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"Are you sure about this idea, Doctor Hoffman?" I asked.
I must have sounded pretty sceptical. I wasn't even that keen to see the Dr Hoffman, even if he was an eminent marriage councillor.
"I know it seems somewhat unorthodox, but my methods have helped to save many couples from boredom and eventual divorce," he replied.
I looked over at Vicki. Her face did not give anything away. She turned to me and said "I don't know, honey, it seems harmless enough to me. It might help us to, put some mystery back into our marriage."
"You have it exactly right," added the doctor in his vaguely European accent. "It's all about reinvigorating your relationship."
"Well, yes, but by pretending to be singles and pick each other up in some sleazy bar?," I insisted.
"Remember when you first met? The thrill of the chase, the uncertainly, the final fulfilment? That is what you will be trying to recreate with this little game."
It was true. After 10 years of marriage, everything seemed a bit routine, even sex. We just didn't seem that interested anymore, and this led to other problems.
"Well, OK, I suppose we could give it a try." I was thinking more of the money we had paid to this quack, rather than any real faith I had in this plan.
"When should we try, George?" asked Vicki. She certainly seemed more keen on this than I did.
"Umm, we could try on Friday. I don't have any meetings at the end of this week."
"Agreed, then. Come back and see me in 2 weeks," concluded Dr Hoffman.
***************
Friday seemed to come around all too quickly, and as fate would have it, I did have extra work to complete. When I finally arrived at the bar, it was past 7:30 and I was more than an hour late.
The bar was quite crowded and I couldn't see Vicki. We had chosen a bar in a big, expensive hotel so that it would not be a sleazy pick-up joint. The bar was filled mainly with businessmen unwinding after a hard week's work.
I finally spotted Vicki sitting at the bar and it stopped me dead in my tracks. She looked simply stunning.
Vicki was wearing a small black dress that rode up at least half way up her firm thighs. The front of the dress dipped daringly to show her ample cleavage. She was sitting crossed legged on the stool in such a way as to best show off her long legs and black stiletto high heels. There was more makeup than usual and bright red lipstick.
I started to feel a bit guilty because I was just in my usual work suit. She had obviously spent a lot of time an effort in preparing for this and it worked. She looked absolutely beautiful and I didn't know why we were having problems with boredom. Why wouldn't anyone want to have her?
Just as I was thinking that, I was proved right. Before I could get to the bar, to greet Vicki, another man approached her. I should have just cut in right there and then, but curiosity got the better of me, and I wondered how Vicki would handle this. I sat down at the bar a couple of seats behind Vicki and listened in.
"Such a pretty woman shouldn't be alone in a bar," he said as he sat on the stool beside her.
I almost laughed out loud at such a clichéd pick-up line, and Vicki made it clear that she also didn't think much of his tactics by more or less ignoring him. But to his credit, he persisted.
"Yeah, I suppose such an old routine wouldn't work for someone like you. But I was so amazed by your beauty that I just didn't know what else to day."
I could barely contain my amusement, but it seemed that Vicki was becoming flattered by the attention.
"Let me at least buy you a drink," he offered. "Were you waiting for someone?"
"Well, I was sort of waiting for..." Vicki's voice trailed off. "Ah, what the heck. Looks like he isn't showing up. I'll have a Seabreeze, thanks."
I must admit that I was a bit surprised that she accepted his offer, but didn't blame her given my lateness. Just give her a few more minutes, I thought. He ordered her drink and introduced himself as Greg. He was a bit taller than me and, being in his early 30's, was about the same age as Vicki and myself. He had dark, neatly cropped hair and strong chiselled features. He wore a dark blue conservative suit that said 'pure corporate style'.
In between constantly remarking about how attractive Greg thought she was, he mentioned that he as a merchant banker here to stitch up a big deal. He was staying in this plush hotel because, as he said, that was what the company account was for.
Just then, another group of people approached Greg and Vicki. Greg stood up to greet them.
"He guys, how did it go. Details all finished?" Greg asked?
"Yep, all done. Signed, sealed and delivered," said one of the others.
"Good work people," Greg said and they high-fived each other. Then he turned suddenly to Vicki. "Oh, how rude of me. Vicki, this is Roy and Penny, my colleagues from head office. And this is John from our local branch. Team, this is Vicki."
They all shook hands politely with many pleased-to-meet-you's and so on.
"You could always pick the good lookers, Greg," Roy said to Greg slyly. "But you've really outdone yourself this time."
Vicki blushed deeply, her face almost matching her lipstick.
"Don't give Vicki the wrong impression of me," protested Greg.
"No , I'm sure she'll find out for herself soon enough. You see Vicki, Greg has somewhat of a reputation around the office," John added.
"All rumor and hearsay," replied Greg unconvincingly. "Anyway, why don't we all grab a table so you don't all have to stand up."
The three latecomers led them off and Vicki followed them. I noticed that Greg stayed behind Vicki and was looking at her from behind as she made her was to the table. I could see why as her ass swayed provocatively as she walked on her high heels, her short dress revealing most of her long legs. After a short while, I discreetly moved to the table next to them.
The group spent the next 20 minutes or so congratulating themselves on closing the deal and they were obviously in the mood to have a much deserved break. Greg, though, continued to lavish attention on Vicki. Roy also seemed to be quite interested in Vicki, but I did notice that John and Penny seemed to have some sort of tension between them. I imagined that this was some inter-branch affair starting up.
They continued to order drinks and Vicki was keeping up with them. Eventually, she had to excused herself to go the ladies' room. As she got up, she saw me. I thought quickly and I gave her a wink. After a slight pause (probably from the shock of realizing that I had seen what she was doing), she continued to the wash room.
Upon her return, she discreetly passed me a note written on a paper napkin as she walked by my table. It read "Remember, this is dating game where we are both single. If you want me, you need to win me!"
What a little tease! She had signalled her intention to play this game for all it was worth, and now she was really getting in the role. Whether it was playing a role or whether it was the alcohol, she started to respond more to the attention that Greg and Roy were giving her. She even let Greg put his arm around her.
I knew I could act at any time, but I didn't. A little part of me wanted to know how far Vicki would go. But I knew that for some reason, I felt turned on by the thought of another man being very attracted to Vicki. As I pondered this, I realized that I was getting excited by the thought of Vicki being seduced by man. But surely this would not be a good thing? How could it help our love life?
My head was swimming with these conflicting thoughts when Greg made a suggestion. "Why don't we all go up to my room." They all agreed and got up to leave. Vicki turned to me and gave me a wicked little smile. I let them go on a little bit, then got up to follow them some distance behind. Greg walked with Vicki, and I noticed that this time it was Roy and John who were mesmerized by the Vicki's body slinking across the hotel lobby. Penny looked a bit annoyed at John.
They got into an elevator. I tried to catch up to them, but I just missed it. Damn, I thought, what do I do now? I looked at the elevator indicators, and saw that the elevator had stopped at the sixth floor. I quickly grabbed the next elevator and punched the '6' button.
When I got out, I heard voices coming from the right. I hurried down the corridor to follow the voices, and caught sight of a door closing. Room 608. I pressed my ear to the door. It was the right room, as I could recognize Greg's voice. I heard the sound of a champagne cork pop and some cheers. Obviously still celebrating the deal.
Fairly quickly, John and Penny started to make their excuses to leave (their intention pretty clear, even to me). As they said their goodbyes, I had to think fast. There was nowhere to hide. The doorknob started to turn.
Quickly I stepped to room 607. As John and Penny emerged from the room, I pretended to fumble for my keys trying to enter room 607. Then I had a horrible thought: what if either John or Penny were staying in room 607?
Fortunately, they walked right past me towards the elevator. They were too obsessed with each other to even notice me. I hurried back to the door of room 608.
I could now hear the sounds of Vicki, Greg and Roy murmuring and giggling. Roy said something about leaving the two of them alone.
"Don't go, Roy, it's fun having you here as well," said Vicki.
"What do you mean by fun?" asked Roy.
"I don't know. It's just nice to be the center of attention of two handsome men like you," replied Vicki.
Greg then started murmuring something, but I could not make it out. There was a short pause.
"Ohh, that sounds very naughty," cooed Vicki. "I've never had two men at the same time before!"
I was dumbfounded. I should have knocked on the door there and then. But my mind was a mess at this point. Not only was my wife of 10 years contemplating cheating on me (with my knowledge!), but she was going to do it with two men at once! To my surprise, I found this made me even more horny than before and I had a raging hard-on. I was so excited, I feared that they could even hear my heart pounding in my head. However, I pressed my ear closer to the door to hear more clearly.
"Well Roy, how about you? Are you in?"
"Heck, I'll try anything once!" replied Roy.
I could hear the sounds of shoes hitting the floor and zippers been undone. Then Roy said "I've been wanting to look at those wonderful tits all night."
"Well, here they are" pronounced Vicki proudly. I could almost hear them flop out of the tight dress she was wearing. "Oh, yeah. Suck them like that, Roy. Mmmm"
I heard the sound of Vicki moaning softly. I couldn't believe it. Two total strangers were about to gangbang my wife, and I was standing outside the door listening in. More than that, I was so turned on by it. I only wished I could see what was going on.
"Here, Vicki, let me help you out of that dress which Roy is occupied," said Greg. I heard the sound on more clothes rustling. "What a beautiful ass you've got there Vicki. I don't think you will be needing these panties anymore. I see that you are a natural blonde."
"Hey, that's not fair. I'm wearing nothing, and you two are still dressed."
"That's not entirely true," said Greg. "You've still wearing your shoes."
"You know what I mean, you bad boy! C'mon, take them off."
After more sounds of clothes being taken off, Vicki said "Oh wow! It's so big. Your cock is much bigger than my husb...um, last boyfriend."
"You can see why Greg has such a big reputation around the office," said Roy.
"Well, you've quite well endowed yourself, Roy," said Vicki.
"Would you like to know what it fells like inside you?" asked Greg.
"Yes. Please, Greg, please," pleaded Vicki. I couldn't believe it! She sounded like she was really desperate to be treated like a slut.
"Then bend over this table so I can look at your pretty ass while I fuck you."
It was a matter of seconds and I heard a loud "Ow! Ugh!". Vicki groaned as she was apparently being entered from behind.
She sounded like she was in a bit of pain, but she was enjoying it. With each thrust, she said things like "Oh, you're so big Greg! I've never had such a huge cock!" It was so unlike Vicki. She had never been much of a talker during sex, and this dirty talk was really out of character.
She surprised me even further when I heard her say "Roy, I want you in my mouth while Greg fucks me."
Vicki stopped talking, obviously because she was sucking Roy's cock while Greg was fucking her from behind. All I could now hear was a muffled "Hmmph!" accompanying each slap of Greg's thighs on Vicki's ass as he pounded her pussy hard. I tried to envisage the scene as my lovely wife was moaning on a stranger's cock while being fucked by another strange man.
"I think she's enjoying the ride, Greg."
Greg didn't answer, but Vicki managed to say "Mmmm hmmm!" in agreement with her mouth full of cock.
Steadily, the pace of the slapping increased, and Vicki suddenly cried out "Yes! Oh, yes! I'm coming Greg! Faster!"
Greg complied and Vicki let out an almighty yell. "Yeeeesss! Oohhhhh, yeeesss!" I thought everyone on this floor would hear her screaming. Vicki had never cum while I fucked her, so this was a very pleasurable new experience for her.
Greg continued to thrust quickly and Vicki was evidently having multiple orgasms as she was reduced to incoherent yelps of delight with each thrust. Slowly, above her voice I could her Greg grunting. His grunting became quite animalistic until, inevitably, it rose to a crescendo of his grunts, her squeals and squelching noises followed by a sudden silence. After a very short pause, Greg let out a groan like a huge release.
"Oh yeah!" yelled Vicki. "Pump your cum deep inside me! Ohh, it feels so hot!" Greg just continues to groan for what seemed like an eternity while Vicki moaned softly.
It was silent for a little while, until Roy broke it with, "Well I'm glad you had such a good time Greg, but you interrupted my nice little blow-job there. I'm just busting to fuck this hot babe."
"Yes, Roy, please fuck me as well. I want you to fuck me too."
"My, my, the little lady certainly is eager!" commented Greg. I heard a wet 'plop!' as his penis presumably exited Vicki.
"So am I," Roy said impatiently. "Move over, Greg. Do you want me to fuck you now, Vicki?"
"Yes" said Vicki softly, like she was pleading. "Please fuck me."
I heard some shuffling of feet, then "Ugh!" which indicated that she was entered again. But unlike before, this was followed by silence. I wondered what was happening.
"Hey, Roy, don't tease me like that," said an obviously annoyed Vicki.
"But you sound so cute just then. Can you beg me to fuck you some more."
"Ooh, you like dirty talk huh? Well, fuck me!," Vicki cried out. Roy must have obeyed, because this was quickly followed by another groan. "Yes, fuck me deeper!"
She repeated this many times until it was almost like a mantra. Then it changed. "Yes, use me! Do it to me! Fuck me hard!" With each utterance, she sounded more and more wanton.
"I'm all the way in now. Does it feel good?" asked Roy.
"Oh, yes!" Vicki said ecstatically. Roy started to fuck Vicki in earnest and she responded vocally.
"Well, seeing as you don't need to talk anymore, I'll put that lovely mouth of yours to better use," said Greg, who had been quite for a while, no doubt recovering from his last orgasm.
Vicki's yelps of open-mouthed pleasure quickly turned to muffled moans as Greg stuffed her mouth while Roy got busy from behind. Soon the familiar combination of moist squelching, flesh ramming into flesh and Vicki's muted groans of delight filled the air. I was disturbed to find that it was so familiar so quickly, but more disturbed to note how turned on I was by it.
"Man, that's a great blowjob you're doing," said Greg, haltingly. Vicki, it seemed, was too busy to respond. I just heard her slurping and moaning away.
"Yeah, I know.," said Roy. "She pretty talented to be such a good cocksucker while she getting fucked." With that, Roy seemed to fuck her harder, and her groaning became louder. This time though, she didn't abandon the task in front of her, and she seemed determined to keep Greg's cock in her mouth no matter how hard Roy rammed her.
After about 5 minutes of this, one of the guys said loudly "I'm going to come!" and with that he let out a prolonged groan. Vicki seemed to gag, but then composed herself and said, "Mmmm, Greg, that was delicious. I wish I tasted some of Roy's cum too."
"How did you do that? I've never cum twice so quickly," marvelled Greg.
Vicki didn't answer him because Roy had picked up his pace again and all I could hear from her were squeals with each slap of flesh on flesh. There were incoherent mutterings from Vicki as she neared another orgasm, which came more suddenly than her last. Another loud scream filled the air that I was sure would have the other hotel guests wondering what was happening.
Roy climaxed soon after Vicki did but without as much drama as Greg. All I could hear was a slowing, then stopping of the squelching thrusts and Vicki moaning softly, "Yes, fill me Roy. Fill me up with your cum."
Then all was quiet. I could hear them speaking softly, but could not make out the words. I heard Greg offer some more drinks and someone use the bathroom. I heard people starting to get dressed.
The first thing I could make out was "That was wonderful boys. I had a really great time," Vicki saying in a soft, languid voice.
"You are one hot woman, Vicki. Are you sure you've never done it with 2 guys before?" asked Roy, almost in awe.
"Well, we don't leave for head office until Sunday. You can always drop by again tomorrow," suggested Greg.
"Sounds tempting, but I've got other plans.," she replied. I was disappointed that I would not witness an encore performance, even if it was from the other side of a door. "Would you like to keep this as a souvenir?"
"Hell, yes," they both replied.
As they were kissing goodbye, I quickly made my way to the elevators. I heard their door open and then shut. I eventually spotted Vicki as she walked slowly around the corner, almost in a dazed state.
She was quite a sight. Even though she had made some attempt to clean herself up, her make-up was a mess with her lipstick smeared around her mouth and her mascara running. Her long, blond hair was tousled and here and there were some bright, wet patches, possible semen in her hair. She teetered on her stilettos as she walked along, undoubtedly due to the thorough workout she had just endured. To say she had the 'just-fucked' look would not be doing her justice; more like 'just-fucked-by-a-large-group-of-hormonal-frat-boys-look' was more like it. In her dreamy state, it took a while before noticed I was there. It took even longer before she realized who I was. She stopped dead in her tracks as if she had seen a ghost.
"What did you see?" she managed quietly.
"I didn't see anything, honey. But I think I heard everything while standing outside the door." She became even more pale, and then blushed deeply.
"Oh, George!," she blurted out. "I'm so ashamed! This was meant to be some innocent game, but I ended up fucking two total strangers. I don't know what came over me. I felt so naked standing there in just my high heels and those two staring at me. I just lost all control of myself!" She started crying.
I went over to hug her. "There, there. It's alright. I still love you," which was an understatement as I was so turned on at this moment.
I patted her on her back. As I did so, one of my hands unconsciously slid down her body and up her skirt. She flinched back as my hand glided up her still moist thighs. When I got to her crotch, I touched her bare, moist skin and I realized she was not wearing her panties. This was obviously the souvenir that she had given to Greg and Roy.



Her pussy was still sopping wet, which was no surprise given that she was filled with the semen of two men. My fingers easily penetrated her lubricated lips and a small gush of cum leaked out and dripped from my knuckles onto the floor. Vicki's face was still red with shame.
"I really still do love you. In fact, look at how turned on I am," and I indicated to the hard-on pointing out of my trousers.
She said nothing, but did stop crying. She looked into my eyes and saw I was telling the truth. She took my hand and withdrew it from her crotch. She then held guided my hand to her mouth where she slowly sucked the cum from my fingers one by one, closing her eyes and moaning as she did so. I had heard her debauchery through the door, but seeing her perform this wonton act with my own eyes sent me wild. All the more so because she had always refused to swallow my own semen.
"I still love you, too," she said after she finished the last of her treat. "To be honest, I was really turned on as well. I suppose I enjoyed being a total slut for a night."
I think she had a point there. It was her uncharacteristically slutty behaviour that made me so horny also.
"How would you like to take your little slut wife home and fuck her while she is loaded with cum from two men?" she asked, looking up at me slyly.
"Just try and stop me!" I said, and carried her into the elevator.
***************
"Hmmmm. Very interesting," mused Dr Hoffman. "This is really what happened?"
He had got us to describe how the 'Singles' Game' had gone last week. We left out no detail, much to the astonishment of the good doctor.
"And despite this, you say you are now more happy than you've ever been?"
"Yes," I replied. "Weird isn't it? Like you said, this little game has injected some real excitement back into our marriage. In fact, I can say that I had the best sex of my life that night."
"Good, good. And you, Vicki. Did you also had the best sex in your life that night?"
"Yes, Doctor, I did," Vicki nodded enthusiastically.
After a slight pause, Dr Hoffman then asked "Which do you mean: the sex you had at the hotel, or when you got home?"
Vicki didn't answer. She just smiled wickedly to herself.
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"Well, that's about it. Been pretty quiet, nothing else to report. You have a good shift, ya'hear."
"I plan to, Bob, I plan to," I replied. "See you same time tomorrow."
Bob put his flashlight and nightstick in his locker, and then waved me goodbye.
I scanned the security monitors. Nothing doing. Being the security guard for a big, downtown office block had its ups and downs, but doing night shift was definitely one of the boring bits. Nothing ever happened.
A tour of the building might help pass the time until my next donut break, I decided.
With my flashlight and trusty gun by my side, I rode the elevator upwards. Bing! 39th floor. Finkelstein and Associates, Attorneys at Law.
I opened the office door with my master key. My flashlight pierced the darkness to reveal...nothing. Of course. Just as the security cameras were showing, nothing was happening.
I locked the doors again, and went down the fire escape to the next floor down. I was a bit out of breath by the time I reached the next office. Man, I really needed to lose a bit of weight and exercise more. But then again, having a big frame was sometimes an advantage in my job.
OK, next office. Tate and Stephens Advertising Agency. Same deal: open the door, shine flashlight in, see nothing of any interest, lock door again.
I ambled slowly down to the 37th floor, housing the GoldmanSmithLynch suites. They were some big investment company, or something. I didn't really know what they did. But that didn't matter, all I needed to do was take a quick look in. Unlock the door, poke head in, wave flashlight around.
Except this time, I see something unusual. A light is on in one of the corner offices. Maybe they just forgot to turn the light off. I needed to check.
I pushed open the door to the office with the light on, and light spilled out into the rest of the suite. My eyes were so used to the darkness of the rest of the building that I was temporarily blinded by the light. When my eyes finally adjusted to the glare, I could hardly believe what I saw in front of me.
There was a woman bent over a desk. At first, I thought she was dead or unconscious, but then I saw her wriggling around on the desk. I soon realized why she was moving around like that: she was tied to the table and she was trying to get free.
My first instinct was to rush in and free her, but then I stopped and considered the situation. I looked more closely.
She was a small woman with straight black hair that was about shoulder length. She had a blindfold over her eyes, but by what I could see of her face, she was between about 25 and 30. She had full, red lips which were pouting with effort and annoyance.
She wore a knee length beige dress, all business, but looking sexy over her tight, petite body, especially with her butt wiggling about. There were ropes around the ankles of her black, knee high leather boots, each rope then tied to two of the legs of the table, making her stand with her legs spread apart. Her wrists were tied to the legs on the other side of the table, which was why she could not move from this bent over position.
I stood in the doorway savoring this delicious sight before noticing some other things. The sign on the door said 'Amy Wong, Asian Desk'. A hand written poster on the side wall said 'Welcome aboard Amy!'
The pieces of the puzzle were falling into place. I may not know what this company did, but I did know its reputation. They were famous for their initiation ceremonies of new staff. More than once, security guards would have to rescue new recruits of this company from embarrassing situations. But this, I had never seen before.
I looked at the woman again. Yep, she looked Asian alright, even with the blindfold over her eyes I could still tell. Man, I loved the look of Asian chicks: their delicate, round faces, their delicate bodies, their smooth, smooth skin. I've always lusted after them, but I had never tasted oriental pussy before. None of them were particularly interested in an overweight, middle-aged dude. I knew that this was a once in a lifetime opportunity.
Slowly, I crept up behind her. She stopped moving, as if finally sensing my presence.
"Jim, is that you?" she asked in a thick, Chinese accent. "Barry? Steve? Let me go. You have fun. Ha ha. Let me go."
Good. She didn't know who I was. I knew I had to stay silent. I bent down slowly started lifting up the hem of her dress.
"What you doing?" she snapped as soon as she realized what was happening. "Mike? Stop it, Mike!"
She started to struggle again, but her bonds held her tightly. I had no problem lifting the dress over her round ass and bunching it around her waist.
What a sight she was now. Her relatively short but shapely legs were now completely on display. Such smooth, porcelain skin. I wanted to feel and to taste that beautiful skin right now, but I resisted the temptation. I was going to take this one slow.
Bent over the table as she was accentuated her round, pert butt. She was wearing black thong panties and her luscious cheeks were clearly on display. Her futile struggling only made her ass look sexier. Oh man, I could look at this all day!
"Let me go! Now!" she protested again. Then a stream of what sounded like Chinese cuss words spewed from her mouth.
Meanwhile, I looked around for a way to get those panties off. There was no way I could just pull them off because her legs were held so widely apart.
Eventually I found what I was looking for - a pair of scissors. I hooked one side of the panties in my left hand. Snip! The material snapped away to her other leg.
"What you doing!? Stop!"
Slowly I took hold of the other side of the panties. Snip! The thong panties fell to the floor in a small heap. She yelled some more, in a mixture of Chinese and English.
I stood back to admire my handiwork. I had never seen such a sexy sight. Her glorious pussy was now on display for me. Her legs were completely bare, except for those spike heeled leather boots, which just accentuated her nakedness. And the tight ropes straining around her ankles highlighted her helplessness.
I got down on my knees and pushed my face to her honey pot. I got as close as I could without actually touching her, close enough for her to feel my hot breath on her bare pussy.
She stopped moving, mortified. She must have known that I was close.
I took a long, deep sniff and breathed in her heady aroma. I wanted to take her now, but I was deliberately slowed down, letting her think about what I might be doing next.
"No. No. No," she repeated as I held still for an eternity.
Eventually, I stuck my tongue out and lightly touched her clit. She gasped softly.
"Please. Don't."
I flicked my tongue on her clit again, and she gasped again, louder. The lips of her pussy were becoming visibly moist.
I became more vigorous now, licking her little button harder. By the sounds she was making, she certainly didn't mind. I licked in and around her cunt hole now, tasting her juices. I had always heard that Asian pussy tasted different, but I never knew it would taste so good. God, if Chinese take-out tasted this good, I would want it every night!
The more I lapped at her muff, the more obviously excited she was getting. Her verbal protests had now turned into moans of pleasure. I could tell that she was close to cumming.
I licked and sucked her clit harder and faster now. Her panting became louder and more rapid.
And then I stopped.
Just before she reached her climax, I quickly stepped away. It was cruel, but I didn't want her to cum. Not just yet. I wanted to leave her there, tied up, on the verge and wanting more.
I let her catch her breath for a minute or two. Then I walked up until I was standing next to her ear. Slowly, but emphatically, I unzipped my fly. She heard the unmistakable noise and started to struggle again.
"No, no," she started to murmur again.
I walked back behind her again, undid my belt buckle and let my pants drop. Out sprang my rock hard cock. My dick wasn't that long, maybe 7 or 8 inches or so, but all my girlfriends said it was pretty wide. Like, almost Coke can wide. Kinda shaped like me body, I suppose.
I rested the head just at her wet opening. The veins on my thick shaft were pulsing, waiting to slide into her love hole.
She felt my invader push ever so slightly into her pussy. She started to wriggle her butt around, trying to avoid the inevitable. But the ropes did not yield and her struggling made this moment all the more delicious.
"Don't. Please. No. I have big boyfriend. He come after you."
I grabbed onto her hips and pushed a fraction of an inch in.
"Ungh! No!" Her hole was stretching more and more as I continued my entry. I had to push hard just to get my prick head in. She was already feeling so tight, and there was a long way to go.
"Stop! You too big!" I had wondered myself if it would all fit. "I suck you! You stop and I suck you instead!"
I considered this. It sure would be sweet to have a hot Chinese bitch blow my meat whistle, but I knew that what I really wanted to do was to fuck her tits off. And I knew exactly where I would rather deposit my seed.
I pretended to pull out a little bit, and she seemed to be relieved, but then I gave a really hard thrust, burying my bone in another inch or so.
"Oh! Ow! It hurt!" she screamed. It felt so tight that I had no doubt that it did hurt. She had obviously never had anyone as big as me before. But I didn't care. I kept drilling mercilessly deeper, ignoring her pleas. "Stop! You killing me! Please, stop! STOP!!!"
With one last push, I was all the way into her fully stretched twat. I gave her a second to get used accommodating my wide load, then I started to ream her out hard. This made her scream all the more loudly, though they sounded more and more like groans of pleasure as I continued to pump her.
I looked up and noticed that we were facing a large floor to ceiling window. Through it I could see the whole city below us, lights of a million offices and streetlights stretched out as far as the eye could see. In the glass I could dimly see the reflection her blindfolded face, contorted with intense pleasure and pain.
It was like I was in heaven. I had a little Oriental hottie impaled on my cannon, squealing lustfully as I rammed her from behind. And I was doing it here on top of the city, for everyone to see.
"Oh yeah! You so big! Ooh, I like! I like!", she yelled between moans, sometimes lapsing into Chinese
And then, all of a sudden, she came. Her screams built up to an ear-piercing level before she descended into an incoherency. At the same time, I felt the muscles inside her cunt contract rhythmically. I had never felt anything like it, it was as if her pussy was repeatedly gripping and letting go of my cock.
It was all I could do to not cum right there and then. I had to pause for a few seconds.
"No. Don't stop," she begged. "Do more. I like. Do more, please."
Well, I was too much of a gentleman to refuse a lady's request, so I grabbed her hips even more securely and continued to slam her tail.
She was really getting into it now. She shook her head as she moaned and made little fists with her hands that strained at the ropes holding her wrists.
And before I knew it, she orgasmed again, even harder than last time. Again, her vagina started to squeeze my cock.
I couldn't hold on any longer. A couple more strokes, and I exploded inside her. My own climax lasted forever; I must have dumped gallons of my jizz inside her. But it wasn't enough for her insatiable cunt because it kept contracting, milking every last drop out of my cock.
"Oh, oh, oh..." she cooed as we both recovered.
I pulled out and regarded my softening dick covered with a mixture of our love juices. I reached down to grab the tattered remains of her g-string and wiped my shaft clean. I put it back on the floor again, carefully placing it beneath her dripping pussy.
I put my uniform on and lowered her skirt, but I did not loosen her ropes. It became obvious to her that I was leaving her here tied up.
"Don't leave. Let me go."
I started to walk out.
"No, wait! What your name? I need to know! What your name?!" she implored as I quietly shut the door.
But I had other things to take care of. I hurriedly caught the lift down to the security station. I checked every monitor. Good. My little deed was not caught on the video tapes.
I waited 15 minutes, then I went back up to the 37th floor. I made a big noise out of opening the main door of the GoldmanSmithLynch offices as if doing my rounds before I went into Amy Wong's room.
I opened the door. "Oh my God, ma'am! Are you alright!" I exclaimed in mock surprise.
"What are you? What your name?" she cried out.
"It's OK, it's OK. I am the security guard. Here, let me get you free," I reassured her.
I took the blindfold off to let her see my uniform. I could now see her big, almond eyes. She was actually quite stunning to look at. Innocent, yet red hot.
She relaxed a bit when she saw that I really was the security guard and I untied her. She looked a bit stiff as she stood up, no doubt as much as from my vigorous fucking as from being tied up for so long.
"Oh thank you, thank you!" she gushed as she hugged me. "My rescuer!"
Then she paused before asking me "Did you see a man go out of office? 10 minutes ago?"
I shook my head. "No, ma'am."
"Oh," was all she said, and she looked a little sad.
"Are you sure you are alright?" I asked again, doing a great acting job if I say so myself.
"Yes. I go home now," she said forlornly.
I walked up to the window and looked out. "Nice view", I said. I saw her reflection again in the window. She bent down and picked up her tattered thong panties, now soaked with my cum. She sniffed it deeply before putting it in her handbag.
She turned and walked out unsteadily in her boots. "You take care now", I called out after her.
***************
I saw Amy once in a while when I was on the day shifts. I did hear on the grapevine that she was sleeping with every man on the 37th floor. It was said that she was going through each one, looking for a certain Mr. Big that she was sure existed. But so far she had been disappointed.
Her search eventually widened to other floors. Over time, her outfits became less business like and more risque. Low cut tops, short micro-mini skirts, slut heels. I even heard a rumor that she did not wear panties to work.
I would get a raging hard-on every time I saw her. But I always maintained my professionalism, greeting her formally with a 'Hello, ma'am. Nice to see you again'. She would wave to me and say 'hi', always referring to me as her 'rescuer'.
She never did realize that I was the Mr. Big who boned her stupid that fateful night.
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The phone call to my boyfriend was not going well. I was fuming, but still John kept stumbling through his excuses.
"I'm sorry Cathy, but I just won't be able to make it down for my birthday. I really have to study some more for the next exam. It's in 4 weeks," he tried to explain, unsuccessfully, over the phone.
"But John, I've got a very special birthday present for you. I have spent a lot time preparing it," I complained.
"I don't have enough time to come all the way over there for the weekend. There really is too much work to do."
"You don't know what you're missing," I said temptingly.
"I'm sure it's great, but it'll have to wait till the end of semester."
"All right. I suppose I'll see you then, John," I concluded.
We said our good-byes and hung up. I was still annoyed that he could not take time off. Even though it was probably not all his fault. Going to college several hundred miles away must have been hard for him. It was just that I have planned everything perfectly for his little birthday party. I called up the restaurant and cancelled the booking. What a waste.
Still in a bad mood, left my bedroom and went downstairs.
"Hi Cathy. What are we going to have for dinner?" said Michael, one of my flatmates.
"I honesty don't give a damn," I snapped back.
"What's wrong with you?" asked Andrew, my other flatmate.
"Oh, nothing. John can't make it down for his birthday this weekend." I replied.
"Ah, I see. Does this mean that Andrew and I don't have to clear out this Saturday?"
That last comment reminded me yet again of how much trouble I went to for John. It wasn't an easy job to convince those two to vacate the apartment and avoid any embarrassing questions.
"Look, Mike and I were thinking of going out for Thai food tonight. Want to come along? It might make you feel better," asked Andrew nicely.
"Yeah, OK. Why not," I sulked, still dejected.
We set off to the restaurant, which wasn't far. Mike insisted that we stop off at the local bar for a drink or two. While they had a couple of beers and talked to some of the regulars, I sat quietly in the corner nursing a glass of sauvignon blanc. I never did like the bar that much: it was mostly full of losers, smelled of stale beer and you almost had to wade through the smoke. Being in a bad mood did not make me see this place in a better light.
My mind wandered off, and of course my thoughts turned to John. I had got a table at an impossible to book restaurant for Saturday. After that, we were to return to the empty apartment. Once at home, I would turn on the stereo, which I had prepared with some sexy music. Then I would seductively take off of my coat and dress (I had been practicing the art of stripping for many weeks) revealing what I had been wearing underneath all night. Of course, I had that all prepared too. I had bought a tight, black corset which had suspenders on the bottom end. Of course, I would wear sheer black stocking to highlight my beautiful legs. And as I peeled off my little black panties, he would have seen that I had especially shaved my pussy for him. After that, it would be getting down to the real fun. Thinking about this, I became horny, but at the same time very frustrated at what could have been this weekend. It was a waste of a really great birthday present.
They finally noticed that I wasn't having as much fun as they were and we set off for the food, at last. It was a good place, despite being a small suburban restaurant. The dinner certainly didn't disappoint tonight, with a fine selection of curries, seafood and salad dishes. Andrew was right: the meal was starting to cheer me up. However, I did not know whether it was the food or the bottle of wine that we had consumed during the course of the meal.
I was starting to get more talkative as I brightened (or was it the alcohol?). The conversation inevitably turned to John's birthday. The guys were obviously curious as to why I had requested them to be out while John was back in town. Mike, ever the wise-guy, was suggesting some pretty crazy scenarios. Eventually, I gave them the briefest idea of what I had in mind. I didn't want to tell them everything for obvious reasons, but I had to satisfy their curiosity, otherwise they would be badgering me all night, especially Mike.
Well filled with our meal, we walked home. We were not long in the apartment when Mike produced another half empty bottle of wine.
"We should finish this one as well. I opened it yesterday," he said.
I knew I should have gone to bed, but I was just beginning to enjoy myself. Against my better judgment, I agreed to help him finish off the bottle. Andrew looked tired as well, but together we cajoled him into joining us.
It didn't take long for the conversation to get down into the gutter again, Mike being especially smutty. Eventually, when we had run out of dirty jokes, we just laid back in the sofas, not saying much. I was about to retire to my room when Mike spoke up again.
"Cathy, why don't you show us this little act of yours?" leered Mike. "And don't forget the costume!"
My senses were a bit dulled from my tiredness and inebriation, so at first, the significance of what Mike said did not sink in. Then, as the words registered, I dismissed it as another one of his off-hand remarks. But then I thought 'why not?'. I had gone to all this trouble to get these clothes and had prepared my moves for so long, it really was a waste. Besides, I thought it would be useful to get these guys' opinion as to whether they thought John would be turned on by it.
"Yeah, OK," I finally said after a long pause.
The two guys looked at each other. I think they were more surprised than me at this decision. I left them in a state of shock as I went upstairs to change.
Hurriedly, I took off all my clothes and put on my corset. It was more difficult than I first thought as it laced up the back. As well as I could, I tightened the laces and tied the top of the skimpy garment. Because the corset did not cover my breasts, I put on a bra (this was an item of clothing that I had planned to omit for the real birthday surprise). I chose a nice, lacy underwire number which John said enhanced my cleavage. I slipped on the stockings and fiddled with the suspenders for a bit before I felt I had attached them just right. I changed by panties to a racier pair, a black lace number that suited the bra. Then I put on the pair of shiny black stiletto high heel pumps that I had also bought especially for the occasion. I admired myself in the full length mirror in my room, turning around several times.
"Perfect," I said to myself. "If this doesn't turn 'em on, I don't know what will."
I then decided what to put on top. I settled on a crisp white blouse teamed with a short black skirt that ended a few inches above my knees. The skirt complemented my lovely calves and shoes perfectly. I topped the whole thing off with a matching black jacket. I looked at myself in the mirror again and I liked the look. Neat and clean, almost business-like. I liked the way it contrasted with what it was hiding.
I teetered down the stairs, careful not to trip in those stilettos, which had a higher and thinner heel than I was used to. They made sharp, clicking noises as they struck the hard wood of the stairs. The two of them turned around as they heard me approaching. I was sure Mike was trying to look up my skirt as I descended and I laughed at his almost unconscious reflex.
I went over to the stereo and bent over to turn it on. I could almost feel their eyes on my round behind. A slow instrumental piece started up and I readied myself for the show.
At first, I was very embarrassed and self-conscious. I had never done this sort of thing before, not for John, and certainly not in front of two male flatmates. However, as I swayed slowly, I began to relax. I danced around by myself for another couple of minutes or so.
Eventually, I took off the jacket, sliding it slowly off my shoulder. Then, I deliberately undid the buttons of my blouse one by one. Soon, the front of the blouse was open, revealing the bra. I teased them for a bit, half taking off, then putting on the blouse. Suddenly, I whipped it off, spun it above my head and flung it across the room. I twirled around a bit more, making sure I shook my chest to add emphasis to my already prominent breasts.
I was really getting into my performance now. I was also beginning to feel more and more horny as I progressed: the sexy music, the naughty clothes, the obvious appreciation of my audience, my unusually slutty behavior. A familiar tingling feeling between my thighs was beginning.
I unzipped the skirt and let it fall around my ankles as the music was coming to an end. I left my bra, panties and corset on (they were my flatmates, after all). I had just enough time to turn around a couple to times to show off the fantastic outfit before striking my final pose, head flung back in abandon and one hand raised in the air in triumph. As I stood there, I hoped the two of them did not notice the damp patch starting to soak through my panties.
As they started to applaud, I turned to them and smiled broadly.
"So you liked it then?" I asked.
"Oh yes!", "Brilliant", "Encore", "That John sure is one lucky bastard" came the replies. More accolades came as I enjoyed my first standing ovation, bowing deeply several times and generally hamming it up.
The clapping died down and Andrew sat back down again. Mike, however, remained standing. He stared at me for a few seconds and then said: "Well then, are you going to show us the rest of your act?"
My first reaction was shock. I could feel my face become red. I had never thought of my flatmates in a sexual way before, even though neither was unattractive. I knew that Mike tried to make himself out as a real ladies man, but I had seen him trying to pick up girls at the bar and I knew he was never as successful as he tried to pretend. He was sort of a sheep in wolf's clothing. He was even kind of cute in his klutziness with women. Andrew was different to Mike. He was the quieter and the more sensitive of the two. He was more like a brother to me.
However, I was now in a very aroused state, probably more than I had ever been before in my life. My heart was racing and I could feel my hands shaking slightly. The hot feeling between my legs was becoming a stronger by each second. I gave them a sly little smile and wordlessly undid my bra, letting the straps slide down my arms.
Their jaws dropped in unison as my firm, round breasts were freed from their restraint. My nipples were so hard and erect that they were hurting. The two of them looked a bit silly with their mouths wide open. Neither one moved or said anything. I wondered to myself whether they were still breathing.
Since they weren't going to do anything, I made my move. I strutted over to Mike who was still standing there. The high heels made my breasts jiggle slightly and I could see both pairs of eyes following them. I could also hear a faint, squishing noises emanating from my private parts.
I reached Mike and put both my hands on his shoulders. It took a while, but he eventually got the hint and kneeled down on the ground. I wasn't satisfied with this and I pushed him back until he was lying down. I walked around until I was facing his feet and standing right over his face. I got down on my knees and slowly lowered myself until my pussy was almost touching his mouth. He began to pant and I could feel his hot breath through my sheer panties. I stayed there, not quite touching him, taking pleasure in this near contact.
Suddenly, he grabbed both my hips and pulled my down, forcing my now soaked twat onto his opened mouth. Involuntarily, I let out a gasp as he kissed and licked and sucked me through the material. I started to wriggle around, grinding my pelvis into his face. I could hear loud slurping noises from Mike as her tried to dislodge my panties with his mouth and taste my swollen folds directly. Eventually, he gave up and just tried flicking my clit with his tongue.
As good as this felt, it wasn't enough for me in my hyper-aroused state. While he continued to lick my pussy, I bent forwards and undid his pants, pushing them as far down as possible. Out sprang his dick, about as long as John's, but slightly wider. I sniffed the sweet smell of his pubic hair, but resisted the temptation to take his penis into my mouth at once. There was a large drop of pre-cum of the tip of his head, and I knew just what to use it for. I smeared the thick, clear liquid around his head with my fingers, making sure it was nice and slippery.
The attention to his penis made him cease his ministrations with his mouth and he also relaxed his grip on my hips. This allowed me to stand up and finally take my soaked panties off. I flung them lazily to the side and turned around to face him. I stood over my flatmate in near nakedness, my bare pussy framed in the corset, suspenders and stockings.
"Mmmm, nice. I never knew you shaved down there."
I knelt down again, this time positioning hips over his. I reached behind me and grasped his thick manhood, guiding it until it just touched the entrance of my hole. I moved his dick around the outside for a while, teasing him by almost putting it in, then raising my hips at the last moment. Eventually, this became too much for him to stand and he again grabbed my hips with his sturdy hands and pulled me down.
I was suddenly impaled on his shaft, the abundance of our combined lubrication ensuring that he was buried to the hilt on the first thrust. I let out a loud, high pitched yell as I felt the walls of my pussy stretch to accommodate this sudden invasion.
"Oh yeah!" said Mike. "You're so hot in there."
"Mmmmm, and you feel so big," I moaned as I rode his cock cowgirl style.
He began to rock his pelvis slightly, causing his dick to slide in and out. I tilted my head back and opened my mouth wider with this new sensation. "Ungh, ungh, ungh," I grunted with each little thrust.
We were now getting into a rhythm, Mike thrusting as hard as he could against the floor while I humped him back from the top. Out of the corner of my eye I noticed some movement. I looked over and I saw Andrew with his dick out of his pants. He was stroking it slowly.
A wicked idea popped into my head and I called Andrew over to us. At first, he was hesitant, but he eventually walked over after taking off his clothes. He stopped and stood near Mike's head and I had to motion him closer until I finally held his penis in my hand.
I regarded the tip and the large drop of clear, glistening liquid upon it. I stuck out my tongue and licked it off. The exquisite, salty taste of pre-cum always made me feel incredible turned-on, and now was certainly no exception. I pumped my hips harder down on Mike's cock as I opened my mouth wide and took Andrew in. The pungent smell of pubic hair filled my nose.
I had always enjoyed sucking my boyfriend's cock, but this was such an incredible new experience. I was gorging myself on one piece of meat while another large dick was sliding in and out of my saturated pussy at the same time. I was getting stuffed at both ends - I had never felt anything like it before!
Even though I could not fit the whole of Andrew's cock in my mouth, I sucked and slurped for all I was worth while caressing the base of his shaft with my hand. I must have done a good job, because Andrew came first, squirting thick strong cream into my mouth and grunting incomprehensibly. I savored each stringy mouthful on my tongue before eagerly swallowing it. However, he pumped out a lot more semen than I expected and I couldn't swallow it all. Some of it dribbled out of my mouth and down my chin.
The taste of cum in my mouth pushed me over the edge and I felt the beginnings of a huge orgasm. I released Andrew's cock and opened my mouth wide. "Oh yes. Oh God. Ah, ahh, AHHHH!" I screamed.
My pussy began to contract rhythmically. This massaged Mike's dick tightly, and this added stimulus made him come too. He gripped my hips tightly and thrust deeply one last time. I felt his hot cum splash against my cervix, my vaginal muscles milking every last drop out of his pulsating shaft.
After resting for a couple of minutes, I lifted myself off Mike's now softening rod and rolled over onto my back next to him. I wiped the residual semen off my chin with my fingers and licked it off, careful not to waste any of the delicious nectar. I was wallowing in that "just fucked" glow when I felt a pair of hands scoop me up. The next thing I knew, Andrew had deposited me on the dining table, my bottom hanging over the edge.
Evidently, Andrew had not had enough. He lifted my legs high in the air and plunged in. I was so wet by this stage that hardly felt it go in. He continued to thrust in and out for a while, holding my legs apart by the ankles. I suspect, however, that he too was feeling the lack of friction, for he soon pulled out. He pulled me off the table and onto my feet. I turned around and leaned over the table, presenting my ass high in the air. He firmly spread my legs apart, and I had to rebalance myself on the spike heeled shoes.
Andrew entered again, this time from behind, making me squeal in delight. His hands gripped my hips tightly, allowing him to push in deep and hard. Each thrust was accompanied by squelching noises as well as the slap of his thighs on my behind.
Mike had almost recovered and stood in front of me at the other end of the table. He put his half erect dick into my mouth, but Andrew was pumping me so hard from behind that I couldn't perform a really good blow job. Mike's cock was erect in no time, probably due more to the show he was being treated to than any skill on my part.
Andrew's pace picked up and I knew what was about to happen. He let out a loud grunt, his penis started to pulsate deep inside me. Then I felt him dump his load for what seemed like half a minute. I closed my eyes, enjoying this second injection into my pussy. I was now so filled with cum that it was running down the insides of my thighs and soaking the tops of my stockings. There were even some drops on my feet and shoes.
Of course, by this time I had completely abandoned sucking on Mike's penis. Not to be thwarted, he had been jerking off whilst watching the two of us. I opened my eyes just in time to see the first long string emerge from the tip of his head. It arced though the air and landed on my right cheek. Instinctively, I turned away, but of course it just kept coming. Soon, a sweet smelling river of sperm was running down the side of my face. A great amount of it had also landed through my hair. I felt so wonderfully dirty, almost covered from head to toe with thick, sticky cream.
Andrew apologized for making such a mess (he needn't have, really), and helped me wipe off most of it with some tissues. I cleaned my corset and shoes as best I could before the semen all dried. The guys made some coffee and we talked for a while. Mike was soon snoring on the couch. I excused myself, had a quick shower and collapsed into bed myself. I was so exhausted that I slept through almost the whole of the next day.
The next few weeks were not as awkward as I would have thought. I made it clear to them that it was a one-off thing, something wonderful that happened at the spur of the moment, something that we shouldn't spoil with complications. Not that it stopped Mike from hinting about a repeat performance every now and again.
Mike, then Andrew, actually moved out a few weeks afterwards, both having found jobs elsewhere. The timing was perfect because John was planning to move in as soon as his college course finished. I'm still planning to give John his birthday present. Who knows? Maybe I'll even work up the courage to tell him about the first time I used that special outfit!
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"Hello, Aardvark Moving Company. How may we help you," said the voice over the telephone.
It was the first entry in the phone book and Tiffany couldn't be bothered to look further.
"Can you move our furniture across town tomorrow?" Tiffany said in her rather abrupt manner, as she sometimes tended to do with 'hired help'.
"Well, that's rather short notice, madam. And tomorrow is Saturday. I am going to have a little difficulty in finding a crew."
"Could you please get one together, because I really need to move tomorrow? I don't care how much it costs."
"OK, I think we can arrange something. But it will cost you at least $2000. Payment in cash is required on the completion of the job." said the man, his voice betraying slight annoyance at the Tiffany's attitude.
"Sure, whatever. Just make sure your men don't damage anything." She gave him her personal details and the addresses and then she hung up.
Damn Paul, Tiffany thought. Why was he in such a hurry to move into the new house? And why was he on another of his business trips instead of helping with the move.
Paul Winchester Lambert-Brown was often on business trips. He was one of the city's most prominent businessmen. It was a minor scandal when this 50 year old tycoon married Tiffany, his then 22 year old secretary.
They had been married for 6 years and things were going well. Business was doing alright and they were moving into a bigger house. While not deliriously happy, they at least got on very well. He provided her with a great standard of living while she was the perfect trophy wife. She always kept her appearance immaculate, both at their social events and at home.
And even though Paul was much older than Tiffany, he was still able to satisfy her sexually. It was mostly fairly conventional sex, but Tiffany sometimes liked to strut around in sexy French lingerie, teasing Paul until he begged her to make love to him. It made her feel very turned on and slightly naughty and Paul certainly didn't seem to mind.
However, Paul did have a difficult side in that he was obsessive about preserving his collection of antiques and various pieces of art. Over the years, Tiffany had learnt not to handle, let alone damage his prized possessions. The thought of a big house move filled her with dread and she was very angry with Paul for not being here to help out.
Anyway, she knew that it had to be done and so she then went to the bank to withdraw the money.
***************
Tiffany answered the doorbell the next day with some unease. The moving workers were half an hour late in arriving, and that did not help Tiffany's already anxious mood.
When she opened the door, she was greeted by the sight of a large chest in overalls directly in front of her. Tiffany was not short at 5'10," but she had to look up to see the man's face. He must have been 6'4" at least.
"Mrs. Tiffany Lambert-Brown?" he said in a deep, resonant voice.
She just nodded her head with her mouth slightly open.
"My name is David and we are from Aardvark Moving Company."
"Er, yes. Come in," she said, slowly regaining her composure.
She led them in and showed them around the house and each man introduced himself. She explained in detail what needed to be packed and what to be especially careful of (this took a long time). While she was doing this, she was also checking out the moving team, almost subconsciously.
David was in his late 40's and obviously kept in good shape despite his age. He was the boss of the crew and carried himself with a certain dignity, helped by his square jaw and grey streaks in his full head of hair.
Greg and Tony were about the same age, in their early twenties. Greg was about the same height and build as David but obviously had a tighter body due to his fewer years. He had a shock of blond hair which was rather long and unkempt, not unlike a surfer. Tony was the shortest of the four men, but was still about 6 foot. He was also more stocky, but certainly not flabby and he had straight, dark hair. Both Greg and Tony seemed to have an air of mischief about them and were constant joking about. Tiffany knew she had to keep an eye on them.
Jim was physically the most imposing of the quartet: 6'9," black and all muscle. He was very quiet and stood slightly apart from the other three. Tiffany caught herself looking at his crotch wondering how big Jim's cock was, but the pressure of the move stopped any further pondering.
The team got to work quickly and efficiently. Tiffany hovered about supervising the activity. She achieved very little except to annoy the workers and to increase her own anxiety. By lunch time, her nerves were almost shot. She knew she had to get out of there and so she left the men and went to her favourite cafe.
She had a nice meal and some wine. She started to relax a bit and her mind wandered to sex. It had been a couple of months since her husband had satisfied her. She knew just the perfect thing to unwind: go out to buy at set lingerie to surprise Paul when he gets back.
She spent at least an hour in the exclusive lingerie boutique trying on many outfits. She finally settled on a small black corset. It started just below the breasts (though it did not cover them) and ended above her shapely hips. It laced up the back, which made it a bit difficult to put on. At the bottom end were four suspender straps to hold up stockings. She tried it out with a pair of sheer black stockings and a black lace G-string.
She admired herself in the full length mirror in the change room. The corset narrowed her tummy to 22 inches which accentuated her curvaceous hips and thighs. It also made her bare 35 inch D-cup breasts jutted out in from of her. She turned around and liked the combination of the thong panties and suspenders - it made her butt look soft and round. She looked down further. Even though the stockings were good, there was something missing.
Then she realized what it was. Shoes! She needed a pair of sexy shoes to "top off" her little outfit. Because the corset was so much trouble to take off, she decided to wear the whole thing home. She put her short black dress, which barely covered the tops of her stockings.
She set off with renewed vigor to complete her new quest. Within half an hour she had found a nice pair of shiny black patent leather pumps. They had almost needle pointed 4 inch stiletto heels. They were a simple design, but she imagined would complement her underwear perfectly. With her little bit of fun over, she paid for her purchases and teetered off to the new house on her new high heels shoes.
When she got there, she noted that the removal company vans was parked outside the house and was almost empty. She had been gone so long that they had almost finished the job. When she entered, she saw Greg and Tony in the dining room unpacking some dishes. Greg was in the middle of telling a dirty joke when they noticed her. Greg blushed slightly and they greeted her. Tiffany just said "hi" and headed for the bedroom. Her hips swayed as she climbed the staircase as she got use to the height of her shoes. Tony elbowed Greg's ribs.
"Take a look at that ass," whispered Tony, pointing up Tiffany's skirt. From the bottom of the stairs, they could see the naked skin above her stockings peeking out from under her dress.
"Wow! These rich dudes sure get the best babes. I wouldn't mind a piece of that, even if it was just for 10 minutes," said Greg, his eyes following every movement of her butt.
"Yeah, about 2 minutes is about all you could handle. Let's get back to work lover boy."
Tiffany entered her bedroom, unaware of the attention that she was getting. She closed the door behind her. She checked that everything was alright in the bedroom. The last thing she needed was anything damaged. After her brief survey, she went to look herself in the mirror. She was about to take off her dress to see how she looked with just her corset and the stilettos on when she was interrupted by a knock on the door.
"Yes, what is it?" she said loudly.
"Excuse me Ma'am, but we're just about finished," said David as he came into the bedroom. "I hope that everything is to your satisfaction."
"Yes, everything is fine."
By now, the other three men had come into the room as well. Tiffany noted that their uniforms were not quite as clean and crisp as they were and that their muscular arms were covered with a thin film of perspiration. The slightly sweet smell of physical exertion began to fill the air. The smell always made her a little horny. It reminded of her of the days in high school when she was a cheerleader dating the football captain.
David handed her a piece of paper. "That will be $2000 please."
Tiffany bent over to retrieve her handbag from the foot of her bed, again revealing a hint of bare thigh over the stocking tops. None of the men failed to take notice. Tony winked at Greg.
As she opened her bag, Tiffany suddenly realised that even though she had withdrawn more than enough cash the previous day, she had spent the majority of it on her little shopping spree today. No worries, she thought.
"Do you take personal checks?" she asked, deftly whipping out her check book.
"No, ma'am. It's against company policy. We accept cash only," said David politely.
"Hmmm, I don't seem to have enough. How about I give you $300 today and pay the balance on Monday?"
"I wish I could do that ma'am. But, it is a strict rule that payment must be made in full on the completion of the job. I'm sure that it was explained to you when you booked our service," replied David, now getting impatient.
"Well, what can I do? I haven't got any more money on me at the moment. Can't I just go out the auto teller machine to get some more cash now?"
David was about to relent when Tony tapped him on his shoulder. Tony nodded towards Tiffany. David knew exactly what his young worker was thinking.
"You put us in a difficult position, Mrs. Lambert-Brown, I'm sure we can come to some sort of arrangement," David eventually said.
"Well I'm glad you've come to your senses. What do you propose?" she said in a business-like voice that she learnt from her husband.
"We propose that you take off your dress" said David again, in a slow, steady voice.
"What?" said Tiffany, her tone betraying her incredulity.
"He said, 'take off your dress'. Or maybe you want us to tear it off," leered Tony.
"Look, don't be stupid. I'm going out to get some more money," she blurted, trying hard to hide her fear.
She headed for the bedroom door, but Jim's imposing, dark figure moved in to block her way. He stood tall, like a statue, arms folded and face stern. She knew there was no way she could get past.
She turned around to see Greg holding up a vase in his hand.
"Either you do what our boss man says, or we start breaking your precious stuff," threatened Greg.
Tiffany began to tremble. She could not think straight. She was surrounded by four large men with no possibility of escape. And she knew that Paul would be unbearable if he found anything broken. She didn't know what she was more afraid of: Paul's anger or the stares of these men.
David looked her straight in the eye. "Now, strip off...slowly," he ordered in a calm voice.
She felt that she had no choice. Her hands were now shaking visibly as she reached up her back. The men could hear the zip being undone as her arm moved downwards in a few jerky motions. The dress opened up at the back and slipped forwards off her shoulders. She caught with her crossed arms it just before exposed her braless breasts.
"Didn't you hear him? We said take it off!" commanded Tony, loudly.
Startled, Tiffany let go of the dress. It fell quickly to her feet, crumpling into a small pile on top of her shoes.
"Holy shit!" exclaimed Greg.
Tony let out a low whistle.
David and Jim just stood there, smiling their quiet approval.
They couldn't believe their luck. Here was a blonde goddess standing in front of them in corset and stockings. Her firm, round breasts heaved up and down as she started to breath more quickly. Her deeply flushed cheeks betrayed her acute embarrassment, but this only made her look more erotic.
"Turn around," said David after he had savoured the frontal view.
Tiffany obeyed, presenting her posterior to the group. This time even Jim let out a gasp as her prefect, smooth bottom came into view. The thong panty was serving its intended purpose of showing off those round butt cheeks to perfection.
She turned her head towards them, her hair sweeping over one shoulder. Her pulse was racing, exposed and vulnerable in front of all these ravenous eyes.
"OK. You've seen the show. Will you take the $300 and leave? I promise I will get the rest to your office by Monday," she pleaded.
"Not quite yet. We could all see better than this in the nudie bar for a few bucks. You have some way to go if you want to work off this debt. Now, come over here," commanded David. He had lied about seeing better than Tiffany. None of the men had seen such an exquisite woman before, certainly not so close and in such a vulnerable situation.
Tiffany didn't like the sound this. She hobbled over to the men, still trying so get used to the high heels. She stopped before she got too close to them.
"Kneel," came the next order.
She didn't move.
Tiffany then felt a pair of sweaty hands on her shoulders. She was shocked at how large the hands were, easily covering each shoulder. It was Jim, who had moved up behind her without her noticing. The hand felt heavier and heavier as Jim pressed down until Tiffany's legs finally gave way and she was on her knees.
Meanwhile, David had taken off his overalls and shoes. He was just wearing a T-shirt and his shorts, which had a very prominent bulge in them. He walked over until his crotch was almost directly in from of Tiffany's face. He then pulled down his shorts and freed his stiff 10 inch cock. It snapped straight ahead, ending up 3 inches from Tiffany's nose.
She was quite startled by it, as she had never seen a dick larger than her husband's 7 inches before. Her initial reaction was to lean backwards at this invasion of her personal space, but she was held in place by Jim's assured grip. Her field of vision was filled with David's red, angry head, beating slightly in time with his heartbeat. On the tip was a large dewdrop of pre-cum, glistening and clear.
"You know what to do," said David as he looked down at her wide-eyed wonderment.
Tiffany was at once fascinated by the huge hard on in front of her and disgusted by what they were trying to make her do. After she didn't move for a while, she felt Jim's hands push her forward. As her face was pushed closer, she tilted her head back slightly and stuck out her tongue. Her eyes locked onto David. She licked off the pre-cum with tip of her tongue and closed her eyes as she savoured its salty taste, something which always made here extremely horny. She opened her mouth again, but David's ever swelling head would not fit. Instead, she swirled her tongue around her head, then licked up and down the long shaft. This extra lubrication allowed her mouth to slide, somewhat uncomfortably, around David's rock hard rod. Tiffany then started to rock her head back and forwards, sucking gently. The pungent odour of pubic hair filled her nostrils and this made her pick up her pace.
"Look at her go, man. This babe's *hot*!" said Tony.
"Yeah, I can't wait for my turn," replied Greg.
Greg's comment made Tiffany realize that they were all going to have their turn, enjoying her body. She was a bit angry with herself that the thought of being used as a sex toy by this group of big, strong men was actually making her really hot. She sucked on David's shaft harder.
David moaned softly as she made loud slurping noises. He enjoyed the attentions of her mouth for a few more minutes.
"Jim, see if she is ready yet," said David suddenly.
Tiffany squealed as she felt Jim's hand reach down between her legs. He rubbed her pussy through the thin cloth of the panties, feeling the tell-tale wetness of the material.
"She's all set to party, boss," reported Jim.
David pulled out roughly, leaving her mouth wide open temporarily. With one fluid motion, he swept her up and deposited Tiffany on her back in the middle of the large bed. He began pulling at the thong panties. Tiffany initially resisted, then lifted her hips slightly. As the panties moved near her knees, she lifted her feet into the air and the tiny thong slipped past her shiny stilettos. David spread her legs apart, revealing a neatly cropped mound of fine, neatly trimmed blond pubic hairs above a pink and now very wet slit.
David positioned himself over Tiffany, his muscular body dwarfing her underneath. He took his penis in his hand and started to rub the head around her clit. Tiffany wriggled her hips and moaned while he teased her pussy and coated his dick with her juices.
"Oh, oh...stop teasing me. Please, put it in, please," she begged.
"Don't worry, baby, I'll fuck you real good," her said
With those words, he thrust his hips forward suddenly and violently. With one stroke, he was more than half buried.
"Oh my GOD!" Tiffany shouted. She had never taken a penis this big before.
Spurred on by her cry, he thrust again, this time plunging to the hilt of his 10 inch member.
"Ungh," was all she could manage.
He lay still for a moment, enjoying the tightness of her cunt. As it began to loosen after the initial assault, he started to rhythmically move in and out.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," grunted Tiffany in David's ear as he pounded her. She lifted her legs up and crossed her feet behind his butt. The other three had the privilege of seeing her patent high heel shoes locked above his rising and falling posterior. Tony thought he was cum any second at such an erotic scene.
David knew that he couldn't last for long either, given the combined effects of her great blow job and her warm tight pussy. Tiffany sensed that he might unload soon, and started to worry. She wasn't wearing her diaphragm and in the heat of the moment, couldn't remember when her period was. She had to stop him before he came.
"No, no, please don't do it inside...inside my...ahh, ahhh, AHHHHH!"
It was too late. She closed her eyes tightly and threw her legs up in the air as she had a mind-blowing orgasm. She was unable to say anything coherent.
"Just look at that slut. She's really getting off on this!" said Tony.
Her cunt spasmed rhythmically, massaging David's dick as he continued to fuck her. That was the final straw and he thrust deeply one more time before pumping his wad deep into her body. His hips moved in involuntarily as his jism continued deposit inside. He continued to cum for at least 30 seconds, such was the intensity of his orgasm.
Tiffany felt each hot spurt splash inside her, filling her with shame and excitement all at the same time. David collapsed on top of her, his weight knocking the wind out of her. He lay there for almost a minute recovering. When he pulled out, his penis was covered in thick, white juices. He lifted himself off her limp body.
She was starting to come out her post-orgasmic stupor and was beginning to worry about her fertility again. The last thing she needed was a pregnancy, especially from a stranger. She got up to go to the bathroom, hoping to clean out as much of the semen as possible.
However, before she could go anywhere, a hand pushed her forcefully back onto the bed.
"Where do you think you're going you little whore? I haven't had my turn yet."
It was Tony, standing naked in front of her.
"Please, I have to go to the bathroom and..."
"Stop talking and start moaning."
Tony pulled her ass towards him until she was lying at the edge of the bed where he was standing. He grabbed her ankles and lifted them up until her legs from a big 'V' in the air. He aimed his cock and quickly pushed it in all the way. The mixture of liquid in her twat made his progress much smoother than David's. He rested her ankles on his shoulders so that her spiked heel shoes rested just next to his ears. Although Tony's penis was only about 6 inches long, it was quite fat and Tiffany could feel it sliding in and out despite her wetness.



Tony got tired of this position quickly. He stopped fucking her. "Turn over. Get on your hands and knees so I can ride you better, bitch."
She did as she was asked and soon Tony was presented with her luscious posterior. The laces on her corset criss-crossed her back, exposing bits of her pale flesh. He grabbed her round hips with glee and slammed into her pussy again.
Tiffany let out a long "ohhhh" as he re-entered her. However, this sound was muffled as something was stuffed into her mouth. It was big, but it was soft. She tasted jizz, but also something more unfamiliar. She looked up and saw David. She now knew that that unfamiliar taste was her own cunt juices.
"Clean my cock," David ordered.
She obediently licked up all traces of David's cum and her love fluid from his growing appendage, even though it did not taste very nice. Almost involuntarily, she opened her mouth to suck on David's big manhood again when he suddenly pulled out.
"Hey, slut. Don't get too greedy. I'm a good boss and I look after my workers. Greg, why don't you sample Mrs. Lambert-Brown's mouth for a while."
Quick as a flash, Greg replaced David's cock with his own. Like Tony, he only had an average sized penis (and thinner too) and she found it a more comfortable fit into her mouth. She started to suck enthusiastically as she inhaled the heady aromas of this young, lithe man's pubic hairs and tasted his pre-cum. Her keenness for the giving head was not lost on Greg.
"Whoah, thanks boss," exclaimed Greg. "Looks like I got my Christmas bonus early this year. This whore can sure suck cock. My god! She's using her tongue..." and he trailed off, lost in enjoyment.
Greg wasn't the only one enjoying himself. He watched as Tony's used his big, meaty hands to hold on tight to Tiffany's hips to pump rapid in and out of her pussy. Her corseted body was a quivering blur as she moved back and forth to meet Tony's thrusts, bouncing between two cocks.
Tony couldn't hold off any longer and yelled out "oh yeah, get a load of this" and he buried his cock as deep as he could. He tensed 9 or 10 times as he shot his sperm inside her. Tiffany felt so dirty that it was delicious.
Eventually Tony pulled out of Tiffany while she still worked expertly on David. She was concentrating fully on what was in front of her, and forgot about everything else. Then she felt something massive come up against the lips of her wet pussy. She felt two big hands take a very firm hold of her hips and pull her butt backwards onto the mass behind her.
Tiffany opened her mouth, spat out David's cock, threw her head backwards and screamed out aloud as a searing pain erupted from between her legs. The hands relaxed for a bit, then pulled her hips back again and another yell emanated from her mouth. She felt as if her pussy was exploding.
"Looks like she felt that one, Jim," said David, looking closely at Tiffany's face screwed up in pain.
"Yeah, thanks for that Jim," jeered Greg. "I was just about to cream her sweet mouth."
If she had forgotten about Jim and his package before, she was certainly given a reminder now. The pain was just beginning to abate when Jim thrust powerfully again. Tiffany screamed again.
"Enjoy the ride on the 12 inch black express, lady," sneered Tony.
"It's no good boss. She just can't seem to take it all," observed Jim, ruefully.
"Now you know what I've said, Jim. You don't give up when you work for me," chastised David.
"OK boss."
Jim pushed Tiffany forward and she popped off his huge penis. She toppled over on the bed face down, trying to catch her breath. She felt Jim's strong hands on her again, this time on her body. He easily flipped her around until she was on her back. He loomed large over her as he clambered on top and parted her legs.
With wild-eyed apprehension, she looked down as a big, dark object came steady towards her. She was shocked to see a monster of an organ bigger than she had ever believed possible. It was at least 12 inches long, wider than Tony's now seemingly tiny dick, with thick veins coursing up and down the black shaft. The top quarter was glistening with sticky liquid. Evidently, he had only managed to get a small way in on his last attempt.
Jim positioned this massive weapon over its target and propped himself up on his arms.
"No, no, noooo!" blurted Tiffany. "You're too big! You'll ruin me!"
But those protestations fell on deaf ears as Jim lowered his pelvis quickly towards the bed. A renewed pain seared through Tiffany's body as Jim's monster penetrated her tight cunt.
The three onlookers cheered as they watched. Tiffany was so small compared to Jim that the looked like an insect stuck onto a specimen board; except that she was impaled on a large spear, not a tiny pin. Her arms and legs flailed in the air widely, and her head shook quickly from side to side as she screamed in agony.
"Give it to the whore! Pump her hard!" they encouraged.
But Tiffany couldn't hear them. All she could think about was the gigantic piece of black flesh that was being forced into her inch by inch with each push. Just when she thought she couldn't take any more, the pushing stopped. Jim was buried to the hilt at long last.
"You so tight, bitch. Bet you never had no big black meat in you before," he leered at her. She shook her head. "You is gonna enjoy this, then."
Then he started to fuck her, and fuck her hard. Slowly at first, but always with long, powerful strokes. With each thrust, the pain subsided and a new feeling took over: Tiffany felt so incredibly filled, as she had never been filled before. She was ashamed that she felt so good to be have her pussy defiled by that long black shlong. She was soon squealing with delight with each stroke, her feet in high heels quivering in the air and her small hands grabbing onto the sheets.
Before long, she had a series of massive orgasms, one after another as the black stud continued to pound her. Her vocalizations became incoherent, but sounded to the other three like "Fuck me!".
The contractions inside Tiffany's pussy massaged Jim's cock further, and soon it was clear that he was also going to cum. His thrusting became quicker and more irregular, until he finally plunged deep within Tiffany and let out a huge groan. If Tiffany was filled before, she was now positively overflowing with what seemed like a torrent of cum. His thick semen was dumped deep inside her unprotected womb and all she could do was moan with each pulse of ejaculation.
After a minute, Jim pulled out and a gush of thick, creamy fluid gushed out of her now distended cunt. Tiffany was spent and her arms and legs flopped lifelessly on the bed. Her mouth was agape as she gasped for breath. Jim crawled up the bed towards her face and fed his softer but still impressive cock into her submissive mouth. She was so weak that she could hardly lift her head off the bed but she weakly tried to lick all the love gravy off Jim's big appendage.
While she was doing this, she felt her legs being held apart and some squelching noises come from down below. However, she could hardly feel anything. It was Greg trying to have his turn.
"Hey, Jim! You've ruined it for me. I can hardly touch the sides of this bitch," complained Jim.
Jim got up and turned towards Greg. "Well I couldn't wait no more and besides you were enjoying a blowjob. I wasn't going to wait until you finished with her." Jim walked off to clean up.
"Aw, shit!" cursed Greg, as he continued to fuck Tiffany's now loose pussy. "This ain't gonna work."
He got up and turned Tiffany over again. She was lying on her belly with her head hanging over the edge of the bed. She was too tired to move and just lay there. However, when she felt a pair of hands pushing her ass cheeks apart and a blunt object push against her butt hole, her eyes suddenly opened wide in alarm.
"Please, no! Don't put it in there! I've never done that before," she almost cried.
"Hey, I'm gonna fuck you one way or another" said Greg back to her. "If your pussy ain't good enough to fuck, you'll take it up your ass."
And with thus he thrust cruelly into her rear end. A different pain ran through her body. Although Greg wasn't as big as Jim, her virgin ass still had difficulty coping with the sudden attack.
Tiffany was totally helpless, pinned down on the bed and butt fucked. The agony of the initial penetration went away and was replaced by a feeling of total invasion and humiliation. Not only had all four brutes pleasured themselves with her body, but they had used every single hole to do so. Each thrust brought strange new sensations deep inside her body. All she could do was dangle her head and grunt.
David was getting his second wind back and saw his opportunity. He pulled her limp head up by her long blond hair and he guided his cock into Tiffany's mouth, stuffing it past her lips. Before she knew what was happening, David was buried all the way into her throat until her nose was pushed up against his pubic hair. She panicked at first because she had never deep-throated anyone, and was afraid she would suffocate, but soon found that she was able to breath around even David's large cock.
In synchrony now David and Greg pushed in and out of both ends of her body. She was impaled from both sides and all she could do was let these men enjoy these previously unsullied parts of her body. She felt dirty and hot all at the same time. She felt things she never felt before. She felt faint.
Before the lost all consciousness, she felt Greg inject his cum up her virgin ass just as David squirt his warm liquid down her throat and into her stomach. She passed out.
***************
When she woke up, it was dark and she was lying curled up in bed. She had no idea how long she had been asleep for but knew she was sore all over. There was still cum oozing out from all her orifices, forming a huge wet patch around her hip. Her mouth was sticky with the taste of sex. Her hair was matted with dried semen which was also all over her face - they must have circled jerked around her face after she passed out, all giving her one last tribute before they left.
Tiffany lay in the dark and pondered. Her husband would be back in a few days. Surely there was much still to do before his return. There was painting, cleaning, gardening. She must hire men to do these jobs. Many, many men who needed some sort of payment for their work.
Yes, there was so much to do.
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----------------------
Author's note:
This story describes an actual event involving my wife and me.
----------------------
I had been married to Alison for a couple of years. We were still madly in love and seemed made for each other. It also helped that Alison was a real beauty. She was of average height, 5 foot 4 or so, petite and slim, but with curves in just the right places. Her hair was blonde framing her pretty face and deep blue eyes. She wore hair long, coming down to her breasts. And what breasts they were – "only" C cups but perky and round.
We were still quite sexually adventurous. In our late 20's we had only been together for a few years, and there were no children yet to get in the way. We had dabbled in role play, light S&M and talked about threesomes etc. But one thing we were experimenting with in particular was sex in public. Usually secluded places where discovery was unlikely, but public places nonetheless.
This was one of those instances. We were on a short vacation, so we decided to take a drive into the countryside a few hours from our home. We rented an SUV as we planned to do a little off road adventuring.
It was a fairly sunny and warm day and I approved of what my pretty young wife was wearing – a pink tank top, which showed off her ample cleavage and a simple white skirt with lace trim that ended just about the knees. She also wore a pair of pink flip-flops. I approved of this outfit because she wasn't wearing shorts or long pants, which would interfere with what I had planned for the drive.
Having seen what she was wearing, I secreted her vibrator into the centre console, within easy reach even when I was driving. Without letting on what I had hidden in the car, I called out to Alison that it was time to go, and soon we were on our way.
After a bit more than an hour on the interstate, we were out of the city. The urban sprawl turned quickly into rural idyll. To take the most advantage of the scenery, I turned off and took the two lane country highway – much more romantic, and much more suited to what I had in mind.
"Isn't the scenery lovely?" my wife asked me.
"Yes, it's great, honey. And so secluded too," I paused for effect. "You know, that gives me an idea."
I reached into the centre console, and pulled out her vibrator.
"Why don't you try this, honey?"
"Ohhhh, you naughty boy!" she cried out. But she didn't protest as she took the pink vibrator out of my hand.
Ali twisted the base of the vibrator, and a soft buzz filled the car. I turned the radio off to better listen to my lovely wife playing with herself. We glanced a knowing smile at each other as hiked up her laced skirt a little and started to apply the toy through her panties.
She started to moan softly, her eyes half closed. After a few minutes, she suddenly stopped and pulled her skirt down.
"What's wrong, honey?" I asked.
She pointed at a car approaching from the other direction.
I laughed a little at her. "Don't worry about that, dear!" I reassured her. "This SUV is so high above those cars that they couldn't possibly see inside!"
She looked closely as the car passed us.
"Hmmm, I think you are right. You know what? That gives me an idea too. I think you will like it," she said mysteriously.
She undid her safety belt, clambered into the back seat and reached back into the luggage compartment. After some rummaging, she pulled something out. I could hear her zip something up before working her way gingerly back to the front passenger seat.
She had taken off the comfortable flip-flops and instead was wearing her sexiest pair of boots, the ones I loved the best. They were made of soft black leather and ended just above the knees. They had a pointy toe and 4 inch stiletto heels. If a woman wore these thigh boots in public, they would be announcing to the world that they were ready to be fucked any man that approached them. And my wife always looked perfect in them, a combination of fresh faced innocence and freaky sexuality.
"Oh my god, Ali, that is just perfect!" I exclaimed in genuine surprise. My wife was really getting into this, and I could barely control myself from cumming right there and then in my pants.
More confident now that other cars could not see her, she lay back in her seat and put both feet up on the dashboard, legs spread wide apart. This time, she hiked her skirt all the way up to her waist. Again to my surprise, she had also taken off her panties.
What a sight she was! Her sensual legs spread akimbo, exposing her shaved pussy, feet tipped by those sharp spiked heels, all reflected in the windscreen. It was a serious distraction to driving. It was very hard not to swerve off the road at every corner.
Alison turned the vibrator back on again. She rubbed it up and down she slit, playing with her pussy lips. Soon, she had the tip inside her pussy opening, and with several quick plunges, she inserted the little pink pleasure pole into her vagina. She began moaning as she worked the vibrator in and out, a sound which I loved to hear any time.
The moans were getting louder, when I suddenly saw a threat. In the distance was a huge semi trailer coming right towards us. While regular cars couldn't see into our SUV, I had no doubt that the driver of this rig could easily see what my wife was doing in her stripper boots.
While we were already experimenting with public sex, we weren't quite yet that bold, so I quickly yelled out a warning to my wife.
With surprising agility given her situation, she put her feet down and covered her legs up with the skirt. Just in time too, as the semi drew within viewing distance. We both turned our heads as the truck lumbered past us.
It was only after he passed that I heard that the vibrator was still on, though somewhat muffled. "Is that where I think it is?"
My dear wife lifted up her skirt to reveal the vibrator buried almost to the end in her very wet pussy, still throbbing away.
"I bet that trucker had no idea what he was looking at!" she giggled.
The coast was clear again, and Alison resumed her position, the spiked heels perched on the dashboard. The sun had moved a bit, and was shining directly onto the boots, creamy thighs and exposed pussy. This time, she pulled the sex toy out and turned the power up a bit. She started to play with her clit.
Once again, moans filled the SUV as she pleasured herself. There was a decent gap in the traffic coming the other way, and this allowed Alison to really work her love button. With her left hand, she rubbed her nipples, the diamond on the wedding ring glinting brightly in the sunshine. Her breathing became shorter and sharper as the moans became more intense.
"Mmmm, you are so sexy right now. Are you getting close dear?" I asked, pretty much redundantly.
She didn't answer directly, but she began to whisper "yes, yes" between moans. I became more distracted as she approached climax, as I always enjoyed watching her orgasm any time.
She arched her back as her hands became a blur, working the buzzing toy on her clit.
"Ahhh!! YEEESSSSSS!!!!!", she screamed as she came hard.
I was now pretty much transfixed on my beautiful wife climaxing on the end of her vibrator, legs spread for the world to see, wearing her fuck-me-boots. I was driving only out of the corner of my eye now, barely able to steer.
Which is why I didn't see the big truck coming towards us. Far too late, I saw the semi barrelling down the other side of the road. Before I could yell out a warning to Alison, the truck was on top of up. In slow motion, I could see the burly truck driver's face coming at us, eyes widening and transfixed on my wife's splayed display of masturbation. Next, I saw his hand rise up to grab his air horn as his jaw dropped. The last thing I saw was the writing on the side of his cab: "Big Daddy's Rig" in italic writing. The blaring of his air horn broke the spell of the slow motion. Three loud, short bursts, followed by a prolonged honk, quietening into the distance as his semi disappeared in my rear view mirror.
I looked back over at Alison. She was lying back in her seat, eyes slightly glazed, legs still spread across the windscreen for all the world to see. Because she orgasmed just as the semi passed us, she hadn't even noticed that I was not the only one to see her little performance.
"That was so sexy, honey!" I said after a bit.
"Mmmm, yes, that felt great. Hope you liked the show."
"I sure did!" replied enthusiastically, not mentioning that a passing trucker also had a front row seat at the climax of the show.
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Neetu was a hard working woman. Indeed, she had done it hard most of her life. She was born into a relatively well to do family in India, but was married off at a fairly young age to a man whom she had never met before. Like a lot of arranged marriages, her husband was much older than she was, and in Neetu's case, Kumar was a full 20 years older.
She was only 25 years old when Kumar moved their whole young family to the US. He said that they would find hope and opportunity there. Instead, Kumar found prescription pills and Neetu found herself the sole breadwinner for the family. So while he went only disability support, she ended up supporting not only her husband pill habit, but also supporting her children.
And that was where she found herself 20 years later, still a working mom some, grinding out an existence working in a local store. Even though she was now in her late 40's and just an average looking Indian mom, she did notice the occasional flirty customer or co-worker who paid her a bit more attention than usual. She was about 5 foot 5, with softly gently curves and round C-cup breasts. While the breasts did garner some attention, what the guys really appreciated was her soft, round butt which wobbled slightly when she walked. Her long, dark hair framed her deep soulful eyes, and her mid-brown skin was unusually smooth for someone of her age. Most people would have guessed that she was just under 40.
But while guys may have made the occasional pass at her, she turned down all offers that came her way. Despite Neetu's frustrations with her unsatisfactory husband, her typically conservative upbringing did not really allow her to consider an extra-marital affair. And she certainly wouldn't consider a divorce; her in-laws (and indeed her own family) would never let her live down that shame.
And so it seemed Neetu would live out the rest of her life, stuck in an unfulfilling marriage that appeared to have no end. That is, until the fateful day when Mitch walked into her life.
Neetu was the last person left in the store, as usual. She was never really in a rush to get home, with her son already at college and a husband at home who she really didn't want to see, and thus she was often the last one there. She was just in the process of shutting everything down when someone came in through the entrance.
"I'm sorry, but we are closed for the day," she said, without looking up. "We open again at 9am tomorrow."
Heavy footsteps approached.
"I'm not interested in buying anything. I am more interested in you, Neetu," said a strange, slightly threatening male voice.
She looked up, shocked that a stranger knew her name. A tall, young man, maybe in his mid 20's was approaching the counter. He was a bit more than 6 foot, lean and muscular. Loose curls of blonde hair peeked out under the hoodie he was wearing. But what stuck Neetu the most was the piercing blue eyes that stared straight at her from the hoodie...cold, calculating eyes that almost looked through her.
"Ummm, what can I do for you?" she asked nervously. "And how do you know my name?"
"Your husband told me. You see, I'm one of his drug dealers."
She knew it! It was that no good husband of her. Causing trouble for her again. The threatening man introduced himself at Mitch.
"Kumar is behind in his payments," he continued. "I went over to your place to collect, but he was barely awake. He told me he had no cash on him, so he sent me here, Neetu. Now it's time to pay up."
She breathed out a long sigh. "OK, how much?"
"Fifteen."
She reached into her purse under the counter and pulled out $15. The man on the other side of the counter looked at the money, then at Neetu and laughed.
"I mean, fifteen grand, lady."
"What?!" she almost screamed. "How could he owe that much?"
"Hey, I deal good stuff. And that is interest as well. He is way behind in his payments, like I said."
"My gosh! I don't have that kind of money on me!" Neetu had to think fast. "Come to the back office."
The man followed her to the office safe. There was a loose change box that no-one really paid much attention to. Maybe there would be something in there.
She bent over the safe. She was just wearing a pair of jeans and a company polo shirt. Unbeknownst to her, Mitch was checking out her rear end as the jeans tightened around her bent over body. 'Not a bad looking piece of ass,' he thought to himself.
She unlocked the box and started to count up the dollar bills and change. It would never be enough, that much was obvious.
"Ummm, why don't you give me your card, and I will get the rest for you when the bank opens tomorrow. Just think of this as a down payment."
Mitch considered this for a little while. But not for long.
"Look, Neetu, this is ridiculous. This is, what like 5% of what Kumar owes me. This is a big debt, and I want it paid back. I have a reputation to protect."
Neetu gulped. "So what do you want from me? I don't have access to that kind of money at this time of night."
"I think you can pay off that debt in another way, Neetu," he said, looking her up and down.
Neetu unconsciously backed away a little. She didn't like the way her was leering at her, and she knew exactly what he meant.
She backed away a little quicker as he began to approach her, until she was suddenly stopped by the cold, hard wall behind her. His arm reached around her waist.
"Hmmm, nice. You feel soft and I like that. I think you can repay that debt very well on your back...or on your hands and knees, whichever you would prefer."
Neetu would never admit it to him, but she actually started to feel tingles as she felt Mitch's strong arm around her. He had his hood down, showing his curly, sandy blonde locks. His blue eyes, his hair, his tanned tight body, he was like one of the young surfers from across town. He was certainly good looking, and she couldn't believe that he was interested in her. Other than the fear inherent in the situation, she was actually quite flattered, really. And it wasn't like Kumar had pleased her physically for years now.
But despite feeling more than a little thrilled at Mitch's attention, she was still a deeply conservative Indian mother. Even though there was no one else around, she couldn't go against her years of strait-laced upbringing. Neetu struggled against his sudden embrace despite how futile it probably was.
"Now, now, Neetu, I wouldn't want to do anything unnecessary," Mitch said as he lifted his jacket and showed her a gun tucked into his belt.
She had never seen a gun in real life before. She started shaking and knew that she would have to do whatever he said. And in a weird way, it made things easier for her. She didn't have to feel guilty about what happened because it was all out of her hands now. A strange calm then settled over her.
"That's better, Neetu. Be a good girl and I promise you will have a good time. A really good time."
"But...but...I am not that kind of woman..." she said unconvincingly.
"Oh, but I think you are," Mitch replied as he undid the buttons on her polo shirt. "Now strip for me."
Neetu hesitated, but then slowly pulled up her shirt with her trembling hands, up and over her head. She carefully laid the polo shirt on an office chair, like she was packing something away at home. Then she took off her shoes and socks. Undoing the button and zip on her jeans, slowly sliding the pants down her thighs. She also neatly folded the jeans and put them on the chair. Standing there in just her bra and panties, she looked at Mitch, drinking in her body with his eyes.
"I said strip. Take it all off."
She unhooked her bra and let the straps fall down her arms. As the cups of the bra fell away from her breasts, she involuntarily crossed her arms across her chest. A quick "tut-tut" from Mitch was all it took to tell her to let bra fall to the floor, her ample breasts how standing out in the open. Her dark nipples became erect as the cool air brushed against her bare skin.
Next, with her hands trembling ever more, she began to pull her panties down, over her knees and slipping them past her ankles one by one, until she stood there naked in front of the stranger.
Mitch strode towards her. Neetu flinched as he grabbed her pussy with his hands. He worked his fingers into her dark pussy lips, which were now getting quite moist.
"I think you like this, Neetu. You seem to be getting quite wet down there. How about giving me a nice blow job?"
As he said that, he started to push one finger into her pussy. It slipped in easily as she was now really wet. She closed her eyes and moaned.
"Just like I thought. You do want to suck my cock, you little slut. Get down on your knees."
He unzipped his pants as she complied. To her amazement, out popped a big cock, much bigger than Kahn's 5 inches. It was thick and veiny too. She had rarely ever performed oral sex for her hubby, but right now, with this long white cock in front of her, all she could think of was having this monster inside her mouth, tasting it.
She opened her mouth and took the cockhead into a little. She moaned a little as she tasted his salty pre-cum, licking it off and swallowing it.
"Mmmm, that's right baby, take it all in," Mitch commanded. He ran his fingers through her dark hair before grabbing her head with both hands. Gently, but forcefully, he pushed her head towards him. Neetu took more of him into her mouth, sliding her lips down his shaft as far as it would go.
She felt like such a hussy. Naked, on her knees with a stranger's cock in her mouth, using her lips and tongue to please him as much as she could. She used her hands to stroke the base of his cock that was not in her mouth.
Mitch was obviously enjoying himself. He watched as this conservative Indian housewife lavished his cock with her mouth. But as much as he was enjoying this, he wanted more.
"Get up. Now bend over and spread you legs...wider," he ordered, kicking her feet apart.
He put his cock head onto her pussy lips and let it rest there for a little while. Not only was Neetu extremely wet by now, she was even moving her hips towards him slightly, willing that cock inside her.
"You want it bad, huh? Beg me to fuck you."
Neetu hesitated. She never said such rude words in her life, but she was in such an aroused state that she was not herself anymore. Neetu was no longer the put-upon by faithful wife or dutiful mother. Something different was waking inside her.
"Fuck me," she said softly.
Mitch slapped her soft ass. "What? I can't hear you?"
Neetu squealed like a schoolgirl at the slap on her behind.
"Fuck me!" Neetu said more loudly after a while. She couldn't believe she was saying something like this.
"You betcha."
Mitch grabbed the flesh around Neetu's hips tightly. She was so wet that just a light push buried half his shaft into her waiting love tunnel.
Neetu threw her head back and let out a loud, wide-eyed gasp. Her pussy stretched to accommodate the invading white meat spear. Mitch was much wider than Kahn.
"Goodness gracious! You are so big!" she cried out.
"I ain't even half way in yet. Here, have some more."
Hands still on her soft hips he fed more of his cock into her hungry cunt. Neetu's hands scrabbled over the desk, grabbing and flinging pieces of paper everywhere. She wondered how much more of Mitch there was and whether she could take all of it.
"You felt that, huh?" he asked as she grunted with each thrust.
He pushed in more roughly, causing her to moan loudly, until his white cock had disappeared between her soft, brown ass cheeks. As he started to thrust in and out, he spanked her a few times on her butt. She squealed with each slap.
"You like that, don't you slut?"
"Oh, yes...I love it." She couldn't believe what was coming out of her mouth.
"Good girl," Mitch said as one of his big hands reached around and tweaked a big, dark nipple.
It wasn't long before the room started to spin around Neetu's head. Her breathing became for rapid, and then suddenly her body was wracked by a huge orgasm. This was music to Mitch's ears, and he pounded her harder from behind. His own thrusts became more erratic.
"Oh, yeah baby, I'm cumming. Where do you want it?"
"Please, cum inside me," she begged.
Mitch grabbed her hips and then exploded deep into her womb. As she felt his hot spunk flow into her, she climaxed again, involuntarily clenching her pussy muscles. Neetu felt so dirty and shameful that she had enjoyed being used by a complete stranger so much. But there was no denying that Mitch had just given her the best orgasms of her life, totally unlike anything she had experienced with Kahn before. She stood there catching her breath, feet wide apart, still impaled by the throbbing cock.
"You know, I would have cum in there anyway, cos your married pussy is mine now. You are a pretty good ride, but that was just a down payment, like you said earlier."
"But...but...isn't the debt repayed?"
"Kahn owed me a lot of money. You are a sweet piece of ass, but you're not worth 15 grand," Mitch said as he pulled out of her. "You're going to have to work that body of your quite a few more times before that is all paid off. Yep, me and my crew are going to be having be having some fun with you."
As the cum ran down her legs and Mitch got dressed to leave, Neetu contemplated her fate. The good, Indian wife had now tasted the forbidden fruit of sex with strangers. She was about to become sex toy for a gang of young men. And it filled her with shame and amazement that she was very turned on by this.
Still bent over the table, naked and exposed Neetu turned to him and said "Call me, and I'll be ready."
"That's a good girl", Mitch said as he left.
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The years that had passed since the big attacks on home soil had not diminished the paranoia around security. All public places had strict screening procedures in place, and nowhere was this more so than at airports. The Transportation Security Bureau – or TSB – was given new funds, and more importantly new powers, to stop, search, and (truth be told) generally harass the travelling public.
Darnell Adams took great joy in his work as part of the TSB. Sure, most of it was pure drudgery, and you had to deal with disgruntled members of the public a lot of the time, but there was one particular aspect that he enjoyed the most. That bit was 'racial profiling'.
Now, racial profiling meant a very specific thing in the TSB. But to Darnell, it meant something else altogether. As a black man, he knew the power he had over certain women. And he used this to his absolute advantage in his position as a TSB security official. He had very specific women who he would 'racially profile' for special attention from him. He liked to target good looking white or Asian women who were travelling alone and were vulnerable to being taken aside for a bit of his very thorough secondary screening.
This particular day had not started in a very promising way for Darnell. Long lines of what looked like tourist families, lots of grandparents and children in tow. No available single women to prey on. There was one particularly nice looking Asian woman who he would have really liked to have a much closer look at. She was 5 foot 4, but with nice boobs and ass and a really sweet looking face. She would have been perfect for his 'racial profile', but she was with her husband and children. After her, there was a literally a drought of possibilities for the next hour.
Just when he was about to write the day off as another loss, suddenly a likely target appeared in the middle of the long queue for the metal detector. She was tall and blonde, with her hair tied back in a neat ponytail that came down to her mid-shoulder blades. She was maybe 5 foot 9 in her high heeled boots, with a nice perky bust that was accentuated by a slim waist. Her smart jacket, knee length dress and crisp cream-colored blouse shouted "serious career woman on a business trip". A diamond wedding ring flashed on her left hand, but Darnell could see she was definitely travelling alone. Her round blue eyes stared blankly from her pretty face into space as she shuffled in the line of people waiting to be screened.
Darnell followed her progress carefully. He paid particular attention to her carry-on bag as it went through the X-ray machine. What he saw on the screen didn't interest the other security workers, but it interested him. He could clearly see a garter belt, a pair of sexy high heels and a packet of condoms. If this was a business trip, then married white bitch was also thinking of some extracurricular activities while she was away from hubby. Darnell knew he had just acquired his target for today. Not only did she have the right racial profile, but there were extra weaknesses which he could leverage.
After she went through the metal detector, she started to pack her laptops and things back into her carry-on bags. He took this opportunity to approach her.
"Excuse me, ma'am, you've been selected for extra screening," he said in his best authoritative voice.
She looked a bit annoyed, as most people did when they were pulled aside for a special security check.
"Yeah, ok. Hold on," she almost growled as she put her high heeled boots back on. Darnell looked on as she slipped her foot into the expensive looking black leather boot, pulling the zip up her smooth, stockinged calf. 'Oh, I am really going to enjoy this,' he thought to himself.
He led her down a passageway, into a nice quite office. He led her to a bare metal chair and motioned to her to sit down.
"Well, let's get this over with, I have a plane to catch and an important meeting to get to," she said.
"Then let's start with your ID and boarding pass. Do you have your licence or other photo identification with you?"
"Yes I have. But I don't see why this is all necessary."
"Just routine procedure, ma'am. If you cooperate, you'll be out of here in no-time."
She grudgingly handed over her boarding pass, and rummaged through her handbag and eventually pulled out a driver's licence.
Darnell make a big show of checking each one out, typing the details into the computer. While it may have looked like a routine check, he was just entering her details, for later use. Her name was Ashley Morton. She lived in an upmarket part of town, and her date of birth showed that she was 32, though she definitely looked younger than that.
"So you are travelling to Chicago. Going there on business, right?" Darnell enquired.
"Yes," Ashley replied. "Like I said, I have an important business meeting to go to. I would really appreciate it if you could just get it over with."
"And I would appreciate it if you would cooperate, ma'am. The more you submit, the quicker I can let you go. Where are you staying at your destination?"
Ashley let out a long, resigned sigh and gave him the details of the expensive Chicago hotel she was going to be staying at. He motioned towards her carry-on luggage. "May I?" he asked.
"Sure," she replied curtly.
As he opened the bag, Darnell surreptitiously dropped a little bag of white powder. He rummaged through her bag briefly before fishing out the garter belt. What the X-ray didn't show earlier was that it was bright red and lacy – certainly not something you would wear to a business meeting. He looked at her with a raised eyebrow, and Ashley just rolled her eyes at him and said "tsk".
Darnell poked around a bit more and pulled out the pair of high heels. Like the garter belt, they were bright red, made of shiny patent leather and had 4 inch stiletto heels that just screamed 'fuck me'. Lastly, he extracted the packet of condoms. He laughed to himself as he saw on the packet 'Ribbed – for her pleasure'.
"Business meeting, eh?" he said suggestively to her. "Looks like you have some extra-curricular activities planned too. I wonder what your hubby might say about that?"
"Is there a law against that?" she huffed.
"No, ma'am," Darnell said as he theatrically lifted out the little bag of white powder. "But I think there is a law against this."
Ashley's eyes almost popped out of her head. "But...I...You...you must have planted that!"
"Maybe I did, maybe I didn't, but I am going to have to file a report. Oh, and while I am at it, maybe I will call your hubby as well as calling the cops. Of course your dear hubby will also be shown all the other 'evidence' of what you were taking on this business trip of yours. I know exactly where you live, and I could call him up right now."
"No, no, don't do that. I'll pay a fine. Whatever. Just let me go!" she said with real fear in her voice.
"Not so fast, missy. In cases like this, the TSB officer – that's me in case you've forgotten – must carry out a more complete search."
"Umm, sure. Have a look through my handbag as well," Ashley said as she held it out in front of her.
"I don't think you understand!" Darnell said with a laugh. "By search, I mean a body search. A total body cavity search. You know what is going to happen if you don't comply?"
The color drained out of Ashley's rosy cheeks as she began to fully understand her predicament. Darnell's face became sterner now, almost menacing. He took one big step towards her and she involuntarily shifted backwards in her chair.
"Strip," he ordered blunty. "Now!"
She froze at first, but then she got up, her trembling hands beginning to remove her jacket. She placed this on the chair before unbuttoning her white blouse. Her bra was white and lacy. It was so think Darnell could see the dark nipples under the cloth.
"Now take off the skirt."
She unzipped her skirt and it fell into a heap around her ankles. She was wearing a pair of white thong panties, which nicely showed off her round by pert butt and also some sheer black stay-up thigh high stockings. Darnell nodded his approval and licked his lips.
Ashley stepped out of the skirt on the floor and started to unzip her boots.
"No, girl, you gonna leave those shoes and stockings on. But the rest comes off."
Reluctantly, she unhooked her bra. As it slid down her shoulders and the cups fell away, she crossed her arms to cover her breasts.
"Tut, tut. How you think you gonna get those panties off with your arms like that?"
Darnell smiled broady as she dropped her arms, revealing Ashley's perfect C cup breasts. They were round, and luscious and had large, dark nipples that were now beginning to stand up in the cold air.
Slowly, and very hesitantly, she started to slide her G-string off. They slid down her bear thighs, then down her stockinged legs and finally past her boots. Soon, Ashley was standing there, exposed and almost naked in front of him, in nothing more than the boots and stockings.
Darnell could clearly see her pubic hairs now, shaved neatly into a narrow strip just above her clitoris. Her pussy lips were just behind that, and even from this distance, he could see that they were a bit red and swollen. Just has he thought, this bitch was actually getting turned on by this, though he never imaged she would admit it.
"First, I need to search the oral cavity search. Get down on your knees."
He strode over to this apprehensive white woman until she was kneeling right in front of him. He looked down at her, but she was just looking at the floor. He lifted her chin with one hand until their eyes met.
"You know, I could put on a rubber glove and have a poke around in there, but that wouldn't be any fun now, would it?"
The look in her eyes showed that she knew exactly what that alternative was. Darnell unzipped his pants and let his 9 inch monster pop out right in front of her face. Ashely looked in horror at the long, dark prick waving just in front of her eyes.
"Open wide!"
Ashley opened her mouth, at first just a little way. He grabbed her head and jammed his cock past her glistening lips and perfectly aligned teeth. She grunted a muffled protest at been treated so roughly, but she soon got the message, and opened her mouth wider.
"Mmm, taste good, don't it? Now, I'm going to have to have a really good feel in there for anything unusual."
Still holding her head tightly, he started to gently fuck that pretty little mouth of hers. At first, she resisted him, but slowly, she surrendered to the temptations of that thick pungent slab of meat in her mouth. She started to suck his cock as he continued to probe her mouth, using her tongue to swirl around his cock head. Eventually, one of her hands came up and started stroking the base of his shaft. She even started moaning softly.
"You good at this, girl. I'm thinking you done this before."
She just moaned back and sucked him harder. It felt so good that he felt himself cumming just a little bit. He pushed her head hard onto his cock, until it hit the back of her throat, making her gag a little.
"Oh, yeah, swallow it baby. That's a little taste of what is to come."
After he made sure that she had gulped down the little bit of pre-cum, he removed his cock from her mouth with a pop. He easily hauled her up to her feet and manhandled her to the desk. He turning Ashlead to face the desk and then roughly pushed on her shoulders until she was bent over with her round butt in the air.
"Now spread your legs," he ordered.
She stood a little more widely but he wasn't happy with the results. He kicked the inside of her ankles with his feet spreading her legs wide apart. This caused her to squeal as she almost lost her balance on those spike heeled boots.
Darnell paused again to survey the scene in front of him. Ashely looked so unbelievably erotic in that position. Her breasts were dangling down with the nipples just touching the cold metal of the table, her face turned back to him apprehensively. Those long shapely legs accentuated by the sexy shiny black knee boots and thigh high stockings. Best of all, that perfect heart-shaped ass vulnerable presenting itself. She was so perfectly exposed and ripe for the picking.
"OK, you ready for the vaginal search? Too bad it you ain't, cos it is starting now whether you want it or not."
"No, no, please don't. Not like this," she pleaded.
He touched her pussy lips with a finger, causing her flinch a bit. They were sopping wet and swollen.
"You may say 'no', but your pussy says otherwise. I'd say your pussy is screaming out to be fucked."
"Please, no. I'll suck you some more. I'll even swallow for you."
"That's a nice offer, Ashley, but a TSB officer always has to be thorough. And I am one very thorough man. I gotta check in there. Those are the rules."
Darnell stepped behind her and grabbed her hips tightly. She looked back at him, eyes filled with fear. Without mercy, he plunged in hard, ramming his staff into her slimy love tunnel. With one smooth motion, he had more than half his 9 inches straight inside her.
She threw her head back and cried out in pain.
"Oh my god! Oh my god! Shit you are huge!"
She was indeed very tight. Darnell guessed that she had never had anyone so big before. He looked at the packet of condoms lying on the desk. Indeed, they were 'standard' size. He had a little laugh to himself.
He let he pussy stretch a little before grabbing her around her ass and pushing in some more. This caused her to involuntarily moan out loud, indicating that Darnell's particular charms were starting to win over another victim.
"Feel goooood, don't it? Tell you love me in there."
"Yes, oh god yes," Ashley whispered.
Darnell looked down at one of his favorite sights: his thick black meat sliding in between a pair of lily-white butt cheeks. Deeper and deeper he pushed until he had buried himself all the way in.
He bent over and grabbed the titties with both hands. He massaged the soft mounds as he started to hump her slowly. He buried his nose in Ashley's long, blonde hair, smelling that lovely, clean white woman smell he loved so much. From this position, he could also clearly hear her breathless gasps as his cock worked in and out of her smooth, tight cunt.
"You like that?"
"Yes, yes, it's wonderful."
"Well, that's what most women tell me. But now, no more mister nice guy. You gonna get ridden hard."
Darnell tweeked both nipples between his fingers, making Ashley squeal in pain. He then let go, stood up and grabbed both of those soft round hips again. Instead of slowly fucking her, he now started to pound her from behind. Hard and fast. Their thighs slapped together nosily and his balls smacked her clit with each thrust.
Ashley's moans filled the room, the sounds of her pleasure bordering on pain. Darnell ploughed into her harder, grunting as he did so.
It took all of Ashley's efforts to put together a sentence.
"Please...please...don't...cum...inside....please...use condom...please...don't make...me pregnant..." she said between thrusts. She even tried to grab the packet of condoms unsuccessfully from the table near her, but she was unable to grab the box as her body was being thrown about by Darnell's powerful strokes.
"OK, Ashley. Since you asked so nicely, I won't. Damn, I was looking forward to filling your pussy with my black seed."
Ashley was relieved to hear that at least Darnell would give her at least this one break. Darnell stepped back, and let his cock pop out.
She got herself ready to turn around and finish him off with her mouth. In fact, she found herself actually wanting to taste more of his guy gravy, even thinking of swallow it all or at least trying to.
But instead, Darnell literally picked her up and threw her against the wall, face first. He spread both her hands above her head and again kicked her feet apart. He positioned his cockhead between her ass cheeks and started to press upwards.
"What? What are you doing?"
"What did you think I would do? I gotta probe all the cavities you know. Now I'm gonna stick it where the sun don't shine, baby."
"No! Please no!" she pleaded. "I've never done it back there before. You'll kill me!"
"Ain't no woman died yet on Darnell's cock before. Screamed a lot, maybe, but never died."
He pushed harder against her rosebud, but it was shut tight. She was probably telling the truth in that she had never had butt sex before. The day was getting better indeed. Darnell would get to pop another anal cherry.
Ashley tried to struggle, but Darnell was using his whole body to push her against the wall. She was spread eagle and helpless against the cold, hard surface.
"Relax, baby. Just go with it. It'll hurt less that way."
He pushed again and this time his head just made it past her sphincter.
"Ugggghhhh!" Ashley let out a low, guttural grunt as she felt her rear end invaded for the first time.
"That's it. Just relax. You might as well enjoy it."
Fortunately, Darnell's cock was well lubricated from being in her pussy, so as she relaxed a little, his shaft stared to slide in more easily. As each inch slid in, she would groan more, or bite her lip.
"You...you feel so...massive in there," she whispered.
Finally, he was buried to the hilt inside her butt. Ashley was literally pinned against the wall by this hulk of a man, impaled on his penis. She was barely standing on her tippy toes in her boots, pretty much held up just by the rod inside her.
Then Darnell started to pump her. Slowly at first, but before long, mercilessly reaming out her back passage. Her moans were now much louder than before. There was no way she could put any coherent words together. So Darnell just taunted her instead.
"You were looking for a bit of excitement, weren't you, you cheating slut? Well this shit just got real, didn't it?"
He continued to ram her poor bottom while whispering in her ear.
"See, if you was my wife, I wouldn't let you out of the house dressed like this. Your hooker heels and your fancy silk stockings. That is just inviting someone to take you up the ass like this."
Her whole body was squashed against the cold, hard wall by Darnell's sheer mass. She just grunted helplessly each new thrust, each new violation of her previously virgin ass.
"Yeah, I can hear you are really getting off on this. Was this what you were looking for on your trip away from hubby? Huh?"
Darnell was getting close now. With one hand her fondled one of her lovely boobs again and with the other hand, he started to play with her clit. Ashley's' breathing became more labored, her groans even more primal. Darnell pounded her ass more vigorously until he felt like he was going to cum.
"Oh baby, get ready for Darnell. I'm gonna put my jizz right up that married white ass of yours."
And with that, Ashley's whole body began to shudder. The cock in her ass, the finger flicking her clit and the hand on her nipple at the same time was too much for her to handle. She screamed out in ecstasy and straight afterwards, Darnell exploded deep inside her bowels. Tingles ran from her butt, her clit and her tits straight up her spine. She orgasmed like she had never done before, for a good minute, as Darnell continued to pump a huge load of hot sperm deep inside her bowels.
They stood there breathless for a few minutes before Darnell began to grow a little limp. He withdrew and released Ashley from the wall. She wobbled a little on her high heels, then her knees gave way altogether. She fell into a limp, panting mass on the floor.
Darnell admired his handiwork for a bit. Then he let Ashely recover while looking through her bag a bit more. Some lube, some other ordinary things. He also found the address of the Chicago hotel that she was going to be staying at and recorded that too. When he was satisfied, he threw her clothes onto the floor near where she was lying. Slowly, she got up and got dressed, still a little uneasy on her feet.



As Ashley put on her thong panties, and the cum started to leaking out of her ass. There was no way the thin fabric of those skimpy panties could hold all that jizz in and it started to run down her thighs. She reached for the tissues on the table.
"I don't think so," Darnell said as he snatched away the tissues. "You gonna let it all leak out and it's gonna dry up all messy on your panties and your stockings. Gonna remind you of where Darnell has been."
Silently, she resigned herself to doing what this big man was saying and put on the rest of her clothes.
"Well, that's it ma'am," Darnell said to her in his 'official' voice again, zipping up her bags. "Looks like everything is in order here. The bags are clean, and the cavity search didn't show anything up. You are free to go now."
"You mean I am free? That bag of white powder?"
"What bag? Like I said, nothing unusual in my search," he said. Then his eyes narrowed. "But you so much as breathe a word of this, and I'll get hubby on the phone. I am sure he will enjoy hearing about what you get up to on your business trips, and how hard you cum on the end of black cock."
"No, please don't do that," she said again, genuinely pleading.
"Behave yourself, and he won't hear a thing."
Ashley gathered up her things, and got up to go. Her hair was a mess, her cheeks were flushed and she wasn't walking quite right. She staggered out the door on those spike-heeled boots, rejoining the crowds streaming to the departure gates in a daze.
Darnell sat back in his chair. This day wasn't so bad after all, he thought to himself. Another success for his racial profiling. He even had Ashley's hotel address. Darnell had a few TSB pals in Chicago and he was sure they would like to pay her a visit during her stay there.
He considered his options, and then he picked up the phone.
"Hey Andre, wassup, man. Listen, I got one sweet piece of ass coming your way. Maybe you or your boys want to pay her visit. But I tell you, you are going to owe me big time for this one. Interested?"
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There are many advantages to working as a sailing instructor on a tropical luxury resort. Good weather, great hours and a relaxed lifestyle. Another perk of the job was appreciating the female tourists staying at the resort, more often than not wearing nothing more than bathing suits for most of the day.
There was this one particular couple who really took to sailing the little catamarans that we rented out to our resort guests. They were a cute couple, Sabrina and Kevin were their names. Sabrina happened to be of East Asian origin, something that always caught my attention. Earlier that week, I had taken them through the basics of tacking and jibing and all the rest and they had returned every day since to have at least one sail together.
Each time they came, I admired Sabrina discretely. She had long, straight dark hair, and large deep brown almond eyes. She was only about 5 foot 3, but perfectly formed. She was slim like most young Asian women of her age (I guessed she was about 25 to 30), but unlike some, she had fair sized B-cup breasts and a nice pert, round butt. The skimpy black bikini which she favoured showed all this off perfectly. The other thing about Sabrina was that although she was was demure and giggly, she had a slightly naughty glint in her eye that said to me she would probably be more than Kevin could handle, given the chance.
They had become so confident in their sailing, that they wanted to go solo today. I told them that I thought it wasn't such a great idea, as Sabrina was did look very slight and I wasn't completely sure she could work the sail and tiller all by herself. But they insisted, and I soon understood why: Sabrina had a bit of a competitive streak, and she and Kevin were soon competing with each other to see who could sail the fastest this way and that. I must admit, she was doing a lot better than I thought she would.
But that didn't last long. Unexpectedly, the wind picked up and I sounded the siren to call everyone back. Everyone did come back in, except for one: Sabrina's boat.
A sudden gust of wind had snapped the ropes out of her hand and she was soon out of control. Faster and faster her little cat went, directly away from the beach. The only thing that stopped her from going out to sea was a rope net that was strung out between some buoys at the outer limits of the sheltered bay where the resort was situated. From this distance, her cat was a mere speck near the horizon.
I climbed up on top of my raised supervisor's chair and peered through a pair of binoculars. Her cat had been stopped by the rope net alright, but it was entangled in it. She could not free herself. She was waving her little hands frantically in the air.
I was itching to go out myself and rescue this little Asian beauty and hopefully get a little 'quality time' with her while I was at it. But as the designated supervisor in this situation, I had to make sure I was in overall command. So reluctantly, I summoned my crew.
"Zack, Scott, there is a guest stuck out near the number 3 buoy. I want you to take the inflatable out and rescue her."
They peered out into the distance. She was so far away, they had trouble seeing her, so I pointed her out to them.
"She is pretty far away, boys, so you might find no one will really notice if it takes a fair amount of time getting her back, if you know what I mean," I told them with a wink.
"Sure thing, boss. With pleasure!"
With a spring in their step, they got into the little rubber inflatable and motored off. By this stage, Kevin had returned to the beach. He was beside himself.
"Please, my wife is way out there! Please rescue her!"
"Sure thing, Kevin. I've got my best guys going out there right now," I said as I pointed to the inflatable boat zooming out into the bay. "She will be perfectly fine, but it may take little while to few her boat from the net. She is tangled up there pretty bad."
He seemed to be visibly relieved that my guys were going out there. I promised to keep him up to date with the progress. I resumed my watch on top of the supervisor's raised chair, monitoring proceedings through the binoculars.
Soon Zack and Scott got to the trapped catamaran. They pulled up alongside and tied the rubber inflatable to the trapped sailboat. They motioned Sabrina into the rubber boat. She got in and sat down. I could just see her chest and head above the side of the boat. They started to talk to each other.
After a little while, I saw Zack pointing at his crotch. Sabrina looked a little apprehensive, but then she pointed to her mouth. Scott held up 2 fingers, and Sabrina soon nodded, that slightly wicked smile forming on her face. My crew was going to get blow-jobs from this little hottie. Lucky them! And just as I suspected, there was more to this girl than her conservative exterior gave away.
Scott climbed out of the rubber boat to work on freeing the catamaran. Meanwhile, Scott sat down in the rubber boat. Sabrina positioned herself opposite, gave him that naughty smile, then bent down and disappeared out of view down the side of the inflatable boat. The only thing I could see was her butt in the air, covered by her skimpy black bikini. I imagined that she was taking off Scott pants at this point.
"What's happening?" Kevin demanded as I peered though the binoculars.
"Well, they've just reached her. They are a long way away. I'll ask for an update."
I put the earpiece in and connected it to my walkie-talkie. Didn't want Kevin listening in to the goings on at the other end. "How are things progressing, Scott?" I asked through the walkie-talkie.
There was a pause and then the earpiece crackled alive. "Zack is getting a head start on the job, boss," replied Scott.
"I copy that, Scott," I turned to Kevin, and said with a straight face. "They are just getting started. My guys are taking good care of your wife.
I could see Zack's lips starting moving, but of course I couldn't really see what he was saying. I soon saw the back of Sabrina's head, bobbing up and down, in and out of view, as she worked up and down his shaft. As she did so, her round, pert ass started to wiggle around sexily. From the look on Zack's face, he was clearly enjoying himself. After only a little while, he moved both his hands on top of her head and held her down as he threw his head back, mouth agape. He stayed like this for a good minute. During that time, I saw Sabrina's ass moving in slow circles in the air while her hands rubbed up and down his chest.
Zack looked down at her again, and said something, still holding on tightly to her head. Then he let go. I saw the young wife raise her head and look him directly in his eyes. Through the powerful binoculars, I clearly saw her throat moving up and down, then opening her mouth to show him that it was empty. She even licked off the small globs of semen on the side of her mouth and enthusiastically swallowed that too.
By this stage, Scott was obviously eager to change jobs, so Sabrina helped Zack get his pants back on. He got out to finish up on the catamaran while Scott climbed into the dingy with Sabrina. I thought he would just sit down and get a blow job, but instead, he pushed Sabrina down until she was lying down, completely out of view. I saw him lean over her, he fiddled with something, then I saw Sabrina's bikini top as he flung it to the other side of the boat. So, he wanted to play with her cute breasts: I didn't blame him!
But instead of doing that, I saw him take off her bikini bottom as well, also discarding them before he took of his own pants. Scott wasn't getting a blow job at all, he was obviously wasn't going to be satisfied with anything less than fucking her. He positioned himself over her and thrust down. I saw Sabrina's feet fly into the air, wide apart.
The little dingy started rocking up and down in the water, making large spreading ripples in the water. I could just see the Scott's butt appearing and disappearing from view as he ploughing into her. At the same time, Sabrina's feet jiggled in the air with each thrust.
"What's happening now?" asked Kevin again.
I pressed the button on the walkie-talkie. "Zack, I would like an update please."
"I think they can tell you better than I can," came the response. Zack stopped what he was doing and held the walkie-talkie closer to the inflatable.
"Oh my god! You are so big!" I could hear Sabrina cry out excitedly.
"Oh yeah, baby, I love your tight pussy. I'm gonna fill you up real good," said Scott as he pounded into her.
"Yes, yes! Give it to me!"
Zack turned the walkie-talkie off again and got back to work. It sure was lucky I had that earpiece in cos there was no mistaking what was going on by the sounds of it had Kevin heard. I struggled to think about what to tell her poor husband.
"It is a bit rough so far out in the bay. I don't think your wife is used to the conditions out there, but one of my guys is helping her through that. I think she is OK."
"Oh good," Kevin said.
I got back to watching the show. Scott picked up speed, and Sabrina's hand reached over the sidewall of the dingy, wedding ring glinting in the sun. Her hand was clawing onto the smooth sides, trying to grab onto something for traction. As she gripped the rubber sides tightly, I saw her fling both feet wide in the air, all toes curled, obviously in the midst of an intense orgasm.
He slowed down to let her gather herself. As he started to go at it harder again, I saw her climax a second time, just as intensely as the first. Then I saw move her hands to hold his butt, as if willing him deeper into her. He responded by pumping her harder and faster, the boat now rocking violently in the water. I saw the top of Scott body rise above the side of the boat, his face clenched in a tight grimace. All I could see of the little honey was her legs crossed behind his butt, and her hands running up and down his back as he unloaded deep within her.
In the meantime, Zack had finished up with the catamaran, and had fastened it to the back of the dingy ready to be towed back. He was stripped off again and watching on, waiting his turn with his cock hard again. As soon as Scott rolled off her limp body, Zack strode over and easily flipped Sabrina over onto her hands and knees, so I could now see her head, back and ass above the sidewalls of the boat. He positioned himself behind her and guided his cock into Sabrina's presumably sloppy pussy. He slid in easily and Sabrina threw back her head in open mouthed ecstasy as he provided her second bareback ride of the day.
Sabrina had turned around to look at him as he grabbed her hips started to pump in and out of her in long strokes. She was looking into his eyes and saying something, probably "Yes! Yes!". He was saying something back to her, but I couldn't make it out.
After a little while Sabrina turned to Scott who was resting on the other side of the boat. She beckoned him to come over, and he knelt in front of her face. Scott's large cock was slightly flaccid, and covered in a gooey white fluid. Sabrina started to lovingly lick the cum of his shaft even as she was getting reamed hard from behind by Zack. She cleaned and swallowed every bit of goo that covered Scott's rod, making him hard again in the process. She took him deep into her mouth and started to work up and down his shaft with her luscious lips and hands, which seemed so small in comparison. The two guys started to pump in and out in unison, subjecting this oriental bride to a good old spit-roasting.
I thought it was about time to give Kevin a quick report.
"Both the ends of the boat were tangled up pretty bad. But my guys are taking care of things, both fore and aft. I reckon they will finish up in no time. Your wife seems to be holding up pretty well. I think she is a natural at this."
"Thank you. I am glad she is in good hands," Kevin said, innocently.
What a hard-on I had, watching this show, and how I wished I could have been there! She was being pounded mercilessly from both ends. And she was not just taking it meekly -- she was performing like it was second nature for her to have a cock in her mouth and pussy at the same time.
My crew started to pump harder and faster. And just as I thought Sabrina could take no more, it looked like they were both about to climax. Just as they had done her as a team, the two of them came inside her as a team. Scott held her head tightly as he squirted into her mouth while Zack plunged in as deep into her rear as he could go, filling up Sabrina's unprotected pussy with his cream.
Eventually, they withdrew their cocks, and Sabrina collapsed out of view into the dingy. The two men got dressed and started the outboard motor to bring them back to shore. On the way back, I saw them high-fiving each other. By the time they got back, Sabrina had put her bikini back on. As she was helped out of the dingy, I could see that she was a bit wobbly on her legs (who could blame her) so I went over to hold her hand. She walked a few steps and collapsed onto her knees in the sand. I noticed that her bikini bottom was saturated, and the telltale white coloring which stood out against the black fabric indicated that it wasn't just sea water making them wet.
Kevin rushed up to her.
"Are you OK Sabrina?" he asked anxiously.
"I feel great, dear, just wonderful!" she replied breathlessly.
"Oh, I was so worried about you! But luckily, the boss here told me what was going on."
She glanced worriedly at my binoculars. But I gave her a sly wink and smile to reassure her that her secret was safe with me.
"Yes," I said in a calm voice. "I just gave your husband some simple details on how my guys got your boat free again."
Scott pointed to the little catamaran. "Both the bow and stern were a bit damaged, boss."
"Yes, but I saw that you took care of both ends real good. I am sure there is no lasting damage," I said looking directly at Sabrina while I patted the rear end of the catamaran. She blushed ever so slightly and looked away.
"It sounded like those 2 guys really helped you out there," said Kevin.
"Yes, they were really great," Sabrina said trying to stifle that mischievous smile.
"I have a good crew. Fantastic job boys."
"Thanks boss!" they said. Before they went back to the boat shed, they exchanged furtive glances as Sabrina. She mouthed the words 'thank you' to them.
I turned to the young couple. "I tell you what. How about tomorrow, we give you both some private lessons, so you won't get into trouble out there again. I'll get Scott to take you out, Kevin. And I will give Sabrina a personal lesson. You know, as their boss, I taught those 2 everything they know."
Sabrina looked at me and smiled. "Really? That means you can do things even better than them?"
"Sure!" I said.
Sabrina turned to her husband excitedly and said "I think that is a really good idea. Let's do it!"
Kevin nodded his approval.
"Great," I said. "10 o'clock tomorrow. And Sabrina, get ready for a really, really thorough lesson."
"I will look forward to it," Sabrina said, winking back at me.
I watched her tight butt was they walked away arm in arm. Her bikini bottom was really soaked now. I could hardly wait to watch my own cum leak out of this little Asian cutie.



        Tatiana's Special Conjugal Visit

        When Alexi is jailed, his socialite wife gets her revenge.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tatianas-special-conjugal-visit

Title: Tatiana's Special Conjugal Visit

Author: UrsaMajor69

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: When Alexi is jailed, his socialite wife gets her revenge.

Tags: wife watching, cuck, voyeurism, doggy style, creampie, high heels, wife




Alexi Kuznetsov sat on the edge of his hard prison bunk. Head in his hands, he contemplated his situation. One week into his 5-year jail sentence for international wire fraud. How could he cope with that? The slightly built accountant ran his fingers through his prematurely graying hair. He wasn't feeling guilty about what he had done particularly...after all, his oligarch boss paid him well and he saw nothing wrong with what his boss was doing (despite various rumors that swirled around him in the media). He was more worried about how embarrassing this whole thing was.
After all, he and his wife were both rock solid citizens in their community. Donating to all the right charities, going to all the right parties. Appearance was everything, and the appearance of this stay at Otisville Prison wasn't particularly good. At least the Feds only got him for some relatively minor stuff. They knew nothing of his really big plays, those secret off-shore accounts and sanction busting activities.
The loud clang of his prison door opening stirred him from his thoughts. A prison guard peered in. "Your wife is here to visit you."
A visit from his beloved wife Tatiana was just what he needed to pick up his spirits. Alexi jumped up with delight. The guard led him down several corridors and security checkpoints.
He was finally led to a small room with 2 chairs, divided by thick glass. The glass had small perforation in it to let sound through. He sat down on the chair on his side and the door behind him shut with a heavy thud.
After a while, the door on the other side of the glass opened. A peered in to make sure everything was alright, and then ushered Tatiana in.
Alexi's eyes almost popped out of his head. Maybe it was being surrounded by ugly prison men all week, but she was just about the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. She didn't look a day over 25, even though she was in her mid 30s.
She was wearing a tight white blouse. It was unbuttoned down revealing a generous amount of cleavage and a hint of a black lace bra. A short black skirt showed a lot of her toned thigh, and her shapely legs were encased in smooth, sheer black stockings. His eyes moved down her enchanting legs to her feet, and noticed she was wearing a pair of expensive gold stiletto pumps, matching a gold handbag and gold braid belt. She wasn't a very tall woman, but the high heels made shapely legs look longer and sexier than.
He looked up again. Somehow, her golden hair shone in the harsh lights of the visiting room. It was styled into a neat, but coyly sexy bob outlining her cute round face. She looked every inch the precious princess that he had married all those years ago.
He just stared at her through his small, round glasses, eventually blurting out "Hi Tatiana, you look...fantastic!"
But all she said was "Alexi, how could you?" An awkward silence descended on the room as she sat down in front of him, across the glass.
She glared at him and continued. "You promised you would never do this stuff again. Do you know what the Petrovs and Orlovas are saying about you? About me?"
"I'm sorry Tatiana. What can I say? I didn't mean to get caught."
"That's not the point! You said 'Never again' after you almost went to prison last time. And I believed you."
"Look, I was just unlucky. How was I to know that the police were monitoring the business for other reasons?"
"See that's what I mean, you will never learn. That is why I am going to have to teach you a lesson. To make you learn."
'Teach me a lesson? What is she up to?' Alexi thought to himself.
"That is why I organized this," she said as the stood up. Slowly, very slowly, she started unbuttoning one button on her top. "You see, this is a conjugal visit, but with a difference."
With a seductiveness that she had never displayed before in the bedroom, her hands started caressing the round outlines of her large, full bosoms, barely restrained by her top. Through the blouse, Alexi could see her nipples grow, stretching the fabric.
Tatiana unfastened more buttons on the blouse, pausing with each one for more effect. Finally, breasts and bra, straining at the cloth of the top, sprang out. Licking her lips, she unclasped the front of the black lacy bra, letting her glorious tits flop out.
She continued her little strip-tease, until she was only wearing thong panties, seamed thigh-high stockings and the gold high heels. She posed sexily with one knee up on the chair, resting on her arms on the back of the chair, her firm round butt cheeks waving at him.
"So, have I got your attention?"
"Yes, ok, I get it. You want me to see what I am missing out on while I am in here."
"Oh yeah. But I am just getting started, Alexi. I want you to learn your lesson real well."
He half expected her to pull out a vibrator or something. What he didn't expect was for her to call out loudly "OK, I am ready now! You can come in Hank!"
Alexi almost leapt out of his chair as he saw the door behind his wife open. One of the prison guards stepped into the room, closed the door again and moved toward the near naked Tatiana, who didn't flinch and just kept looking at Alexi. How could this be? The normally conservative, even frigid, Tatiana was just letting some stranger ogle her delicious body, in front of her husband, no less!
"You see, this is going to be a conjugal visit with a difference. To show you what you are really missing out on because of your stupidity."
"Oh my God! Tatiana, stop this now!"
"No Alexi, you just wouldn't listen, and now you will have to pay the consequences."
Tatiana repositioned herself, bending over the back of the chair, presenting her rear end to the prison guard. His big, burly hands slid the skimpy panties off her butt.
"Mmmm, nice," he murmured in approval, as he exposed Tatiana's shaven pussy.
"That's how you said you like it, isn't it Hank?" she said as she looked back at him. Then she turned to her husband "You see, Alexi, I even shaved it clean for him, like I never did for you."
Alexi looked on helplessly as he slid the panties down her shapely legs. After he tossed them aside, he started running his fingers along her slit which was getting obviously wet.
"OK, Tatiana. This has gone far enough! I've learnt my lesson, I will never do it again! Just stop!"
"Oh no, I don't think you have changed. You won't change until something drastic is done. And think of me. What will I do for the next 5 years? I have needs too you know! Hank, you can get undressed."
While Hank took off his guard uniform, Tatiana reached into her handbag and took out a condom.
"Would you like him to use this?" she said, holding it teasingly between 2 fingers.
Alexi gulped and nodded. If another guy was going to fuck his wife, at least he could wear a rubber.
Tatiana moved the chair side on to the glass, close to Alexi. She put both knees on the chair, while resting her arms on the back of the chair. The now naked Hank walked up behind her. To Alexi's relief, his wife started to open the condom packet. Hank reached out for the condom but Tatiana suddenly flicked it away.
"You know, I've changed my mind," she said. Alexi breathed a sigh of relief. At last, the charade was over. He knew she wouldn't go through with it. But he could hardly believe his ears when she continued. "Yes, I've changed my mind. Hank, I want you to do me bareback. I want to feel you inside me, skin on skin."
"OK, I never did like those things," Hank said as he moved closer to her.
"You can't be serious!" Alexi shouted as the Hank's penis rested on the lips of his wife's shaved pussy.
"If you think I am not serious, then watch this!", she shot back.
With a deliberate motion, she reached backwards with her left hand, making a show of guiding the guard's cock into her waiting snatch. The diamonds on her wedding ring glinted in the harsh light of the visiting room.
Alexi watched in horror as this total stranger penetrated his wife from behind. This was compounded by the fact that Tatiana threw her head back and let out a loud, exaggerated moan with her eyes closed.
"Oooooohhhhhh! Yeah, that feels good. Mmmmmmm!" she moaned. She looked back at Hank, then over to Alexi, just to make sure he was watching.
Tatiana held onto the back of the chair as she kneeled on the chair dressed in nothing but her stockings and gold ho heels. Hank grabbed her hips and started pounding her doggy style. She had positioned herself in such a way that Alexi got a very good view the cock sliding in and out of his wife's willing pussy. The engorged vein on the shaft glistened with her juices. She moaned loudly with each thrust.
For the first time Alexi noticed that even though he was mortified at the sight before him, he also had a raging hard-on. It was not hard to realize why: the normally shy housewife he had known was now dressed like a whore while acting like a porn starlet in a hardcore movie. She was even talking dirty like they do in pornos, something she never did when they used to make love.
"God, you are so tight," remarked Hank.
"That's cos you are soooo biiiiig," Tatiana said sluttily. "Mmm, fuck me Hank. Fuck me hard!"
Hank suddenly slapped her ass with one hand as he fucked her. To Alexi's surprise, Tatiana squealed in delight, not the reaction he thought would come from his princess of a wife. Hank's large paw print was turning red on her round butt cheek.
"Oh yeah, baby, spank me!" Hank obliged, and another loud slap reverberated through the room, accompanied by her little squeal. She was really getting into it. "Spank me like the bad girl that I am!"
Tatiana seemed to moan louder with each slap and each thrust of his cock. As he assaulted her from behind, Hank grabbed onto her breasts with both hands. He began to grunt.
"Oh yeah...oh baby," she cried out between moans. "Do it to me like that."
"You love it don't you?" he asked her while he continued to pound her pussy and slap her butt.
"Yes, I love it. I love being taken in front of my worthless husband. Fuck me hard like a prison slut."
"Oh yeah, you're my bitch now!"
"Mmmm, yes, I am your bitch!" she said between moans.
Alexi couldn't believe his ears. It wasn't enough that his beautiful, demure wife was fucking another man in front of him, she was acting like a cheap whore. But there was worse to come.
"Oh shit, I'm gonna cum," Hank said. "Where do you want it, slut?"
Tatiana turned her face back towards him and looked him straight in his eyes.
"I want you to shoot it into my pussy. I want you to cum deep inside me," she said before turning to look at Alexi. "That's right, dear, I am going to let this guy dump his load right into my unprotected womb."
Alexi's heart sank. But at the same time, he found his hand reaching almost involuntarily down to his pants, take out his cock and start stroking it. Tatiana saw this.
"Oh look at the pervert. You are actually excited by another man pumping his seed into me, aren't your?"
Alexi shook his head, but continued to stroke his cock in a daze. It was like he was watching a porno, completely dissociated from the reality of what was happening in front of him. Looking through the glass screen was almost like watching a TV or movie screen. And that woman was hardly his wife any more. She seemed more like a porn star, acting out some sort of prison fantasy scene.
Meanwhile, Hank slammed Tatiana harder and harder. He grabbed Tatiana's hips tightly and thrust in deeply one last time and let out a deep groan.
"Yeeeesssssss!" she screamed out. "Shoot it deep inside me! It feels so hot, I'm going to cum!" She screwed up her eyes and scrabbled for grip on the back of the chair as her body was wracked by an intense orgasm. Her feet in the golden stilettos flexed back and forth. It was clear that Hank continued to pump wave after wave of his semen into her, holding his cock deep inside her.
Watching this wild woman orgasm while impaled on the spurting cock of this burly prison guard, Alexi could no longer contain himself. He came too, splashing the glass that partitioned him from the writhing couple in front of him. It was one of the most intense moments of his life. But, he was wracked by guilty as soon as he came down from his orgasm. How could he even find this arousing, let alone cum while watching his dear wife get thoroughly debauched, he wondered?
Tatiana and Hank also started to come down as well. He pulled out his now glistening shaft from her snatch. "Shit, that was great. You are one hot ride."
"Mmmm, you felt great too. And look over there," she said, pointing to the glass covered with Alexi's sperm. "Looks like someone else enjoyed it too!" They both laughed at Alexi.
Tatiana then got up off the chair. She turned towards Hank and bent over, standing just in her stocking and golden high heels. Her freshly fucked pussy waved directly towards Alexi. She started cleaning the jizz and pussy juices off Hank's still hard cock with her tongue. Alexi was shocked. She had never let him so much as cum in her mouth, let alone swallow any of his cum.
"Oh yeah, lick it clean, bitch," Hank said as he stroked her smooth blonde hair.
As she did this, the prison guard's spunk started to leak out of her snatch. It ran down her inner thighs, soaking the tops of her sheer thigh-high stockings.
"Your cum takes so goooood," she cooed as she carefully every inch of his shaft clean. She seemed to swallow and relish every drop.
"Good job. This is a fine slut you have as a wife, Kuznetsov" he said after she had finished up. He got dressed and gave her a playful slap on her firm, round ass before he left. She squealed again and gave him a wink.
"So that was your conjugal visit, Alexi," Tatiana said as she got dressed. "I am going to keep doing this until you learn your lesson. If you keep going to jail, then your precious wife is going to have to be a prison slut."
"OK, OK. I get the message. You don't have to put me through that...that horror show again."
"Oh, I don't know, Alexi. You said last time that you would never do it again. And yet you did. And then you got caught. I am going to have to come back and do this every month." Alexi's face dropped as she said this. "Besides, 5 years is a long time and like I said, I have needs too, you know."
"But why Hank?" Alexi asked, knowing that he will be given a hard time by that particular guard.
"Well, those guards are so big and hunky. Besides, I couldn't get any outside. What would our friends think?" she said, hands on her cute round cheeks in mock outrage. After a thoughtful pause, she continued, "You know, I am sure Hank will tell some of his friends. Maybe some of the other guards can join in next time!"
"What are you saying, Tatiana?" Alexi blurted out in outrage.
"Well, I think today has woken up something inside me. From now on, during our conjugal visits, you will see Tatiana the slut. Yeah, 'Tatiana the slut', I like the sound of that. Oh, and don't think about a divorce. Cos if you even call a lawyer, I'll tell the feds all about the secret bank accounts."
Alexi just sat there, mouth agape. She had him over a barrel. Those secret accounts were the smoking gun to his bigger crimes. He would probably never get out of jail ever if they got that evidence.
Tatiana finished dressing and waved him goodbye. "See you next month!" She smoothed down her skirt, and it almost looked like nothing had happened at all. She was once again the pillar of society and the loyal wife. The good Mrs Alexi Kuznetsov.
The door opened behind him. Another guard led him out. As the guard put a hand on his shoulder to pull him out, he saw Tatiana reach under her skirt, inserting a finger into her freshly fucked pussy. She looked directly into Alexi's eyes as she sucked on the jizz covered finger. Her usually coquettish baby face transformed into a look of pure sluttish pleasure. The guard eventually pulled Alexi out roughly.
"OK Kuznetsov, back to your cell. By the way, when is your wife visiting next? I gotta make sure I am working that day."
Word had obviously already spread about his princess. He knew he would have to watch them use their new fuck toy every month for the next five years. It was going to be a very, very long prison sentence.



        Sailing into Trouble Ch. 02

        The sailing instructor gives the Asian wife a private lesson.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sailing-into-trouble-ch-02

Title: Sailing into Trouble Ch. 02

Author: UrsaMajor69

Category: Interracial Love

Description: The sailing instructor gives the Asian wife a private lesson.

Tags: slut wife, cheating, cheating wife, reluctance, group sex, wife, bdsm, anal sex

Series: Sailing into Trouble


It was the day after I watched my crew take turns with Sabrina on the little rubber boat. I was very keen to give Sabrina her private 'sailing' lesson, and obviously so was she because they turned up at 10 o'clock, just as we had agreed on.
"Kevin," I said to her husband, "Scott will take you out on one of the catamarans. I'll give Sabrina a few more lessons on the basics on land. I think that will help her avoid troubles in the future."
He agreed and Scott reluctantly sailed out with Kevin, looking back at Sabrina knowing that he was going to miss out on the fun today. I posted Zack to keep watch from the dock as I led Sabrina into the boat shed, locking the door behind me.
She looked around at all the paraphernalia in the shed -- pulleys, spare sails and hulls, rigging and tools, lit from the shafts of light from the small windows near the roofline of the shed.
"Do I have to learn about all this equipment to be good at sailing?" she asked.
"I saw your skills with Zack and Scott out on the water yesterday. Technique is always more important than equipment," I said. But then my eyes say some rope in a loose pile on the ground. "But...all good sailors need to tie a good knot."
I picked up the softest length rope and asked her to hold out her hands. I gently wound the rope around her wrists, explaining the loops before I tightened the final knot. I tugged on the ends of the rope.
"This is called a Handcuff Knot. See, nice and tight. We really don't use it much for sailing, but you can see it does have its uses. But a good sailor also needs to know how to untie knots too."
I moved around her behind her and undid the knot on her bikini top. I peered over her shoulders at those magnificent, perky breasts popping out as I slid the top down her arms. First, cupping the soft tits in my hands, then shifting my attention to her nipples, gently tweaking and pulling them. I nuzzled her neck and listened to her soft moans. Before long, her legs buckled slightly and I gently supported her before pushing her onto her knees.
Walking in front of her, I unzipped my pants and presented my rock-hard cock to her. Tied at the wrist as she was, she took my shaft in both her hands and guided it into her pretty mouth. She swirled her tongue over my cockhead as the worked her soft lips and hands up and down my shaft, her wedding ring glinting in the reflects rays of light in the boatshed. I don't know what was better, watch her cute face as she gobbled my dong, or the feeling of her mouth expertly do its work. No wonder Zack and Scott couldn't wipe the smiles off their faces yesterday.
"Fuck, you are soooo good at this," I said out loud without even thinking about it.
She opened her beautiful brown eyes and looked up at me. While keeping her mouth wrapped around my schlong, she managed an "Mmmm hmmm" while nodding gently as if she knew exactly what a good little cocksucker she was. After that short pause, she resumed her blowjob with renewed vigor.
I ran my fingers through her long black hair as she continued, watching her pert tits bounce as her head bobbed back and forth. The combination of this hot Asian wife on her knees and her expert moves meant that in no time at all I was on the verge of busting.
I held her head with both my hands and literally exploded into her into her waiting mouth. Her eyes opened and then widened as I filled her with wave after wave of thick cum. Even as she tried valiantly to swallow, my jizz kept pumping and a little dribbled out the side of her mouth and down her chin. She started to gag a bit on all that cum and so I let go of her head. She swallowed the rest in one big gulp.
She looked up at me again mischievously and then gently swirled her tongue around my cockhead while running her tied hands up and down my veiny shaft. I struggled to stay standing so I held onto her shoulders while letting out a little moan.
"Looks like you like the taste of cum," I managed to say after a little while.
"I do now. After your boys made me swallow for them yesterday."
"Good girl. Now it's your turn to have some fun," I said as I untied her wrists.
I led her to one of the catamarans being repaired in this shed and asked to lie down on the soft 'trampoline' section between the hulls. I asked her to stretch out one arm over her head.
"This next knot is a really useful knot called a bowline knot. To learn the knot, there is a little poem about bunny going around a tree and going down a rabbit hole...but it might be easier if I just show you."
I secured the outstretched wrist to the crossbar at the front of the trampoline.
"Sorry, I went a bit quickly. Maybe I should show you again."
I guided her other hand to the metal crossbar of the catamaran and tied that one down too making a show to teaching her the knot. I then laid her on her back and stretching her other arm in the other direction above her head, I fastened this one to the crossbar too. She tilted her head to look at each of her bound wrists and then looked at me and asked, "What are you doing?"
"You see Sabrina, sometimes you have to tie thing down to make sure they don't move too much. For example, when this happens..."
I bent over and kissed one of her lovely nipples, then flicking it with my tongue. She giggled a bit and wriggles a bit, but the ropes held her fast. I turned my attention to the other nipple, sucking and licking it, causing her to strain some more against the bonds.
"There. When you have a precious piece of cargo on your boat, you must make sure you secure it if you don't want it to move about too much. Let's try something a bit more, um, fun."
I went back to sucking and fondling her tits. While continuing to tweak her now engorged nipples with my fingers, I slowly moved my kisses to the center of the chest, down her belly and ending up at the top of her bikini bottom. I paused before kissing her through the fabric of the bikini. Slowly moving my hands down her slim body, I undid the strings on both sides of the bikini, peeling them off and revealing her smooth, shaved pussy.
"I hope you washed well yourself after your play session with Zack and Scott yesterday."
"Yes, I had to. There was so much leaking out and I had to wash it all away."
Reassured by this, I sniffed her glorious opening. It smelled so sweet I just had to kiss those lovely pink lips. She tasted even better, her juices already flowing copiously out of her. I enthusiastically licked it all up, darting my tongue in and out of her pussy, which caused her to moan out loud and writhe slightly.
I moved my licking upwards towards her clit. At the same time, I reached into my pocket and took out a small butt plug that I had prepared. While still lavishing attention on her little love button, I inserted one finger into her vagina. It was sopping wet, so I pulled my finger out and put the butt plug into her pussy. With her wetness, she did not even notice the difference and I made sure it was nice and lubricated with her juices.
I removed the plug and replaced it with my finger again, this time arching it up, looking for her G-spot. A sudden squeal and bucking of her hips told me the instant I brushed up against the magic place deep in her pussy, so I redoubled the flicking of my tongue on her now swelling clit.
Her moans were getting louder now and so I rubbed my finger against her G-spot and swirled my tongue hard on her clit. When she started yelling "Yes! Yes!" I knew I had to move fast. I positioned the lubed-up butt plug between her ass cheeks looking for the opening. As soon the tip found its mark, I slowly but firmly pressed it in just as she was ready to orgasm.
"Oh my god, I'm cu.....What?! What are you doin...? Ahhh, ahhh AHHHHH!"
She climaxed from the simultaneous assault on her clit, G-spot and the backdoor invader which was now pushed to the hilt inside her. She was really bucking now on my mouth and I knew I had to be a bit more gentle so I lightened up her bit, feeling the spasms wrack through her body as my fingers and tongue continued their work. The whole catamaran rocked slightly.
Her incomprehensible grunts and moans softened when I slowed down. I stopped kissing her pussy and just leisurely slid my finger in and out, watching her face as she gradually recovered her senses.
"Oh my god, that was amazing. But...why...did you do that?" Sabrina asked, haltingly
"It is a special treat I save for the naughtiest girls I meet, and you sure are naughty."
She blushed. "Only yesterday. I never did anything like that before...and today I guess."
"Well, I am not done with you yet," I said, also thinking that Zack might want another round with her today.
In any case, hearing her cum so hard had made me hard again too. I got up and stripped off. I propped up her butt with a few folded-up towels until her dripping box presented itself to me. Spreading her buttery soft thighs wide apart, I positioned my throbbing member at her entrance, teasing her by rubbing back and forth, dipping in slightly, but then out again. I did this until she couldn't stand it anymore.
"Please...please fuck me," she said softly.
"Sorry," I said back. "I can't hear you."
"Fuck me," she said a little louder.
"I know you can do better than that."
She opened her eyes and stared straight at me and said loudly "Fuck...me!"
Having teased her enough, I firmly slid my raging hard-on into her welcoming pussy. It felt as good as I imagined, so warm and wet and tight. Just as satisfying as the moan she let out as she flung her head back in reaction to being suddenly penetrated deeply.
I felt her relaxing before I started to thrust hard into her, pushing her into the soft webbing of the catamaran. Her pussy was so tight and wet, just as wonderful as I imagined.
"Do you like having both of your holes filled?"
"Oh my god, yes! You are so big, and that...that thing put inside makes me so full."
I started to pump rhythmically, slowly at first, then harder and faster. The combination of her pretty face contorted in ecstasy, the loud moans accompanying each stroke and most of all the moist tight snatch squeezing my shaft was getting too much and I knew I was ready to blow my load.
"Ugh, I'm cumming. Do you want it inside?"
"Yes, yes! Inside me."
I could hardly believe that this demure-looking Asian woman was begging a stranger to cum inside her while her husband was out on the water not too far away. But I obliged, of course, forcing my cock as deep into her as I could before I exploded directly into her womb, grunting as I did so. I felt Sabrina writhe underneath me as she wrapped her feet behind my back, as if trying to drain as much of my seed into her as possible.
I collapsed onto her as my dong spasmed a few more times. I felt her nuzzling my neck.
"Mmmmm, you bad man. You make me so naughty," she cooed.
"I am not done with you yet. But first, I need to look after my workers."
"Do you mean..." she said, her eyes widening, realizing that she was going to please more than one man again today.
"Yes, Zack has been hard at work making sure your hubby doesn't disturb us. I think he needs a reward too."
"Zack made me swallow him yesterday. Also made me naughty."
"I am beginning to think you are the naughty one. We are not making you do anything."
She winked at me with a sly grin. "Don't tell my husband that."
After untying her I got dressed. I unlocked the door to the boatshed, stepped outside and found Zack looking out to sea through the binoculars I had used yesterday to view the spit-roasting Zack and Scott had treated Sabrina to. I tapped him on his shoulder.
"Hey, boss. Scott is keeping hubby busy."
He pointed way out to sea and I could hardly make out the dot on the horizon.
"That means it's your turn with the lovely Sabrina," I said.
"Oh man, does that mean I get sloppy seconds again?"
"It's your choice. Personally, I wouldn't pass up any opportunity with that little vixen."
Zack looked at me briefly, and without another word he rushed into the boatshed and promptly locked the door behind him. I took up the binoculars and could just make out the sailboat that Scott and the hapless Kevin were on. Soon, the sound of slapping flesh along with the squeals and moans from Sabrina confirmed to me that Zack and Sabrina were having fun together.
As I looked at the little catamaran bobbing on the horizon, I wondered if Kevin knew what sort of woman he was married to. Whether he was so into vanilla sex that he was what drove Sabrina to this debauchery on her tropical getaway? What would he think if he knew what she was getting up to? Oh well, what he didn't know wouldn't hurt him, I figured.
Still, any such thoughts were soon overwhelmed by the noises I could hear faintly from the boathouse, not to mention my own desire to get back with sweet Sabrina. So it was a great relief that Zack soon opened the door to the boathouse and came over to me.
"Hey boss, would you believe she is asking for you again? She is fricking insatiable."
Not wanting to waste the last opportunity before Scott brought her hubby back in, I hurried back to Sabrina. She was lying face down and panting on the catamaran, copious amounts of cum oozing out of her pussy, but butt plug still in place.
"I hear you are ready for more," I said to her, and she nodded weakly. "That's good, because I certainly I am. Did Zack teach you more about sailing knots?"
"No. But I think you are the one who like to tie me up."
"Only if you like it," I replied. She was a delectable dish, whether bound or not.
"Yes, I think I like it," Sabrina said, hesitatingly.
I guided up and towards one of the tables. There was a lot of mess on it, but I brushed it all aside. What was left was a big metal vice on the far end. I turned her to face the table and bent her over, directly her arms until they were outstretched toward the vice. Grabbing a fine rope, I strode opposite her.
"So now I am going to show you another very useful knot."
I firmly looped the rope round her tiny wrists and onto the vice until she was steadfastly tied down. Walking back behind her, I admired the view. This petite Asian beauty was bent over the table, arms outstretched and restrained, her pert but round rear end presented to me. The butt plug was still in place and her swollen pussy was now leaking copious amounts of the mixed spunk of two men. It glistened as it ran down the insides of her soft, smooth thighs.
"And now that you are all helplessly tied up, I can do whatever I want," I whispered in her ear.
She shivered as I touched her clit, gently massaging it while feeling the slick fluid oozing around it. I then took hold of the butt plug, gently tweaking and twisting it as I extracted it from her ass. She let lout a soft groan as I did so. While continuing to massage fondle her clit with one hand, I applied liberal amounts of lube onto my cock with my other hand. I repositioned myself directly behind her and rested my cockhead onto her ass. Instinctively knowing what was about to happen, she turned her face towards me, eyes wide with alarm.
"No, not there! I've never done that before!"
"Don't worry, I will be gentle. Just relax and it won't hurt," I tried to reassure her. Then I had another thought. "Actually, it might help if you bite down on this."
I reached over for discarded bikini bottom, then offered it to her. She looked up at me unconvinced, but then opened her mouth. I stuffed some of it into her mouth and she bit on it. Like the trooper she was proving to be, she faced forward again, bracing herself for the inevitable anal assault.
I rested the head of my cock on her asshole again and pressed lightly. She clenched against me, like every woman does the first time. I patiently waited for her to relax before pressing a little harder. Again, she tensed up and I knew to go slowly, pushing just slightly harder each time...until finally...POP! The head finally entered her ass. She let out a muffled squeal as she felt her last sanctum being invaded. Again, I stopped to take in the view, my shaft wedged between her firm, round butt cheeks.
Slowly, steadily, I pressed forward, each inch accompanied by the moans and whimpering as her anal virginity was being taken. Her hand writhed against the ropes that held her fast. Finally, I was buried to the hilt, enjoying the tightness. I let her get used having someone up her rear end before I started thrusting, being careful to be gentler going in than out. Each stroke brought forth more stifled groans from her as she struggled against the makeshift gag.
Grabbing her hips tightly, I increased my speed on the chocolate highway and her vocalizations became louder, until with some effort she spat out the bikini from her mouth.
"Please. Cum soon! You are too big in there, please cum!!" she pleaded.
Luckily for her, I was also nearing completion. But as a finale, I reached around with one hand started playing with her clit again while continuing to ram her ass.
"You want it don't you? You want me to cum inside your married ass."
"Yes, yes, oh yes! Do it, do it quickly!" she screamed it so loudly I was afraid the people on the nearby beach would hear.
After just a couple more strokes, I emptied my balls into her again, this time deep into her bowels. I continued to flick her love button, which seemed to work as she climaxed too, moaning loudly, her sphincter clamping down rhythmically on my shaft.
As the final pulses injected the last of my sperm in her butt, I collapsed on top of her and hugged her, one hand squeezing a breast, the other still making small swirls on her clit. Panting hard, she turned her face towards me and we kissed gently.
"You are a bad girl," I teased.
"Only for you. You are a bad man, and you made me into a naughty girl. You are all bad men!"
Still in reverie, we didn't even notice Zack opening the door and coming in.
"Everything OK? You 2 were getting pretty loud...oh, I see," he said as he watched me exiting Sabrina's backdoor. "Anyway boss, Scott is on his way back in. Unless you want a jealous husband on your hands, you better get decent."
Zack helped me free Sabrina's wrists and find her bikini top. I handed Sabrina a towel to clean up the copious spunk now leaking out of both her holes and then we hurriedly go dressed. Before we went outside again, I whispered to her "Maybe you should surprise your husband tonight and let him fuck your ass. You seemed to like it."
We went back outside just as Scott came ashore with Kevin.
"Hey honey, Scott taught me so much!" Kevin said enthusiastically to Sabrina as he came ashore. "How about you?"
"Oh yes, dear. They taught me so many new things! All about knots and...and other things. It was very enjoyable."
Very enjoyable indeed. Having enjoyed her three ways, I sent Sabrina back to her unsuspecting husband. I again watched her walk away, her swaying ass as cute as ever in the bikini. Understandably, though, she was walking a bit funny. I wondered when their vacation on the island would end but I sure hoped to bump into her again before they left.
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André was completing some paperwork at the Chicago offices of the Transportation Security Bureau when his cell phone rang. He looked at the screen. It was Darnell, another TSB worker he knew from a smaller airport.
"Yo, Darnell."
"André, wassup man. Listen, I got one sweet piece of ass coming your way. Maybe you or your boys want to pay her visit. But I tell you, you are going to owe me big time for this one. Interested?"
"Sounds good. Tell me 'bout her."
"Her name's Ashley Morton. Married, blonde stuck-up business bitch."
"Sounds like she fit your profile," André commented.
"Yep. Tall and real pretty. Was cold as ice before I gave her a complete secondary screening...in all three holes."
"All her holes!" André repeated in astonished admiration. "How you always get away with that shit, man? There are cameras everywhere! How come you never get your ass hauled into the slammer?"
"I let in on the secret. My supervisor loves porn, you know, the type with dem white whores begging for black cock. I don't just mean likes it, he loves dat stuff, man. He intercepts the video feed from the interview room I use and saves them for himself. Says stuff I do is way better than anything he can get online. Hey, hey, I bet he is probably jacking off right now to me filling dat bitch's holes."
"But what if one of 'em makes a complaint?"
"I choose my women carefully. Always gotta have something I can hold over them, cos otherwise I just pull out and do a normal search. Besides, my supervisor has wiped the hard disk clean from of each 'incident'."
"Man, you 2 are going to be covered in a whole heap of shit if it ever hits the fan."
"Hasn't happened yet, fam. Anyways, you interest or not?"
"Sure. Tell me 'bout her."
Darnell proceeded to tell André all about Ashley, the blonde bombshell of a business-woman who fell into Darnell's personal 'racial profile'. It all sounded good to André, but of course, he knew that he couldn't take Ashley at the airport. His best bet was going to be at her hotel. What he needed was her hotel and checked luggage details.
"Where she stayin'?"
"Lakeview Plaza," Darnell replied.
"Nice. Those rooms have thick walls. And you got her bag tag number?"
"Yeah, it's DP00082731936."
"OK, thanks man. I'll tell you how I get on with her."
André put down the phone and pulled out a TSB card. On the front, it said 'Your bag has been opened and inspected by the TSB'. He turned over and wrote 'You have been selected by TSB Chicago for a thorough screening at your hotel room. If you wish to comply, text "Yes, I want to be inspected again" to the cell phone number below. And be appropriately dressed in your room at 8pm tonight'.
André completed the note by writing his phone number at the bottom, opened up the luggage tracking screen up on his computer and flagged bag number DP00082731936 to be pulled aside for him on arrival.
**********
Ashley Morton was heaved a long sigh as she settled into her hotel room.
Her butt was aching from Darnell's hard anal assault. She had found an airport bathroom to clean herself up a little after he was done with her, but not before some of the cum had leaked down her thighs, making a mess of the tops of her stockings; Darnell's jizz had dried, forming hardening, white stains on them.
Ashley should have felt completely repulsed by what had happened to her, and yet, part of her was not. Her pussy was tingling from being stretched out on Darnell's fat cock. And Ashley could still taste the bit of Darnell pre-cum that he put in her mouth before he fucked her. It tasted strong, salty and, well, manly. She actually found herself wondering what it would have been like to have a mouth full of his thick, sticky cum.
She started to unpack. First, her hand-luggage including all the lingerie that had gotten Darnell's attention in the first place. Then she opened her checked baggage, and found the official looking TSB note. Her eyes widened as she read the handwritten message on the back.
What would she do? It didn't say she *had* to text that number. And the message clearly implied what would happen if she said yes. She knew she would be crazy to even consider responding. And yet, with trembling hands, she picked up her cell phone, and texted 'Yes, I want to be inspected again' to the phone number on the note. She got into the shower to get ready.
**********
André arrived at the Lakeview Plaza just before 8pm. He showed his TSB ID at the reception desk and asked for Ashley's room. The front desk gave him her room number without hesitation as he said it was for official business. Stupid staff, he thought to himself, don't they know he had absolutely no jurisdiction here? He was soon in front of room 2969, and gave the door a firm knock. The door opened.
To André, Ashley looked even more gorgeous than Darnell had described. Her blonde hair was not in a serious ponytail anymore after her shower, instead fluffed and blow-dried. She had gone to the trouble of putting make-up on; a nice amount of eye shadow and bright red lipstick that made her lips full and inviting, lips that André was sure he would enjoy later. This contrasted with what she was wearing, a long hotel bathrobe, which was not only out of keeping with her hair and makeup, but also the red fuck-me stiletto pumps she was wearing.
André flashed his ID again. "Mrs. Morton, my name is André, your friendly TSB agent. I understand that you have agreed to a secondary screening in your hotel room. Is that right?"
Ashley nodded and let him in the room.
"Now Ashley, my note told you to dress appropriately. That robe is an...interesting choice."
"Is this better?" Ashely replied as she untied the belt round the bathrobe. She held the robe open, showing off her slim but curvy body dressed in just a red garter belt and stockings and those ho' heels. She had packed these items as she had been planning on some 'extra-curricular' activities during this business trip, but she would never have imagined that it would turn out like this.
"Now that's more like it," said André. He moved towards her, sliding the robe off her shoulders and letting it fall to the ground. "Mmmmm, baby, turn around for me."
She turned around, feeling his eyes on her behind. Then she suddenly felt him grab her arms, cold metal pressed against her wrists. 'Click-clack'! Her hands were now handcuffed behind her back.
"Get down on your knees, bitch," André ordered.
"You don't have to cuff me. I'll...I'll do what you want."
But he just pressed down on her shoulders until she complied. He walked round in front of her until his crotch was right in front of her have. Slowly and deliberately, he unzipped his pants before her eyes, letting his swollen member pop out just inches away from her. Her eyes were wide open at this point, confronted as she was by her second monster black cock of the day.
"Suck it."
Her mouth was still a bit sore from Darnell earlier that day, so he started by using her tongue, licking around André's cockhead, getting plenty of his salty pre-cum in the process. His musk also tasted strong and manly on her tongue. She licked all up and down that long shaft, paying particular attention to the sensitive bits around the head.
With her hands still firmly cuffed behind her back, she got up slightly higher on her knees, parted her lips and bent her head downwards a bit to take in André's massive dong inside her mouth. Ashley tried to take as much of him into her as she could, but most of his 9 inch manhood was still outside her mouth, right in her vision in all its veiney glory. Still, she sucked as hard as she could, swirling her tongue around and giving the best blow job she could.
"Oh, yeah baby. You know how to use that pretty mouth of yours. Suck it like that."
André took out his cell phone and snapped a picture of this gorgeous blonde business woman on her knees with her bright red lips wrapped around his meat. The dark shaft contrasting nicely with her smooth, pale skin.
He sent the photo to Darnell, but also to 2 other phone numbers with the message "Party in Plaza room 2969. Get your asses up here if you want some sweet meat."
He put his phone back into his pocket. It buzzed a few times, but he didn't bother to check it. He just enjoyed the attention Ashley was lavishing on his dick. However, given what Darnell had done to her earlier that day and how she couldn't use her hands, she was starting to tire.
"Wanna go on the bed?" André asked.
"Mmm-hmm," she nodded, her mouth still full.
Ashley was relived that her mouth was being given a rest and led her to the bed. She sat down on the edge of the bed, but André had other ideas. With ease, he picked her up in his big arms and flipped her onto her belly, her head hanging off the edge of the bed. He took out another set of cuffs, and this time he put them around her ankles.
"What are you doing?" she asked.
She was now restrained hand and foot. Ashley was helpless as he lifted up her hips and propped two pillows under her. Her firm white butt was now pointing in the air while he face dangled over the side of the bed. She knew that André could choose any orifice to penetrate, and she could do nothing about it.
He didn't keep her waiting long. He walked in front of her, took off his pants, and pulled her up by her long blonde hair. She involuntarily let out a squeal as she had never had anyone pull her hair like that. Of course that just meant that her open mouth presented a nice target for André's cock. He shoved his member past her soft lips and again she let out a squeal, this time muffled by the meat in her mouth.
Now that Ashley was lying on her belly with her head pulled up, André could easily push his prick in deeper and deeper. Her eyes opened in near terror as she felt him guide his huge cock towards the back of her throat. She started to gag a little and she wriggled around the bed and struggled against her hard cuffs around her wrists and ankles in a futile attempt to escape the snake invading her neck. But André was unrelenting and kept a tight grip on her hair as he fed his cock further and further into her mouth and down her throat.
"That's right, slut. You gonna to take all of it in there."
Soon, the base of his dick was firm up against her soft lips and her nostrils full of his pungent hairs. He looked down at this lovely view, his cock buried right into her face fringed by her blonde hair. Her cuffed hands trembling against her back, right near her voluptuous white butt which was pushed invitingly in the air by the pillows under her hips. The long, shapely legs in the stockings and heels that were held together by the other handcuffs completed this almost perfect picture.
Ashley's panic abated as found that she could still breathe -- just -- around the invader. As she breathed in, all she could smell was André's strong stench, almost overwhelmingly powerful, and all she could see was his dark belly and hairs pressed up against her eyes. She was entirely helpless on her tummy, cuffed hand and foot, submitting to him.
André began to fuck her face, gently at first, guiding his shaft in and out of her mouth while holding onto her head. That feeling of the big lump sliding up and down her throat was so new she couldn't help but gag almost each time.
Ashely felt his pace quickening hearing his grunts get louder. She braced herself for the inevitable. She had never deep throated anyone and so did not know what would happen when a man came in her throat and began to panic again. However, before she could think about it much more, André cock began to pulse before a torrent of his man-juice cascaded down her gullet. He was so deep that her body just involuntarily took it all in, as if he was shooting directly into her stomach.
"Oh yeah, swallow it, baby!" he said while looking down at her bright red lips pressed against his belly, holding her there until every last twitch of his meat snake subsided.
Slowly he pulled out, almost torturing Ashley who just needed that monster out of her throat. When his cock head did finally pop out of her mouth, she gasped for air between coughs and sputters, tiny bits of spunk and saliva dripping from her mouth.
"Oh yeah, you did good bitch. Bet you love doing that all the time."
She just meekly shook her head while trying to catch her breath. But before she could recover he shoved his dick toward her mouth again.
"Lick it. Clean it with your tongue," he ordered.
Still short of breath, she felt she had no choice but to comply. Almost exhausted, she took little licks on André's cum covered shaft.
"C'mon, little white slut. I know you can do better than that. Or am I gonna having to punish you real good."
She lifted her head a bit more and licked the softening head more enthusiastically. Even the bits of cum that were left were so thick and slimy and pungent it was difficult for her to swallow it. Even though it was slowly becoming limp, the dong in front of her was still a monster and there was still much of the shaft for her to clean. He helpfully presented each veiny surface to her lap up. She felt disgusted with herself being used like this, bound hand and foot, her tongue being employed as a cleaning service for a stranger's dick.
"Yeah, now that's better. Keep swallowing it. Yeah...that's it, get me hard again, cos we ain't done yet."
And indeed, she could feel André's meat hardening against her tongue, lengthening as it did so to its full formidable, veiny glory. It was hard to tell because it was so close to her face, but she guessed he would have been about 9 inches long and about as wide as her wrist, certainly bigger than even Darnell's already large penis which had probed all her holes at the airport. She was amazed that it was in her throat not long ago and wondered with some trepidation -- but also excitement -- what it would feel like inside her vagina.
Once he seemed satisfied, he walked out of her line of sight, leaving her cuffed on the bed, face down and ass propped up in the air by the pillows. She heard the jingling of his belt being unfastened and shuffle of his clothes being cast off. The next thing she felt was his fingers fondling her butt cheeks before finding their way towards her pussy. She gasped as they fondled the lips and then insert into her wetness.
"Goddam, bitch," he said, watching her squirm as he twisted his fingers inside her. "You be getting' into this."
She shook her head slightly and she whispered "No."
"Hahaha. You say no, but your wet-ass pussy say yes. Like I told ya, we ain't done, so get comfy."
Ashley felt him clamber onto the bed and then on top of her. She waited helplessly restrained on her belly with her ass presented to him, wondering how he intended to pleasure himself on her. It was a slight relief when she felt him guiding himself towards the entrance of her pussy -- she wasn't sure if her poor butthole could take another pounding so soon after the assault earlier that day at airport interview room.
But whatever relief she felt was short lived as André's gigantic cock penetrated her. She was so wet that at first, it slid past her pussy lips quite easily. But it was so thick that resistance thereafter was almost instantaneous. The walls of her vagina just could not accommodate such girth.
"Oh my god! Stop!" she screamed.
"Your little white cunt has never had a real cock before, has it?"
"Ugh," she groaned, shaking her head. "No...please...please be gentle."
But André continued to push downwards towards her inviting hips propped up by the pillows, slowly and steadily invading her deeper and deeper. She could feel herself being stretched out by the monster inching its way in and all she could do was moan. Just as she felt she could not take any more, he had finally buried as far as he could go, his groin pushed hard against her soft butt.
She was thankful that André held that position for a little bit, as if allowing her pussy to stretch and accommodate his monster organ. He then started to fuck her slowly, using the full length of his cock. It was as if she could feel every engorged vein slipping in and out of her sopping pussy, shuddering and groaning involuntarily as they did.
"Oh, you like that, don't you. You moan like that for hubby?"
Ashely have to didn't answer, her gasps and whimpering telling André everything he needed to know. He savored the feeling of her moist tightness enveloping his engorged organ.
Soon, his slow, almost soulful strokes transitioned into hard, rapid humping, his hard muscled thighs slapping against her round ass. The relentless pounding at the end of his big cock brought her closer and closer to climax. Soon, the room began to swim and almost against her will, orgasm after orgasm surged through her body. She wrists and ankles strained against the hard steel of the cuffs as she let out squeals of pained delight. He continued his merciless assault until she was a blubbering, twitching mess propped up by the pillow under her hips.
And then he drove deeper until he finally slammed in as far as he could go, letting out a huge, grunting "Yeaaah!" as he exploded deep insider her. Seemingly endless waves of his searing hot cum flooded her unprotected womb.
He held that position buried to the hilt for what seemed like an eternity, seeming to make sure every last drop was milked by her willing pussy, before slowly withdrawing in one long, smooth motion, making a small "pop" noise upon exiting.
Standing up now, André gazed upon the sight of this blonde beauty shackled with her pert ass propped up, panting and drooling after being literally fucked silly. His cum was slowly oozing out of her pussy, soaking the pillow underneath her. She was so out of it, she didn't notice him using his phone and start typing and hardly noticed a few minutes later when there was a knock on the door.
The noise roused her from her dazed state. She lifted her head slightly and mumbled "Wha...what is that?"
"You said you wanted another inspection, so I called a few other guys to help me complete it real good."
Ashely's eyes widened as he went and let in two guys. They were also black men as big as André. He closed the door and they stood there, leering at her.
"Fuck yeah, you got a good one this time, André," one said.
"Looks like the bitch is married too. Nice," said the other, observing the wedding ring on her finger.
"And you've already started," said the first looking at the thick slime leaking out of her.
"Well, I ain't stoppin' ya. Why don't you get to know li'l Ashely here," said André.
Ashley watched the 2 new guys strip down, revealing their massive dongs. She lay there helplessly, dreading the inevitable onslaught that was about to come.
To be continued...



        