chapter 7


Her job worked as planned. Marcia saved accounts while adding new ones and was able to justify her astronomical salary. While not happy with how much she was paid, even human resources could see the benefits.
Marcia had become a powerful profit center, and they saw that playing along was in every- one's best interests. Behind closed doors, they told each other it was only a matter of time be- fore she crashed and things returned to normal.
As she worked with larger accounts, Marcia traveled and entertained more. Soon she had lovers from Berlin to Tokyo. While none could match what she had at home, she still record- ed her sessions for Tim to watch, alternating between arousing him to the point where he had to fuck his wife and breaking his heart with jealousy.
The videos weren’t the same as being there, of course. But, for Tim, watching his wife in another three-way was beyond words. Especially when he had his cock in Marcia’s mouth, and on the large screen, she was with the client and his wife in Paris.
“Honey, you’re licking her pussy. I didn’t know you swung that way,” Tim said, watching his wife go down on another woman projected on their 120-inch flat-screen. With detached speakers, it felt like the woman’s husband was jacking off behind him while his wife groaned under Marcia’s assault.
Tim knew it was strictly business, and Marcia's money allowed him to live as they did. Still, he missed their days in the small apartment near the Downey Bar.
The memory of her visit to Paris was fresh for Marcia, and watching the huge screen brought everything back.
Charles and Marcia had arranged to meet in a Parisian restaurant, and Marcia had made the reservations in Charles’ name. He’d arrived first and been told to expect a senior vice president from DBE, but he hadn’t expected Marcia.
She was so exquisite that every eye followed her approach and envied the smile on her lips when she introduced herself in French with a trace of an American accent. They talked business, but only long enough for Charles to make clear his many reservations regarding DBE.
“What can I do to change your mind?” Marcia had asked, always smiling. “We want you to join us, and I’ll do absolutely anything to win you over.”
“Oh, I doubt you’d do ‘absolutely anything.’” Charles had answered.
“You shouldn’t doubt it. Try me,” Marcia’s barefoot had somehow found its way up Charles’ trouser leg.
With his heart pounding in his throat, Charles blurted out. “Fuck my wife and me tonight.”
“Would you sign the contract then?”
Charles fought to catch his breath before laughing. “Of course, why not? You’ll never do it.”
“Please call your wife, Claire, and invite her to join us for a drink in my suite. Would an hour from now be convenient?”
“You’re teasing me.”
“Call Claire, and please tell her we’ll be in room 3405.”
She watched him speak on his mobile phone for several minutes, and when he finished, Marcia stood and linked her arm through his. Charles could feel the soft give of Marcia’s breast as they walked toward the elevator.
“Claire will be here soon. What do you plan to tell her?”
“The truth.”
“How refreshing,” he said.
Claire turned out to be a handsome woman. Not classically beautiful, she was an unusu- ally tall natural blonde with a frosty personality. Charles, on the other hand, was slim, mostly bald, and outgoing. But nervous.
“Why am I here?” Claire said when introduced to Marcia.
“Your husband asked me to fuck both of you tonight.”
“Oh, he did …” Whatever Claire was going to say next was cut off by Marcia’s lips meeting hers. Claire’s eyes opened wide before closing slowly as her arms found their way around the more petite woman.
Charles’ jaw dropped as the stunning American gently led his wife to the suite’s bed. He knew his wife was curious about sex with another woman, just as he knew she’d never acted on the attraction. Now she only had to allow Marcia to slowly undress her.
Claire had never expected her fantasy to come true, yet now she was down to her panties, kissing a naked American woman when her nude husband joined them.
“How are you going to fuck us both?” Claire was finding it difficult to catch her breath.
“I’ll show you,” and Marcia laid Claire on her back so she could kneel between the older woman’s legs. As she began to lick and suck Claire’s pussy, Marcia patted her rear and spread her legs, issuing a clear invitation to Charles.
A moment later, he was inside Marcia’s steamy pussy convinced he was in a sexual dreamland and oblivious to the open laptop recording their adventure.
Charles was not a practiced lover but good enough for his situation. The wonderful feel of his hard cock in her pussy was transmitted directly through Marcia’s lips and tongue to his wife’s clitoris. In the end, Claire came first, grinding herself against Marcia’s mouth.
Marcia next directed Charles to push inside Claire’s pussy, as she kissed and caressed his wife. In Claire’s fantasies, another woman had always kissed her with the taste of Claire’s pussy on her lips.
Claire’s eyes were open wide, so she wouldn’t miss a moment, even as her first orgasm washed over her, triggering an even greater arousal. Claire could not have identified a time when she’d been so excited as she pleaded with Marcia to sit on her face—Claire wanted the beautiful brunette’s pussy. The incredible stimulation of her husband’s fucking combined with the shocking eroticism of Marcia’s cleanly waxed pussy leaking on her tongue had been too much. Claire screamed another orgasm into Marcia’s pussy as her husband pumped his loads deep inside her.
Despite her lack of experience, Claire was so eager to fulfill every dream she’d ever had that she caused Marcia to cum with her clitoris pressed to Claire’s nose and Claire’s tongue deep inside her vagina.
harles had wanted to climax inside Marcia until he felt his wife’s wild enthusiasm and marveled at the sloppy feel of her cunt as Marcia sat on her face. As he pounded into his wife, he wrapped his arms around Marcia’s body and squeezed her breasts hard, creating feelings that went directly to the beautiful American’s already overstimulated clitoris.
Later, Charles touched his played-out cock while watching the women satisfy each other for a second and third time. Claire had become exhausted, and Marcia sat on Charles’ cock to fuck him through his final painful orgasm.
Early the next morning, while Claire and Marcia cuddled together a few feet away in the hotel bed, Charles signed the DBE contract. They both kissed before she left for Charles de Gaulle Airport.
As Charles and Claire dressed in the now empty hotel room, Charles noticed the tears on his wife’s face. He held her from behind, asking her what was wrong as she kissed her neck—something his wife had once loved for him to do.
“It was better than I’d ever imagined it could be. I’ve dreamed about it happening for so many years that I convinced myself making love with another woman would never meet my expectations. Then my loving, thoughtful husband introduced me to Marcia, and I discov- ered that I hadn’t set my expectations high enough.”
Charles was already thinking of practical things. Such as shutting the laptop computer Marcia had forgotten in the room and arranging for its return to her. Most importantly, he wondered when he could manufacture an emergency requiring her to revisit them.
Not surprisingly, a problem with the account arose almost immediately, and Marcia found herself sitting alone in a nearly empty first-class cabin on a return flight to Paris.
The plane left New York at 5:40 p.m., and dinner was served almost immediately. Because the plane would land in Paris at 7:00 the following morning, the porthole shades had been drawn, and sleeping pods had been made up. Then, the flight attendant asked Marcia if she had everything she needed.
“I could use one more thing, but …” Marcia sighed deeply. “You’re working.”
The attendant smiled at her. She was used to come-ons like this from male passengers— rarely from a woman. But she’d never been propositioned by a woman who looked like Mar- cia. It took her breath away at first and caused a feeling of damp heat in her panties.
“I’m not too busy,” Linda said reflectively. “What can I do for you?”
Marcia’s single finger caressed the flight attendant's bare arm, causing her goosebumps. The thought flashed through the uniformed attendant's mind that this strikingly beautiful woman was turning her on, and she wondered if it was intentional.
Marcia answered the question shyly with her head down but eyes looking up at the other woman as she blushed. “You can let me eat your pussy.”
Linda, operating solely on instinct, scanned the cabin. She could hear snoring from the only other pod on the nearly empty first-class flight deck. She wasn’t even due to see another attendant for more than an hour unless there was a problem.
“Would such a thing help you sleep?” Linda flirted mischievously.
“Oh, yes,” Marcia's hand was now inside Linda’s skirt. “Maybe you could help me by tak- ing off your hose?”
“Then what would you do?” Linda asked, slipping the blue hose down her long legs. If asked, she’d say she’d become too hot. Besides, Marcia’s light feminine touch on her bare thigh was the most exciting thing to ever happen on this flight.
“What do you expect me to do?” She’d ask, immediately regretting her choice of words.
“I expect you to give me an extra pillow and put a knee on each armrest.”
At home, Tim turned off the television after cleaning the cum from his belly. The last time his wife had visited Paris, Charles had visited Marcia’s hotel suite with several friends from his club. The visits had resulted in new contracts for DBE, a gangfuck for Marcia, and two days alone with Claire.




Chapter 8


This party at Steve Darwin’s mansion was more intimate. Marcia allowed her husband to drive her BMW, and she rode in the passenger’s seat, adjusting her outfit. It was a form- fitting black micromini dress that showcased her ass and a white satin blouse. The party promised to be much tamer than last time, but to Marcia, that was no reason to wear panties or a bra.
She greeted the black valet like an old friend, and Tim suspected they might have actually been old friends. Inside the mansion, the couple was welcomed by Steve Darwin and one of DBE’s newest young hot female employees.
“Marcia and Tim, I’d like to introduce you to Sharon,” Steve said. “Sharon has a few du- ties tonight, one of which is to ensure that your glasses are never empty.”
The room seemed nearly vacant to Tim, particularly after the noise and excitement of the last party. There was no band, only Steve’s expensive sound system. A dozen guests, evenly divided between men and women, were seated around a table with a circular rotating sur- face. The guests soon discovered the purpose of the stationary shelf under it.
The real purpose of the table was soon apparent. As the top slowly rotated, it served as a stage for the staff to strip for Darwin’s guests. The first stripper was Steve’s CFO, a tiny Asian woman with a care-worn face and a spectacular, trim body. As she spread her legs and displayed herself for her boss, it was clear she’d taken Estacy as her pussy leaked on the table.
Everybody seemed to be in a good mood. Liquor flowed, and a few guests smoked a combination of marijuana and hashish served in waterpipes. While more than a few swal- lowed pills along with their drinks.
The following person to get on the table was Sharon. Tim hadn’t looked at her when Steve introduced them, but now, as conversations continued around him, he could take a good long look.
Sharon was over six feet tall, with slim hips and a tight ass. Because her blouse was de- signed to hide her breasts, Tim had failed to see Sharon’s enormous boobs. Conversations sputtered to a halt when Sharon put one nipple in her mouth and offered the other to Mar- cia. Tim’s wife, smoking from one of the waterpipes, took the offered tit with unfocused eyes. Using both hands, she put the nipple in her mouth and made love to it as the table stopped rotating.
Marcia and Sharon looked at each other as they held a nipple between their lips. Sharon knelt on the table, her spread legs sticking out in the back and her wet pussy even with the edge of the table. A waiter offered her pussy to the other guests. Tim found the scene highly erotic, and the thought of fucking Sharon while his wife sucked her breast gave him a painful erection.
Before he could move, Marcia had released Sharon’s nipples and used her hand to rotate the table so the young woman’s pussy was in front of her. Marcia played with the highly aroused pussy while two men occupied themselves with her breasts.
Just as it was announced that one of the waiters would be next on the table, Marcia spread Sharon’s cheeks and buried her face in the steaming wet pussy.
“Oh, God. Yes. I love your …” Marcia kissed her before Sharon could finish her thought.
They sat together in Marcia’s chair beside Tim, stripping Marcia as one of the men took Sharon’s place on the table.
The conversations continued as he stripped, and Marcia swallowed one of the offered pills without asking what it was before returning to the pipe. A short time later, Marcia leaned over to him. “I’m so fucking turned on, and if you don’t take me somewhere and screw me, I’ll find someone who will.”
Sharon picked that moment to refill their drinks. “Is there anything I can do to help?”
“How about eating my wife’s pussy for a minute?” Tim asked her.
“Of course.”
It seemed as though half the guests watched the now-naked waiter displaying his erec- tion, and the other half watched Sharon remove Marcia's short skirt and blouse before spreading her legs and licking her aroused clitoris.
Marcia’s pupils were dilated as she watched the fit young man in front of her and his hard cock. Tim noticed her rapid breathing just as Steve tapped Sharon on the shoulder and asked her to take a break. Tim looked around, surprised to see new people but knowing they were spectators invited by Steve for the main show.
“We have a special guest with us tonight,” Steve announced as Marcia lay panting, half out of her chair, her legs still spread wide. “An old friend of Marcia’s, a friend I’m sure she’ll be happy to see,” Darwin held his hand out to Tim’s nude wife to help her lay on the stage.
The naked waiter sat on one of the chairs, and a redheaded guest, her pussy covered in a thick red pelt of pubic hair, sat impaled on his cock. With her hands on his knees, she was fucking herself and watching the aroused woman on the rotating tabletop.
“The friend she hasn’t seen since she gave up hang gliding…George!”
Marcia didn’t even give George time to get up on the table before she smiled at him and took his giant cock in her mouth. Tim could hear her groaning as she kissed and licked his shaft before taking one of his oversized balls in her mouth. It was what she’d missed with- out LeRoy, a monster hard-on.
Soon it was just Marcia and George on the table.With only the redheaded woman, now fucking Steve, and Tim sitting on the abandoned chairs to watch.
Tim didn’t think he’d ever been so turned on. He felt if he let himself cum he’d never be able to stop. The sensations in his shaft had become so intense he was afraid to touch him- self, and when Sharon offered to go down on him, he suggested she wait.
On the stage, Marcia had George on his back so she could put a leg on either side of his hips. Facing out, she smiled at Tim as she spread her labia to create a nest for George’s im- mense cock. His hard-on was almost too hard to lay flat against his belly so Marcia could slide her increasingly wet pussy over the top half of his erection.
Every time her clitoris rubbed the underside of the monstrous swell at his prick's head, they would moan. Then they kissed, and Marcia’s hips never stopped moving as the kisses became more frenzied.
Even though this had been Tim’s idea, he was jealous of George. He knew that they had become a perfectly matched married couple. They loved each other and liked the same things, except for sex.
Tim knew his wife enjoyed their love-making and being close to her husband, but when she wanted to be filled, she needed a man like LeRoy—or George. And, there was no sense denying it hurt Tim not to be everything his wife needed.
On the table, instead of continuing to slide over George’s leaking erection, Marcia lifted her left leg and, with her left hand, positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy. Then as she slid back into place and George pushed forward, they were fucking. The frenzied kisses were interrupted by Marcia’s cries of pleasure as George sunk so far inside her that his balls flattened against her clitoris. The world outside of George and his prick no longer existed for her.
The young waiter stood, his erection so hard it reflected the overhead light, but Tim was faster and climbed first onto the table to settle behind Marcia. He’d never fucked a woman in the ass before, and all he knew was to use plenty of lubrication and go slow.
Marcia’s perfect butt, her hole squeezed by the bulk of George’s cock, was his target. Without hesitation, he gathered a handful of lubricating fluid from his wife’s pussy, smeared some on his cock, and the remainder on her ass, and eased inside.
His wife’s head came up in surprise, and then, after smiling over her shoulder at her hus- band, she sat down, driving George to the depths of her vagina and Tim deep into her ass.
Marcia felt full, and she ground her hips down to get each cock in as deep as possible. In- side she felt warm, swollen, and wet. Oh, God, this was just what she’d been wanting.
Her emptiness was filled, the two cocks rubbed together inside her, and Marcia moved to tell her men that she wanted to be fucked hard. George and Tim felt the same way, and it took only a few seconds to find their rhythm and for Marcia to start cumming.
She groaned loudly and then cried from the devastating pleasure of it. Marcia never wanted it to end, and for a very long time, it didn’t. When her climax peaked, Marcia thought she’d never before felt so fulfilled, and then the men came inside her, pounding hard as they bathed her insides with their cum, and Marcia discovered a new orgasmic peak.
Tim pulled out first, followed by the long, slow pull of George’s cock out of her vagina, and Marcia had another, lesser orgasm, and she felt as though her bones had melted and her muscles had lost all their strength. Tim lifted her limp legs and George her shoulders; they laid her smiling body on the table next to them.
“You boys aren’t finished, are you?” Marcia mumbled before falling asleep.
The sun was coming up as George carried Marcia to her car. She smiled at Tim as she hugged the big man. As Tim went to open the outside door for them, he was stopped by Steve Darwin, his arm around the red-haired woman with the incredible pubic bush.
“Marcia and Tim, I’d like you to meet my wife,” he began. Tim stopped, surprised. As far as anyone knew, Darwin’s wife was an innocent and not involved in his activities. “Cherry,” he continued. “Has been a guest of LeRoy, and he gave her back to me earlier tonight.“
Cherry’s eyes were fixed on George, but she spoke to Marcia. “I’d like to visit you some- time, perhaps when you feel you could spare George for an afternoon?”
“How do you feel about having two size queens?” Marcia asked George as he hugged her closer.
“As long as you always come first,” he replied.




Chapter 9


Marcia worked with her customers for another year, but she stopped fucking for new clients. The trick had become old, and Steve was the one who became jealous.
Besides, the competition had noticed her success, and a small army of beautiful women, most without Marcia's industry knowledge, were spreading their legs for business just as the authorities became interested.
Still, Marcia’s account in Paris had become large enough to justify three or four trips a year, and while at home, there was Steve Darwin, George, and of course, her husband, Tim.
Marcia would notice a slow build-up at first, to when it was time to party again. Her need would start as a leisurely dull pulse combined with a pleasurable ache and a desire to put pressure on her clit. Then the ache would build, her pulse turning into a teasing throb, and her pussy would become slick and then wet. Finally, she’d be dripping. She’d even feel the urge to grind her pussy against the end of the dining room table to find relief. Marcia would know it was time as the desire built and became more intense until it was all she could think about.
When Marcia found herself appraising every man she saw—especially rough-looking black men in groups, she’d need to stop herself from offering them her body.
Three months after a long weekend fucking George, Steve, and Tim, Marcia found out that despite what she’d been told years before, she was pregnant. As they sat together in her kitchen that night, she explained the opportunity to the men.
“One of you is the natural father, but since it could have been any of you, I propose that all of you are the father. The baby will grow up with Tim and me, but it’ll have two adoring uncles, George and Steve.”
“The best part is—I can’t get any more pregnant than I already am, and these hormones are making me even more horny than I thought possible, so I’d like to be seriously fucked every night until the baby comes. Starting tonight, in alphabetical order. What do you say, George?”
“Only if Steve helps out since he’s next on the list,” George said.
“I’m dying for a blow job,” Tim added.
Later, as Marcia lay surrounded by three worn-out men, their penises red and still drip- ping cum, she wondered where she could fit a fourth man.
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